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CHAPTER ONE


Looking back, Lisa almost cringed when she thought about how naive she had been. And how timid, and not to mention just plain sappy. And confused.
While still a virgin, she'd wanted her first fuck to be with a guy she was in love with. That was the only proper way for a girl to go, surely. Find someone who would take care of her, and not blab it all over how easy she was or anything like that.
She didn't know yet that fucking was something that could be enjoyed purely on it's own, without all that emotional bag and baggage. At the time, all she knew was that she wanted to find the right someone. Rather, she wanted that someone to find her. She was too bashful and inexperienced to do much seeking, herself.
Often curiosity, a simple need to find out, would threaten to get the better of her, and tempt her to venture beyond what books could tell her, or what she could learn from girl's washroom conversations. But without experience, and with such high standards, who could she turn to? Finally she'd begun to think she would never get fucked.
Then came the summer when Mom and Dad packed her and brother Buddy into the station wagon and all four of them headed up-state for a month-long vacation. It was to be spent on a farm, or rather what had been one until it had been taken over by an artist friend of her father's.
Lisa welcomed the change. It would give her time and peace and quiet in which to think, maybe sort some things out.
On her first night there, she was overtaken by a strange kind of restlessness. At first she attributed it to being in a strange bed, a new environment, all of that. But that notion quickly passed.
There were no boys. There would be a whole month without them. The forty-acre property was pretty isolated, ten miles from the nearest small town. Who knew where the nearest neighbors were? And what did country bumpkin know, anyway?
No boys.
Not that she would definitely have done anything had there been a selection to choose from, but it was nice to just look at them when she wanted.
One day, soon after arriving, she drifted out of the house into the yard. It was surrounded by a grove of trees, cut on one side by the lane leading in from the highway and on another side by a lesser road leading off to the fields. Anxious for a change of scenery, Lisa set off along the latter, passing by the small barn that had been converted to a studio by the absent artist.
Before getting through the grove of trees, which grew more plentifully along this road, she encountered a fairly well-worn pathway leading into the trees. Glad to have something to explore, she followed it.
Shortly, she neared a clearing, no more than five yards away. It was a spot from which a single, broad tree might have been plucked, the ground flat and covered with tall grass. Between two tree trunks, Lisa saw her mother standing in the clearing.
Beth was a lovely brunette, short-haired, in her late thirties. She was wearing a flowery summer dress, holding herself erect and poised as she looked down. At what, Lisa couldn't tell, as a clump of shrubbery blocked her view.
Abruptly, Beth lowered onto her knees, almost sinking from view.
Instantly curious, Lisa ventured forward, moving off the path as it cut away form this little oasis of sunlight in the cool shade of the woods.
As Lisa went closer, she saw her father's back rise into view. He was kissing his way up from between Beth's tits onto the side of her neck, finally claiming her mouth in a soulful kiss.
Lisa stopped, ducking silently behind a thick barked tree trunk. Her breath had fairly caught in her throat. She'd seen her parents smooching before, a thousand times, but it had never been anything like this. This kiss had passion in it.
Now Beth was responding, kissing Matt back. Their mouths were open. Tongues were showing as they fucked in and out and against each other.
Lisa had never seen anything like it, especially from her own parents. Lisa stared, captivated, entranced. For the moment, it didn't occur to her that she might be doing something that maybe she shouldn't.
Then, either Beth sank backwards on her own or Matt went forward to ease her down onto the grassy ground. Whatever, they both dis appeared from view behind the shrubbery.
Lisa bit on her bottom lip, considering her next move. It wasn't hard for her to figure out where things were heading for Mom and Dad. It was harder to imagine it, though, to picture it in her mind. Fucking was still this great mystery to her… she had to look.
Easing to her left, she found a break in the low shrubs and eased up to it. She was alive with curiosity. She'd never seen two people actually fucking before, and she was so keen to that she had already forgotten that these two were her parents.
The young, fresh-faced blonde crouched and leaned into the narrow opening. There was only the slightest chance of her being discovered, and still she could see everything.
Matt and Beth were continuing with their provocative smooching. They rolled to one side, putting Beth on top, then Matt reassumed the dominant position. Drawing his knees up between her legs, he caused her thighs to tilt and separate. Beth's hem tumbled up onto her hips, exposing her panty-covered crotch. Still fully dressed himself, Matt lowered his cock-bulge onto her crotch and ground against her there, crouched low over her.
Lisa felt perverse stirrings inside as she wondered what that must feel like. Not a totally inexperienced kid, she had finger-fucked herself, rubbed her pussy with various objects, but to have someone else do it for you… wow!
Beth was loving it, squirming her pussy at him. They kept on kissing, Lisa noticed, and she ached for some of that, too.
Lisa's sense of anticipation deepened as she saw her mother begin to undo, the buttons of her father's shirt. At the same time, he was loosening Beth's dress, slowly pulling it open.
Beth's tits, with the approximate dimensions of grapefruits and a creamy shade of white, were encased in a lacy bra that came open in front with a magical flick of Matt's fingers. The cupping fabric slid off to either side, and he raised up to look down at her tits.
Beth peeled his shirt off and stretched both arms over her head, bunching up her tits, lifting them in unabashed offering. Of more interest to Lisa was the sight of her father's hand gliding up onto the twin rises of tit-meat to explore and squeeze and tease.
Beth's face became alluringly flushed and she squirmed under Matt. She curled her fingers into his hair and drew him down into the feast of her tits and, watching intently, Lisa felt her first pang of envy.
Against the material of her top, Lisa's own sizable tits were coming alive with a terrible sensitivity. They wanted squeezes too, and all those good and sexy things that Matt was dishing out. Lisa had never felt anything quite like it before. Not this deeply, anyway. Now that she could see what she was missing out on, her needs came into sharper focus and were harder to ignore.
With Matt biting into her tit-flesh with his lips, Beth let her open hands play out onto his shoulders and back. His muscles showed. He was in good shape, and handsome as anything to begin with. Lisa could understand from that alone why Beth would enjoy touching him.
Also, Matt was taking a long time with Beth, finding his pleasure in pleasing her, turning her on, making her hot and horny, all of it. He was sensuous and beautiful, and in those moments Lisa wished he wasn't her father, so she could have him for herself.
Lisa's insides tightened as Beth reached down and opened Matt's pants. Her heart pulsed heavier as she witnessed his clothing being pushed from his hips. Then it seemed to skip a beat and she flushed all over as his hard cock swung down into view.
It was a more virile length of rock-solid cockmeat than she could ever have imagined. The skin was incredibly smooth, a light red in color except where it was laced with thick, veins of an off-purple shade. They matched the look of his cockhead, which, stretched to its fullest dimension, was even smoother and more polished in texture than the gorgeous cockshaft.
Lisa's mouth watered as she watched Beth's hands close about Matt's prick in loving, caressing fashion. The woman applied gliding, rasping strokes, milking excitement into the already aroused fuck-shaft.
Matt slowly lifted himself upright, sitting himself ass-on-heels between her thighs. Beth continued slow-stroking his prick as he lifted her legs high. She held them up there as his hands slid down to her hips, to the strands of her bikini panties.
Lisa held her breath as he began to pull Beth's undies from her hips and ass and pussy. Another surge of envy went through the frustrated girl as her mother got that much closer to being fucked by a knowing stud.
Beth laughed as she straightened her upright legs and Matt slid her panties up and off. In teasing fashion, she spread her thighs to a wide V and closed them up again. Grinning wolfishly, Matt took hold of her ankles, spread her legs and held them wide open. Beth was grinning from ear to ear.
Lisa wiggled, beginning to enjoy herself now, too. She was almost tempted to crawl out of hiding and join the playful couple. God, wouldn't that be a kick?
Lisa caught herself. What on earth was she thinking? Where were these wicked ideas coming from?
She didn't have time to worry over it.
Pants around his knees, Matt shifted away from Beth and leaned slowly forward. His hands slid down to the backs of her raised knees and pushed her shapely legs back and away. Her ass and pussy tilted upward.
Lisa was amazed to see her father nuzzle his lips into the soft folds of her mother's pussy. It was easily the most incredible sight she had ever seen. The intimacy of it dazzled her.
Matt dipped his tongue out and trailed the tip up and back down in the folds and hollows of Beth's cunt. Then he was fucking at her soft pussy-flesh, honing in on the sensitive spot of her clit area. His wet probe swirled in at it time and time again, until Beth was squirming on the pound, her head thrown back, body arching to the sun.
