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CHAPTER ONE


Cindy felt increasingly nervous and unsure of herself the further out into the country the taxi took her. She hoped she would have enough money to pay the man his fare. And if the job interview didn't work out, how was she going to get back to town? Her fingers twisted nervously on the handle of her suitcase. She braced her shoulders back, thrusting her fine tits out against the fabric of her blouse. I'm twenty years old and in fine health, she said to herself. If I have to, I'll walk back!
The ad in the paper had said: "Wanted: Helper for trucker's family. Good pay." She had called the phone number in the ad, and the man had sounded very warm and friendly in an "aw-shucks, ma'am" country way. He had three teen-aged children and no wife. Since he was away much of the time driving his truck, he needed someone to live in and supervise the kids. The pay had been surprisingly good, eighty dollars a week plus room and board. She had few expenses and would be able to save most of it to pay her way back to college in the fall. She didn't want to spend another summer with her aged grandparents and she didn't get much money from the trust fund that her parents had left her when they died, so she had agreed to come out to his house for a job interview.
The taxi pulled into a long, narrow lane among the fields and woods of the beautiful countryside. It looked so lush and green in the early summer. She knew every thing was going to work out just fine. The cab stopped in front of a big, rambling old farm house with a huge trailer truck parked beside it. This was the place all right. She paid off the driver and lugged her suitcase up the steps to the front door. There was no door bell, so she knocked as hard as she could on the door. The paint was peeling off the weather-beaten wood. It looked as if the trucker didn't take much care about his house. The yard was nothing but beaten-down dirt. Cindy felt her heart sink a little as she waited for someone to come answer the door.
Finally, after knocking several times, she heard someone coming, and the door swung open. Oh, my dear Lord! she thought to herself as she took a look at the man standing in the doorway. He was very tall, well over six feet, lean and hard-muscled. His black hair was short and tangled. He had a day's growth of whiskers on his jaws and thick matted black curls of hair on his chest, but what startled her most of all was the fact that he was wearing nothing but a pair of jockey shorts! A very, very full pair of jockey shorts! They bulged out from between his thighs and halfway down to his knees! She felt her knees going soft and wobbly on her. What kind of a mess have I gotten myself into now? she thought.
"Oh, hello," the man said. "Are you the girl that's come lookin' for the housekeeper job?" He wiped his eyes and smiled at her. He was a very handsome-looking man in a rough sort of way. He had big dark eyes and long, black eyelashes, slightly sticky from sleep. His teeth were white, and his lips thin but warm-looking. He scratched the black stubble on his jaw with his fingernail and grinned down at her.
"Come on in. You'll have to excuse the way I look. I forgot you was comin' out, and I fell asleep on the couch watchin' the ball game. Come on in. Let me take your suitcase for you." He didn't seem to be at all embarrassed to be standing in front of a strange woman in his underwear. Well, if he wasn't going to act embarrassed, then I won't either, she thought, and answered his smile with one of her own.
The living room of the house was a perfect mess. Newspapers were strewn all over the floor. Beer cans on the end tables and a bowl with some leftover popcorn showed that the house desperately needed a housekeeper. The man put her suitcase by the door and motioned for her to sit down on the sofa. He turned off the television and sat down beside her. He had his legs spread far apart, and she could easily make out the shape of his very long, thick cock bulging out the crotch of his underpants. His pants weren't too clean, either.
"Your name is Cindy, did you say on the phone?"
"Yes, Mr., uh," she had forgotten his name in her nervousness.
"Just call me George. We're a friendly bunch out here, but I hope you're goin' to like us just fine."
"Uh, what does the job entail, uh, George?" she stuttered.
"Well, I got three kids, and they ain't got a mom to raise 'em right. They're awful messy as you can see. You won't have to clean up after 'em or nothing like that though. You just got to keep on 'em, and they do the work for you. You can cook, can't you?"
"Oh, yes, I'm a pretty good cook."
"That's fine. You want to start cookin' some dinner? I'm gettin' awful hungry already."
"You want to hire me, then?"
"Sure, you'll do just fine, Missy. You want me to show you your room? Don't you want to take the job?"
"I, I suppose so. Perhaps I should meet your children."
"Oh, they'll like you just fine. They're down to the creek in the back swimmin'."
"How old are they?"
"Junior, he's the oldest. He's twenty. Then there's Sam. He's nineteen, and my girl, Mary Lou, just turned eighteen. Had 'em right in a row, then my old lady got tired of gettin' knocked up all the time and me being out on the road so much, she up and took off right after Mary Lou was born."
Cindy was not very sure that this job was going to work out after all. And the man, this handsome trucker sitting next to her in his jockey shorts, how was she going to be able to keep him in line? Or did she want to? He was so tall, dark, and handsome. His body made her feel a little dizzy, and she could smell the all-man smell of him like incense in her nose.
"I'll call 'em in to meet you," he said, and went over to the window. He shouted their names and told them to come in. A couple of minutes later she heard the back door bang and the sounds of noisy teenagers trooping through the house. The kitchen door opened and in they piled. They were all stark naked and dripping wet! Cindy nearly moaned and fainted in embarrassment.
"This is Junior." The man indicated the taller boy. You could hardly call him a boy. He was nearly as tall and strong as his father, and he had the biggest cock she had ever seen in her life! His balls hung down like a couple of oranges in a loose sac of hairy skin, and his limp dong hung down even further than that! Jesus, he looked like the heaviest-hung stud in the world, and good-looking too, except for a foolish grin on his face.
"Hi!" he said. He made no effort to cover up his naked dork.
"Junior's a little simple-minded," his father said. "But he's a good old boy, aren't you, Junior?"
"I ain't got much smarts, but I got a big cock," Junior announced proudly as if she couldn't tell by looking at the thick hose hanging from his groin.
"It's not as big as Papa's!" the girl said with a sneer on her pouty little lips.
"It's bigger than Sam's!" the idiot boasted.
"You want to see me get it hard?" he asked Cindy. She nearly choked on her tongue.
"Shut your mouth, George Jr.!" his father said. "That's no way to be talkin' to a lady. You ought to be ashamed of yourself."
The boy hung his head and pouted like a huge five-year-old. "Well, it IS bigger than Sam's!"
"This here is Sam," his father pointed. "He's the smart one in the family." Sam was blushing a deep red. His cock might have been a little smaller than his brother's but not by much. He acted much more shy, too.
"I'm sorry we don't have any clothes on, Miss," he said. "We didn't know there was any company here." He was the only one besides Cindy who was embarrassed. Cindy felt a great liking for the boy at once. He was the handsomest of them all, thinner and more boyish-looking than his older brother was, but he had the same donkey tool that seemed to be the trademark of the males of his family.
Cindy clenched her thighs together and felt a hot flush of cunt cream beginning to soak her panties. She wondered what it would be like to have that long soft prong in her hand and feel it swell bigger with each stroke of her loving hand.
"…Mary Lou." Cindy jerked her mind away from jerking off Sam to pay attention to what her employer was saying.
"You're going to be the new housekeeper?" the girl asked with a snotty look on her face. "We run off the last one. She was an old fart, no good for nothing."
The girl had the firm full breasts and a thick forest of hair around her little pussy mound. She was short and a little plump around the waist, and might have been really good-looking if she stood up straight and if her hair hadn't been wet and tangled. Cindy thought that she and Mary Lou were going to have to have a long heart-to-heart talk to make it very clear just who was going to be the boss between the two of them.
"You kids better get on to your rooms and get some clothes on now. Miss Cindy is goin' to cook us up a dinner. I guess I better slip some pants on too," he said to Cindy as his naked offspring left the living room. "We get a little informal around here, I guess. Not quite fittin' to meet a lady. Hope you don't mind too much. Pretty soon you'll be just like one of the family."
You aren't going to catch me running around the house stark naked, if that's what you mean by one of the family, Cindy thought to herself. She stood up and set her shoulders back firmly. She was going to have to take charge around here if the job wasn't going to be a complete loss. "I'll start the dinner as soon as I find out where everything is in the kitchen. After you put some pants on, why don't you pick up after yourself in the living room? Get these newspapers folded up and stacked."
She didn't give him time to answer her. She just left him with his mouth hanging open, scratching his balls. She smiled to herself with more self-confidence. They would be no match for her management! Her spirits sank a little when she saw the kitchen, though. It was a holy mess, with dirty dishes stacked all over the place. She found some hamburger in the refrigerator and scrubbed out a skillet to cook it in.
While she stood at the sink with her arms in the soapy water, visions of those two boys standing naked in the living room with their incredible dongs hanging out for her to see kept flitting into her mind. She was no virgin. There had been a couple of boys she had been to bed with at college, but neither one of them had cocks anywhere near as big as the ones on those boys. What would it be like to have a tool that big stroking up her tingling twat? So big and thick and long, with big fat cockheads and loads of steaming creamy cum spurting out and filling her up until she could taste it in the back of her mouth? Her pussy was twitching and getting soppy again as she called her attention back to the sink which was about to overflow.
Mary Lou came flouncing into the kitchen wearing shorts and a halter that groaned with the effort of keeping her tits inside the cups.
"Mary Lou, finish washing up the dishes while I cook the supper, please," Cindy directed. There was no "please" in her voice, though. She was handing out the orders like a Marine drill sergeant. Mary Lou got sulky, but she soon was washing the dirty dishes as she had been told. Score one more for me, Cindy thought to herself.
The boys came in a few minutes later, and she set them to work clearing the table and sweeping the floor. She noticed that Junior had the fly on his tight blue jeans unzipped and that he wasn't wearing any underwear either. The thick curls of his black cock hair stuck out of the opening in a delicious, enticing way.
"Zip up your pants, Junior," she ordered.
"I can't, Miss Cindy. The zipper's stuck," he replied good-naturedly. He put the broom down and yanked on the zipper to show her.
"Come here and let me look at it," Cindy said. She wondered a little bit at her choice of words. She meant that she wanted to look at the zipper, but didn't she want to see that super cock again, too?
As he stepped up to her, still yanking on the zipper, she could see the broad base of his shaft through the open fly. She pushed his hands away and grasped the tab on the zipper, her knuckles brushing against his heavy meat. She couldn't budge the zipper a bit. It really was stuck.
"Well, I can't move it. I'll have to see about it tomorrow. How come you don't have any underwear on?"
The dummy looked down at his crotch as if he had just noticed that he wasn't wearing any. "I ain't got no clean ones. Ain't had any for weeks."
"Well, we'll get to work on the laundry tomorrow, too. Finish cleaning up."
She finished the dinner and served it to the family. Big George had come to the table in fresh, clean clothes with his hair wet and combed down neatly. She was satisfied with the start she had made. After they all finished, Junior got up from the table with his cock sticking out of his open fly. Holy Shit! His tool looked like a baseball bat! It must have been nearly a fucking foot long! And as thick as her wrist! And it wasn't even all the way hard! She sat back down on her chair hard, the breath knocked out of her by the sight.
"Junior, were you playing with your prick at the table again?" his father asked in a stern voice.
"No, Papa, I swear. It just come up by itself. It musta been the good food that done it. I didn't touch it."
"Well, all right, long as you weren't playin' with yourself and then eatin' without washin' your hands." He turned to Cindy with a smile. "You want to watch some TV?"
She got her breath back. "First we clean the kitchen. Sam, let's make it your turn to help with the dishes. Each of you scrape your plates, and Junior, you clear off the table. Then you can go watch some television. I want to do some more exploring and find out where everything is." They quickly did as she instructed.
Cindy dried the dishes while Sam washed. He looked like such a sweet little boy now that he had some clothes on. She would never have suspected that he was equipped with such a massive pecker if she hadn't seen it with her own eyes.
"I hope you like it here, Miss Cindy," he said bashfully. Her heart did a flip-flop. He was a sweet, cute guy. "We've been raised kind of rough with no mama. Papa's folks kept us for a while, but then they died, and we've been living with Papa ever since. I guess he's raised us all like truck drivers in a truck stop dormitory."
She laughed. "I'll civilize you a little while I'm here for the summer."
His face fell. "You're just going to stay for the summer?"
"Yes, I'll be going back to college in the fall."
"You must be a pretty smart girl to be going to college."
"Not really. I just work hard at it."
"I wish you were going to be here when school starts again. I'd love to have you help me with my school work."
"I'd love to help you, too. Sam. Maybe we can do some work this summer."
"I like you a lot, Miss Cindy. I hope you don't run off like the last housekeeper did."
"Why did she leave, Sam?"
"She was an older lady. She just couldn't get used to our ways around here."
"You mean your messiness?"
"I guess you could call it that." He turned away with a sigh and didn't keep up the conversation.
When they finished, he offered to show her where everything was. First he took her down into the cellar where the washing machine and dryer were. There were mounds of dirty clothes piled up on the floor. She started a load going in the washer while they were down there and made a note to herself to buy lots of soap powder at the first chance she could get to do the shopping.
Then they went upstairs again to see her bedroom and the bathroom. As they passed the door to the living room, she swore she could see Mary Lou down on her knees in front of the sofa like she was saying her prayers, but she was kneeling in front of Junior. She started to turn back to look again, but Sam was right behind her, and she kept on going.
"This room here will be yours, Miss Cindy." The room was plain and had been kept neatly, but was now dusty and stuffy. She opened a window. Sam pointed. "I sleep out on the porch there in the summer time, right outside your window." His face was a little flushed. She was going to have to be careful to keep the shade drawn, she decided.
"Papa's room is next door to yours. Junior and Mary Lou sleep in the room across the hall."
"Junior and your sister sleep in the same room?"
"Yes, and so do I in cold weather. We only got the three bedrooms and we always leave this one for the housekeeper."
They went back to the living room. There were the three of them in a row on the sofa, their eyes glued to the boob-tube. Junior was sitting in the middle, his huge cock jutting out of his pants. He was jacking slowly on his dork, occasionally lifting his narrow, muscular hips up a fraction of an inch from the cushions in little fucking thrusts. The lap of his blue jeans was already covered with dribbles of a load of cum he had shot off.
"It keeps him quiet and happy," Sam whispered over her shoulder. "Just don't pay him no mind." She did the best she could, but it was a damned hard sight to keep her eyes from. She sat in one of the arm chairs and tried to concentrate on the television set. Sam sat on the floor next to her feet like a guard dog.
When the show finished, Junior got up with a massive yawn, his massive cock still hard and jutting up like a flagpole from his hips. "Come on, Sis, let's get to bed," he said to Mary Lou. She lazily got up and left the room with him. Cindy's head whirled with thoughts of what their bedroom scene must be like. She was beginning to get the picture of how this household worked.
The sound of the washing machine in the cellar stopped, and the television set was quiet for a moment. Yes, she could clearly hear the sounds of bedsprings creaking rhythmically! She was sure of it! Junior was busy fucking his sister in the bedroom right next door!
She hopped up out of her chair, unable to sit still and listen to those sounds. "I've got to put the laundry in the dryer," she announced.
"You need any help, Missy?" Big George asked. He had a certain look on his face, and he had been putting away the beer pretty heavily.
"No, no! I can handle it myself," she said brightly.
"Okay. I'm so tired I can't move anyway. I just got in from a long haul this mornin'. That's why I fell asleep this afternoon." He looked like he was going to go to sleep on the sofa, and she couldn't think of a better idea in the whole world!
"La me help you, Miss Cindy," Sam asked. His eyes were so big and beautiful she had to say yes.
When they got downstairs, he looked at her soulfully. "Now that you know, are you going to leave?"
"I don't know, Sam. It's none of my business, but it is disturbing."
"Please don't go, please, Miss Cindy!" He moved toward her in the dim light of the cellar, his crotch swelling rapidly. "I haven't even touched your hand yet. Please don't go. I like you."