But Lisa's eyes were concentrated solely on her father. Who now seemed to be more than just her father. She was seeing him in a whole new light, that was for sure. Before, he'd been Dad, purely and simply. Now he was a man. A lover. A sexual being.
Matt moved his nuzzling mouth up onto Beth's pert cunt-bush, then onto the flat of her tummy. Lifting, he moved up over her, between her legs. Their mouths met and held. Matt's legs slid out behind him. Beth kept her legs back and apart, her pussy naturally open. She obviously knew what was about to happen. She was waiting for it.
A bomb could have gone off and Lisa might not have noticed, so intent was she on watching the advance of Matt's cock on the gaping, wet pussy. She stared as his large, flared cock-tip went flawlessly to the fuck-hole, sinking in, in, without resistance, deeper, and deeper, all the way to his balls.
Beth writhed, wrapping arms and legs about Matt and holding him possessively. Across the short distance separating them, a thrilled sound reached Lisa's ears from Beth, and the girl sensed the heaven that her mother had just entered on Matt's prick.
Before, Lisa had had the occasional doubt.
Maybe fucking wasn't all it was cracked up to be. Now she knew she'd never think that way again. How could she?
Matt began to undulate from his shoulders down, and his ass lifted. His thick pussy-fucker was pulled back up into view. It was redder now possibly even thicker, and best of all, coated with a wetness that could only have come from the walls of Beth's deep and excited cunt. His cock looked all shiny and delicious.
Matt lifted his prick high and sank back into Beth's wanting grasp.
"Sexy," Lisa heard him say. "Country air agrees with you."
"Nnnnnnn," Beth responded, heaving her tits up against his chest in a provocative way. "It's doing some good things to your cock, too."
Such frank talk, Lisa observed. Sexy though, and why be coy about anything? Oh, there were lessons to learn here. Mom and Dad were a pure gold mine of carnal secrets. What next?
Matt and Beth settled into another long kiss. Matt complemented it with long and easy fuck thrusts of his prick and Beth made sure to work her hips about, grinding her pussy against him. Almost on the sly, he slipped his arms behind her legs and brought her heels up to rest on his shoulders.
Lisa was astonished. Not so much by the position Matt had slipped Beth into but rather by the mastery it gave him over her and the extent of Beth's surrender to it, and to her husband. He could pretty much have his way with her now, and Beth apparently liked it just fine.
Also, it was such a blatant, raunchy move. It was unabashed, no-holds-barred fucking they were getting into. Thrilling to watch, more thrilling to be a part of, Lisa was sure.
As soon as he had Beth where he wanted her, Matt was into his fuck-strokes. On slightly bent arms, he fucked his stiff prick in and out of her craving body with purposeful strokes. The entire length of his prick-meat filled up her cunt and pulled out of her each time, causing her to squirm under him.
Hands clasped behind his neck, she caught his mouth with a wanton kiss. She couldn't get enough of him, to Lisa's eyes, and the girl had a pretty good idea of what that was like.
The blonde virgin daughter wished all over again, harder this time, that Matt could be hers.
Beth's head dropped and rolled way back. Horny sounds rasped out of her throat. Her long fingers clawed at his hair and upper body.
Matt's ass rose and he fucked his prick into her with the most force yet. Lisa could see her mother's cunt-lips lifting with his retreating prick and being turned inward as he gave her penetration. The fucking was getting hotter and heavier.
Lisa watched, enthralled through and through as Matt and Beth ground their fuck-organs at one another. His arms straightened and his hips appeared to be punching his lust-reddened cock at the inner-most depths of her pussy.
Beth's hips were going wild underneath his, working in broad circles to stir his cock around inside her cunt's steamy grasp and to give him his own kind of stirring pleasure. She was a wicked thing under him, totally tuned in to her libido.
Was Beth naturally passionate, or did Matt have to bring it out in her, Lisa wondered. Probably a little of both, she somehow sensed. The girl felt a strange affinity with her mother, watching the torrid fuck-scene unfold, she got the vague feeling that the two of them were of the same kind. Was sensuality hereditary?
More important, if Matt was crazy about Beth, how would he feel about a younger version?
A dangerous thought, but she couldn't help thinking it. It didn't have to lead anywhere though, so she didn't worry about it too much.
The pace of the fucking slowed then, inexplicably, until Lisa realized that this wasn't a race to any finish line. It was worth it to slow down and savor the moment, especially when it was so close to the ultimate pleasure.
And close it had to be. Beth's face was hotly flushed, her eyes glassed over, her pretty face contorted by a lewd leer.
Matt appeared the calmer of the two. He was talking to her, as well. Lisa could hear the murmur of his voice but could not make out the words. Beth was eating them up though, so it had to be sexy.
The tempo of their fucking picked up again, and Lisa sensed they were now determined to go all the way with one another. She leaned forward expectantly and saw Matt lower onto Beth's body, her legs still folded up underneath. On his elbows, he reached under her and held her as he fucked wildly in and out of her straining pussy.
How could he keep it up for so long? Lisa had to wonder. His cock seemed sensitive but not too sensitive. There remained a lot of mystery about cocks. She was more curious than ever about them.
At last, the final moments began to happen. Beth was clearly in a state of terrible passion. Head thrown back, wanting cries coming from her throat, heaving, she was into her climax.
Matt's head was pulled back, too. He groaned heavily, his ass continuing to buck with his fuck-strokes, but now with visible effort. His energy was being spent at a terrific rate, and Lisa knew that his orgasm was pounding loose then, too.
They were coming. Together. United. Their mouths sought and found one another and they were even more united. He let her legs go free and Lisa watched Beth wrap them around Matt's waist and hold him close.
Seeing that, Lisa's heart sank. In the back of her mind, she had been flirting with the fantasy of having her father as her lover. But he was obviously Beth's man.
Slipping away from the scene, Lisa didn't see any way for her to change anything…
Lying in bed that night, she thought again of the effect the sight of her naked father had had on her. Not just the sight of him. There was the quality of the man as well, and the lover.
But impossible to have. It always came back to that. Always.
Almost as frustrating was the lasting impact of what she had witnessed that day. She'd been so attentive to all the details, so eager to learn what she could, that much of the eroticism of the scene had been blocked out.
Some had slipped through, like the view of Matt's cock all slicked up with fuck-juice, or Beth in total surrender to their mutual lust. Now those images wouldn't leave her mind, and the excitement they generated drew forth other images. She couldn't fend them off. There was only one way…
She'd watched her parents fuck, but she'd watched in order to learn, not to enjoy herself. It seemed a little dirty to be doing that now, unnatural, wrong even. On the other hand, who was to know? It wasn't hurting anyone either, and surely that was the most important consideration.
Lisa peeled off the covers and wriggled out of the T-shirt-type nightie she wore. Lying on her bed in the moonlight, she stopped fighting the arousal that had been trying to surge through her system and the lurid images that had filled her mind.
She felt herself slowly come alive with carnal excitement. It played up and down her thighs like soft caresses. It teased her pussy until the moistening cunt-walls gave a twitch of response. Her tits tingled, the pulpy capping flesh seeming to come alert. To become even more aroused, all she had to do was think of her mother and father avidly fucking one another in that sunlit clearing.
Her head up on a couple of pillows, Lisa looked down her body and saw how closely she resembled her mother. Her young tits were just as plump, the nipples tilted upward in the same provocative way. The pinched-in waist over generously flared hips were an intriguing match as well, just like the long, exquisitely tapered legs.
Enjoying the favorable comparisons, Lisa touched a hand to each tit-mound and squeezed fondly. She felt the immediate thrills summoned to the surface, and guessed now that she was as responsive as Beth was. She was a woman, she decided. All the more reason to get on to womanly things.
She lifted her knees, drew them back. She took hold of both ankles and slowly pulled them back, her knees coming to her shoulders. She didn't expect it to be too uncomfortable, and it wasn't. It felt sexy as hell, in fact. No wonder Mom was nuts about that position.
Keeping both legs back on their own, she eased her open hands down along the inner curves, past her knees, along the expanding thighs, to the juncture of her crotch.
She idled a fingertip along the folds and furrows of her pussy, up and down by the fuck opening, slowly, lightly. In her mind, it was her father's tongue on her pussy.
Her eyes opened and she went still. Shame had touched her. Just as suddenly, it was gone. The idea of her father licking her pussy was simply irresistible.
Licking her pussy, and more. Rolling her clit under one fingertip for her own wicked amusement, she slowly inserted the middle finger of her other hand into her steamy fuck-hole. Pulling it out, she joined her forefinger with it and inserted both. In her mind at least, Matt was starting to fuck her.
"Please," she said in a voice barely above a whisper. "Please fuck me with your big, long cock, Daddy. Put your fucker in me as far as you can make it go. I want to feel every bit of cock you've got. In my pussy. In my horny, horny pussy."
The fantasy was truly intoxicating. She was beginning to revel in it, just as her mother had reveled in the reality. There was no shame now. Only desire, and rapture.
She proceeded to indulge herself, feeling more wicked and free than ever before. She fucked her fingers in and out of her horny pussy, working fast for a time, then remembering to slow down, to draw it out. But she was still young, and her patience had its limits, and soon she was finger-fucking herself into a total frenzy.
Stimulation piled onto stimulation and her fever rose accordingly. It broke finally with a furious storm of shooting sensations, her most vivid climax ever.
She came down from her high plateau, legs moving forward, heels digging into the mattress as her knees remained widely spread. She continued working both hands on her spent pussy, drawing out the last tremors of pleasure. To look at her, one might have thought she was waiting for the action to begin.
And in a way, she was.
Lisa had learned a lot today. Most important of all, she had learned that she wanted her father to be her first fuck.
She had to accept it now.
She wasn't in love with him, but what did that matter? She was his daughter, but she was also a woman now, and he was a man. The right man. Knowing, sensuous, virile, handsome, he was the whole package.
Impossible?
A day earlier and there would have been no question. Absolutely impossible. But today, tomorrow, well, she felt it was up to her.
Funny. She used to think she was shy. Timid. Now… maybe all a girl needed to get out of her shell was to want something enough.
And after the macho display Matt had put on that afternoon, wanting him enough was the least of her worries.



CHAPTER TWO


"Let's go for a walk," Matt said to his wife, one morning a few days later.
A glint came immediately into her green eyes and she slinked a loving arm about his waist as they moved to the front door. She was in shirt and shorts, like him.
Leaving the kids by the recently installed pool out back, they went off in a direction different from the one they had chosen the other day. There was a riding trail that wound a sometimes shaded, sometimes open way for miles. But they weren't going quite that far.
Strolling arm in arm, Beth opened the front of Matt's pants and slipped her free hand in. She worked his cock out into the open and held it fondly. His big prick grew steadily in her grasp.
"I should have brought you to the country a long time ago," he remarked. "This is the baddest I've seen you."
"Nice to get away from it all. Liberating." They walked on a short way, Matt chewing on his lower lip. Finally he said: "There's something I want to tell you."
"Sounds serious."
"It is."
"Save it for later. Right now all I can concentrate on is getting fucked." She ran her hand along the rigid length of his prick.
"You're incorrigible," he said affectionately. "I'm just mad at you for not taking me out in the rain yesterday and fucking me then."
"I would have. Something came up."
"Something you want to talk about now?"
"Yes."
"Save it."
They had come up to a broad, leafy tree, just off the trail. It tempted passers-by to step into the shade out of the hot sun, and Matt and Beth did just that.
Beth turned to her husband and leaned over her body into his. She planted a juicy kiss on his lips and felt him reciprocate, then deepen the contact in a wanting way. His hands slid down onto the sumptuous buns of her ass.
"I love your butt," he murmured to her, flexing both hands on her ass-cheeks.
In a playful mood, Beth groped his asscheeks. "I love your butt," she said.
Matt pulled her closer. His cock was up between their bodies, its heat radiating through their clothes. He moved his hips from side to side, teasing her with the grinding motions.
"I think you're getting an idea," she glinted. "Nothing fancy," he answered. He then took her hands and lifted them to a branch overhead. "You're a prisoner of my lust."
"I'll play," Beth smiled, welcoming the touch of fantasy. They both enjoyed making things run for each other. This was one way.
Matt slowly unbuttoned her shirt, pulled it partway open. He shifted around behind her, holding himself close. He forced his hard-on downward and placed it in the cleft of her ass, as outlined by her shorts.
Then his hands returned to her shirt. He peeled it around behind Beth, re-fastening one of the buttons at the small of her back to keep the shirt from falling back into place. Her hands were supposed to be tied to the overhead limb, so lifting the shirt off would have broken the spell of the fantasy.
Standing close, Matt let his hands ease around to the front of her body. Rising slowly, they eventually cradled the out-thrust mounds of her tits. He brought thumb and forefinger together on each nipple and pinched firmly, rolled the responsive nipples this way and that.
"Hot little wench, aren't you?" he commented slyly. "Look how stiff they're getting."
Beth offered no reply, perfectly content to let Matt have his wicked way with her.
She wondered briefly what was on his mind. He'd become distant yesterday, for no apparent reason. He didn't seem terribly troubled though, so she didn't feel too bad about having him wait.
She loved fucking and sucking and all of it so much. Too much, she sometimes thought. She knew she was lucky as hell to have a man who could take care of all of her needs. Most of them, anyway. He couldn't be around twenty-four hours a day, after all. But she didn't mind a little finger-fucking to tide herself over until his return.
She loved him. And he loved her too, she could tell. And it was truly grand to have all this time together. It was like a second honeymoon.
She could even go back farther than that. To that couple of summer weeks when she and her parents had gone to visit mother's brother at his ranch. What a time that had been. Of course, she'd never talked about it. Especially not to Matt. He was a pretty open-minded guy and everything, but some secrets were just made to be kept.
Beth inhaled deeply against the rising tide of stimulation that stemmed from her husband's caresses, and from the closeness of his body, and from the virile press of that cock-shaft nestled in the nook of her ass-cheeks. Nineteen years of marriage, and the magic was still there.
"Stiff tits like that," he murmured against her ear. "I'll just bet your pussy's gone all wet and hot."
"Yes," she said in a whisper.
He gave her ass-cheek a not-too-playful slap.
"Yes!" she said again, louder.
His hands lowered to the slenderness of her waist, went round to the front of her shorts, opened them, pushed them from her hips. They dropped about her ankles in a cloth puddle.
His cock-heat was five times more apparent with only her see-through panties to block it out. And his knowing fingers were directly on her skin as he lowered one hand under her panties and pushed down to cup her pussy-mound.
"Oh yeah, baby, you are hot. They don't get much hotter than this."
Beth began pressing back against him with her ass, grinding from side to side. She had a smile on her face as he worked his fingers to and fro on her excited cunt-lips.
Matt curled a finger and slowly teased it into Beth's fuck-hole. He applied swirling motions, pulled out, pushed in deeper with more saucy twirls of his digit. For a moment, he held deep inside, then gradually retreated.
He lifted the pussy-moistened finger to Beth's lips and watched her treat herself to a lick. He wiped it with his own tongue, then returned his finger to her mouth. She sucked down on it with a warm appreciation.
"Tasty," Matt said. "You're getting sweeter."
"I'm getting hotter, too."
Matt lowered his hands along her body again and hooked his thumbs under the hip-strands of her undies. He worked the flimsy garment down off her hips and stroked his hard-on down and underneath her ass and crotch, bending at the knees to get it done.
"Is that doing it to you?" he asked.
"You know it is. You know what your cock does to me."
He reached up and pulled her clenching hands from the tree branch, effectively freeing her. "Show me," he said to her.
"I'll show you, all right," Beth breathed in a thickening tone. She twisted around as she lowered, coming to rest on her knees in front of him, facing his cock. She paused, looking up at him.
"Now you're my prisoner," she said.
His hands went up to the limb and he half hung from it, grinning down at her. "I'm at your mercy."
Beth's eyes lowered to the length of prickmeat angled up out of the opening in Matt's shorts. At that stage of the game his prick didn't need any hand-holding for support, so Beth let her hands linger on his bare upper thighs, squeezing into the hard muscles there.
Briefly, she looked at his hard-on. She was simply admiring his cock, noting how she never seemed to get tired of it in any way. That cock had served her well over the years, and it was so magnificent to begin with that she couldn't help but love it.