CHAPTER TWO


Cindy drew back from him involuntarily. Her heart was racing, and her hands were cold and shaking on the top of the old washing machine. "Don't, Sam, don't," she said in a gasp of breath.
His eyes filled with tears, shining in the dim light in the cellar. "I won't hurt you, Miss Cindy. I won't touch you if you don't want me to. I'm sorry. I'm sorry I frightened you." His voice broke off in a sob, and she found herself reaching for him and drawing him to her. She nestled hie head between her tits and cradled it in her arms, rocking him back and forth as if he were a little boy. One moment she was terrified of his touch, and in the next she felt more like a mother toward him.
"Hush, hush, it's all right. Tell me about it Sam. It's just so strange to me. I was nervous and scared. I just don't know you very well yet. How long has this been going on?"
He sighed into her bosom, his hot breath blowing through the cloth of her blouse and warming her tits like the touch of a hand. "Not long, at least not with Mary Lou. Junior, he's always been pretty weak in the head and always playing with himself, he started messing around with Mary Lou, and, well, I guess she liked it just fine. Then Papa, he caught them fucking one night, and he was drunk, and he got in bed with them and fucked her too. I hadn't ever been with a girl before, and Junior was doing it with her, and Papa, too, so I, I did, too. Oh, it's so horrible, I wish I was dead!" He started sobbing again. "It's so wrong! I'll never be clean again!"
Cindy patted him on the head while he cried and tried to understand the situation in her own head. She had had no brothers or sisters, her parents had died so young that she could hardly remember them. She had been raised by her mother's parents, kind, sweet old people who loved her but never scented to understand what it was like to be young.
Her first reaction was revulsion and fear – a father having sex with his daughter, brothers fucking their sister! But after the first shock, she was merely curious. Was it so wrong after all? Her mind was in a spin.
"You, you didn't force her, did you?" she asked finally.
"No, not at all. It was her fault just as much as Junior. She was curious about him beatin' his meat and wanted to do it for him. She wants us to do it with her. I always thought that girls didn't like to fuck. I thought it was just guys who wanted it, and the women just put up with it."
Cindy had to laugh in spite of the pitiful sounds he was making. "You heard wrong on that, Sam. Women like sex just as much as men do, if not more."
"Do you like to fuck, Miss Cindy?" he asked right into the cleft between her breasts. She was suddenly aware again of the bulge between his legs. The heavy, long bulge that was now pressed against her hip. She gently pushed him back to look into his face and to get his hot and horny body a little further away from hers.
"I don't think that that is any of your business, Sam. That is not the proper kind of question for a boy your age to be asking a woman."
"Yes'm. I'm sorry. I know it's not right for someone like me to be talking dirty to you."
"It's not dirty, Sam, and you aren't dirty, either. It's just that, well, we don't know each other very well. Those matters are very private and personal. We'll talk about it more some other time, some time when I'm thinking a little more clearly than I am right now. You help me get this laundry in the dryer and get another load in the machine. Perhaps we can talk some more tomorrow."
They finished the laundry and came back upstairs to the living room. Big George was stretched out on the sofa, sound asleep and snoring his head off. Sam went into his father's room and brought back a blanket and put it over him on the couch. Cindy turned off the television and went to her room. She sat on the edge of her bed for a long time and listened to the sounds around her in the night. She glanced at the window shade which she had drawn carefully down over her window.
She could tell that Sam wasn't asleep out there on his bed on the porch. His breathing was harsh and troubled, and he was tossing and turning on the bed. She sighed from exhaustion and worry and decided that what she needed was a long, hot bath.
She opened her suitcase and took out a nightgown and bathrobe and her hair brush. She went down the hall to the bathroom and listened to make sure that no one was around. She slipped inside and turned on the light. She was relieved to find that there was a lock on the door and only one window which had frosted glass in it. She locked the door behind her and checked to make sure that no one could look in through the keyhole. Then she turned the hot water on in the big cast-iron bathtub and began to undress.
As she took her clothes off, she looked at herself in the long mirror that hung on the back of the bathroom door. She paused and examined herself in detail. Her hair was short with just a gentle curl to it, deep auburn with only hints of red in the artificial light. Her skin was flawless if you didn't count the few freckles of brown across the bridge of her nose. She looked wholesome and fresh on the surface, but there was a deeper, sexier look there for anyone who stopped to admire.
She cupped her hands under her breasts and looked at them in the mirror. They were full but still high and firm with youth. Her nipples were dusky rose-pink with wide areolas and fat dark-pink tips that erected and swelled into hard round points as she gazed at them and touched them lightly with her fingertips. She shuddered slightly from the sexy chill that passed over her.
She passed her long slender hands down over her ribs to her waist. She was pleased at her trim figure. Her smooth little belly tapered down to the nest of brown curls that grew on her cunt mound.
She could barely see the beginning of her slit in the mirror.
She remembered that she had left the hot water running in the tub and turned on some cold to cool it off. Then she perched daintily on the pot to take a piss. As she blotted herself, her fingers wandered up to her clit. She looked down and parted the lips of her pussy. The outer lips of her cunt were plump and firm. The inner ones were delicate, their fringes a deep, hot pink in the heat of the bathroom, and they shaded into an even deeper tint where her little clit hid under their folds. She touched it gently with her fingertip and felt the little lump of flesh stiffen and swell. She placed a fingertip on each side as the warm feelings of pleasure gathered in her belly and warmed the insides of her thighs. The tub was full, and she had to stop to turn the water off.
She placed the towel where she could reach it and slipped into the steamy bath. The heat of the water stung and then numbed her flesh, bringing the blood to the surface of her skin and draining her body of the tensions which had accumulated during the day. She leaned back and spread her legs, letting the soothing water flow up between them and lap at the opening of her cunt. She slid further down into the water and felt it wash delightfully up over her belly to her breasts. They lolled in the warm water, supported and caressed by it as they had been in Richard's hands. Her hands slid down her belly to her cunt, and she thought again of Richard.
She had known him slightly in high school, but they had never dated. He had been on the basketball team, though not a star player. He was tall and thin and very quiet. His face was too hard and boney to be called handsome. She had been the plain lane, the prim granddaughter of her prim and proper grandparents. They had gone to the same state college, and he had seemed to discover her there for the first time. They had been in classes together. He had asked her out to a dance. She knew right away that she didn't love him, that she could never love him. But she liked him. She liked to talk to him, and she was fascinated by his maleness. For the first time in her life she seemed to really see a boy, to touch him, to smell him. And it awakened a femaleness in her that she had never known was there.
At the dances she loved to dance the old-fashioned slow dances with him in the dark. She loved to be encircled by his long, strong arms, his huge boney hands. She would press herself against him and smell his cologne and deeper down the smell of his male sweat. She clung to him and let her breasts be massaged against his hard chest. And she felt his arousal. The strange hardness between his legs, the great bulk of what he had in his pants. He pressed his cock against her belly and let her feel what she was doing to him. For the first time in her sheltered life she felt the dampness, the creamy heat that gathered in her cunt and made her want him more.
They kissed in his car, at first in the front seat, and at first she would not let him touch her breasts. Then when she did, she was sorry that she hadn't done it sooner. It felt so wonderful, his hands grasping and holding her, massaging more and more heat into her tits until she ached for release. He too needed release from the tension that was building inside him. His cock got hard in his pants. She could see how rigid it was, how big, how uncomfortable he was. He never mentioned it in so many words, but he let her feel his need, his hard-on against her thigh.
Then she touched it, her hands trembling at the size of it and its terrifying hardness. He had put his hand on top of hers and squeezed it around his hard cock while they kissed deeply. Then he had groaned and jerked in the seat beside her for a few seconds and then dropped his lips from hers to gasp for aft.
Naive as she was, she didn't know what had happened. She actually thought that he had been ill or something. He was very embarrassed at first and had turned away from her and had taken out his handkerchief.
"What is it? Are you all right?" she asked anxiously.
"I came in my pants," he muttered. "I've got to sop it up before it stains my trousers." She wondered if it were something like having an accident with your period. She was emboldened by curiosity.
"Let me see," she said.
"You want to?"
"Yes, let me help you."
He turned back toward her. His hand was inside his pants under his belt with the handkerchief. He unbuckled his pants and unzipped his fly. He opened them and pulled down his jockey shorts. There it was, so long and dark and threatening looking, like a snake running up his belly from between his legs. It wasn't as hard as it had been before, but it was still swollen and throbbing slightly with the beat of his pulse. The head of it was like a big mushroom and was covered with a glistening white liquid. She caught the sharp animal smell of freshly spilled jism.
She put out her hand and touched his cock. Some of the sticky stuff came off on her fingers and she raised them to her nose and smelled them. It was the most powerfully wonderful scent she had ever smelled. It seemed to waken some deeply hidden animal memory inside her body. She took the handkerchief and wiped the cum off his belly and off his long, thick cock. She sighed as she touched him. He said nothing, but she felt him stirring and stiffening again.
"Does that feel good?" she whispered.
"Yes, very good."
His cock swelled up harder and harder. In a few seconds his shaft was like iron, and the head was smooth and tight, shining like polished stone in the moonlight. She clutched the shaft, and he thrust his hips up from the seat in a sexy, sensuous movement.
"Are you going to do that again?" she asked in a hushed voice. Her eyes were wide with interest and delight.
"I am if you keep it up. Let me feel your tits," he murmured. Before she could say yes, he slipped his hands inside her blouse and into her bra. She leaned forward so he could reach back behind her and unhook her bra. He unbuttoned the top of her blouse and pushed her bra out of the way.
She felt his fingers on the bare flesh of her tits, then he leaned toward her and took one of her nipples between his lips and sucked it into his mouth. She suddenly shuddered with the intensity of the feeling. It was so wonderful, so sexy, so exciting. She put one hand up to touch her breast and his cheek and feel herself being drawn into his mouth where his tongue was lapping at her hard nipple.
With her other hand she jerked on his hard dong, yanking on it like she was going to tear it out by the roots. His hand went down around hers and guided her movements, showing her the stroke he liked on his rigid shaft. She curled her fingers around its hot hardness and rubbed them over the ridge of his cockhead at the end of each stroke as he was showing her how to do it.
His face was buried between her tits, licking and hotly sucking on the nipples when his ass came up off the seat, jogging in the air. She watched with utter fascination as the white streams of his fuck cream jetted out of the hole at the tip of his cock and landed in wet, sticky strings over the back of her hand and on his lean belly.
Again, he said nothing as she wiped him up. He fixed up his pants while she put her bra back on and buttoned her blouse. Then she suddenly asked him, "Richard! It won't make me pregnant, will it?" She really didn't know.
He snorted a short laugh. "No, it has to get up your cunt to do that."
"I, I don't want to get pregnant," she said.
He looked her straight in the eyes. "I'll make sure that you don't." They didn't have to say anything else.
On the next date, he drove her straight out into the woods far out in the country away from the campus. They got into the back seat, and he unfastened her bra right away. His hands and lips were soon on her breasts and stirring up the fire inside her body. She reached for his cock and felt it hard and throbbing inside his pants. She took it out and caressed it in the dark. It was so strange and powerful to her and still a little frightening. She had heard that it hurt when a man did it to a woman for the first time. She hoped that it wouldn't hurt too much. It had her so excited to see his urgent arousal, but there was still a corner of fear in her mind. The fear was covered up, if not extinguished, by the surges of passion that he was building up in her.
His hand went down to her knees and slid up her thigh. She trembled and clasped her legs together at first, then let him move his hand up toward her pussy. She was wet and creamy hot from the things he had been doing to her tits, but she astonished herself with the feelings that swept through her when he touched her cunt.
He was gentle, his fingers just running through her pussy hair and stroking her cunt lips. Then his fingertip touched her clit, and it stiffened immediately under his strokings. His touch was light, but it thrilled her as she had never been thrilled before. Her legs opened wide for him as he slipped his fingers under the band of her panties and dipped them directly into her creamy box.
His fingertips soaked in her cunt juice and wiped it up over her clit, making it throb more and more with each stroke. She was feeling something new, a heavy fullness in her lower belly and in her legs, like a warm pool of mercury was gathering there. It made her want more and more of what he was doing to her, but he stopped and reached up higher under her skirt for the waistband of her panties.
She lifted her ass up from the seat and let him pull her panties off. Then his hands between her legs became more insistent, kneading the flesh of the insides of her thighs, rubbing against her wet cunt and opening it for a finger which was going lower down, toward her cunt hole. He touched it, and she tightened up on him, squeezing it as tightly shut as she could.
He stopped and went back to stroking her clit again, and she relaxed. Then he took his hand away and pulled back from her. She lay panting on the seat while he took out his wallet and pulled out a square folder of metal foil. He tore the end of it off and pulled out a circle of something like a thick rubber band with a thin sheet of something stretched across the opening. It was wet with some kind of lubricant.
"What is that?" she said.
"A rubber to keep you from getting pregnant." He put the thing on the top of his dork and then unrolled it down over the head and shaft. It fit his swollen prong tightly, like a thin glove. When he had it rolled on, he pushed his pants and shorts down to his ankles and moved toward her.
"Don't hurt me, please, Richard," she whispered.
"I won't. You've never done it before, have you?"
"No," she said in a tiny whisper.
"It might hurt just a little bit at first the first time," he said. "I'll stop if you say so."
"All right."
He knelt up on the seat between her out-spread legs. His cock nodded stiffly from his belly like a club raised over her. He pulled her skirt up from under her ass and stuffed a towel under her. "So your dress won't get dirty," he muttered. It was for the blood, but he didn't tell her that.
He leaned down toward her with his hand on his hard cock and forced it down so that the rubber-covered head touched her clit. He stroked it gently back and forth, up and down her lips from her cunt hole to her clit. It was so hot, even through the rubber, and so thrillingly hard, that she began to pant for it, for its powerful touch.
She opened her legs still further and thrust her pussy up at him. Then in one smooth motion, he positioned the head at the mouth of her cunt and pushed it in before she realized what he was doing. She had been as relaxed as she ever was, but the pain still flashed over her body like the slash of a knife. The first pain was sharp and tearing as he forced her open and split her membrane, but that wasn't all. She felt terribly invaded, ripped and forced and violated. He was so big, and it hurt to have him inside there even just an inch or two. She stifled a shriek of pain and clutched him to make him stop.
"It hurts! Oh, Richard, you're hurting me bad! Stop it! Take it out!"
"Just relax, baby. I won't move it. Just relax."
"I'm bleeding, Richard! I can feel it! You hurt me! You tore me!"
"I know. It's just your cherry. Hold still. It's not serious. You'll be all right in a minute."
"Please! It's hurting me!"
His arm tightened on her shoulder. "I said it will be all right in a minute," he hissed.
She began to cry. He let go of her arm and wet his fingertips as mouth and slid his hand down between their bellies. His fingertips found her little clit and began to massage it very gently. He pulled out enough so that he could reach down with his lips and kiss her breasts again. He was very gentle but insistent.
Slowly her crying ceased, and she began to relax a little, but she didn't feel the pleasure that she had felt before. He thrust into her, more and more until she felt his hairy balls on her ass. His belly was pressing now on her clit, and the force of his big cock in her cunt was also pulling on her trigger from the inside. He began to pull out and thrust his shaft into her. The sharp pain had subsided, but she still felt raw where he tore her, and the pain was enough to keep her from being aroused as before. He went faster and faster, pulling and pushing at her sensitive cunt flesh until he began to moan.
"Oh, God, so fuckin' tight! Oh, Cindy, it feels so good, so fuckin' good. I'm fucking you. Does it feel good for you? Does it?"
"Yes, Richard," she lied. It wasn't a big lie. It did feel good some, but it hurt some too. His words were so thrilling to her, though. She was fucking. She was fucking this big, handsome boy with his big cock. That excited her more than what he was doing to her. "Oh, Richard, cum! Cum inside me! Cum in my cunt! Do it!"
"I'm cumming! Feel it! Can you feel me shooting? Oh, Christ!!"
She couldn't feel anything except a little rawness and the force of his thrusts, but she heaved her pussy up as he slammed down into her and jerked and writhed in passion on top of her body. Then it was over, and he was panting for breath on top of her, his weight forcing the air out of her. She still felt that heavy fullness in her belly, an aching for something that was even worse than the ache in her torn twat. She pushed him off her to get some air.
But he didn't leave her then. He pulled his softened prong out of her cunt and slipped down on the seat. He was kissing her belly, then, oh Jesus! he was kissing her pussy! His tongue dipped into it and licked the sore flesh, then lapped up over her clit, and the sexy fullness that she felt was increased enormously. It was so good, so astonishing, so unexpected. She had never thought of such a thing. His mouth, his tongue down there in her cunt! His tongue was rough one second and smooth the next. Her legs jerked up on each side of his head and her hands went impulsively to his thick hair. She laced her fingers into it and gasped, "Oh! Oh! Oh!" She could find no words.
He licked her cunt and clit harder and harder, wiping the flat of his tongue over it and then tracing the tip around her clit. She found herself sobbing, tears running down her cheeks. She was tearing at his hair and thrusting her cunt up at him. All the pain was gone now. Now it was just something that was building inside her, pressing at her flesh until she thought she was going to explode, something so terribly wonderful.
Then she couldn't breathe! Her body started jerking, toes curling, fingers clenching as she grunted, then wailed the loud, long call of a woman in rut, in orgasm, in heaven. It all went up like fireworks – all the pleasure had been building up inside her went BANG! And she shuddered back down onto the seat like a balloon losing its air with each gasping grunt of her breath.
She was in the bathtub, and the water was slopping out onto the floor as she thrust her cunt up at the memory of Richard's tongue in her twat. Her soapy fingers frigged her clit as she relived the first orgasm of her life. She sank back into the warm water.
She had cum, but it wasn't the same. Nothing is ever the same as the first time anyway, but even now she felt only hornier than before. She was hot.
Hot from the water, the memories, the sultry air of the summer night, the thoughts of the three men in the house with her. Three men with cocks much bigger and better than Richard's had ever been. And Sam's eyes were so soft and tender and soulful.