Leaning forward, crouched low with ass on heels, head twisting to one side, she touched her softly puckered lips to the underside of the base of his cock. Taking her time, she brushed her loving pucker up to the cock-tip.
Twisting her head to the other side, she touched bottom again and teased her way back up. She found a drop of pre-cum had bother to the tip, and she flicked it off with her tongue.
She continued flicking at Matt's cock with her dainty little pink tongue, fluttering it against the sensitive cock-flesh with feathery softness. She watched his big, hefty cock-shaft jerk about with eager pleasure and almost giggled in girlish delight.
This vacation was rally taking her back. She remembered the first time she had seen, and made, a cock respond like that.
She hadn't thought about that in years…
That first prick had belonged to the uncle she had gone to visit with her parents. Actually, her parents had gone to do the visiting – she had gone along because they thought she was too young to be left alone. Her older sister was off on a camping trip with friends.
Anyway, as soon as her eyes met Uncle Dan's, something had been let loose inside her. Some little demon that made her want to be around Uncle Dan as much as possible, made her lie awake at night wondering about him, made her want to sneak into his room when she heard his shower running.
She finally got her chance one day when her folks were out riding and he came in to shower and change for a meeting in town on some kind of ranch business. She took a long peek, then waited for him to come out of the bathroom. She stretched out on the bed in lounging fashion, clad only in a sundress.
He emerged wearing a towel that threatened to fall to the floor at any second. Her presence surprised him, but he didn't go all uptight or anything, which surprised her. But she was pleased, too.
He asked her if she was looking for trouble.
She said she was.
"Well," he said with a warm smile, "if you mean that, you certainly came to the right place."
She could tell he wasn't teasing. So that left it up to her. She could run, or she could do something.
She almost ran.
Instead, she shifted to the edge of the bed, reached out and pulled the towel from her uncle's mid-section. His only reaction was to wait, curious, for her next move. She would never forget the thrill of her first contact with his cock, or the wicked pleasure of feeling and seeing his prick swelling in her clumsy but affectionate grasp.
When his prick was hard, her hand dropped from it and she simply stared for a moment.
"Satisfied?" he inquired, sounding like he would be content to end there if she wished.
"Not even a little," she answered. Uncle Dan chuckled. Unfortunately, he just had to make that meeting, but he did let her know that she was welcome in his bedroom anytime she felt safe in making the trip.
And that had been the start of her sex education. A very modest start, in light of subsequent events, but a start, nevertheless.
Uncle Dan was still in her mind as she formed an oval with her lips and slowly honed in on the up-raised end of her husband's cock. She felt the satiny contact of his cock-head and closed her lips about it.
She continued down the pulsating prick-tube, slowly rolling her had to twist her lips against his cock-flesh and tantalize him further. She moved her tongue-tip from side to aide, reaching onto the smooth flanks of the fuck-shaft and rubbing briskly.
Most of what she had learned she had gotten from Uncle Dan. A kinder, more patient, understanding initiator she couldn't have hoped for. It had sometimes made her feel guilty to have been so lucky.
And that was the only guilt to have come out of the experience. No shame, no remorse, none of that. She'd known what she'd wanted and she'd gone after it. For his part, Uncle Dan had expected nothing in return. He'd gotten plenty – she had seen to that – but he had expected nothing.
Ever since that time, she had known nothing less than total freedom when it came to sex. She and Matt had done everything together, did everything together. At times, she wished she could tell him how much he owed to a certain uncle of hers who he had never met. But hell, incest was a touchy subject. Why risk bringing it up?
Rocking her mouth back on Matt's prick, Beth applied some loving suction. She rode up to the bulbous head of the prick-length and pulled free with a lewd slurp. Then she went back down on his cock far more.
His hips began to sway and she heard his affectionate moans. He pushed his cock into her mouth and throat with a kind of teasing wickedness, as if to see what she was made of, as if he didn't already know.
"Trying to get fresh, huh stud?" she murmured around his prick.
"I'm looking for the beast in you."
"Careful. You might find it."
She picked up the pace for him then, letting her head glide to and fro with a greater sense of purpose showing through. Rather than tease his pleasure to the fore, she was actively pursuing it.
"Oh damn, you're good!" he enthused. "Too good for me."
She had an idea of how that felt. Should she tell him about Uncle Dan? Could she?
Sucking his prick with a growing ardor, Beth pulled open his shorts and yanked the front down. She stretched the opening of his briefs wide and scooped his balls out, proceeding to run a caressing hand over them.
"Gonna come, baby," he rasped shortly. "You're doin' it to… it's gonna happen… comin' baby…" His tongue rising, his voice becoming more breathless with every dive other wanton slurping, cock-sucking mouth.
In those final moments Beth couldn't think of anything she wanted more than to have her husband's pleasure reach its peak and spill over into her mouth and throat.
And it thrilled her deeply when she got her wish, felt his cock flex lewdly in her oral grasp and gush his cum-load in generous amounts. It fulfilled her to give him his release. And to be able to do it so boldly and wantonly fulfilled her even more.
His cock went through its gradual deflation inside her mouth, with Beth continuing to pull at it, sucking out the last drops of cum he had to offer.
Presently, Beth wrapped her arms about Matt's waist and, hugging him, pulled him down in front of her into a squatting position. She captured his mouth in a succulent kiss. And before he could figure out what to do about it, Beth was pushing forward, pushing Matt onto his back on the grass. She settled on top of him, maintaining the French kiss for a long moment.
Above them, a breeze stirred the broad branches of the tree, and Beth raised her head.
"Did you want to talk about something?" she murmured.
"Yeah, but we're not exactly dressed for it."
Sober in expression, Matt drew a breath and let it out.
"Our daughter did an incredible thing yesterday," he finally managed to confide.
"Such as?"
"She sat down and snuggled in next to me and told me how much she'd like for me to be her first fuck."
"She didn't!"
"I'm afraid she did. I know. I made her repeat it."
"What did you say to her?"
"I asked her where she ever got an idea like that."
"And?"
"She said she saw us fucking the other day. She liked my style."
"I can understand that," Beth remarked, showing some sly amusement.
"Would you mind taking this a little bit more seriously?"
Beth touched Matt's head with a sympathetic hand. "Sorry. What did you do next?"
"I told her no, absolutely not, out of the question."
"But?"
"She smiled, told me to think it over, and that she wasn't the type to give up easily."
Beth lowered her head onto Matt's shoulder. She gazed off unseeingly as she thought on this development. She supposed she should be shocked, but she wasn't. All Lisa had done was remind Beth of herself at that age.
"Well," Beth said eventually, "it seems your problem is you're just too attractive for your own good."
"Beth, please, this is serious. Will you talk to her? She won't listen to me."
Beth raised her head, propping her chin in a turned-out hand, settling a calm gaze on her husband. It was a long, studying look, ultimately piquing his curiosity.
"What?" he said, frowning.
"She couldn't do any better than you – you have to hand her that."
"Oh, for Pete's sake!" he protested. But there was just enough of a false note in it for her to detect.
"You are flattered by the idea," she observed. "Admit it."
Matt shook his head in mock wonder. "She's her mother's daughter, all right."
Beth smiled. "More than you know."
"Huh?"
"I lost my cherry to a favorite uncle," Beth confided.
"God!" Matt gasped. "It runs in the family."
"How opposed to the idea are you?"
"More opposed than you are, apparently."
"Would you fuck her for me – if I asked you to?"
"I don't believe what I'm hearing!"
"Like I said, she couldn't do better than you. For her first fuck. And hell, it wouldn't be the start of an affair or anything like that."
"How do you know?" Matt demanded.
Beth let out a breath. "I just know."
Finally, Matt just had to laugh. It was all so outlandish.
"I'd like for you to think about this, Matt," Beth said then, with growing conviction. "If Lisa is as set on having you be the first, as I suspect, then please, think about it."
"You're both nuts," he murmured. "Absolutely nuts."
Beth responded with one of her mysterious, womanly smiles. "Maybe… maybe not."
Uncle Dan was sitting up in bed when the teenaged Beth slipped into his room the night after their first real meeting of minds. He was calmly leafing through a magazine, apparently waiting for her, because he quickly tossed it aside and greeted her with a broad smile. She came in and quietly shut the door.
Approaching the bed, she opened her robe and let it fall open, then drop from her shoulders. Moving up alongside it, within arms reach of her uncle and feeling very daring indeed, she lifted off her nightie and stood naked before him in the lamp light.
"You're sure, aren't you," he observed.
"Slide over. Give a girl some room."
He reached for her, caught her young body, pulled her forward as he rolled and brought her down on her back on the bed. The blanket slid down off his hips and she saw that he was naked.
"I'll give you everything you need," he said to her. "Everything. Especially things you've never thought of."
And then his mouth was on her tits, all over them with seductive kisses and surprisingly delicate licks. He pressed into the resilience of her freshly sprouted mounds of tit-flesh and sucked sweetly on her burning nipples.
Deep down, she had her doubts. Now they were simply swept away. Uncle Dan wasn't hurrying her along, or forcing the issue. He was luring her, seducing her as she wanted to be seduced. If anyone was over-eager, it was Beth.
"Are you gonna fuck me tonight?" she asked, almost breathlessly.
"Yes," Uncle Dan said and, as if to assure her, further, he slid an open hand down the front of her body.
She raised her knees and draped a leg over his legs, and felt his strong, thick middle finger slide down onto the parted folds of her pussy. She shook hotly as he resumed mouthing her tits and began rubbing her cunt-slit with his finger. The tip kept nudging inward, exciting her further. It kept fucking in, with an ease that surprised her.
"Will your cock slide in like that?" she asked. "It sure will."
"How hard is it? Lemme see!" Uncle Dan shifted the blanket completely off his lower body as Beth squirmed onto her side for a good look at his man-sized prick.
"It's so big!" she gasped. "Are you sure I can take that in my little pussy?"
He showed her a kind smile. "It'll fit so good you won't want to give it up."
She gave a giddy sort of giggle in answer to that. She trusted him completely. "I can't wait."
"You should be a little wetter – this time."
"Whatever you say," she said eagerly, opening her legs and beginning to rub a stimulating hand over the tumid folds of her pussy.
"Let me help," Uncle Dan said, breezing a hand up her thigh.
He curled three fingers back and left the middle one straight, and he slid it into her cuntal grasp. Beth's fingertips swirled into the area of her sweetly stinging clit, whipping her clit into a tizzy of arousal.
Her eyes were on Uncle Dan's hard-on. His cock still seemed awfully big, but the longer she stared the more comfortable she was with it. His finger was screamingly good, and his prick would just have to be better.
"Oooohhhh, ooohhhh!" she gasped. "I'm getting so excited! Please fuck me now!"
Uncle Dan chuckled indulgently. "Eager little bunny."
He rolled up onto his knees and positioned himself between her parted legs. The sight of his fierce-looking prick angled out from his crotch brought a catch to her throat. Could she really take all that cock-meat?
She could. Uncle Dan showed her that, patiently and caringly, and excitingly.
And he'd been right. She didn't want to give his cock up. Not even after he had fucked them both to juicy climaxes.
He'd been wonderful. And the next time around, when she let him have his way, he was even better.
She realized now that Matt reminded her of her Uncle Dan. She supposed that was one of the reasons she loved him. And the more she thought about it, the more alike they seemed. That was why she was as sure about turning Matt over to Lisa for her first fuck. She needed a man who could keep his head while she was losing hers. Uncle Dan had been that for Beth, and Matt would be that for Lisa.
The only trouble was, she didn't know yet whether or not Matt would go ahead with what both females wanted.
Going to bed that night, Beth wanted to ask him about it, but he was showing signs of still thinking it over.
Then, as she was about to drift off to sleep, he said: "You really wouldn't see any harm in it?"
"No, darling. I trust you both."
"How do we keep Buddy from finding out – if anything happens to begin with?"
"Buddy's too wrapped up in his science fiction books to notice an earthquake."
"I wouldn't want him around."
"I'll see what I can do. Maybe we can go horseback riding."
"Did you really fuck your uncle?"
"Did I!"
"Anything else you haven't told me?" She shifted closer, showing a sweetly enigmatic smile. "All sorts of things," she said, and she kissed him good night.



CHAPTER THREE


"Oh Daddy," Lisa sighed as she hugged herself to Matt. They had just turned off the farm road onto the path that had led Lisa to discovery of her fucking parents a few days before. "I'm so glad you're doing this for me."
"Well, if you can't trust your old man, who can you trust?"
"Thanks you for trusting me, too."
"You?"
"Sure. To know what's best for me."
"You are grown-up, after all. A little wild, though."
"You're kind of wild yourself, Dad."
They were approaching the clearing where she had seen Matt and Beth fucking together. He knew what she meant.
"You're naughty, too," he answered.
"I don't hear you complaining."
"Where are you taking me, exactly?" her father asked.
"To our place."
"Sounds kind of romantic. You're not getting hung up on me, are you?"
"Relax. I don't want to give Mom any competition. But just because all we're going to do is fuck doesn't mean it can't be nice, does it?"
"No, honey, I guess it doesn't." He slid an arm about her slender waist and they walked on.
Lisa could hardly believe it was going to happen. Either her proposition had made more sense to him than she'd thought or, well, she didn't know what. He had come around to her way of thinking and that was the most important thing.
She led Matt to another of those grassy patches in that particular wooded area. This one was set close by a narrow, trickling stream. Surrounded by woods, the air rifled with a sweet, coniferous pungency and bright sunshine, they were completely alone and seemingly in their own little world.
Lisa led her father into the clearing, then stood facing him, holding his, hands in hers. She eased closer, looking up at him. The firm points of her tits nudged the front of his body. In keen anticipation, she was biting on her bottom lip, suppressing a giddy sort of grin at the same time.
"Will you let me do what I want?" she asked. "Touch you, look at you, lick you if I feel like it?"
"Sure. This is your day. Make the most of it."
"Will you do things to me? Will you lick my pussy? Will you make me come?"
Matt swallowed, but his gaze did not waver. "Yes baby, anything you want."
"Gee," she said lightly, "I hope you don't spoil me far other guys."
She leaned in farther then and touched her lips to Matt's. A sudden new feeling of aliveness rushed from the point of contact down through her system, and when Matt kissed her back the sensations doubled.
Somewhere along the line, she had stopped thinking of him as her father. He was simply a man – a handsome, charming, big-cocked man – who was doing her a favor. Her curiosity was such that much of who he was to her was blacked out.
That he was no longer acting like her father no doubt helped. It also made her wonder, if only in the back of her mind. The other day he'd been dead set against her idea. Now he was carrying on pretty much as if this were an everyday occurrence between fathers and daughters. Why the change? Intriguing.
But right now there were more important things to concentrate on. Like this kiss. Like the knowing embrace of his strong arms. Like the close presence of his masculine form. It was all so new. And wonderful.
She tilted her head and let her mouth yield, and she felt the probe of his tongue. She'd been kissed before, but only by guys as inexperienced as her. This was like being taken to the head of the class.
Lisa wrapped both arms about Matt's neck and stood there against him, letting him work his magic. She could sense him savoring her, while offering her something to savor in return.
Then there was something she could feel, apart from the aggressive workings of his tongue and the firmness of his body. It was the rise of his cock against the front of his jeans, against the flimsy material of her shorts. And if there had been any doubts concerning his willingness to go through with this, they were now completely swept away now. He wasn't going to let her down.
The rise of his cock instantly dominated her thoughts. The memory of what it looked like shot through her mind with agitating repetitiveness, inflaming her curiosity and her pussy-flesh simultaneously. She pulled her mouth from Matt's.
"I wanna see you naked," she said, almost breathless.
"Should I help?"
"No," she decided. "I'll handle this myself." It wasn't any great challenge. His T-shirt was quickly dispensed with. Kneeling in the warm, cushioning grass, she helped him out of his shoes and socks in no time. Then she reached for the front of his jeans.
The outline of his cock was showing as a healthy bulge at the crotch. She slid a hand onto it, fingers first, pressed in testingly and felt the hardness.
Lisa practically tore his jeans open and ripped them down off his hips and ass. Her hands swept back up to the waistband of his briefs, gripping it on either side. Not wanting to rush now, she eased his underwear downward, eyes focused on the ever-growing shape of his cock-meat.
His crotch hair spilled out over her retreating hand, and then she was looking at the broad base of his downward-angled cock. Close as she was, his prick appeared immense. Allowing more cock-meat into view, she saw it continue to swell.