CHAPTER THREE


The air tingled on Cindy's skin as she got out of the bathtub and dried her feverish body on the towel. She panted in the heat of the close room, and tiny beads of sweat began to moisten her clean body as fast as she could dry it. She felt trapped and smothered, so she opened the window and felt the warm, moon-silvered air sweep over her naked flesh.
She slipped on her nightgown, barely able to stand the touch of the thin cloth on her skin. She gathered up her things and went back silently to her room. She sat on the edge of the musty bed and wished that she could let the warm night air into her room. She might waken Sam by opening the blind. She wondered if he were asleep. She listened for the sound of his breathing, but she could hear nothing over the night noises from the insects outside. She sighed in longing.
Richard had been a very skilled and experienced lover. He had taught her his body and the working of hers, too. She had come to know just how to touch him and where, the especially tender spots right under the tip of the head of his cock, the backs of his balls, how he loved for her to stroke her fingernails back there, to cup her lip around the crest of his cock. She learned the secrets of her own body started on her journey with his knowledge but soon surpassed him.
Then she found out what a shit he really was. All that time telling her how much he loved her. She never believed him, of course, but she found out that he had proudly displayed the towel with her blood on it to his fraternity brothers. What an utter turd! She cut him off that day without even telling him what he had done to deserve it. There were other boys later, none as skilled as Richard had been, but at least they were more concerned with having fun than with proving what cocksmen they were to their male friends.
She sat on the side of the bed, dissatisfied and irritable with the annoying memory. She listened again for Sam's breathing. Everyone was asleep, she thought, I can go out on the porch and get a breath of fresh air. She got up and switched the light off and silently glided out into the house in the darkness.
The moonlight on the porch was as bright as day. She listened to the sounds of the bugs buzzing and humming outside the screens. She couldn't hear Sam. He must be very silent on his bed down at the end of the porch. She thought she would go down and take a look at him just to make sure that he was all right.
She tiptoed down the length of the porch to the old day bed outside her window. He was lying on it face down. The sheets were soiled and wrinkled, damp with the summer humidity. The top sheet covered the small of his back and most of his buttocks. She could see enough of the round cheeks of his ass to tell that he had no clothes on at all. The moonlight picked out the short delicate hairs that were just beginning to grow up his legs and over the hunks of his butt. His leg was pulled up a little, and she stepped to the end of the bed so she could see the heavy globes of his nuts sprawled out in their loose sac between his legs.
The pillow in its dingy case was clutched by his arms, and his face was thrust into it. She could just see the line of his jaw and the fuzzy beginnings of beard that were growing down from his sideburns, so delicately boyish. But she remembered the heavy length of his soft cock when he had come into the living room naked. There was nothing boyish about that! She couldn't see it now. It was trapped under his belly. His shoulders were so broad stretched out like that, but not yet bulky with the muscles of a grown man. He moaned and turned his head.
His lips were full and puffy with sleep. He worked his mouth, and his tongue came out and licked them. He moaned and grunted again. He was dreaming. She looked carefully at his eyes with their long, black lashes down on his cheeks. She could see his eyes moving under the lids in rapid twitches. He puffed out his lips and gripped the pillow tighter, pulling it to him, under his chest, and moving his ass up toward it.
Is he dreaming of me? she wondered. He was so handsome, lying there in his sleep, like a dream come true himself. He grunted a couple more times, little soft noises of urgency. His back arched up a little when he grunted and his hips twitched toward the pillow. He's going to have a wet dream, she thought, like Richard told me that boys have when they're too sexed up and need a fuck.
She shuddered all over as if from a chill, but it wasn't the night air that was bothering her. It was the sight of this boy and the fact that she was watching him in his sleep when be was totally unguarded, open to her gaze. She felt herself getting wet again, her clit beginning to throb with unsatisfied desire. Her knees felt a little weak, so she sat down very carefully on the corner of the bed, making sure that she didn't awaken him. She wanted to watch. She wanted to see his lust grip him in the dream.
As if he heard her desire, he rolled over suddenly with a groan and sucked in a deep breath. The sheet clung to him and pulled over with his hip. But not quite all the way off. His cock was hard, very hard, arching up from his belly like a flagpole. It was under the damp sheet, but she could see the shape and size of it. It throbbed slowly, jerking up and down a little over his belly with the slow, deep pulse of his heart. It was very, very big, an enormous cock to find on any man, much less a boy of his age. She was thrilled by it. She wanted it. At least she had to see it.
Her hand crept out and very, very gently took hold of the edge of the sheet and pulled it off him. It stuck to him some, glued to him by the pre-cum that was seeping out of the swollen head of his dong. His big balls were pulled up tight to the root of his dork, like two fat lemons in the darker crinkled skin that contrasted to the light tan of his legs and belly. Her fingers crept down between her legs and pressed against her pussy through the thin cloth of her nightgown. Her breasts stood high and tight against the confining fabric, the nipples erect and straining to burst free.
He kicked out with his feet, and one of them pushed against her warm thigh. She held still, but he opened his eyes. She saw glints of light in the darkness under his lashes. He looked at the ceiling, then at her. She put her shaky hand on his leg.
"Hello, Sam," she whispered.
He blinked at her.
"I heard you tossing around and came out to see if you were all right."
He blinked again, closed his eyes and then opened them again to stare at her. He was still deep in sleep. Then he seemed to become aware of her and the fact that his cock was lying naked and hard before her gaze. He pulled up on one elbow and pulled the sheet over himself, turning his hip so that his hard prong went out of sight. He was pale and uncertain, his eyes peering at her from under his lashes. His mind was still fuddled with sleep, and he didn't know what to make of the situation.
"I've been looking at you in your sleep," she said with a smile. "I hope you don't mind."
"Why do that when you…" his voice trailed off, leaving the thought unspoken.
"You're a very handsome boy," she said. "You are beautiful to see."
"Don't tease me," he muttered, and turned his eyes away from her.
Her hand stroked his leg where she had placed it. "I don't mean to tease you, Sam. I'm sorry if I made you unhappy."
"It's not your fault. It's mine, but please go away," he whispered, still not turning to look at her.
"I want to stay, Sam. Wouldn't you like me to stay with you?"
He turned slowly back to look at her. His eyes glittered like black diamonds. "You mean it?"
"Yes," she whispered. She hadn't intended to come here, to get into his bed. She had known him only hours, but it seemed like they had been lovers already, lovers separated by a foolish quarrel that was now behind them. Something about him gripped at her heart. And the powerful mixture of man and boy in him attracted her with an enchanting force. She wanted to touch him and feel him possessing her. She wanted to wipe out the unhappiness that was in his eyes and to see him in triumphant sexual passion shared with her. She wanted to enjoy him.
She stood up from the bed and unbuttoned her nightgown from throat to hem. She shrugged it off her shoulders and let it slide down her body, standing naked and pale in the moonlight by his bed. For a long moment, she just stood there and felt the caress of his eyes traveling over her naked flesh. Her nipples were tight and hard and terribly sensitive in the night air. Her pussy was moist and soft, ready for him, eager for him to take her.
Then she lay down on the bed beside him, face to face. She put her hand out and drew his head to hers. His lips were as full and soft as her own. He kissed her clumsily, his lips pressed shut and his breath coming in rapid pants. She slipped her tongue between her lips and thrust it into his mouth. His mouth opened with a gasp, and her tongue shot in, rolling across his and tickling at the roof of his mouth. Then she invited him to come with her into her mouth, and sucked his tongue between her teeth.
His hands were roaming over her body at the same time, feeling the soft pillows of her tits and the warm, firm mounds of her womanly ass. She pushed the sheet off him and claimed his throbbing cock with her hand. He was so very hard and eager, dripping pre-cum and jerking in her grip. She moved her hand further down and cupped his balls in her fingers, rolling the heavy weights around in their bag and tracing the shaft of his prong back behind them. He was shaking and trembling with lust.
He reached for her pussy with his hot hands, but she pushed them away. "Easy, slowly," she said. "We have all night." Her lips were so close to his that they brushed together when she spoke. "Kiss my breasts," she murmured.
He attacked them like a ravenous child. His hands were rough and fumbling, and his lips sucked so hard on the points of her nipples that it was almost painful. She stroked the back of his head, and he became more gentle. His touch was inflaming her. His hard prong was pressed into the soft flesh of her belly, and be threw one leg over her so that he could get even closer to her to urge his need on her.
She raised her own leg under his and opened up her cunt to him. She reached down and took his hard tool in her hand. It was so large and so hard that she could hardly bend it. He slid down further in the bed so that his cockhead was up against her clit. She stroked herself with it, using his prong to frig herself and bring herself up to the level of lust that already gripped him.
His cock knob was as hard and smooth as glass and very slippery with the juice that he was pumping out and the cream that coated her cunt lips. She moved slowly, playing his cock over her twat like a blowtorch over soft metal. She softened and melted under his fire until she could hold off no longer. Her clit ached with the sex-need that had been building in her for hours.
She pushed his cockhead down to her cunt mouth and eased herself toward him. He responded too eagerly, thrusting his hips toward her, but she kept hold of his hot shaft and forced him to go slowly. She let him into her a bit at a time, parting her pussy with his spear, letting herself open up with bliss as he went in and in and in. She rocked her hips forward when he was all the way in and they were belly to belly, face to face. She pressed her clit against the root of his belly and frigged it on him while his giant fucker stretched her cunt as tight as it would go. He was so deeply inside her, filling her as she had never been filled before. She began to tremble and shake with the approach of her orgasm.
She clamped her pussy muscles on his dong and milked him with the sucking movements that she had learned to perform. His breath was ragged and harsh in her ear as he absorbed all that she was doing to him and striving to make him feel. His hands came up to her breasts and held them firmly. His ass began the movements of the old dance, pulling his prick out of her, and then ramming it back home again, thrusting so deeply into her that she felt all of the insides of her body stirred with him.
She kept her hips cocked so that her trigger was forced down tightly to the broad back of his shaft. He stroked her clit with each fucking thrust. She was wide open for him and wet. She squeezed her cunt muscles down on him as he pulled out and thrust her pussy back at him to meet his entering strokes. They were moving faster and faster now both of them letting go of all restraints and running together toward the climax that they would share.
"I'm cumming, Sam, fuck me harder, harder with your big cock, ram it, jam it into me, deeper, cumming, cam off with me, inside me, fuck your jism into me, oh, fuck me, fuck, now!!"
She gasped and shoved her twat at him, quivering as the crest of the wave broke and crashed over her, swirling and drowning her in hot passion. She clutched his head to her tits and thrilled as he clutched them back. His ass was slamming his prong into her in spasms of lust, lust as she was tightest on his shaft as she got off, she felt him swelling and jerking with the force of the flood of cum that he was pumping into her. She wasn't so much aware of it as she was of the perfect union of their climaxes. Their bodies melted and mingled in their orgasm, pussy twitching and squeezing on pulsing, gushing cock.
She let her leg down and his, put her hand on his ass and kept him in her. Her cunt was still twitching and nipping on his semi-hard prong. They lay quiet, kissing a little, but saying nothing to each other.
His mind spun slowly in a sleepy daze around and around the same thoughts.
The incredible body heat of her cunt was stiffening up Sam's cock, and he made it twitch and jump inside her as an indication that he was ready for more. She smiled and squeezed her cunt muscles on him.
"Let's do it another way this time," she whispered into his ear, blowing her warm breath in and making him shiver.
"Whatever you want, Miss Cindy," he panted.
She giggled. "I think you can call me just Cindy, don't you think?" She squeezed her pussy on him and ground her hips around in a circle, sucking and pulling on his hard prong.
"I love you, Cindy," he said.
"No, you don't. You don't even know me. You just want to fuck. I want to fuck, too. Let's just have fun together."
"I really do," he said, stroking her breasts and then kissing her taut nipples.
"Hush. Has Mary Lou ever sucked your big cock for you?" she asked him.
"Yeah, sure. She likes to do that a lot."
"I'll bet I can do it better!"
"Be my guest!" he chuckled.
She pushed him back on the bed and swung around over him so that her ass was over his head and her breasts were brushing against his flat, hard stomach. His prick had pulled out of her cunt with a sucking plop. It was plenty hard and covered with his jism and her cunt cream – just the way she liked to suck them best! She licked her tongue over the broad head like it was an ice-cream cone, gathering up the load from his big balls and the slippery goo from her box and swallowing it all down as if it were the tangiest gravy in town.
In a few minutes she had him as clean as a whistle and as horny, as a reindeer. His heavy shaft was pushing hard to lie up his belly, but she was forcing it to stand up straight so that she could admire the length and strength of it. Her hand was curled around his prong near the base, and her fingers could barely fit around it and touch on the other side.
She lapped it up and down, from the flaring crest to the cock hair gathered around the root, then she slipped the head of it into her mouth and ran her tongue round and around the crest until he began to hump his ass up off the bed in his eagerness to shoot off in her mouth.
She took a deep breath then and pressed the fat knob against the back of her throat. She pushed her head down on it gently to make sure that she had her gag reflex under control and then forced it past the narrows and into her throat. Once she had the end of it in, she pressed straight down and took him all the way in until her front teeth were on the loose skin of his nuts. Judging from his reactions, she was right in guessing that Mary Lou had never tried or mastered this trick. He was almost too thick for her to manage it though.
Her swallowing muscles were clamping and pulling on his hard dong and milking the cum right out of his balls. She stroked her head up and down on it, pulling it out every now and then to take a breath of air. Her hands were busy working on his churning balls and rubbing up and down the root of his dork behind his balls, stimulating him on to another orgasm.
He was thrashing around on the sheets in utter abandon, too wild to think of anything or do anything but concentrate on the fantastic feelings she was creating in his fucker. She was even tighter than her pussy had been, and the way her throat pulled on him and rippled up and down his mighty cock was driving him out of his mind.
She kept her fingers pressed to his cum tube at the base of his dong, feeling him getting harder and harder and starting the twitches that told her that he was getting ready to get his rocks off down her throat. When the first gush came pumping out of his balls and up the length of his pecker, she rammed him all the way in and twirled her head around to yank the cum out of him.
His hands were all over her, squeezing her ass and reaching for her tits as his hips bucked up off the bed and planted his fuck-rod as deeply into her as he could. His load was like a geyser going off, huge spurts of hot cum splashing into her throat and right down into her stomach. She squeezed gently on his nuts to get the last drops out of his cum and held him in her throat until she was getting dizzy from lack of breath, all the time working her throat muscles on his twitching tool. Finally she had to let him pull out of her to get some air. She sucked the air into her lungs and lapped at his tender fucker until each touch of her tongue was sending spasms of sensations through his body and he had to beg her to stop.
"Was I better?" she asked proudly.
"Oh, God! All Mary Lou ever does is hold my cock head in her mouth while she beats me off with her hands. She never did anything like that before. Jesus! How can you do that? It feels like you're eating my dong right off me!"
"It just takes a little practice."
"And I guess you've had lots of practice," he said thoughtlessly.
"I've had other boys before, Sam, but I don't go to bed with every boy I meet," she said quietly.
"Why did you come out here, Cindy? Why did you get in bed with me? I didn't think you would want to have anything to do with me from the way you acted down in the cellar."
"I don't know why, Sam. I guess nobody ever knows why. I just liked you, and I felt like it, and that was good enough reason for me. You don't expect every girl to pull up her skirt every time you walk by and got a hard-on, do you?"
"I don't know what to expect. You and Mary Lou are the only girls I ever fucked. It's hard to know what to do when that's your only experience."
Cindy smiled at his innocence and turned around to lie in the bed beside him. She ran her hand over his body, enjoying being able to touch him freely, anyway she wanted to. His little nipples stood up when she brushed her fingertips over them. His belly as a smooth hollow, and she could see the pulse of his heart right through his flesh. His cock was still halfway hard, wet with her spit on his belly, like a huge snake resting after eating a big meal.
"I've got to go back to my bed, Sam," she whispered sadly.
"Don't you want to stay here with me?"
"I've got to get a little sleep. I really am tired. And there is a lot of cleaning up to be done tomorrow."
"We don't have to fuck any more. I just want to lie next to you and touch you."
"I don't know if I could keep my hands off your cock if I were in bed with you much longer," she giggled. "I love to play with it."
"You'll come back, won't you? We can fuck some more?"
"Yes, Sam. There'll be lots more times. But I don't want you to talk about it or show that we've been to bed together in front of the others. I don't want your father and brother to think they can crawl into my bed for a fuck any time they feel like it."
"I won't. I can keep my mouth shut," he promised fervently.
At least I don't want them in my bed just yet, she thought as she kissed him good night and went back to her room.