Some giddiness returned as she treated herself to the sight of more and more of his prick. She could see his balls now too, and how hairy and cuddlesome they were. But his prick was the center of her attentions. It just seemed to go on and on, almost halfway down his thigh. Amazing. Fascinating.
The widely flared, purple cock-head came into view and popped free of Matt's briefs almost before Lisa was ready for it. His colossal cock swung up and brushed along her cheek, the fiery heat of it taking her by surprise.
She didn't pull away, though. She liked the feel of his smooth cock-flesh, the hotness, the sheer sexiness of it. She nuzzled his prick with her cheek, slowly turning her head and letting her lips move onto the side of the long, pulsing cock-lance.
Lisa's lips parted and she held her father's prick-meat in a kind of kiss. Her tongue was drawn forth and she gave his cock a soft lick. In response, his prick tensed and angled higher, held there firmly at full erection.
Lisa backed off, ass on heels, to stare at the rigid cock-shaft. As she tried to decided on her next move, her hands distractedly pushed down Matt's briefs and jeans. He stepped out of them, and Lisa flinched hotly at the lewd sight of his hard cock wagging back and forth before her young face.
His cock seemed to be tempting her to catch it if she could. She tried, lurching forward with her mouth opening. She got it on the first try, and took the ridge of the cockhead past her ovaled lips.
Her tongue fluttered up against the underside of the cock-tip. Matt's prick tensed in response, and Lisa knew she had learned something. She used her tongue on his prick again to make sure, and thrilled with triumph.
Pulling free, she looked up at her father. "Mind if we get acquainted down here?"
"Wicked little cock-tease," he said, grinning. She smiled, holding her lips against his leaking prick-tip. She used a finger to spread his precum about on his huge cock-head, then leaned in to lick the salty sweetness away.
Lisa closed a hand about the cock-shaft and studied its wild dimensions. She reached underneath to explore his balls and crotch. She tried out a few jerking-off motions to see what he liked. She simply studied his cock.
Meanwhile, her mouth was beginning to water, and the notion of sucking her father off was taking root in her mind. Easing her hand back to hold his balls, Lisa leaned forward and took Matt's prick into her mouth and went down as far as she could.
She heard her father inhale sharply in response, and she pulled off quickly, riding up his cock-length with soft suction. She looked up at him, not knowing whether she should feel concerned or pleased or what.
"I don't think you realize how sexy you are," he murmured fondly.
That made her breathe easier. And feel even naughtier, more daring. "You can come in my mouth if you want."
"Do you want?"
"Yes," she decided. "I'd like that a lot. That is if I can make you hard again later, so we can fuck."
"Aren't you worried about me spoiling you anymore?"
"Uh-uh," she said to that, and promptly took his cock into the wet warmth of her mouth once again.
She entered another getting-acquainted period, finding out just how everything fit and worked and was. The contact seemed to be all Matt needed to stay hard, but soon she was trying to give him more than just that.
Matt of her curiosities satisfied, she was becoming more aware of the excitement surging through her body. Her desire to fuck was shifting into a physical need. But she had promised herself earlier not to rush, not to try to do everything at once, and she would hold to that. Besides, her dad's cock felt too good in her mouth to let go of just yet.
His prick really was a sensitive thing – remarkable, considering how hard it was and how rugged it looked. The softest touch could make his prick stiffen or give an eager jerk. Despite its fierce, red appearance, it was gentle, and liked to be pampered all over.
Finding a mutually pleasing rhythm, Lisa let it take over. She let her hands drift around to the taut buns of his ass and she squeezed into the muscled curves. She held him there, pulling herself onto his extended fucker and pushing off time and time again.
"You learn fast," Matt said to her, his gentle hands stroking affectionately at her soft hair. "You're really getting to me."
"Mmmmmmhhfff," she gasped delicately, wantingly, and began to fairly throw herself at her father's fuck-organ.
"Oh baby!" he enthused. "You are good. I love what you're doing down there. I'm gonna come for you, horny. Are you sure you still want it?"
Lisa worked faster, sucking, slurping, tonguing, her cheeks hollowing out deeply. Her need was reaching into him now, gathering his excitement, rallying it, driving him toward the point of release.
"Yeah baby, yes, all over your mouth, down your throat, on your face, cum everywhere, all the cum you want you're gonna get… oh, now, now!"
Her fingers were tearing at his ass-cheeks, her teeth and suction raking his super hard-on, goading climax out of him and then whipping every spurt of cum he had up out of his balls. His thick gobs of honeyed jizz came to her in torrid gushes, wash after wash of his essence, each cum-jet making her want the next one even more.
When it ended, she didn't want it to end. She wanted more cum, held on for more, and was rewarded with a drop or two. Then his cock was soft, and with her face burrowed into his crotch and hugging arms about his hips, Lisa let up, sucking on his prick now as an act of comfort and appreciation.
Of course, the idea of getting his prick hard again was in her wanton mind. No doubt about that…
About two miles up-stream, Beth and her son, on horseback, were emerging from a wooded area where the trail came onto a sandy stretch of riverbank. It ran along water's edge like a beach and, bathed in sunlight, made an inviting resting place.
"This must be the swimming hole," Beth remarked, surveying the tranquil, pool-like section of the stream.
"Sounds reasonable," Buddy replied.
"When I was a girl, I'd go skinny dipping at a place like this as often as I could. With my sister."
"Aunt Blanche?"
"Yes?" Still sitting on their horses, she regarded him. "Do I shock you?"
"Somehow I can't picture either of you ever skinny-dipping."
"You have no imagination."
He blushed. He was a quiet sort of guy, ten months younger than Lisa. Lately though, he had been quieter than usual. When he did speak it was in a disinterested, distracted sort of way, as if he had a lot on his mind.
"Do you have to stare?" he asked without having to look at her.
"Not if it bothers you. Mothers can't always help themselves."
He was readily contrite. "No hard feelings. I'm just…"
"Touchy."
"Yeah. Touchy."
"I've noticed. That's why you're here. To get away from it all. Relax. Have some fun."
"Fun? What's that?"
"You really don't have any imagination, do you?"
"Aw, Mom," he lamented. "Not to worry. I'll get you out of that shell."
"Oh?"
She leaned closer, in conspiratorial style. "How about we give the old swimming hole a try?"
"In our clothes?"
"There you go again," she admonished. "You're not talking about skinny-dipping?" he said nervously.
"Hey!" Beth rejoiced. "Now you're getting it."
"But," he protested, "we can't."
"You think maybe I don't know what's good for you or something?" she half-teased.
"For Pete's sake," he complained. "Listen," Beth soothed, "it wasn't a big deal for me or Blanche, and it shouldn't be for us. Just a little innocent fun, that's all."
Her conviction filtered through to him, she could tell. He appeared to begin to mull it over.
Finally, he said: "Yeah?"
"Yeah," she promised, and she swung down from her horse. She started toward the water's edge, turning to face him as she continued moving backwards. He appeared hesitant.
"I'm going for it, Buddy," she said. "You might as well join me."
She was pulling the tail of her shirt from her jeans and was beginning to unbutton. She turned and continued on her way, stripping off the shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra.
Since waking up that morning, she had been thinking about taking advantage of this secluded time along with Buddy. Why couldn't she do for him what Matt was doing for Lisa? Why shouldn't she? And the more thought she gave it, the more tempted she was to seduce her own son. It had the potential for genuine pleasure, for both of them, and he did seem to need something to break him out of his shell.
But even now Beth wasn't sure that she would go through with it. There were a few signs that hadn't shown themselves just yet. So she would have to play it by ear, and whatever was meant to happen would happen.
Without turning around, she pulled off her boots, got out of pants and panties. She head the creak of saddle leather as Buddy stepped down, also heard the rustle of his clothes.
Beth didn't wait for him. She jogged into the water and dived forward and came up swimming. In seconds, she reached the far side of the natural pool and had to turn and start back. In doing that she caught a glimpse of her son wading into the water.
He could have been Matt at that age, the resemblance was so close, though Buddy was definitely more slender. His dangling cock wasn't exactly bashful either – not hard and full, but not in full reserve, either.
He dove in and took up a lazy stroke, angling somewhat away from her. Beth immediately went after him, ducking under the surface before he could notice. She came up behind him, grabbed an ankle and yanked him under.
As she went up for air, they were pretty close together. He popped up, sputtering, almost within arm's reach.
"Got yah!" she taunted brightly.
He promptly whipped his hand across the surface and splashed her face. "Got you!"
They got into a splashing skirmish, ending with Beth rising up getting her hands on Buddy's shoulders and pushing him under. She started swimming away and, to her encouragement, he gave chase.
In that brief moment before he went under, her wet tits were unabashedly exposed to him.
There was no telling how much he saw as she kicked away from him, or when he caught up and managed to drag her under the surface, or as she retaliated and their frolic continued. Eventually he forgot himself completely, and they wound up wrestling their way toward shore.
Beth got away and climbed out of the water, pausing knee-deep to catch her breath.
Calmly, Buddy came up out of the water and joined her, hands on knees. As he straightened up, she impetuously gave him a shove and he fell back in. He jumped back to his feet with more spirit than she'd seen in him in some time.
"Damn it woman, you're mean," he said.
"Not when you get to know me," Beth said, and she turned and strolled up onto the beach. She was feeling a strange mixture of calm and anticipation.
It's going to happen, she thought. I'm going to fuck my son!



CHAPTER FOUR


Lisa kissed her way up her father's body from his cock and eased back a step. She caught the bottom of her T-shirt and began to slowly peel it up her body.
"Trying to give the hots to your old man?" Matt said with a grin.
"I'm doing it, too."
"Bold little witch."
She drew the snug covering up over her bared tits and paused to play her hands back down and under the beautifully coned tit-globes. Cradling her tit-flesh in each hand, she lifted them slightly and applied slight squeezes.
"Exquisite," Matt commented.
"Touch them."
His hands rose as he eased a bit closer, the fingers giving a tremble before making contact. A rush went through Lisa as her father began to touch her jutting tits, and she felt like she was about to lift off the ground.
She couldn't remain oblivious to the fact that he was her father any longer. But she had no second thoughts. Neither of them could have thought of anywhere they would rather have been just then.
In fact, that Matt was her father added to her excitement, and it made for some pretty heady stuff. She was getting her first taste of the natural and the forbidden at the same time – a lot for one girl to take in. Especially when the man was such a dreamboat. No wonder she felt like lifting off the ground and floating on air.
Matt plucked knowingly at the stiffening peaks of his daughter's flaunted tits, felt the wanton responses, and wanted more. He grasped the flimsy T-shirt and lifted it over her head.
"Ooooh, feel like taking charge, huh?" Lisa said impudently.
"You don't miss a thing, do you?"
"You're pretty sharp, yourself. You could show a girl a real good time if she'd let you."
"You gonna let me, hot stuff?"
She smiled widely, couldn't help but be pleased and thrilled and all those good things. She was bringing out the real man in him. Terribly flattering. And she felt a fine edge on her anticipation.
"Yeah, stud. I'm gonna let you. You can do what you want with me. I know it'll be good."
He eased closer, settling onto his knees. Lisa's breath almost caught in her throat. At long last she was going to go all the way with a man. And she couldn't have felt safer or more secure or in better hands. She was ready. More than ready. She wanted it bad.
Matt leaned forward and nuzzled his face into the bounty of his daughter's tits. His kisses made her squirm with delight, and she pressed her masses of tit-flesh at his mouth.
The tip of his tongue trailed up to a fat peak and circled the erecting nub of nipple-flesh with soft, wet friction. His lips puckered and caught the nipple in a wicked squeeze.
Meanwhile his hands had lowered to her shorts. Drawing them open as he shifted to her other tit, Matt peeled them from her hips and ass – her bare ass, as she wasn't wearing panties. He left them about her ankles as his hands breezed slowly back up her smooth-skinned legs to her jutting ass.
Lisa felt a low, raw stirring inside as his fingers kneaded into her ass, puffing and twisting her ass-cheeks this way and that. He was beginning to have his way with her, and it was so exciting, not just emotionally, but in her flesh as well. She shuddered with it, coming close to losing her breath.
Matt paused to look up at her. "Maybe you'd like to sit down," he suggested.
He leaned back, slid his legs forward to either side of her as he took a sitting position. Her eyes went over him as he lay back on both elbows, waiting. Could he have meant that the way she thought he meant it?
Half-tentatively stepping out of her shorts, not bothering to remove sneakers or knee-high socks, Lisa stepped forward, astride of her father. She saw him lie down with both hands clasped behind his head, gazing up at her, waiting.
Lisa was certain now, and she went taut with anticipation as she stepped up astride his head and bent arms. Consumed by a sense of daring, she slowly sank to a squatting position over Matt's face.
"That's it," he encouraged softly. "You're in for a real treat now."
He took a moment to appreciate the sexiness of her pussy. Even spread like she was, the structures of her cunt-folds remained snugly together. The ridges were narrow, clearly defined, pink-red in color, the cunt-lips capped by a cloud of dark-blonde hair.
Matt touched fingertips to Lisa's pussy, drawing the pussy-lips away from the cunt-slit. He exposed her clit to the hot summer air, causing Lisa to flinch hotly. She'd never been exposed like that.
Matt blew a stream of air onto her gaping pussy, and Lisa had to smile. He was being so sweet and gentle, and daring, that she couldn't help it. It was perfect. Like she had known it would be.
"Gorgeous pussy," he murmured. "Gotta have it. Gotta just lick it. Gotta eat you out, baby."
"Yes Daddy," she said in a passionate hush. "Do it all to me. I want it so bad."
She lowered farther and noticed his head rise to meet her. Then his mouth was on her pussy and his lips were nuzzling against her clit-lips. His tongue was flicking outward, up and down the line of her fuck-slit. It was almost too much to take all at once. She inhaled deeply to take the catch out of her throat.
Matt drew the clean, fresh folds of her cunt into his mouth and ran his tongue over and into her dewy pussy like the skilled lover he was. He provoked her sensitive cunt-flesh with bold strokes and tantalized it with lazy, loving scrapes of his tongue.
He moved his attack from her streaming fuckhole to the inflamed bud of her clit. Closing wet lips about the girl's extended clit, he ground it in swift circles, stirring her tender body into a tizzy of womanly arousal.
"Ohhhh, Daddy, Daddy, what you're doing to me!" Lisa gushed breathlessly.
Continuing to maul her wildly excited clit, Matt sneaked a hand in between her thighs. A fingertip of that hand found her steamy fuck opening and began to wriggle in.
In response, Lisa gave a delighted little squeal, and another seemingly for the hell of it. She couldn't remember having a better time, in any way.
Matt's finger went deep and deeper, and he was accompanying that advance by fluttering his tongue against her girl-cock with hardly any let-up whatsoever.
"Ooohhh, Daddy's so good to me. Daddy's so sexy. Nnnnnn, I wanna come for you."
"Come baby, come," he murmured between licks, stroking with his finger for encouragement.
Lisa squealed again and began to grind her cunt at his mouth and finger. Then she became aware of a second finger working itself into her feverish fuck-hole and it thrilled her all the more. Her self-control was going straight out the window, and she couldn't have cared less.
Her squeals and moans of delight went higher as Matt's constant assault worked its magic, and they soon became shrieks of unfolding ecstasy.
She was coming like never before, coming like she couldn't believe. She thought she could sail on like this forever on the end of her father's tongue and on the tips of his fingers.
Joyous as it was, it was a relief to finally be able to sink into the dreamy pleasures of aftermath. She didn't think her sanity could have lasted much longer up there among the peaks of fulfillment.
"Oh wow!" she said emphatically, her breath returning. "Just wow and more wow!"
Matt chuckled, smacking her cunt with soft kisses. "Look behind you. You might find a little surprise waiting for you."
Lisa twisted to look over a shoulder and down. Matt's cock had grown. Curved back over his crotch hair, it was snaking up toward her – along the flat of her lower belly.
"Oh, yummy!" Lisa chirped.
She swung a leg over and settled on her knees by Matt's right shoulder. She crouched low, leaning over him, planting her heavy tits on his body as she lifted his cock upright in her warm hand. Avidly, she gulped his prick into her mouth and began sucking at it with wanting pulls.
"Good cock," she muttered around his enlarging length of fuck-meat. "Love your cock… ssslllrrrppp… love it all hard… ssssllllrrrppp… gonna fuck it… really gonna fuck it, gotta fuck this cock!"
"That's some pussy you've got there. I can't wait."
"Neither can I," Lisa decided. She twisted to look up at him. "Can I get on top?"
"Love it."