CHAPTER FOUR


Cindy awoke from a deep sleep early in the morning. Her eyes opened to see faded wallpaper, old and flaking. There were water spots spreading out from under the sill of the window. An old-fashioned, painted canvas roller blind was pulled all the way down to the sill, and a faint breeze was bumping it against the wood. She didn't know where she was. A small wave of panic rose up in her belly, but she held it under control while she struggled to remember. She remembered feeling good, very good, a big cock stroking her throbbing clit each time the hard tool sank its length into her. She remembered.
The panic subsided and disappeared. She knew where she was, and she liked it. She smiled to herself and snuggled down into the lumpy old mattress, her body covered only by her thin nightgown and a sheet against the early morning chill. She yawned and stretched and rolled onto her back, stroking her belly with her fingertips. The muscles of her cunt and the tender lining held the memory of Sam's huge shaft, the fullness and strength and satisfaction of it.
Her pussy was still creamy with the remains of his jism and her own cunt cream that she had been too sleepy to wash out last night. She squirmed her legs together and felt her cunt lips rub together in it. Very nice! She yawned again. Might as well get up and wash up and take a pee, she thought. She also discovered that she was hungry.
When she went into the bathroom, she heard the sounds of creaking bedsprings coming from Junior's and Mary Lou's room. They must be having a wake-up fuck. She was a trifle envious. There was nothing to top waking up with a man in your arms, his hard cock pressed against your belly or hips and just putting his prong into your pussy and fucking like that before either one of you were awake enough to even know who you were fucking.
She had her housecoat on, but paused only to brush her short hair before she headed for the kitchen. If this family I'm working for can run around bare-assed naked all the time, I should be able to get some breakfast in my bathrobe without giving anyone any ideas, she thought.
Sam was in the kitchen seated at the table. He had pulled on a pair of jeans for the sake of decency and was just pouring out a cup of coffee for himself. It was the wonderful smell of the java that had awakened her, she realized. He smiled shyly and got out another cup for her. She said good morning and went to the refrigerator to see what was available for breakfast. There were no sausages or bacon, but there were some eggs and bread. She took out a skillet and began to cook eggs while Sam fed the bread into the toaster. She watched the eggs frying and sipped at the hot coffee.
"You think they will be ready for breakfast soon?" she asked Sam.
He looked a little ill at ease. "I guess they'll be out and ready in a while," he said.
"Where's your father?" she asked.
He blushed deeply, casting his eyes down at the cup of steaming coffee and speaking in a voice that she could barely hear. "He's in there with them, I think."
"Well, you and I will eat these eggs, and I'll cook them some more when they're ready. I hate to eat cold fried eggs, don't you?"
He looked up at her with a question in his eyes. "No, I don't like cold eggs either."
She smiled. "Don't worry, Sam, I'm not going to leave. At least not for a while. I'm not horrified or disgusted, and I'm not going to melt or vanish. How many eggs to you want?"
He grinned broadly, his white teeth bright as a sunrise. "I'm starved! I could eat a dozen by myself!"
"Well, we don't have that many to go around. How about three?"
"Fine, uh, Cindy. Can I call you that, you know, when the others are around?"
"Sure, Sam. We can be friends as well as lovers."
They ate breakfast in silence. She loved to look at his bare chest with its tiny pink nipples on the smooth light-brown tan, the way his pulse beat in his neck, the raven darkness of his hair and long eyelashes. He was such a handsome young man. What a cock he had on him! Her clit twitched at the memory of the night they had spent together, and she found herself getting wet and creamy as she sat at the breakfast table with him.
Cindy was sitting at the table so that she could see down the hallway that led to the bathroom and the bedrooms. As she was finishing her breakfast, she heard a door open, and she looked up. Mary Lou came out of her bedroom, gave her a smirking smile and went into the bathroom. Her hair was a tousled mess, and she was wearing only a man's shirt that barely covered her chunky ass and big high tits.
Then Junior came out. He was wearing the jeans with the broken fly that he had been wearing the night before. There wasn't much use in him having them on with his bushy black cock hair sticking out and the base of his firehose of a cock showing, too. He grinned at Cindy and went into the living room, coming back out again a minute later with his father's khaki pants in his hand. He went into his father's bedroom and returned with fresh underwear, then went back into his own bedroom.
Cindy smiled to herself. George Sr. certainly had an interesting sense of modesty. He can sit around the house in his underwear and spend the morning packing his daughter loud enough for anyone to hear, but when it came time to come out of the bedroom to eat breakfast, he had to be properly dressed so as not to offend the new housekeeper.
Mary Lou came out of the bathroom, not bothering to hold the front of the shirt she was wearing closed and showing off her plump little pussy to Cindy and Sam. Then George Jr. and George Sr. came out, father going to the bathroom and son heading for the kitchen and some food. She noticed that George was giving her dressing gown the eye.
After George finished his breakfast, he leaned across the table at Cindy and smiled. "Now, lookee here, Miss Cindy, we have to get a few things settled now, I guess."
She was ready for the worst, but he only had in mind getting the finances of the household in order. He was leaving on a run in the truck the next morning and would be gone for a few days. He wanted to make sure that she had enough money to buy groceries for the week, and he advanced her first week's salary to buy herself whatever she needed.
He turned to his children. "I'm going to be gone most of the week, and I don't want to be hearin' that you all been causin' Miss Cindy here a lot of grief when I get back, you hear? I want you to do just like she says. Clean up after yourselves and clean up the house like she tells you, and don't give her no lip about it, neither, you understand, Mary Lou? And Junior, you mind your manners, best you can. Get your hand off your cock at the dinner table. I told you that ain't clean, and don't be messin' around Miss Cindy."
"Yes, Papa," they said.
Cindy awoke the next morning to the thunderous sounds of Big George's truck starting up and pulling away from the house. She rolled over and groped for her watch on the nightstand. There was barely enough light for her to see the dial as she focussed her bleary eyes. Five o'clock! God! He said that he was going to start early, but she had no idea that truck drivers had to get up and begin work at that hour of the morning. She put the watch down and rolled back under the cover. She sure as hell was glad that she didn't have to get up.
She had hardly drifted off to sleep when she was awakened again by the sound of her door opening. It was Sam. He closed the door quietly after himself and came to the end of her bed. He was smiling sheepishly and was wearing only a pair of jockey shorts. The front of his shorts stuck way out. He didn't have a hard-on, not yet. It was just the size of all that meat he carried around in there. Cindy purred sleepily and held her hand out to him. He came and sat on the side of the bed next to her.
"And what are you doing in here at this hour of the morning. Sam?" she asked, teasing him.
"Thought you might be lonely," he said, and looked at her from under his long, black eyelashes.
"You wanted to give me a little company?"
"That's right."
"How come you only have your underwear on?"
He blushed. "I thought you might be mad at me if I came in buck naked. That's like not even askin', isn't it?"
"Those jockey shorts don't cover up very much," she said. She slipped the tip of her finger up his leg and under the leg band of his pants. "You were pretty sure that I was going to say yes, weren't you?"
He trembled a little bit as the nail on her finger slid across the side of his ball bag and then up into his cock hair. His thick prod began to stiffen under the white cotton cloth. "I was sure hopin' you would," he stuttered.
"What about your brother and sister, Sam? What if they should hear us in bed together?"
"They won't. They never get up this early. They're in bed sound asleep," he blurted, and reached out to put his hand on the ripe curve of her ass and hip under the sheet. "They won't bother us any."
"You came looking for a fuck, didn't you?"
He squeezed her butt through the sheet and felt her fingers in his underwear under his balls, scratching gently at them as the shaft of his cock filled with hot blood and swelled in passion. "I guess so," he gasped harshly as she flicked her fingers across the root of his dork behind his balls.
"Then why don't you get into bed and fuck me, boy!" Her own breath was rapid and ragged as she let herself surrender to the waves of lust that just looking at him was arousing within her.
She pulled back the sheet and showed herself to him. She was wearing only her thin nightgown, but even that was pulled up almost to her waist. The froth of lace around the hem foamed in delicate waves up around her thighs and across the top of her warm pussy. Her curly cunt hair peeked out from under the lace, and he could just make out the folds of her cunt lips through the hair. Her tits played peek-a-boo at him at the top of the frilly nightie. He could easily see her taut nipples thrusting up at him through the filmy material. He lunged for her.
"No," she said. "First take your shorts off and let me look at you." He stood up quickly and hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his jockey shorts and shoved them down below his knees and then kicked them off onto the floor. His long cock arched out from his narrow belly, out over his heavy balls, just beginning to reach its full length. Again he moved to get into the bed with her.
"No, wait. I want to look at you more. Turn around and show yourself off for me." He did as she said, at first awkwardly, but then he began to watch what she was doing, and his own pride gave him more grace.
She was lying back on the bed, her legs spread apart now, and she had her hands down at her cunt, stroking her clit and opening the delicate lips of her pussy. Her eyes were eating him up, drinking in the handsome lines of his face, his broad shoulders and chest. The narrow power of his waist and butt, and the mighty staff that rose from his loins, surging with passion until it stood hard and erect, like the arm and fist of a child jutting up from between his legs. The knob at the end was hard and gleaming in the morning light. The slit was opened, and the clear pre-cum was oozing from it like pearls.
She bit her lips in her passion and traced her fingertip faster and faster around the lump of her clit. Her other hand dipped down into her cunt and worked her pussy open until two of her fingers had wormed their way into her cunt hole, letting in more of the heat of lust and letting out more of her hot cunt cream. She squirmed her broad hips on the bed and panted for him.
She was tantalizing herself as well as him. Her belly felt full and hot and aching with hunger for his fuck-rod. She felt her need in every part of herself. Her tongue licked out over her lips. Her breasts were so swollen and full that the brushing of the soft cloth across her nipples was agonizing. Her clit was throbbing as she stroked it. Her cunt felt to terribly empty, so eager for him to fill her and fuck her. She reached out for him.
Cindy was sexed up, but not nearly as much as Sam was. The cool air of the room on his naked flesh felt like a blowtorch. His prong was dancing with desire to plunge itself into her hot quim, and he could feel his big load squeezed up tight at the root of his dong. His cockhead was so hard that lie knew he wouldn't be able to hold off very long. It had that weird sensitive numbness that came just before he lost complete control over himself. He was ready to cream at the very sight of her.
Sam crawled on top of her, shoving her nightgown up out of the way so that it was rolled up under her tits. She shoved her pussy up at him and scratched the flesh of his pecker with her cunt hair. He quickly put his hand down and bent his spear so that the broad head was nestled inside the wet lips of her pussy. He bit his tongue to keep from cumming off right then, but he was only barely able to manage it. She was wet and eager and wide open for him as he slid his cock into her. The heat and tightness and slipperiness of the walls of her cunt made him shudder with intense pleasure as they closed around his dong.
She gripped him with her cunt muscles and milked on his dick as he pushed it all the way in and felt the mouth of her womb rub across his cock knob. He started to tell her to stop, to wait and give him a chance to get himself back under control, but he couldn't even form the words with his mouth. He let out a noise that was half-moan, half-squeal as his mind melted down into orgasm. He couldn't stop. He wouldn't have been able to if his life depended on it. He felt the blood of passion engorge his cock until it seemed almost twice as big as his biggest hard-on. It trembled and jerked inside her cunt and she realized that he wasn't going to be able to hold it.
She writhed up off the bed to meet him, her hips twisting and churning on his spoke, gripping and sucking his cock with her cunt. His toes dug into the mattress as he tried to shove his whole body into her. Then the dam broke. His prostate gave an enormous convulsive spasm, and the first wave of cock juice roared down the tube and out the slit in his cock head. Spurt after spurt of his jism jetted into her, blasting out inside her tight cunt and bathing them both in the liquid of lust.
Again and again he bucked his hips against her pussy and poured his sperm into her. Her hands were on his ass shoving his huge fucker deeper into her body and claiming his hot cum for herself. Finally he dropped flat on top of her and gasped for breath as the last of his load dribbled out of his pecker in the grip of her cunt.
Cindy was kissing him hungrily on his neck and nibbling at his shoulder in her lust. She was thrilled with the power of his orgasm, but he had cum long before she was ready to get off herself. Her pussy clamped down on his cock and milked at it eagerly as she hoped that he would go on for more and satisfy her. She was really hanging on the edge, and so wild to reach her own orgasm that she was about to pull his prick off him with her pussy muscles. She humped her body under his weight and frigged her clit on his belly, but he just lay spent on top of her.
"Fuck me, Sam!" she gasped. "Don't stop! Please don't quit! Keep fucking me!"
He raised himself up onto his elbows and began to hump his ass, but every movement of his pecker inside her sent waves of feeling through him that were just too much to be taken. His cockhead was so extremely sensitive that he couldn't stand to have her working her pussy on him like that, and his cock began to soften and shrink immediately. He was embarrassed that he was losing his hard-on, but try as he did, he couldn't get it back up so fast when it was still so tender.
Cindy was a little bit angry at him, but she was so wild to get off that she couldn't wait to let him rest. She pushed him away from her and shoved his shoulders down toward her aching cunt. "Go down on me!" she moaned. "Use your mouth on my cunt to finish me off! Hurry!"
His mouth hung open in amazement. He had never done anything like that with his sister. He looked at her questioningly, but her eyes were squeezed shut and her tongue was sticking out of the corner of her mouth as she writhed on the damp sheets. Her hands were grabbing at his hair and forcing his head down to her pussy. It was deep red, scarlet with passion, open and wet with her juices and the sperm that he had spurted into her. He let her push his mouth against it and smelled the wild animal smell of freshly fucked cunt. She rubbed her pussy all over his face, rubbing his nose into it and his lips.
"Use your mouth, your tongue!" she demanded harshly, so he opened his mouth and stuck his tongue out. The taste was wild, thrilling! So hot and tangy! He lapped at it, and she pulled his head up by his hair so that his tongue was on her clit. He felt the little lump with his tongue tip and lapped it over her trigger. She moaned and shook with pleasure. He was excited by her eagerness and by his desire to please her so he flicked his tongue up and down over the hard clit and felt her nearly tearing his hair out in her frenzy to make him eat her cunt out harder and faster. He caught on immediately to the best way to do it, not too hard, but fast and tickling and hot.
She moaned and gasped and arched her back, thrusting her wildly hot cunt up to his eager tongue and lips. He felt her whole body respond to him, quivering in his grasp as he held her hips in his hands and spread the ruby lips of her cunt with his thumbs. His jaws ached from holding his mouth so far open for so long, but he didn't quit until she dropped back on the bed in exhaustion. So that's what eating pussy was all about!
His cock was up against his belly and vibrating with the hard passion that filled it. As soon as she dropped back on the bed, he moved up to insert his hot cock in the cunt he had just been lapping. He was so stiff that he could hardly bend the thing down to the open mouth of her pussy. She moaned and opened her eyes when she felt his hard knob sliding through the juicy lips of her cunt.
"Oh, yes, yes, do it again, fuck me some more, Sam! It feels so good! Fuck me, stick it in and fuck me hard, yes, yes!!"
She pulled her legs way apart and reached for his hard prong to guide it to its target. She got the head in, and he plunged his whole shaft right into her. She gripped him tightly with her cunt and scratched her fingernails across his back in her pleasure at having him stuff her full again.
He humped his belly against her clit, and she hooked her legs around his to pull him deeper inside her. She was tight as a tick on his cock, and this time he knew that he was going to last a long time. He was quivering with lust, but he had dumped one load into her womb, and he knew that he could stretch out this fuck as long as he wanted to. He was in complete control.
He pushed it in and in, grinding his belly against her and feeling her cunt stretch and stretch to take his huge shaft. The stretching made the walls of her cunt jerk around his joint in spasms as he forced every bit of his tool into her pussy. Then he pulled it out for his first stroke, going slowly and delighting in the feelings in his cock as she clamped her cunt muscles on his dong and twisted her bottom around in circles as he withdrew.
He slammed it back into her, banging his cockhead against her womb and making her moan and babble with passionate excitement. His cock felt good, twice as good as before. The lust built up in him more slowly this time, and it felt like it was going to go on and on forever, just getting better every second. His cockhead was soaking up all of those good feelings and sending them back up and out all over his body until he tingled all over and fucked faster and faster for it.
She had pulled her nightgown further down and had taken her tits inter hands to rub over his hard chest. Her big nipples were hard and erect, and he could feel them brushing over his own tiny nipples. He ran his tongue into her mouth, giving her a taste of what her own cunt and his cum tasted like. She went wild, sucking his tongue and biting at his lips with her teeth. Her heels were banging on his legs and ass like she was riding a horse and was spurring it on faster and faster. His huge prod was smoking in and out of her cunt, burning it up with the liquid fire of lust. He felt his cum building up in his balls, but he knew that it would continue to build and swell until he was ready to let go.
Cindy was feeling her orgasm trembling on the edge. She babbled and thrust her body at him, loving the terrific fucking he was giving her. She bit her lips to keep from screaming in pleasure as he brought her off for the second time that morning. God, it felt so good she could hardly stand the pleasure without wailing at the top of her lungs.
She felt her spasms of cumming tearing her apart, long and drawn out so that she could hardly breathe, then he kept right on going, and she was forced to go along with him, her body immediately building toward another orgasm within seconds after the last one.
She couldn't stand it. She was going crazy. He was fucking her mind right out of her body. Her clit was jumping and shooting waves of passion out over her body. Her cunt was working on his thrusting cock and convulsing in passion. He was cumming too! He was cumming along with her this time.
He could hardly think. He could hardly remember who he was or where he was, but somewhere down inside the raging tornado that was his mind, he knew she was with him, getting off at the same time, couldn't feel this good without it being for both of them, hot cunt on spurting cock, squeezing, milking, pulling, sucking the cum out of his balls, sucking the brains out of his fucking head and down into his balls, fucking his brains out all over the pulsing walls of her pussy.
If they had been able to, if they had looked at the door to Cindy's bedroom, they would have seen it open a crack for a while and then close after the thrashing of their arms and legs had quieted down on the bed. But they didn't. The whole world could have walked in and watched them fuck there at the end, and they wouldn't have noticed a thing!
It was broad daylight when Cindy noticed the noises of the springs creaking in Junior's and Mary Lou's bedroom. She pushed Sam off of her and sat up in the bed, yawning and stretching luxuriously. She was well-fucked and feeling wonderful. But it was time to start the day and get some breakfast.
She told Sam to get up, too, and get dressed. He followed her into the bathroom, both of them stark naked. She held his big floppy prick in her little hands as he pissed a potful. She giggled and splashed the piss around in the toilet while he pissed. Then she sat down to empty her own bladder and sucked the head of his limp tool in her mouth while she pissed.
It didn't stay limp for long, though. But she was hungry for more solid food than just a mouthful of his jism, so she told him to go on and get dressed while she washed up. She could hardly believe the amount of his cum that ran out of her pussy as she washed herself. He was one amazing stud! As she washed out her cunt, she felt all tingling and fresh and good. This was going to be one of those days when everything was going to be just wonderful and sexy as hell, too!
She smiled as she heard Sam breaking out singing in his cracked baritone voice. The springs on the bed in the next room seemed to be beating out a rhythm for his singing as his brother and sister enjoyed their morning fuck. Cindy got carried away with all the sex around her and found herself frigging her clit again. She had to stop. You just have to take out some time for things like eating, you know!
Cindy and Sam were halfway through breakfast before Mary Lou and Junior repeated the routine of the morning before and emerged from their bedroom. They seemed to be smiling more than usual and smirking at each other. Mary Lou was only wearing panties and one of Junior's shirts.
Junior had started to come to the table stark naked, but a sharp look from Sam sent him back into his room where he got dressed.
Sam sent a sharp look at Mary Lou, too, but she blandly ignored him and gobbled her breakfast down. Her tits were bobbling around inside the shirt in a very distracting fashion, but she had it buttoned far enough up so that they didn't pop out into her oatmeal. Sam reminded his big brother to keep both of his hands up on the table where they could be seen while he ate, and Junior cheerfully obeyed him. Cindy was feeling too free and happy and sexy to worry about bitching at anybody.
After breakfast, she took out the shopping list that she and Sam had made the day before when they were cleaning out the kitchen. "Where do you go shopping?" she asked him.
"When Papa's home, he stops by the store in his truck on the way home. When he's gone, I usually walk into town with Junior's little wagon and fetch the groceries. If I'm lucky, somebody'll stop and pick me up and give me a ride in the back of their pickup truck. Otherwise, I just walk it. It's only a few miles. You want me to get some groceries and stuff for you, Cindy?"
"I guess so. I didn't know that you had to walk so far. I thought you could get them delivered."
"It's no trouble, Cindy," he said with an eager smile. "I'd do anything for you!"
She returned his smile and went over the list, making a rough estimate of the amount of money that he would need and counting it out to him. Mary Lou was drying the dishes while Junior did his best to wash them, and her ears seemed to perk up while she listened to Cindy and Sam. She smiled to herself when she found out that her bossy brother was going to be out of the house for a few hours.
After Sam left, Cindy told Junior and Mary Lou to make the beds while she vacuumed the house. They started with Sam's bed out on the porch while Cindy vacuumed and dusted in the living room. Then they went on to make the bed in their father's room and Cindy's, too. Cindy had finished in the living room and kitchen and was moving into the hallway and the bedrooms when they went into their room to make the beds in there. She vacuumed Big George's room and her own before she noticed that they had been in their bedroom a long time and had not come out. She switched off the vacuum cleaner, and as its bellowing whine died away, she could hear the sounds of the bedsprings going again. Her first impulse was anger that they had not finished the chore that she had assigned to them, but then her curiosity got the better of her.
She thought about how big and heavy-hung Junior was. She remembered seeing his cock on hard and jutting out of his pants. She remembered seeing Mary Lou's downy little cunt that first day in the living room. Her mind heated up at the thought of that big fucker ramming into Mary Lou's cunt and fucking the hell out of her. She forgot about the housework in her eagerness to see what they looked like.
She flicked the switch on the vacuum cleaner back on and crept up softly to the door of their bedroom. The roaring of the machine would cover any sound that she might make. The door wasn't latched all the way, and she pushed it a tiny bit further open with her fingertips and peeked through the crack. The bed was alongside the wall with the door, and she could look in right at the end of it. They were going at it hot and heavy.
Junior had his back to her, and all she could see of Mary Lou was her legs up in the air. She opened the door a little wider, but was careful not to attract their attention. She bent down and looked along the top of the mattress. She could see the back of Junior's balls and a little bit of his sister's cunt when he pulled out on each stroke. His big, meaty ass was driving his huge prong into his sister's pussy in long, hard strokes, making the whole bed shake and bang against the wall.
They obviously didn't care if anyone heard what they were up to, and the only one who could have heard was Cindy. She couldn't see much of what was going on, though. Junior's nuts were so big, hanging between his legs like that that they covered up almost everything that she wanted to see. Then Mary Lou murmured something, and he stopped. Cindy pulled the door back until it was almost shut, but apparently Mary Lou just wanted to change positions.
Junior pulled his smoking dong out of her little pussy and lay down on the bed on his back. Mary Lou scooted out of his way and then crawled up on top of him. While they were shifting positions, Cindy got a better look at the idiot boy's big tool. It was truly amazing, bigger than Sam's and bigger now than when she had seen it hard that night in the kitchen. It was gleaming with Mary Lou's cunt juices and was standing up, fiercely thick over his hairy belly. His balls looked like a couple of oranges in their hairy bag, and Cindy squeezed her legs tightly shut at the thought of how much jism he must be packing inside those fuzzy nuts.
They were both naked, their clothes lying in a tangled pile on the floor. Mary Lou's tits were bouncing as she got on top of her brother. Cindy got a good look at the sharp nipples sticking up at the tips before the girl turned her back to the door. She got on her knees over Junior's legs and then up on the balls of her feet. She crouched over him and reached down for his slippery pecker.
Cindy could see right between her legs to the hair that grew on her cunt. The glistening cockhead seemed far too big to ever be able to fit into her snatch, but she worked it into her cunt and then sank slowly down on the huge shaft. She sighed in pleasure as the enormous fucker of her brother glided deeper and deeper into her body.
Down and down her ass went until it looked like his big nuts were hanging right out ol her asshole. She rocked back and forth on the cock for a few seconds, stirring it around inside herself, then she pulled up and up, twirling her ass around as she went. Slam! She went down on him so hard that she knocked a grunt of breath out of herself, and then back up again. Cindy could see that her hands were in front of her at crotch level. She must be frigging her clit while she fucks herself on him. Cindy thought. I wish I were in there to do it for her and see everything that's going on.
She still had the hose of the vacuum cleaner in her hand, and when she instinctively put her hand to her own throbbing clit, she felt the hose rub up against her. She spread her legs further apart. She was wearing a thin pair of slacks for the housework, and the material let her feel the vibrations of the machine through the hose. She pressed the thick vacuum cleaner hose between her legs and into the slit of her cunt, feeling the thing buzzing up against her clit through the cloth while she watched the big boy's cock disappearing into his sister's pussy hole.
She clamped her legs around the vibrating hose and tugged it back and forth to excite her clit. Her knees felt weak with lust as she watched the brother and sister fucking together on their bed. Mary Lou was pumping up and down as fast as she could go on her brother's flagpole of a cock, but that apparently wasn't fast enough for him. Cindy saw his hands come out and grasp his sister around the waist. The big muscles in his forearms flexed, and he lifted her right up in his hands and slammed her down on his fucker. At the same time, he was heaving his hips up off the mattress and driving his dick into her cunt.
They were going faster now, and Cindy matched their speed with the vacuum cleaner hose. Creamy cunt juice was dripping out of her box and soaking her underwear, but that only made it feel better. The nylon of her panties was sliding back and forth across her clit with each tug on the hose, and she was getting close to cumming from the frigging and the horny sight that she was watching.
There wasn't a trace of shock or disapproval at seeing a brother and sister fucking each other now. The only thing that she felt was jealousy that it wasn't her hot snatch that Junior was cramming his dork into. They were going so fast that Junior's balls were bouncing off his butt and swinging up to rap against his sister's bottom with each stroke. He was getting close to cumming, and he was beginning to lose his rhythm in his convulsive effort to get more of his cock into that tiny pussy.
Mary Lou was trying to take over the pace of the strokes now that Junior was about to blast off up her cunt, but she was too far gone to be in control of what she was doing either. She pulled up too high in the air just as Junior was gasping that he was going to shoot off, and his big prong escaped from her hot nest. When she slammed her ass down on him, his cockhead popped out of her pussy and ran up the crack of her ass.
Suddenly, there it was, all of it, blazing red and covered with cunt cream for Cindy to see. The tube that ran along the bottom of it was swollen up terribly large, and the veins were bulging out under his skin all over it. She could see his balls pulled up tighter now to the base of his fuck staff, and the ruby red head seemed about to burst.
It only took a matter of seconds, but it seemed to slow down into slow motion as she watched. The base of his rod twitched and quivered, and then she could see the huge load of jism as it swelled up the cum tube and rippled up the long pole toward his cockhead. The mouth at the tip opened up, and a huge, huge stream of white fuck cream burst out of the end of it and shot up his sister's back. Right along her backbone and up to the level of her wildly tangled hair, a huge, spraying, pissing stream of jism in big, thick ropes of mm! It landed on her smooth white flesh and hung in slimy strands on her back. By the time that his second gush was spewing out of his cockhead, Mary Lou had managed to grab the gushing spermer and had inserted the head of it back into her cunt. She slammed herself back down on his spear and milked her cunt muscles on his dong while the rest of his load spurted out into her hot cunt.
Cindy was jerking the hose between her legs so hard that the end of the vacuum cleaner was banging on the door like she was trying to beat it down. The door had swung open all the way, and she was halfway into the bedroom herself. Mary Lou turned around with her brother's big dork up her pussy and looked Cindy right in the face. She squirmed her cunt on the big prong as the last of her brother's big dork up her pussy and looked Cindy right in the face. She squirmed her cunt on the big prong as the last of her brother's load oozed out into her. She giggled. "Why don't you shut off that stupid machine and come on in and join us?" she said to the new housekeeper.



CHAPTER FIVE


Cindy staggered to the end of the bed and grabbed hold of the foot to keep from falling down. Her brain was boiling with thoughts of lust as she stood there, stupidly clutching the vacuum cleaner hose between her thighs. Mary Lou got up off Junior, pulling his prong out of her cunt with a sound like a foot being pulled out of deep mud.
She stood by the side of the bed, a wicked, smirky smile on her face. Her brother's cum was running down her legs in pearly strands. She walked past Cindy and turned off the vacuum cleaner, then she took her by the elbow and led her to the bed where her brother still lay flat on his back.
Cindy's eyes were glued to Junior's big cock. The thing looked like the trunk of an elephant to her feverish mind. It was flopped down onto his belly, the head of it up above his belly button and one last string of his jism hanging from the head down onto the silky black hairs of his belly. It twitched as she looked at it, and Junior giggled foolishly.
"Ain't you got enough from Sam this morning?" he said. "Me and Mary Lou, we snuck in and seen you fucking with him this mornin'."
"Guess she didn't, Junior," Mary Lou said with a snicker. "Guess ole Sam's dong wasn't big enough to suit her. Next thing you know, she'll be stickin' that damn vacuum cleaner pipe up her pussy. Or maybe she's interested in your cock Junior. You done shared one of my brothers. Miss Cindy, you want to try out Junior here for size."
Cindy just kind of moaned a little, still hypnotized by the sight of the idiot boy's prong. She got up on the bed, paying no attention to Mary Lou's smart-assed remarks. She had one of her hands headed for Junior's pecker while the other one was sliding up her own leg toward her hot snatch.
"Just a minute, lady. I didn't say you could have any of that. You're the housekeeper around here, but that don't mean you can play house with Junior unless I say so you want to fuck her, Junior?"
Junior giggled again, and his cock began to stiffen at the sight of the gorgeous young woman and the way she was staring at his dork. "That just fine with me, Mary Lou, if you say I can. Bet she fucks real good. Sam sure sounded happy this in mornin'."
"Alright then, I guess you can fuck her. Come on, Miss Cindy. Let's get those clothes off of you and get you all nice and comfortable."
"Yeah, lemme see her tits. She got bigger tits than you got. Mary Lou. Take her blouse off and let me get my hands on them jugs."
Cindy lay back against the wall, unable even to speak. This was what she wanted, but she hadn't planned for it to happen this way so fast. She was just going to sneak a look at them fucking together in bed. Then later she was going to get Junior aside and let him get his cock tip so that she could play with the big thing and decide whether or not she wanted to take his horse cock tip her cunt. Now she was in bed with both of them, Junior and Mary Lou. And they were unbuttoning her blouse. She was going to be naked, and Junior's big fucker was getting harder by the moment. Like it or not, she was going to find out what it was like to get that enormous staff up her pussy.
Well, she guessed she'd like it all right. He wasn't that much bigger than Sam was, and she hadn't had any trouble taking care of him. If I can fuck the younger brother, I can fuck the older one, idiot prick or not, she thought. The thought also leaped into her head of Big George and what she had glimpsed in his jockey shorts that first day. She remembered them saying then that he had the biggest cock of them all. She giggled. Well, I'm working my way up to the biggest and best, she thought.
George Junior was trying to unbutton her blouse, but his clumsy fingers couldn't manage it, so Mary Lou was doing it for him. Cindy caught sight of Mary Lou's cunt over her pants leg and noticed that her brother's cum was dripping out of it and onto the material. Then she felt Mary Lou slipping her blouse off over her arms. Her tits ached in the lace cups of her bra. Her nipples were already taut and tender. She had not a thought of embarrassment in her head when Mary Lou unhooked her bra and released her boobs for her brother to see.
Mary Lou and Cindy worked together to get her slacks and panties off, then Cindy turned her full attention to Junior and his horse cock. His big dong was almost completely hard again by the time she got her hands on it. It was all slippery with his sperm and his sister's cunt cream, so when she took it in her hands and ran her fingers up and down its amazing length, the powerful tool was as hard to hold as a greased pig. It swelled and swelled and got hotter and hotter in her grasp, the veins filling out like ropes, and the head of it getting smoother and harder with each stroke.
She put one hand under his heavy balls and jiggled them on her palm. They were enormously heavy and loose in their hairy bag. She closed her lingers in a ring around the top of the bag and squeezed gently down on them, pulling and tugging them by their roots. Junior was making a sound of pleasure that reminded her of a bull snorting. When she tugged on his balls, his dork pulled up from his belly and waved around in the air like a flagpole stuck in loose ground. She put her mouth on the big knob to keep it steady. He liked that!
She pushed his slimy cockhead to the back of her throat, but she couldn't get him past the narrows back there. He was just too fuckin' big. So she curled her tongue into the groove around his knob and whirled it around like the string on a top. She was right in thinking that Mary Lou had never used that technique on her older brother, either. Junior was as pleased and surprised at what she was doing as Sam had been. She lapped her tongue around the head of his dong and then flicked the tip of her tongue into the big cum hole at the end. The spot right under the hole seemed to be the most sensitive for the big dummy. He mooed and bucked his hips up at her, trying to get more of the good stuff she was doing to him. He choked her with his staff and she had to pull off for a few seconds to get her breath.
Mary Lou wasn't just sitting there like a bump on a log, either. She had never had a chance to see another woman's quim before, and she was busy satisfying her curiosity. She had Cindy's legs spread open and was exploring her pussy with her eager fingers. She separated the moist cunt lips and ran her fingertip over and around Cindy's clit. Then her fingers trailed down to Cindy's cunt hole and began to worm their way inside. It was pretty easy going because Cindy was very hot and wet, and her hole opened right up to Mary Lou's exploring digits. She clipped her cunt muscles down on the girl's fingers as she frigged them in and out of the hole. Mary Lou had to take one hand away to take care of her own hard little clit, she was getting so excited by looking at Cindy's cunt and the way the older girl was sucking on her big brother's cock.
Cindy was in the mood to get down to business too, and so was Junior. She pushed him back down on the bed and crawled up on top of him in the same position that his sister had occupied while Cindy had been peeking in at the doorway and had been watching them fucking. She got on her knees and reached back to bold his dong up to her cunt. It was so hard and slippery that she was having some trouble with it, but Mary Lou helped her out. The girl got her brother's cock in her fist and held it in place while the older girl backed up onto the huge pole. She grunted a little, but she sat right back down on it, absorbing the enormous throbbing cock into her hot cunt inch by inch. A good six or eight inches of it were buried up inside the hot twat before Mary Lou had to let go of the shaft!
Junior could hardly believe the feelings that he was getting from his dong! This girl was bigger than his sister, but she was managing to keep her cunt even tighter on his tool than Mary Lou could! God! It felt so fuckin' fine! She was working her cunt down his shaft, eating the big prick into her like her pussy was a toothless mouth. And her tits were really something else – big firm jugs that filled his hands and overflowed his fingers. Mary Lou had pretty good-sized boobs for her age, but they weren't near as nice as Cindy's! He was hot and horny and eager to go.
There, she got his dork in all the way. He could feel the juicy lips of her cunt snuggled right down around the base of his pecker. He could feel her little butt pushing down on his balls, too, so he put his hands down around her waist and tried to lift her up and fuck her the way he had done with his sister, but she was a little too big and heavy for that. She pulled up off his pecker on her knees, and he was able to get fucking by screwing his hips up off the bed and jamming his cock in and out of her cunt. That was better!
Mary Lou got down between Junior's outstretched legs and watched up close while they fucked. She was amazed that Junior's big cock could ram in and out so fast and still be gripped so tightly by Cindy's box. Her big brother's nuts were swinging and swaying with the movements of his thrusts, so she put her hand under the hairy bag and let it loll around on her palm. She felt the big balls moving inside the sac, so pleasingly heavy to her touch. She closed her hand around them and held them trapped. That didn't stop Junior a bit. He kept right on fucking, only now she was dragging on his nuts every time he shoved his spoke up into the creamy cunt above him.
Mary Lou got her face down under Miss Cindy's ass and stuck her tongue out to lick across Junior's balls while she held them in her hand. His hairy flesh tickled her sensitive tongue, and the taste of his cum and Miss Cindy's cunt juice was wild! She licked and sucked on his nuts until all she could taste was her own spit, and then she began to work her way up. She could feel the root of his shaft behind his balls with her tongue, and soon she was lapping her agile tongue across his spoke herself. She held her tongue out and let his fucking thrusts run his cock up and down across her tongue tip. She was jammed in so tightly between them that she could hardly move at all. Miss Cindy's asshole was almost right on top of her nose, and she could hardly breathe.
Cindy was looking down into Junior's face while he fucked her. He was as dumb as the day is long, and he looked even dumber like that with his mouth hanging open as his eyes glazed over. She clamped down on his dong and gave a twirl with her hips to watch the way his eyes popped out of his head when she did it. He had such a big cock that she was stretched open almost as far as she could possibly go. Her clit was getting tugged at and massaged by every jab of his dong, and when he slammed the big thing all the way up inside of her, she got her little button banged with his belly. She had been almost ready to cum when she first crawled into bed with them from having watched the brother and sister fucking together, so it didn't take much of his elephant cock working up her pussy to have her ready for orgasm.
She leaned forward when she knew that she was going to cum and rubbed her buzzer hard on his belly, feeling the wiry hair grinding into her extremely sensitive flesh. It didn't hurt because she was at the stage to love it. She frigged herself on his body as hard as she could and gripped his big fucker with her pussy muscles. Her tits were rubbing across his chest, too. The delicate nipples were dragging back and forth in his chest hair as she let go and began the fizzing explosion of her orgasm.
Her pussy clutched at him and twisted in spasms on his big dong as she moaned and jazzed herself on his joint. He had enough smarts to know that she was getting off, and he raped his fucker in and out of her with all of the force he was capable of. He didn't shoot off though. He wasn't ready yet.
Cindy felt Mary Lou tugging at her, dragging her limp body off of her brother. "Come on, damn it! If you're going to fuck, then get at it. If you got enough, then get the hell out of the way and let me get on that prick."
"No, wait, Mary Lou, I ain't shot off yet. Just hold your horses and let me finish," Junior complained.
"Then get her so's I can see better. I want to watch you fuckin' her, and I can't hardly get to see a thing the way she was on top of you." Mary Lou kept on pulling on the older woman.
"All right, how you want me to do it?"
"Here, I'll show you," Cindy said. "Get over on your side next to the wall."
Junior did as she instructed him. Cindy fitted herself up next to him with her back to his chest and belly. Then she raised her leg up over his and reached down to pull his big cock out from behind her ass. Her pussy was gaping open for Mary Lou to see as Cindy rubbed her clit with the big boy's pecker. Then she pulled forward and forced the hard dong back until she fitted the broad knob of it into her cunt hole. She sighed with satisfaction as the enormous cock glided into her pussy and filled her up to her womb.
"Hey, that's neat!" Mary Lou exclaimed. "We never done it that way before, have we, Junior?"
"Naw, this is really weird. You got my cock bent halfway round to my belly." He tried a few thrusts and found that he could easily shove his shaft in and out of her cunt. "Feels okay to me," he announced, and reached for her tits to play with while he fucked.
Cindy purred, "You like it better this way, Mary Lou?" She put her hand down over Junior's arm as he fondled her boobs and spread her cunt lips open for the girl. Her fingertips trailed over the big shaft of Junior's cock as he fucked it deeply into her cunt. Then they moved up a bit to her clit. She took the little lump of flesh between her fingertips and rolled it gently around. She was soon building up to another climax while the boy fucked and his sister watched them.
Mary Lou was sitting on the edge of the bed with one hand down strumming on her own clit while Junior fucked the open cunt in front of her. She could see everything this way – the red lips of the cunt spread open for her brother's prong, his big fucker rooting into the hot, wet box, his balls sliding around on Cindy's thigh as her cunt ate up his spear. She got down to look at them real close so close that she could stick out her tongue and taste what was going on. And that's just exactly what she did.
First she licked at Junior's cock, but this time, when she moved her tongue up a little further, she was right in Miss Cindy's hot, fucking cunt. She pushed Cindy's fingers out of the way and took over the job of stimulating her clit. That was, of course, just what Cindy had in mind. She had never made it with another woman before, hut she had thought of it, and Mary Lou seemed like just the type of hot twat to be interesting in trying it out.
Soon the girl had her tongue swimming around in the juices of Cindy's cunt and was lapping up the stuff as fast as her brother fucked it out of her pussy. Cindy's ass was bouncing back and forth between them like a ping-pong ball trapped between two paddles. Every time she pushed her ass back at Junior, he buried his fucker deeper inside her cunt. And every time she jerked forward with her hips, she jammed her fur pie into Mary Lou's face and got a good licking.
Mary Lou grabbed hold of her brother's big nuts again and was working on them with one hand while she whipped her tongue around in the delicious cunt. Junior was fucking as fast as he could snap his hips back and forth, and Cindy was going out of her mind. This time she and the big boy were going to cum off at the same time. She was so out of her mind that all she could do was to tighten down on his prong with her pussy muscles, but that was all she needed to do. Junior was jazzing her like crazy, and his sister was taking mighty good care of her clit for her. She didn't bother to bite her lip to keep from screaming with pleasure this time. There wasn't any need to any more. She just screeched and jammed Mary Lou's face into her pussy and came off like Niagara Falls.
Junior was getting his rocks off pretty good, too. He about tore her leg off trying to get her further open and to get more of his fucker up into her tight pussy as his dong began spewing off its load. His balls were trapped in his sister's hand, and she was about to tear them off his body as she squeezed the jism out of him. He shot off such a big load, that the gushes of his cum squirted back out of the tight cunt and ran out onto his nuts and her leg. Mary Lou got the reward she was working for, too. She lapped up Junior's jism and all that good pussy cream that was drooling out of Cindy's quim as fast as it came. She loved eating dick cream, and the pussy juice just made it all the better for her!
When Junior's rod finally stopped jerking and began to go soft, she pulled it out and plunged it into her mouth so that she could stick the last of his load out of him. Then she pulled Cindy over on the bed until she was lying flat on her back and went to work with her tongue down that dark, cummy well that was her cunt hole. Junior lay propped up on his elbow next to them watching his baby sister muff-dive on the new housekeeper. He was fascinated by it. He had never eaten out his sister's cunt before, but she seemed to be getting a hell of a kick out of doing it to Miss Cindy. He thought he might just try it sometime and see how it tasted.
Cindy felt like a volcano. Her cunt was open and pointed up into the air as she thrust her hips up to the girl's face, and it felt like she was erupting. She just got hotter and hotter as the girl tongued her and lapped her blazing tongue deeply down into her cunt hole. And her clit was getting tickled and rubbed by Mary Lou's fingers while her tongue was sucking out her cunt. Cindy shook with an orgasm and then another one, each one getting better and better than the last one. She had never been so sexed up in her life.
Cindy finally had to make the girl stop. She just couldn't take any more of the excitement. Mary Lou immediately told her to get out of the way then so that she and Junior could fuck. The big dummy seemed to be as tireless as his sister. Cindy scooted over and lay in bed next to them while Junior humped his huge cock to Mary Lou's pussy again. Cindy was so fucked out that she barely had enough strength left to pick up her clothes and drag herself back to her own bedroom where she flopped into bed and fell sound asleep.
An hour or so later, Sam was standing next to her and shaking her shoulder. "I brought the groceries home," he said. "But I see you've been kind of busy while I was gone."
She rolled over in the bed to make room for him to sit down beside her. She looked up at him with jaded satisfaction hanging heavy on her eyelids.
"You aren't mad at me, are you Sam?" she asked him.
He sat down beside her and cupped her full breast in his hand. He sighed. "No, I guess not. I've shared Mary Lou with Junior and Daddy. I guess I can share you, too. I was just hoping that we could have something together, just us two." He smiled. "I shouldn't complain. I've got no claim over you. What the hell, if you want to have your kicks with them, why should I bitch?"
"You're a good boy, Sam. I'm glad you see it that way. People should be free to make love with anyone they want to. I don't feel like being tie down to anybody, and I know that if you think about it, you don't want to either. You said that you were in love with me, but I knew better. You just like to fuck, and so do I. Well, let's fuck then, and the more the merrier, right, stud?" She grinned at him.
"Right, Cindy. How about a fuck right now?"
She laughed. "That's the spirit, but not right now, my boy. I've really got to get some sleep. Why don't you go fuck your sister for a while? Wake me up in time to make some dinner."
He covered her up with the bedspread and gave her a kiss, then left, pulling down the zipper on his jeans and calling out, "Hey, Mary Lou! Spread your legs, Sister! I'm horny as a tree toad!"



CHAPTER SIX


They all had a great time together for the next few days, then along came Thursday afternoon. Cindy was running a load of laundry in the basement, so she didn't hear the big semi pulling into the road to the house. As a matter of fact, she and the kids had forgotten all about Big George. She was wearing her usual outfit for cleaning up around the house – one of Junior's shirts and not a damned thing else. The weather was warm, arid there wasn't a whole lot of sense in getting dressed – you just had to take your clothes back off to get comfortable for a fuck anyway.
She came up the steps from the cellar with the laundry basket in her hands and stepped into the kitchen to find her employer standing in front of the refrigerator opening a beer. She was a little startled to see him there, and she felt a little embarrassed at first to be nearly stark naked in front of him. He just looked her over from head to toe and smiled a big, big smile.
"Oh! You're home!" Cindy blurted out. "I forgot that it was Thursday. I wasn't expecting you."
He grinned at her, the tip of his tongue sticking out between the rows of his white teeth. "Looks just fine to me, Miss Cindy. Everything looks just fine!" He tipped the can of beer up to his lips and threw his head back. His Adam's apple bobbed up and down as he chugged the beer right down. When he finished, he crushed the can in his fist and tossed it into the trash can. "You look like you've made yourself right to home while I been gone. I'm right glad of that. You want a beer? I been on the road a hell of a long time, and that makes a man mighty thirsty – horny, too!"
Cindy felt a little silly standing there holding the laundry basket in front of her crotch. It didn't cover up much of anything anyway, so she let it drop down so that her pussy was peeking out over the rim. She thrust her hip out to one side and looked Big George up and down lust as frankly and openly as he was looking at her.
"Sure, I'd love a nice cold beer. It's a warm day, isn't it?"
She liked the homely, sexy grin on his face and the blue-black shadow of his beard on his jaws. His eyes were crinkled up at the corners with his smile, and his cheeks and nose were a little sunburned. She liked the width of his shoulders and the power that rippled through his arms as he reached into the refrigerator and took out two more beers. He sure didn't have any beer-belly on him, though, no matter how much of the stuff he drank.
She noticed again the thick black hair on his chest under his shirt and the hair on his arms. She glanced down at his crotch in his tight blue jeans. There was that fullness that reminded her that he supposedly had an even bigger cock than either one of his sons, and she knew for sure just how heavy-hung they were.
"Mighty warm, mighty warm. A lot more comfortable without too much clothes on, ain't it? Where are the kids?"
"I don't know. Maybe they're down at the creek swimming. They were around a little while ago after lunch. Sam and Mary Lou were fucking on the sofa when I told them to get out of the way so I could clean up in there. Why don't you come on into the living room and relax? You must be tired after a long trip."
"That sounds good to me," he said, and handed her a beer.
She tossed the laundry basket on the floor by the cellar door and took the can. She used the tail of the shirt she was wearing to wipe the sweat off the can, and she gave him a good look at her tits while she did it. He must have liked what he saw, because his hand went down to his crotch to ease the strain on his cock. When he took his hand away, she could see the length of his tool down the leg of his jeans. It went a long ways down his leg, too. She licked her lips and took a pull from the can of beer. They went into the living room and both sat down on the sofa.
"Well, how was your trip?" she asked him.
He took a couple of swallows from his beer and admired the way the soft hair grew on her cunt mound. "Boring as hell. Same as usual. You ain't interested in my trip, though I've got some news for the kids. Tell me how things went while I was gone."
"You said before that I looked like I had made myself at home. I guess that's all there is to say. I'm getting along fine with the boys and Mary Lou. They haven't caused me any trouble, and I've been enjoying myself just fine."
"I figured you'd either settle in with us or be gone when I got back," he said. "I was kind of hopin' that you would still be here. You're a hell of a nice-looking gal, you know."
"Thank you. Sam and Junior seem to think so too."
"They haven't been wearing you out, have they?"
"It would take more than those two studs to wear me out," she said with a smirk of pride. "They're a couple of randy-assed boys, though. I bet they take after their old man."
He grinned broadly at her. "Couple of chips off the old block. They've still got some growin' to do before they can catch up to me, though."
"Oh yes?"
He squeezed his big dork through his pants and gave her a wink. "Oh yes!"
"You're looking pretty horny yourself. Didn't you get any ass while you were on the road?"
He reached over to her and gently pulled his son's shirt away from her breasts so that he could get a better look at them. They stood up so firm and fine that his mouth began to water, and his cock started drooling, too.
"Not exactly," he said. "I was in a big hurry, and I figured that either you or Mary Lou would be able to take care of things like that for me when I got back home." His fingers trailed down over her tits to her nipples. He traced one fingertip around the broad, dusky-pink halo of her nipple and was pleased to see the center of it stand up for him eager to be sucked.
"Why don't I help you off with your clothes?" she offered. "You'll be a lot more comfortable, I'm sure. It's so hot in the house in the summer time, and your cock looks like it's about to bust off at the roots with that big hard-on you have in your pants."
He chuckled. "You're a gal after my own heart."
He began to unbutton his shirt while she slipped off the sofa and knelt on the rug at his feet to unlace his heavy boots. She looked tip at him and smiled as she unlaced his boots and slipped them off his feet. She pulled his socks off, too, and raised up his feet to massage the soles with her boobs. Her hard nipples tickled the bottoms of his feet as he pulled off his T-shirt. He started to take his pants off then, but she stopped him and took over the job herself. She was teasing him as only she knew how to, and he was enjoying it to the fullest. She was bending low over his lap and letting her tits rub on his thighs and on his prong as it was trapped in his pants leg. She seemed to take forever unbuckling his belt and unhooking his jeans, and then pulling the zipper down.
"I seem to be gettin' hotter and hotter the more clothes I take off," he joked.
"We'll see just how hot you can get," she said as she pulled his pants open. "Lift your ass up off the sofa some," she ordered. He leaned back and lifted his butt up, and she peeled his tight jeans down his legs and off his feet. He sighed with relaxation as his huge dong escaped from the tight-fitting pants. It was still trapped in his underwear, but he was so hard that he was practically tearing the jockey shorts off his body with the force of it.
"My, my, look at that!" she exclaimed. "The boys and Mary Lou have been telling me how big your tool is, but I just had to see it for myself."
"Look all you want to, Cindy, long as you don't stop with just lookin'!"
"Don't worry about that, George," she said, and lowered her head to his crotch where the big cock was straining the cloth of his shorts. She stuck out her tongue and licked across the broad head of his dong through the cotton. She stuck her nose down into his sweaty crotch and inhaled the smell like it was the best cologne.
"Hey, you like that, don't you?"
She nodded her head with her eyes half closed in a dreamy look. She nipped at his pecker with her teeth until she caught just his jockey shorts between her teeth and started pulling them down his legs with her mouth. He lifted up his butt again and let her pull his shorts off all the way. His pronger snapped up against his belly when she pulled the elastic waistband of the pants over the head of it. The foreskin was already pulled back and the shaft ran up his belly, lying there like a huge red snake in the thick black fur. His balls hung down between his legs like a couple of hairy oranges in their bag. He spread his legs further apart to give them room.
"Come on up here, pretty thing, and let me get a look at that pussy my boys have been bangin' while the old man was gone."
She smiled at him and climbed up onto the sofa. She sat in the corner at one end and pulled tip her legs and spread them apart. She put her fingertips down onto the lips of her cunt and opened the wet leaves for him to see her secret treasure chamber. Her clit was hard and throbbing, a little pink rod under the fringes of her cunt hair. Her box was flushed red with the blood of passion, and her hole gaped open, ready, hot and waiting for his thick prong to fuck it. He put his big hands on the insides of her thighs and gazed at her quim.
"Sam and Junior already fucked this thing?"
"And Mary Lou, too. At least she's had her tongue and her clit in there."
"Oh, yeah? She go in for girls too?"
"She likes a little variety in her loving."
"Good. Never met a real woman who didn't go in for some cunt-lapping from another woman. Seems to be the mark of a really sexy gal. Long as they like to finish up with a man, that is. Kind of turns me on, too. I like to watch 'em go at it. Makes me extra horny for some reason."
"I'm in the mood for some hard fucking right now. I got my eye on that big tool of yours, and I'm wondering if you can fuck as good as it looks."
"Why don't we just find out?"
Cindy licked her lips hungrily and squirmed her ass on the sofa cushions. Her clit was demanding the hard strokes of a big cock, the deep thrusts that would move her from the inside out. "Come on, George, let's screw!"
"Wait a minute. I gotta have a taste first." He moved his head further in and stuck out his tongue. His tongue tickler was as long and agile as Sam's as he wiped it gently over her hot clit and dipped it down into her well. Her pussy hole clipped at it and jerked in hunger for something to fill it up to the brim. He lapped her flowing pussy cream up from the bottom of her cunt and spread it with his tongue over her hard throbber. She gasped and bit her lip and writhed her bottom up at him. He licked her twat over and over again, moving his tongue down into her hole and up again to her clit until she could hardly breathe with the passion he was stirring in her.
"Please, please put it in, George – I can't wait any longer!" she gasped in a frenzy of lust.
"That's the way I like to start a fuck. Make 'em beg for you to begin, and make 'em beg you to never stop. That's my motto."
He got up on his knees between her legs and grabbed his huge cock in his hands. The thing was so fuckin' big that it looked more like a baseball bat than a prick, and it was so hard that he could hardly bend the head of it down to her pussy mouth. He pushed one of her legs up onto the back of the sofa and pushed the sofa cushion up under her ass to raise it up to his level. Then he bent his hips forward and touched the flaming hot head of his dork to her quim. She sucked in her breath as the broad knob of it parted her cunt lips and entered her hole.
Cindy had some experience with big cocks before, namely Junior's, but this was one hell of a big fucker! The father was a good two sizes bigger than his son, and she felt her cunt muscles beginning to spread open further and further until it began to hurt almost as much as it pleasured her.
She felt like a virgin again, he was so massive. Then he began to thrust the shaft of it into her cunt, an inch at a time. Her hole was so stretched open that all of the insides of tier body were strained to take him in. Her clit was getting stroked from the inside out!
She had to put her hands down and make him take it slowly at first. She loved it, but she didn't want him to tear her open with the frightening thickness and length of it. She felt the knob of it resting against the mouth of her womb, and she looked down. Jesus, he still had four or five more inches to go!! She groaned as she felt him stretching her more and more and forcing that huge fucking shaft into her quim. It felt so good that it took her breath away!
He couldn't get all of it in on the first try, but he was used to that. He pulled a couple of yards of it out of her box and moved his hips around as he sent it back in again. She was panting with lust and put her arms around his neck.
"Oh, honey! You're so big! I never had a man as big as you in my cunt before! I never knew that a human being could possibly have a pecker that big. Go easy now, George. I know I'll loosen up as you fuck me, but take it easy at first. Oh, that's the way, baby! I love it when you screw your ass around like that! You stir me up inside like your cock was a big spoon in my pot!" She thrust her hips up off the sofa at him, meeting his plunges with her own. "That's it, baby, fuck me real good now!"
They were getting up same speed then and making the old sofa creak and groan like it was giving tip the ghost when Junior came walking into the room. He was stark naked, his hair tousled, and he was rubbing the sleep out of his eyes.
"Hey, Poppa! You're home! I didn't hear you come in. I was taking a nap in the bedroom. Did you have a good trip?"
"Jesus, son! Can't you see I'm in the middle of a fuck? I'll talk to you later. I'm busy right now."
"Oh, sorry, Poppa. Hey, can I finish your beer? It'll get warm by the time you finish screwin' Cindy. I'll open you another one later."
"Yeah, you can finish my beer." He kept right on fucking the girl while his idiot son drank the rest of the beer and scratched his hairy nuts sleepily. He had a big hard-on himself, but he didn't seem to notice it. Having a boner was Junior's natural state of existence.
"Can I have another beer, Poppa?" the big dummy asked.
"Yeah, you can have one more beer, then shut up and let me fuck in peace."
"Okay, Poppa. I won't bother you no more."
He wandered happily out of the room to the kitchen to get himself another drink. He didn't seem to think that there was anything unusual about coming into the living room and finding his father fucking the housekeeper on the sofa. He felt a little horny himself, so he came back in and sat down in the armchair to watch them fuck. He wanted to fuck the girl after his father had finished. He knew that it took a long time for the old man to finish a fuck once he had started, but he had the patience of the simple-minded. Besides, it was fun to watch other people fucking. It made him feel good and horny and made for more fun when his time came.
Cindy wasn't paying any attention to George Junior at all. George Sr. had her complete attention at the moment. She had never had a fuck like this in her whole life. Each thrust of his dong into her cunt bumped her womb against her heart. She was sure that she could feel it. And every time that he hit bottom, he pushed so far in that she was sure that her clit was going to get sucked down into her hole too.
She was ready to cum, and she knew that it was just going to be the first of many cums that afternoon. Her whole insides seemed to swell up and to turn into hot lava, then she began to shake and shudder all over as the spasms of her orgasm burst over the top of the dam. She hooked her legs up over George's and slammed her pussy up onto his smoking shaft. Her clit dragged along the hard length of the back of his cock and she came off like a string of firecrackers. Her pussy muscles clamped down on his prick and sucked at it, but he kept right on fucking, not even stopping when he slipped his hand down to give her buzzer an extra couple of jazzes when he felt her cumming under him.
She was scratching at his back and tearing at his lips with her hungry kisses as he forced her on and on to a higher climax with the thrusts of his giant cock. He was slamming the whole length of it into her now. She was wide open and eating up the inches of his shaft like a sword swallower. His balls were whapping onto her ass and bouncing back against his with the force of his plunges. Ahh! He was getting ready to cum himself now, and he knew that he was going to drag another cum out of her to go along with him this time.
The head of his dong got that slightly numb feeling of having so much pleasure in it that it couldn't take any more, and yet it did. It felt better and better, so sensitive and swollen that he knew he was going to pop. The jism leaped out of him in gushes. He felt the delicious feelings of his cum-tube opening up with the rushing, gushing waves of his fuck juice jetting out of him, the spasms of his prostate as it creamed the cum out of his balls! The hot, sticky fluid washed around the nose of his dong buried deep inside her pussy and began to spurt back out around the sides of her overfilled cunt-hole.
Cindy was cumming off right along with him. He felt like a volcano dumping its load of melted rock into her hole! God! No man could possibly cum off that big a load of jism! It was more like fucking an elephant! She found the lobe of his ear between her teeth as her orgasm swept over her, and she chewed on it in her frenzy until she had him howling with pain and pleasure blended together!
"Are you finished now, Poppa?" George Junior asked politely. "Would you like me to open you a beer now?"
His father pulled his limp prong out of Cindy's well-fucked cunt with a juicy slurping sound. "Yeah, I'm ready to take a little break. Crack me open another can of suds."
Junior left to get the beer, and his father turned back to Cindy. "How'd you like that, little girl?"
"I admit it, George! You're the best fucker in the family! The boys can't do it as well as that."
"Well, they're just getting started. They'll be as good as me when they get a little older and have had as much practice at it as I have."
Junior came back in with his father's beer. "Can I fuck her while you drink your beer, Poppa?" he asked eagerly, holding his huge cock in his hand and jacking up and down on the dripping shaft.
"You be polite, now, Junior, and ask the lady. She's one of the family now."
"Can I fuck you while Poppa rests, Miss Cindy?"
"Sure, Junior, but don't take too long. I want to go another round with your father as soon as he gets his breath back for some more."
Junior climbed up on the sofa while his father slid down to the end of it. He bent his cock down and stuffed it in Cindy's hole, eager to get his rocks off fast. But the old man had stretched her cunt wide open and had filled it with loads of his fuck juice. Cindy was a little tired too, and she was having trouble clamping her pussy muscles tight enough around his fucking prod. He was just slipping around inside too much.
"Hey, you're all loose!" Junior complained.
"Your father squirted too much cum in there for me to get a grip on your pecker with my pussy, Junior. Why don't you eat me out so I can tighten up on your cock?"
"Okay, Miss Cindy!" Junior said, eager to please. He pulled his dong out of her cunt and slipped down between her legs until his face was buried in her cunt. His thick tongue was soon busy sucking out her cunt, licking up her cunt juice and his father's ball cream all mixed together.
Sam and Mary Lou came in then and joined the group. They had been down to the creek, but their hair wasn't wet, so they must pot have been swimming. On the other hand, the curls of Mary Lou's pussy hair were matted with jism, and there was a little cum dripping from the tip of Sam's big dong.
"Hi, Poppa, welcome home!" they greeted their father.
Mary Lou went over to the sofa and gave him a deep soul kiss while he ran his hand up her leg and stuck a couple of fingers into the cunt that her brother had just been fucking. The old man pulled them out after stirring them around in her cunt for a while and put them to his nose to smell.
"You and Sam have been having a good time, I can tell," he chuckled after he caught a whiff of his son's jism from his daughter's pussy.
"Oh, Poppa!" she laughed, and then squatted down on the rug to feed his limp dick into her mouth and suck all of the gooey cunt cream and cock juice off of it. Junior had finished cleaning out Cindy's cunt hole by then and had stuck his own fucker back into position. He felt her squeeze down on his dong very nicely as he resumed his fuck. Sam flopped down into the armchair and waited for the rest of them to finish their fun.
They went on like that until supper time. The father and his two sons took their turns with the daughter and the housekeeper until their lusts were momentarily satisfied. When they were fucked out for a time, their thoughts turned to food, and they all tramped into the kitchen for a naked supper.
As they ate dinner, Big George brought up the news that he had for his children: "I found out something that I thought you kids might like to know about," he began. "I found out where your mom is livin' now."
"You did!"
"Where is she? Did you see her?"
"Is she going to come back and live with us again, Poppa?" Sam asked.
"No, I didn't see her. She's livin' up north. About a day and a half from here in the truck. I thought I'd best talk to you kids about it before I done anything. I wanted to hear what you had to say first. And I guess I should hear from you, too, Miss Cindy."
"Why me?"
"Well, I ain't laid eyes on the woman for eighteen years. Not since right after Mary Lou was born. I got a nice little home here, and you're a part of it now."
"Well, I'm surely not the one to make any objections about how your home is run, George."
"I know how some women just can't get along, though, and I don't want to run you off by bringin' in another woman you can't get along with, Cindy."
"Why did she leave, George?"
"She just got plum tired of gettin' knocked up, I guess. And I was fetchin' kids out of her right regular there. We didn't have no birth control pills in those days, and I never could get a rubber to stay on my cock without bustin' the first time I stuck it up her cunt. She was a good lay, too, a damned fine-lookin' woman and mighty good in the sack. Now we got them pills for women to take, maybe she'd like to come back home. She always did love my cock."
"But what about us, Poppa? You know, the way me and Junior and you fuck Mary Lou, and Cindy, too? What about that? What would she do?" Sam asked.
"I don't know, son. That's one thing we got to find out about. She was a wild-assed woman when I knew her, and some how, I don't think she would mind at all. Course we got to make sure about that. Seems a shame to let a fine pussy like that go to waste, 'specially since I'm still married to her."
"How are we going to find out what she thinks, Poppa?" Mary Lou asked her father.
"Well, I was thinkin' that if you young'uns and Miss Cindy were of a mind to consider me askin' her back here, we could go meet her and find out the lay of the land, so to speak. Course I can't take all of you along in the truck, but I could take one of you along with me. I guess she would still recognize me by lookin' at me, but she wouldn't know any of you right off. Junior's too dumb to be any good, and she might figure out who you were, Mary Lou. You look a lot like her I figured that I would take Sam along with me."
"What would we do, Poppa?"
"Well, I hear she's workin' as a waitress in this little diner and livin' in a trailer in the field behind the place. She works as a waitress, but if I know your mom, she's making most of her money fuckin' the truckers back in that little trailer. You could go in and meet her, Sam, without tellin' her who you are and then play it from there. You're the one with all of the brains in the family. What do you say, son?"
"You mean I might…"
"That would be up to you, son. You figure out what's best to do. You want to come along with me?"
Sam swallowed very hard, and his face flushed a deep red. "Yes, Poppa, I'd like to go along with you very much."
"Good. It seemed likely to me that you would."
"See if she fucks good, Sam," Junior said.
"Yeah, and don't bring her back if she's all fat and ugly and sloppy," Mary Lou added.
"What about you, Miss Cindy?" George asked.
She shrugged her shoulders. "The more the merrier as far as I'm concerned, George. If we had another woman in the house it would make three girls and three boys. That way one of you guys wouldn't have to wait your turn like you did this afternoon?"
"Fine. Sam, you and I will leave first thing in the morning. We should be back by Monday."



CHAPTER SEVEN


Cindy was out of her mind, cussing and swearing at the violent summer storm. Big George and Sam were out in the truck, and she was left alone in the house with Junior and Mary Lou. Junior was lying in the middle of the living room floor, screaming and kicking in tenor of the crashes of thunder and lightning, and Mary Lou wasn't much better. Cindy was on her knees trying to keep the big dummy from hurting himself as he pulled his hair out and beat his hands and heels on the floor. He had ripped his clothes to shreds in his animal fear, and she was afraid he was going to have some kind of a fit.
The electricity and phone were out in the house, and it seemed as black as midnight between the flashes of lightning. She had never seen such a furious storm and hoped she never saw another one like it. She tried again to grab Junior's hands and make him stop pulling his hair, but he was too strong and terrified for her to manage. She was scared enough herself. Mary Lou was sucking her thumb in the corner on the floor and whimpering.
It seemed like the last roll of thunder was continuing in a series of heavy thumps. It took Cindy a minute to realize that someone was pounding on the front door. She jumped up and opened the door. There was a young guy standing there on the porch, soaked to his skin. He looked about her age, and was pointing to a sports car in front of the house and trying to say something above the roar of the wind. His little car had been a convertible until the wind got a hold of the canvas roof. Now the canvas was ripped to shreds, and the metal frame of the roof was bent back over the trunk of the little car. She couldn't understand what he was trying to say in all the noise, but she got the picture. She took him by the arm and pulled him into the house and pushed the door shut.
"Could use your phone to call…" he was saying.
"Phone's out. Electricity, too," she shouted, a little bit too loudly. The noise wasn't so bad with the door shut. "You're welcome to stay here until the storm is over," she said.
Junior let out another scream as a stroke of lightning slammed down into the woods nearby.
"Jesus!" The guy jumped. "What's the matter with him?"
"He's retarded, scared to death of the storm. Could you help me quiet him down and make him stop pulling his hair out? He's going to snatch himself bald, uh, Mr., uh?"
"Henry, Henry Preston. Sure, I can handle him."
The guy jumped on Junior as fast as a cat making a pounce. The guy was about five eight and not heavy, but he must have had some muscles packed into that frame. He grabbed Junior's hands and forced him flat on his back, then he let go of one hand and lashed out with his right fist so fast that she wasn't even sure she had seen it move, but she sure as hell heard the crack of his knuckles against Junior's jaw. The idiot's head snapped back and rapped hard on the floor, and he went limp.
Henry got up, nursing his knuckles a little and giving them a lick with his tongue. "He'll be all right, now. He'll have a sore jaw when he comes to, but no damage done."
She took a closer look at him in the flashes of light. He was wearing a sodden wind-breaker and one of those fancy tennis shirts with a little alligator next to his left nipple. His pants were soaked, too, and stuck to his legs. He didn't bulge much in the crotch, but his thighs looked rock hard and tight as steel cables. He had a hard, flat belly on him too. She jerked her eyes up from his basket to look at his face.
He was grinning at her in a cocky way. He had noticed how and where she was looking at him. His face was sort of cute in a funny way. His hair was dark and short, but full, even when wet. He had on a pair of wire-rimmed glasses; she couldn't see what color his eyes were. He was clean-shaven, but with a heavy shadow of beard. His jaw was just a little too heavy to look handsome, but he looked like an all-right guy.
"He your brother?" he asked.
"No, I'm the housekeeper for the family who lives here. He's the older son. His father and brother are away. That's his sister over there in the corner."
He looked around. "Oh," he said. He hadn't noticed Mary Lou when he came in. "You help out their mother?"
"They haven't got a mother. I can usually manage all right by myself. Thanks for helping me with Junior. He's just too big and too scared for me to handle."
He shivered violently like a wet dog. "That's okay. Glad to help."
"Oh, you're freezing like that. Let me get you a blanket so you can get out of those wet clothes. We still have the cooking gas on. I can dry them out for you in the oven. Would you like a cup of coffee or tea?"
"A mug of hot tea would be great." His teeth chattered as he spoke.
She hustled him into the hall and took a blanket out of the linen closet and showed him where the bathroom was. Then she hurried off to the kitchen to turn on the oven and heat some water. As she stood over the stove wondering if she should heat up some food, Mary Lou came in.
"He ain't very hung," she said.
"What?"
"I said he ain't very hung. His cock ain't very big. I peeked in at him through the key hole while he was strippin' off. He's got real hairy balls, though."
"Mary Lou, you shouldn't be doing that. He's a guest in our house!"
"What's wrong with peekin'? I didn't feel him up or nothin'."
Cindy tried to explain to the girl a few matters of politeness, but she couldn't help but feel a little twinge of disappointment, herself. Shame on you! she thought to herself. You got enough cock around this place to keep three or four girls happy. You don't need to be flirting with a passing stranger. Still, he was kind of cute, and she did feel a little wild and excited by the storm which continued to thunder and crash around them.
The guy came into the kitchen all bundled up in the blanket. She pulled a chair over to the stove and took the wad of clothes he held in his hand. She dropped them into the sink and tried to squeeze as much water out of them as she could. She felt a little embarrassed wringing out his jockey shorts. There were a couple of curly black hairs stuck on the wet cloth.
"Don't wring out the shirt," he said. "Just put it out flat on a towel or something." Fussy with his fancy clothes, wasn't he? She got some clean towels and put his clothes on them and then put them into the oven, leaving the door open to warm him up. He sat there, covered up from his neck down to his hairy toes, which he was toasting in front of the stove. The kettle started to whistle, and she made him a cup of tea and one for herself.
"Nice and cozy in here out of the rain," he said.
"We could have a nice little party if it wasn't for the kid," he leered at her.
"Ooo, let's have a party," Mary Lou said. "Let's have a party here in the dark!"
"That's not the kind of party I meant," Henry said.
"Oh yes it is! Don't you want to fuck?" laughed Mary Lou.
He nearly fell off the chair. Cindy had to laugh in spite of herself. She could hardly see his face, but what she could see was worth a fortune. She had never seen a guy go from a leer to slack-jawed amazement so fast in her life.
"Course, you ain't got much of a dick on you," Mary Lou observed.
"The hell you say!" he objected.
"Looks like a piddlin' little thing to me."
"What would you know about it, little girl?"
"Little girl yourself! You take a look at my big brother's cock out there in the living room? Well he's got about the second biggest in the whole wide world, and my daddy's got the best! And I taken both of them more times than you ever got your nut off, Mr. Rich Boy!"
"Is she crazy too?" he asked Cindy.
"No more than the rest of the world," Cindy said. "If you want a party, I guess you got one."
"How much?"
"How much what?"
"How much money?"
"Wow! He's going to pay us just for letting him fuck us, Cindy! How about that!"
"We aren't whores, Mr. Preston. I offered you a party, not a deal. Keep your money."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to insult you. You just got me all mixed up. Okay?"
"Okay. You getting nice and warm inside that blanket?"
"Hot as hell in here. You mind if I take it off?"
"Go ahead. Let's see if Mary Lou knows what she's talking about."
The light from the stove and the constant flashes of lightning were enough for her to see that he was very ordinary-looking indeed. Of course, he wasn't on hard yet, but he still didn't look very promising. Mary Lou jumped on him right away and stuffed his soft dong into her mouth. She was sucking and chewing away on him while he leaned back in the chair and stretched his legs out.
"Mmm, she sure knows how to give a hum job doesn't she?" he remarked to Cindy as the girl went down on him. He sighed in satisfaction as she sucked. Cindy was eager to get a look at his prong with a hard-on. Mary Lou finally pulled off it for a while to suck on his ball bag. His pecker was run-of-the-mill in appearance, between six and seven inches in length, ordinary thickness, nothing special about it at all – just a nice lady's home companion.
"I'm right proud of this pecker of mine," he said, quite unexpectedly.
"Oh, really?" she said, not wanting to make any comment that would hurt his feelings.
"It doesn't look like much, but looking isn't fucking," he winked. "Just wait and try me out, and you'll see why I'm proud of it."
Cindy couldn't turn down a direct challenge like that! She began to take off her clothes, doing a little strip for the guy in the light from the stove. The thunder and lightning were still going like all hell broken loose, but it only added to her feeling of thrill and horniness. "Come on, big boy," she said.
"Hey!" Mary Lou objected. "I got him first!"
"You had your turn," Cindy said. "It's my turn now. Right, Henry."
"Right you are, sweetie. What's your name, anyway?"
"Cindy. Come on and show me what's so special, Henry. I'm all hot and bothered already." She took him by his cock and led him into the living room to the sofa. They stepped neatly over Junior's unconscious body, and Mary Lou started sucking on Junior's limp prong to console herself from losing out to Cindy on the new boy.
Cindy stretched out on her back on the sofa and motioned for him to do whatever he wanted to do with her body. She didn't expect much from him, but the electricity in the air made her feel so wild and horny that anything would be better than nothing.
He squatted on his heels on the sofa and feasted his eyes on her body. His face and body appeared to her in the frequent flashes of light from the windows. He looked pale, but the bluish light also showed how tight and firm his body was. She reached out curiously and touched his chest and arms.
To her surprise, his skin felt like a thin velvet covering over muscles that moved like oiled steel. He grinned at her in appreciation of the look she was giving him. He was so proud of himself that her curiosity was aroused.
"Are you some kind of athlete in college?" she asked.
"Not exactly. I'm not on any team, if that's what you mean." He laughed. "They don't have a fucking team at my school. That's the kind of athletics I'm interested in. I like to work out and stay in the top shape I can manage. You'll see why," he said, with a boast in his voice.
She let her hands run down his chest and his rock-hard belly to his cock. It certainly wasn't all that big a tool, but he was as hard as an iron bar. The skin on the shaft of his prick hardly even slid around, he was so swollen. He was dripping lubricating fluid from the head of his dong, too, and she figured that he must be almost ready to shoot off already. She reached down to his hairy nuts and cupped them in her hand. They weren't nearly as big as Sam's or Junior's, or their father's. She arched her back and belly with horniness.
"Come on, Henry, and show me what you can do."
"You bet, lady!"
He eased forward, still on his heels, and placed his hot cock on top of her cunt. He didn't try to stick his fucker into her hole, but only slid his rod between the lips of her pussy. He was really very hot and hard, and the pre-cum dripping from his tool soon had her cunt lips slippery with the stuff.
He made little fucking motions with his cock, back and forth across her clit until he had wet it down with his goo. Then he took his cock in his hands and began to push it down on her clit.
He rubbed the hard knob of it around and around in circles on her buzzer, pushing down when he was over her mound and letting up on it when her clit was under his prong so that the head of it just glided tantalizingly over her stinger. It felt very good, but she didn't need any more arousal. She was more than ready for some hard fucking.
She squirmed her bottom up at him and reached down to stick the head of his cock into her hole.
She lurched up off the sofa and pushed her cunt up on his rod. He wasn't very big, but he sure was hot and hard. He moved his feet out from under him and stretched out on top of her, holding his weight off her body on his hands. He sank his spear into her pussy until their hips rubbed together and the bone above his cock was massaging her clit for her. It felt good, but he wasn't stretching her cunt the way the boys and their father could. He started fucking her with as long a stroke as he could manage without pulling his prick all the way out of her.
Mary Lou gave up on trying to get a hard-on out of Junior's limp dick and came over to the sofa where Cindy and Henry were fucking. She sat on the floor next to them and stuck her hand up between Henry's legs to play with his balls. He paid no attention to her, but Cindy pulled Mary Lou's other hand up to her breasts and had the girl play with her nipples while the boy fucked her pussy.
He was moving pretty fast then, still holding his weight up on his hands on the arm of the sofa and snapping strokes into her hot cunt like he was doing push-ups. Then he began spinning his butt around and driving his dick into her with a corkscrew motion that felt even better. Cindy was getting pretty hot by then and was ready to cum off. She wondered if the boy was going to fuck a bunch of cream into her gash at the same time. She wondered how big a load he would shoot off.
"I'm getting there," she moaned to Henry. "Keep on fucking, boy, don't stop now. That's it, drill that thing into me and bring me off really good."
He didn't say anything, but she could see a smile on his face over hers while he fucked even faster. She felt the orgasm beginning down deep inside her belly, swelling up at her clit and then rushing up her body and down the insides of her legs. Her cunt was contracting and sucking on his cock and she felt the glow of release, but he just fucked faster and faster until he was taking her breath away.
Her passion receded from the peak of her pleasure, and she wondered if he was going to be able to cum off. It didn't look like it, but she hoped that he wasn't going to shoot off then anyway. If he could just go on a little longer, she would be able to work back up to another cum and cream off with him when he did get his rocks off.
He leaned back on his knees with his cock still inside her pussy and still jabbing away at her. He didn't say anything, but he took her legs and pushed them back up on her belly so that her knees were pressed against her boobs. He held them up tight like that and fitted his body between her feet.
She had never fucked like that, but she saw right away why he wanted to do it that way. Her legs were pushed together, and that forced her cunt to tighten up on his dong. Her thighs were also pressed tightly against her clit, and as he began to rock her legs from side to side, she felt her buzzer getting hotter and hornier than before.
He was fucking her like a steam engine that way, his balls banging against the cheeks of her ass so hard that it felt like he was spanking her with his hand. It must sting his nuts to fuck that hard, she thought before she surrendered her mind to the lust that was once again building up inside her. Her cunt seemed tighter on his tool and it felt bigger as he fucked.
She felt like a coiled-up spring getting tighter and tighter with passion as he shafted his hard fucker into her cunt. She was going to cum off again. She was going to make it with him when he came off this time! She clamped down her pussy as hard as she could on his thrusting dick and squealed with pleasure. She didn't have to tell him that she was getting off again. The sucking of her cunt on his cock was message enough. This time it was even better than the first. She felt her neck and face burning with the flush of sex pleasure as she got off again, her toes curling back with the force of the orgasm he was fucking out of her.
But still he didn't shoot off. He fucked faster and faster while she was cumming, and he only slowed down his rapid strokes when she was finished. But she didn't feel any of his hot load inside her, nor did she feel the twitches and jerking of his joint that would have told her that he was getting his rocks off with her.
"Can't you get off?" she gasped as he continued to screw his pecker in her pussy.
"You're not complaining, are you?" he asked. He wasn't even panting or breathing hard.
"No, no. It feels wonderful. I just wanted you to have a good time too. You want me to suck you off?"
He shook his head. "Just wait and see." He fucked some more, jabbing his cock around inside her cunt so that he was exciting every part of her. "Get up on your hands and knees and put your head down on the couch," he ordered.
She did as he said, and he managed to keep his prong inside her and still fucking while she spun around on his shaft. He pushed her butt down so that her cunt was tight on his tool, and he put his hand between her legs and her belly so that his fingers were on each side of her clit. He massaged it gently as he sent his fucker thrusting in and out of her box.
"You like that?" he asked.
She murmured her pleasure.
"Good. Here we go again."
He was on his knees now, hunching her cunt dog-style, and he was fucking her so fast and so hard that she couldn't believe that any man could move his meat like that. One of his hands was playing with her clit just right, and the other one was fondling her breasts. His cock was raping in and out of her cunt so hard and fast that she was afraid he was going to bum her up. She got hotter and hotter, pumping out the pussy cream to keep his rod from scorching her cunt lining.
His fingers were jerking on her clit to the point that it would have been very painful if she hadn't been so aroused. Now, all she wanted was more and more of it. She didn't worry about him cumming too soon. He seemed to be able to hold it back forever.
She found herself hearing sobs and whimpers of agonized pleasure, and it was only when she paused to swallow that she realized that they were coming from her own mouth. He was reducing her to a mass of quivering cunt, just dying to get off one more time in what she knew would be the best cum of her life.
Oh, Jesus! Oh, Jesus! she thought. Here it comes! Oh, God, fuck me, what a fucker, cumming, God, God, so good, don't stop or I'll die!
But he didn't. He fucked faster and faster and harder and harder until she came off in one long scream of animal passion, her mind melting in billows of flaming lust.
But he kept on fucking! Tears and snot were running all over her face, and she was begging him to stop. She couldn't take any more. She couldn't stand it. The pleasure was so intense that her body was writhing and jerking in spasms like she was having a fit. She couldn't swallow or even breathe right because every bit of her being was tied up in her cunt and her clit and the fucking he was giving her. She screamed for him to pull it out.
His voice came to her through clouds of passion. "Now you're ready. Now, you know what I was talking about. Listen to me, cunt! I'm going to fuck you until you come apart like a used-up doll. I'm going to fuck you like you never been fucked before. Feel my fucker up your cunt hole and take it!" he snarled.
He grabbed her by the shoulders and lifted her right up off the sofa in his strong arms. She was still impaled on his prong, and he was still driving it into her body like a jackhammer. He turned her over, upside-down, and put her back on the sofa. Her head was hanging over the edge, and her body was curled up in a ball around his crotch. He held her against the back of the couch and got up with his feet on each side of her body, steadying her ass with one hand.
When he was in the position he wanted, be picked up his speed once again and began raping his cock faster and faster into her cunt. She was screaming at the top of her lungs. She couldn't form the words very well, but half the time she was begging him to stop, and the rest of the time she was begging him to fuck her harder.
It was only a minute or so before she knew that she was going to cum again, and she knew that she was going to die this time. He was going to kill her with his cock. And from his snarls and roars, she knew that he was going to cum at the same time. He was going to fuck his cum into her cunt at the same moment that he fucked her to death. And she didn't care. She didn't care at all. It was the best way to die there ever was. Just let me feel him fucking his shit into me before I go! was all she could think.
When it was about to happen, he reached down between their bodies and grasped his hairy sac of balls in his fist. He squeezed down hard on them, hard enough to make a man scream with pain in any ordinary circumstances. He forced his nuts down to the bottom of the bag, and then he took his balls and frigged them hard on her clit, as hard as his mighty arm could rub them on her.
She felt his fuck cream forced out of his balls in great gushing streams, up from his tortured nuts to the root of his fucking cock, out the length of his tube, into her blazing, crazy, jiving, jazzing cunt, and she came with him and screamed and stopped breathing!
She came to half an hour later. The thunderstorm was over, but Henry wasn't finished. She was lying on the sofa, her breathing still ragged and irregular, her face swollen and flushed with sexual exhaustion. There he was on the floor with Mary Lou and Junior. Junior was on his back with his big cock up his sister's cunt, fucking her for all he was worth while Henry had his tool up her asshole and was fucking her from behind!
From the looks on the faces of the brother and sister, it had been going on for a long time. Junior had been shooting fountains of cream up his sister's cunt every time that Henry made her cum off, but the little guy had held off again until he had worn both of them out. He was holding onto Mary Lou's tits like they were the reins on a horse as he prepared to give her his jism the same way he had done with Cindy. She was in an absolute agony of passion, Cindy could tell, and she knew just how she felt. Poor Junior was doing his damnedest to keep up with the strange boy, but she could tell that this would be his last orgasm of the day, too.
She was right. Henry jerked Mary Lou right up into the air with the force of his fucking. Junior's cock was left to shoot its fuck cream up at her body as she dangled, screaming and creaming with her asshole on Henry's plunging staff. She passed out with her brother in gurgling shouts of lust as the jets of gushing jism sprayed into her butt hole.
Mr. Preston sighed with satisfaction and laid her gently down on top of her fucked-out brother. He turned to Cindy as he picked up a piece of Junior's shredded clothes and began to wipe of his cock.
"That was a nice party," he said. "You think my clothes are dry by now?"



CHAPTER EIGHT


The big semi rumbled to a stop in the gravel parking lot outside the small diner. It was eleven o'clock at night, and there were only three or four trucks parked outside the place. The simple neon sign said "EATS". It wasn't what you would call a very fancy place. The faint light barely lit the faces of George and Sam in the cab of the truck.
Sam was pale, and his hands were sweating, but his rod stirred in his crotch all the same.
"This is where she's supposed to be workin', son. She works the night shift and gets off at midnight I was told. Now, I'm leavin' it up to you as to how you want to handle it. I'm going to take the truck back to that motel we was at and stay there 'til I hear from you. If you want to bring her back there, then go ahead. If you think it's best not to, then I'll be waiting for you to meet me there when you're finished. Good luck!"
"How will I know which one she is, Poppa?"
"Well, you know her name's Blanche. She'll probably be wearin' one of them name tags. And your sister looks a lot like she did when she was her age. You shouldn't have no trouble pickin' her out."
"Okay, Poppa. Be seein' you." He got out of the truck and walked toward the diner as his father pulled away.
Inside the place looked like all the other little truck stops. There was a counter, a line of booths, and one corner filled with all kinds of magazines, tobacco, and that kind of crap. Two truckers were sitting together at one table with a waitress hanging over them, laughing and joking with them. She had jet-black hair, so Sam was pretty sure that she wasn't his mom.
The only other woman in the place was behind the counter scrubbing down the grill. She had her back to the door, and all Sam could see was a mass of flaming-red hair piled up on the top of her head. His mom didn't have red hair, so he was puzzled and wondered what to do. Maybe she wasn't working that night. He figured that he would buy a cup of coffee and ask around for a waitress named Blanche.
He felt a little more at ease as he walked over to the counter and climbed up on one of the stools. The place was messy, but not so dirty that you would worry about eating there. The woman working on the grill turned around a little bit at the sound of his approach and said, "Be right with you, mister." He flushed a little at the sound of being called mister. He picked up a menu in one of those greasy plastic holders and looked at it.
"Hello, sonny. What are you doin' out at this time of night? What you want to order?" the woman said. He looked up to ask for a cup of coffee and looked into his mom's face. There was no mistake about it. Her hair was the wrong color, but he realized that she must have dyed it. Her cheeks were rosier than Mary Lou's, but otherwise the faces were just the same. There on her big, luscious bosom was a name plate with "Blanche" on it. He swallowed hard in his confusion.
"I'd like a cup of coffee, please," he stuttered.
She looked at his face with some interest for a few seconds.
"Just bring me a cup of coffee, and make it black."
"Sure, honey. Comin' right up." She turned and poured a cup of coffee for him and brought it over to the counter. She looked at him again with some interest in her eyes. "You're a fine-lookin' young man."
She shook her head. "You're a funny one. What's your name?"
"Steve," he said. He cocked his head back and gave her the eye. "How come you're so interested?"
She shook her head and picked up a towel and began wiping off the counter top. "Oh, it's nothin'. You just reminded me of a guy I used to go out with about a million years ago."
"That's funny. You remind me of a girl I kind of go steady with."
She laughed. "Don't give me that shit, sonny. I'm old enough to be your mother."
"What difference does that make? I like 'em on the mature side."
She threw back her head and laughed heartily. "Will you look at him now! Makin' a pass at me when he's just barely out of his diapers and don't know how to use the thing yet except to pee through."
Sam's ears reddened a little bit, but he just sat and smiled at her, shaking his head from side to side and brushing his full lips across the rim of the coffee mug which he held in his hands. He looked out at her from under his thick black eyelashes and let her have her joke.
She chuckled and put her fists on her hips and looked at him with her head tilted to one side. "No, maybe I'm wrong. You ain't sputterin' and braggin' about how many girls you've laid. Maybe you ain't so wet behind the ears after all. God knows, we didn't wait around 'til we was twenty-one in my day, and I bet things haven't changed much since then. Come on, handsome stud like you, tell me how many girls you've screwed."
He continued to look at her from under his lashes, the corners of his mouth turned up in a little half-smile. "Just two," he said.
"Now I believe you are tellin' me the truth. Just two, huh? That's too bad. A fine good-lookin' boy like you! Just gettin' started, ain't you? I bet those girls didn't know no more about it than you did. No wonder you're sniffin' around this old bag. You know a woman, a real woman, could teach you a few things no skinny-assed girl would ever think of, don't you?"
"A guy could learn a lot from you," he said softly, grinning at her.
She leaned over the counter top and put her hand up to his hair, twisting a bit of it around her finger. She was showing him the ample proportions of her big, full, rich tits.
"You want to learn a few lessons tonight, sonny?" she said, looking at his ear and avoiding his eyes.
"Sure," he said in a harsh whisper.
She giggled. "I get off work in about fifteen minutes, stud. You think you can last that long?"
"I've waited a long, long time for this. I guess I can wait fifteen more minutes," he said.
"Drink your coffee up. I'll take you back to my trailer when I get finished here."
She went back to work on the grill, scrubbing it as fast as she could and cleaning up the rest of the place. The other waitress came over and took a look at him. She whispered something to his mom about robbing the cradle, and the two women laughed. She kept glancing back at him while she worked, as if to make sure that he was still there, but there was something else in her eyes, a look of searching.
She came back over to where he was sitting just before she finished up. She leaned way over the counter and whispered to him, "You got a big one, sonny?" She giggled again.
"So big I don't know how I'm going to get up off this stool," he said.
She was delighted. "Having a hard time?"
"You know it!"
"I'll get us a sack of doughnuts to take back with us. You can carry it in front of you."
"Better make it a big sack," he said.
She pinched his cheek and winked. "Oh, you boy! You're a fresh one, ain't you?"
She finally finished up her work and handed him the sack of doughnuts. He really did need it, too. His cock was down the leg of his pants and trapped there. He wasn't hard all the way, but he had enough of a boner to show off the size of the donkey dong he had inherited from his poppa.
He had been watching her all that time, taking an inventory of her figure. She wasn't much taller than Mary Lou, but her figure was very full and lush. Her tits were even bigger than Cindy's – big soft pillows of tits. Her waist was still neat and small, but her hips rolled with the fullness and femininity of a mature woman. He reckoned her age to be about thirty-four or five. She was a long way from being an old bag, but she was no teenager either. She was in fine shape, a hell of a good-looking woman.
He was excited about the whole business, just of the idea of meeting her and finding out about who his mother was. But there was the even more exciting idea of going to bed with her, of fucking his own mom! Not many guys ever had a chance to do that! And not many guys had mom's who were as good-looking and sexy as his! He giggled to himself.
He was still trying to figure out whether he should go to bed with her first, or tell her who he was. She might not want to fuck him if she knew that he was her son. He wanted to be able to say that he was a real, honest-to-God motherfucker, but he didn't want to do her dirty, either. He didn't want to get her upset and unhappy if she thought that it was bad. He couldn't make up his mind, but he wasn't thinking too clearly anyway.
She unlocked the door of the trailer and led him in. The place featured a large unmade bed at one end. She motioned for him to sit down on the end of it while she went to the little refrigerator. "You want a beer?" she asked.
"No, no thank you," he said.
"You mind if I have one?"
"No, not at all." He sat there watching her, the words, "Mom, Mom, Mom," pounding through his head the whole time. She came back with the beer and sat down beside him.
He felt like he ought to tell her who he was, but she kept him busy asking him little questions and patting him on his leg while she drank her beer. She put her arm around his shoulders and ran her fingers over his broad back and played with his ear, blowing in it and tickling him. He was getting very aroused in spite of his worries. She really knew how to turn a boy on, and before he realized what he was doing, he was stroking her big tits and working his fingers under her bra.
"Let me get another beer, Stevie – didn't you say your name was? Then we can get more comfortable."
She gave him a wink and got another beer out of the refrigerator, offering him one again. This time he accepted her offer. His mouth was getting very dry. One thing was becoming very clear: she wasn't acting like a hooker toward him. She might charge some of the other men she entertained, but she hadn't mentioned any presents, and she was taking her own sweet time and having as much fun or more than he was. She just seemed to be getting off on the idea of taking this guy to bed and teaching him all she knew about fucking.
She stood by the sink and sipped at her beer and began to undress casually, keeping her eyes on him and watching his reaction as she stripped. She took her blouse off and unhooked her bra. Her big jugs were the biggest he had ever seen. They didn't hang down too much either. They didn't stand right up in the air like Cindy's or Mary Lou's did, but they weren't knee-knockers, either.
She fingered her big pink nipples and made them stand up for him. His mouth was hanging open with his desire to taste them and suck them into his mouth. Those were the same tits that he had sucked when he was just a tiny baby boy, and now he was going to get to suck on them while he slid his big, man-sized cock up her cunt. The thought turned him on so much that he was soon throwing a rod in his pants.
She unhooked her skirt and unzipped it, stepping out of it with just a pair of undies on and a thing around her hips that held her stockings up. He had never seen one of those before. She put her foot up on the end of the bed and began unhooking her hose from the garter belt. As she rolled her stockings down, his hand went up to touch the soft flesh of her thigh, and he reached for her big tits.
"Wait, wait," she said coyly. "Let Mom see what a surprise you have for her before you get any more treats."
His heart leaped right into his mouth, and his eyes went wide until he realized that she was just kidding. She hadn't recognized who he was. Still, the way she had said "Mom" made his heart pound with excitement.
She began to unbutton his shirt, and he raised his arms to let her pull it and his T-shirt off. Her fingers wandered over his chest. Then her hands strayed down to his crotch, and his cock leaped up at her touch. "My, my, you feel big all right." She gestured for him to stand up. "Let's see what you got in there, sonny."
She sat down on the end of the bed as he stood in front of her while she began to unfasten his pants and pull them down. She pulled his jeans down to his knees, and his huge prong jutted out under his underwear. Her hands went to it, feeling it through his shorts.
"God!" she murmured. "You're big! Big as… as a guy I used to know." She quickly tore his shorts off his hips, pulling the waistband out to free his hard dong.
"I, I got something to tell you," he said in a strangled voice. He could barely form the words with his lips, he was so hot and horny and yet scared that she would stop if he told her what he knew.
She looked at his cock like she had never seen a prong on a man before in her life. She stared at it for the longest time, fondling it in her hands and pushing the foreskin back, cupping his balls in her hands. When she looked up at him, her eyes were as big as saucers. She looked long at his face, amazement in her eyes, her lips parted and her breath coming in gasps. It wasn't just a big cock that she was amazed at, either. She squeezed her eyes shut and clutched his cock in her hands. "Hush your mouth," she said.
"My name isn't Steve," he gasped.
She shook her head. "Don't tell me. I don't want to hear it."
She was clutching him hungrily, and she opened her mouth and fed his cock into it, nibbling at his shaft with her lips and running her tongue around his cockhead. He gave a great shuddering sigh of release, and she began to tear his pants off, frantically dragging them down his legs. He stepped out of them while she was still swallowing as much of his cock down her throat as she could manage. He ran his fingers through his mom's hair while she sucked his cock.
Then she finally stopped just in time to keep him from cumming off. She lay back on the bed and held her arms out to him. He knelt beside her and pulled her panties down and took them off. She spread her legs. Her clit was big, bigger than Mary Lou's or even Cindy's. He took it between his lips, loving it and licking his tongue up and down in her slot until she was creamy and wet with passion.
Then he felt her pulling him up on top of her. He knelt between her outstretched legs and forced his hard dong down until the knob of it was resting at the opening of her hole. She lifted her legs up as he slid it in. She gasped with pleasure as his long dong entered her and pushed its way in until it was resting at the very bottom of her hole, filling her up to the brim and nosing against the mouth of her womb. She was as stretched and jammed full as she had been since the last time her husband, this boy's father, had fucked her.
Her lips met his, and she thrust her tongue into his mouth as he fucked. He sent his tongue into her mouth as well, right in time with the plunges of his cock into her pussy. He was shaking with excitement, the same special kind of lust that he had felt for the first time he had fucked a girl, the first time he had fucked his sister, only this time, it was a million times better – he was fucking his own mother!
He was so close to shooting off – they both were. He knew that he couldn't make this one last very long. He was too excited. He fucked her faster and faster, bringing them both to the edge of orgasm. She tore her lips away from his and whispered in his ear, "I'm going to cum! Are you going to cum in my cunt?"
"Yes!" he grunted.
"Oh, God, oh, God!! Cum! Fuck me! Just, just tell me, tell me now! Are you George or Sam?"
"I'm, I'm Sam! Mom! I'm cumming!"
And her cunt leaped around his cock, sucking and grabbing at it, pulling the jism out of his balls as he buried his fucker in her and shot out his fuck juice, jetting streams of boiling, blazing cum into the cunt from which he had been born! She felt him spurting his seed into her, gushes of the stuff just like his old man, and she frigged her clit on his belly as his cock jerked with the force of the ball cream that was jumping out of his joint into her pussy!
As they lay in bed together, his head nestled between her big breasts, she said, "You knew. How did you find me?"
"Poppa heard where you were."
"He sent you?"
"He knew about this?"
"And the other ones? George and my daughter?"
"Mary Lou was the first girl I ever fucked, and Junior fucked her before me."
"And your poppa?"
"Him too. And we got a housekeeper, name of Cindy. She was the second one for me."
"Is your poppa shacked up with her?"
"All of us, all of us together, Mom, like me and you were just now."
"Why did you come after me, Sam? Why did your poppa send you to me?"
"We thought you might like to come back home with us, Mom, with all of us together."
"Where's your poppa, Sam?"
"He's waiting in a motel down the road."
"Why didn't he come himself?"
"He, no, all of us needed to know how you would feel about it, about all of us being together."
"Do you want me to come home, son? Do you want me?"
"Yes, Mom, I want you very much. Will you come with us?"
"It's the most wonderful thing that ever happened to me, Sam. The most wonderful thing in the whole wide world."
She held him in her arms, feeling his strong body, knowing that he was her son, feeling the growing pressure of his giant cock against her leg, and knowing that he was passionate for her. She pulled him on top of her again and spread her legs for his hot rod to fuck her again.
Later he sat on the end of the bed and watched her pack a suitcase. She looked around the trailer. "I can come back for this junk some other time. Come on, Sam. Let's go find your father."
Big George opened the door to the motel room when he heard the knock. There she was, standing on the doorstep with Sam standing behind her. She didn't look much different since the last time he had seen her. The years hadn't made that much of a difference. She had tears in her eyes, but a smile on her face.
"Hello, George," she said. "Can I come in?"
"Hello, Blanche, honey."
He kissed her full on the lips and she dropped her suitcase to hug him and cry and press her body against his. Sam picked up the suitcase and carried it in as they went into the little room. There were tears in his eyes as well.
"George, you old bastard! Why did you have to send the boy? Why didn't you come and get me yourself?"
"I wanted Sam to have a chance to fuck one of the best lays in the United States, that's why."
"Go on, you old bullshitter! You knew that as soon as I saw that boy's cock I would know who his daddy was. Might as well have your name tattooed down the length of it. You can be sure he's your boy!"
"He's yours, too, Blanche."
"Don't I know it! He couldn't be as good-lookin' as that and smart, too, if it wasn't for my part in him!"
"How about it, Blanche?"
"Well, I came, and I brought my suitcase, didn't I?"
"I know. I mean, you feel like a roll in the hay? I ain't had a piece of ass for a couple of days now."
"My, my! How could you hold it so long? I don't know, George. Our boy here gave me a good time just a few minutes ago. You still as good in the sack as you used to be?"
"Better!"
Sam was hesitant as to whether he should leave or not. She saw him and patted the place on the bed next to her.
"Don't go nowhere, Sam. If your old man's got too old to get it up good and fuck me right, I'll be needing you to give me what I want."
"Don't worry about that, Mom! Poppa is still the best. Even Cindy says he is."
"I've got to meet this Cindy, George. She sounds like a nice hot piece of tail, but I bet I can teach her some things she's never heard of yet."
"I know you can, Blanche. Come on, old lady, let's fuck!"
They spent a happy night at it, getting to know each other again. George fucking his wife and feeling her familiar ways of screwing, Blanche talking with her son while her husband fucked her, telling him about the times when she and George used to sneak off from their families and fuck in the woods, telling him about the nights that they fucked him into existence. And when Big George and she had shot their wads, Sam would slip his horny cock into the ball cream his father had left behind in his mom's cunt and fuck her too. They were a sleepy bunch the next morning when the climbed into the cab of the truck and headed for home.
Cindy was as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a roomful of rocking chairs when she heard the truck pulling into the drive. She wasn't sure if this was going to work out at all. She really liked staying here with the boys and their father and sister, too, and she had even thought about giving up the idea of going back to college. But she'd be damned if she was going to play second fiddle to some old bag. They came in.
"Mary Lou, baby, come to your mom!" Blanche cried out and held out her arms to her daughter. Mary Lou went to her a little shyly, but Blanche hugged her and then looked her over with a big smile. "Just look at my baby, all growed up with a big set of tits like her mom on the way. I wasn't as purty as you, honey, when I was your age. All flowed up on me, but no use cryin' about that now."
"Hi, Mom," Junior said with a silly grin. "Do you fuck good?"
"Don't he sound just like you, George? That was the main thing that was on your mind ever since I met you."
"Still is," George admitted.
"Looks just like you, too, first time I saw you." She hugged the big dummy and felt his crotch. "Got a big cock like his poppa, and always on hard, just like you was, George!"
She turned to Cindy. "You must be Cindy. Call me Blanche, sugar. My, what a fine-lookin' young woman you are, too. George always did have good taste, if I have to say so myself. I hope you'll have me in your home, honey."
Cindy's heart melted right away. "It's your home, too, Blanche. I hope you'll have me in it." Blanche gave her a big kiss right on the lips and a big hug, too. "We're goin' to get along just fine, Cindy. Don't you worry a bit about that!"
"Hey, Mom, can we fuck now?" Junior asked impatiently, his hand clutching at the hard cock that was bulging through the front of his pants.
"That sounds terrific, Junior. Cindy, you and Mary Lou keep me company with George and Sam. Hope you got a bed big enough for us all!"
And they all laughed and headed for the bedroom, the whole humpin' family!
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