Lisa gave his hard-on a last, long pull with her clingy mouth and then rose from it. She turned to face him, straddling his hips. His hands drew the inexperienced girl as far forward as she needed to be, then he lifted his cock-tip to her cunt.
Hands planted on his chest, leaning forward, ass tilted out, Lisa lowered. The luscious spread of her cunt-hole around his cockhead, so different from his two-fingered penetration, simply thrilled her all the way through.
Anxious to make room and not sure there would be, she moved her hips from side to side and around as she worked carefully downward. Taking more and more of his fucker in made her more daring, and soon she was pushing herself straight down on his increasingly rigid prick.
Quivers of joy shook her tender body. Her eyes closed, and her face flushed and contorted with wicked delight. Dizzy with erotic glee, she couldn't understand bow something so wonderful could be happening to little old her.
"Ooooo!" she whimpered a little crazily as his cock fucked deep into her cunt-hole and his balls burned against her stretched pussy-lips. She whimpered again, and shuddered against her father's roving, soothing hands.
Her eyes opened and she looked down at him, saw him gazing affectionately up at her. She lowered her body onto his and was taken into a strong embrace, and she wiggled happily against him, squirming on his cock.
"We're together," she sighed.
"Cock in pussy."
"It's even better than I dreamed."
She lifted her head and kissed him fondly on the lips. "Thank you for being here for me."
"I wouldn't have missed it."
"Really?"
"Really."
Her smile widened. "Now, I'm glad too." She slowly sat erect over his loins. Shoulders back, she arched her big tits outward in sexy fashion. "Not to mention horny."
Matt flexed his cock inside her cunt in response.
"Naughty man," she grinned. "You'll make me blush."
"You're making me blush," he countered.
"I'm sexy, huh?"
"Very. Totally."
"Sexier than Mom?"
"A lady wouldn't ask. A gentleman wouldn't answer."
"Does she know we're together now? Did you tell her?"
"I guess I have her to thank, too."
"Me first."
Lisa caught his wrists and drew his hands to her out-thrust tits. As his fingers closed on the cones of tit-flesh, she eased into motion on his cock. She felt it pull at her inner tightness and a stir of delicious excitement in response.
She rose all the way on his fuck-shaft, pushed her tits at his hands in saucy fashion and sank back onto his fucker, thrilling to the pleasure of total penetration.
"I could get hooked on this," she said.
"My daughter, the nympho."
"It'll be our little secret."
Smiling, she gave herself over to exploring the sensations of fucking, the limits of her freedom of movement, everything she could think of. She was missing something, but there would be other times, other discoveries. There would always be something new to learn, it seemed to her. "How about giving Daddy a turn on top?" Matt suggested.
"You mean it?"
"I promised to make you come, didn't I?"
She eagerly complied with his wishes, rolling to one side, Matt rolling with her, coming out on top. On both elbows and holding himself lightly over her, he raised his add and gave her a swift, sure fuck-thrust. Her knees instantly pulled back and her pussy yielded to the whims of his lust.
Wrapping loving arms around her father, she beamed with sheer delight. "Don't stop," she said. "Whatever you do, just don't stop."
"No baby, I won't," he promised. "I'll give you just what you want… lots of good hard fucking!"
There was a blanket in one of the saddlebags. Beth took it out now and spread it on the sand, dropped into a lounging position on it.
"Room for one more," she called to Buddy, watching him walk up from water's edge. The closer he got the more he seemed to want to cover himself.
"Do you have to look at me like that?" the youth asked, dropping onto his stomach on the blanket.
"Can't a mother take some pride in how striking her son has turned out?"
He sighed. "Well…"
"Besides, I used to see you naked all the time."
"Things are a little different now."
"In a way. But I still want to take care of you. Give you whatever you might need. Or want."
"Okay. I understand."
"Anything you want, Buddy."
"Anything, huh?"
"Sure. Try me."
He chuckled. "I'll get my face slapped. No thanks."
Beth swallowed. She had him where she wanted him. All it would take would be a few more moves.
"You never know," she said next. "I can be a pretty open-minded girl."
"Not that open-minded."
She shifted closer, coming very close to letting their bodies touch. She leaned closer still to whisper in his ear.
"Thinking dirty thoughts, huh, Buddy?" He was lying with palms down, fingers interlaced to pillow his cheek. He was facing away from her. When she spoke, he became quite still.
"Well, that's okay," Beth added, and she patted him on the ass. "Reassuring, actually. Nice to know you're normal."
"That's nice to hear."
"Were you worried about it?" He jerked a shoulder.
"Anytime you've got a problem, you can talk to me, Buddy. About anything." She placed a reassuring hand in the small of his back.
"Okay?"
"Okay."
Beth let her warm hand linger on him. She moved it upward, wiping droplets of water off his back.
"Buddy?"
"Mmmm?"
"Tell me what you were thinking." He drew a breath. "I was thinking how nice a blow-job would feel right about now."
He said it like he hoped it would get her to shut up. Fat chance.
"Alright," Beth said casually.
Buddy's head lifted and he faded her. "Say what?"
"I'll oblige. My pleasure."
"You're kidding!"
"Shoot, it'd be a breeze." She idled the fingertips of her hand to and fro on his flank. "And we sure are dressed for it."
His eyes flicked down onto her still marvelously healthy chest and tits, and the rest of her body. Her powerfully tempting body. Then back up to her eyes. Her sincere eyes. Glinting with fun and promise. Waiting. Inviting.
"I think you're bluffing," he said and, to lay his cards on the table, he rolled onto his side, facing her, his limp cock draped over his lower hip.
"Would I lie to you?" Beth answered, reaching far his cock. She took it into her hand and squeezed.
"Does that feel good?" she asked him.
"Too good."
"Nothing feels too good."
His look was ambivalent, but his cock was responding to her caresses. Buddy's prick grew and grew in her kneading hand.
Beth got onto her knees and had Buddy roll the rest of the way over onto his ass. She straddled his lower legs and crouched low over him. "I'm gonna give you a blow-job now," she murmured. "See how you like it."
As if answering a lifelong need, Beth lowered her head and look Buddy's big rubbery cock into her smith and throat. She was totally surprised by how much she wanted her son.
Maybe it was the taste of the illicit that she had gotten long ago finally getting the better of her again. Maybe it was because of something else entirely. She didn't know. It felt right, and that was enough for her.
It felt right, and it felt good. Really good. Pulling at Buddy's prick, feeling it respond, become excited, filled her with a pleasure and satisfaction she could not feel often enough.
She gave him her best cock-sucking effort. She could do no less. She ran her mouth up and down his hard, sensational cock-lance with the richest suction imaginable. She spit out his prick and ducked down to gobble at his cum-filled balls, one after the other, sucking and licking his balls. She returned to his prick with renewed hunger and attacked it with the ardor of a mother's love.
Buddy's elbows seemed to slip out from under him and he appeared to collapse. His head rolled from side to side.
"I don't believe it," he moaned. "I don't fucking believe it. She's got my cock in her mouth, and she's deep-throating it, and she's laving it! And I'm going out of my fucking mind!"
It was a joy to listen to him, to know she was making him feel so good. She wished he would raise his head again and watch her as she sucked his big cock, so he could enjoy it even more.
It would have to wait until next line. Right now, from the tone of his groans and the tautness of his squirming legs and the fiery intensity of his prick, he had to be right on the brink. Without a second thought, Beth gave his hard prick another sensational ravaging and suddenly his balls bunched, his cock spasmed and jet after jet of boiling jism was leaping into her mouth and throat.
Beth took his cum-load in wanting gulps and squeezed the horny life out of his cock for him. When she had him completely finished off, she finally relinquished his cock and began to kiss and lick her way up his damp-skinned body.
His sweat had saltiness to it that she wanted more of. Her stroking tongue must have been very relaxing, because when she moved up face to face with him he was wearing the drowsiest, most contented look.
She held herself over him lightly, balancing on knees and elbows. She let the downy hair of her cunt bush tickle the underside of his dozing cock. She brushed her hips over his.
"That's not all I could do for you, either," she murmured.
"I had a feeling it wasn't."
"Interested?"
He drew a breath. "I don't know. I feel like I'm horning in on Dad's territory."
She wondered then if she should tell him about Matt and Lisa. Probably not. If only because it seemed a little much for one day.
"Do you trust me?" she inquired.
"Sure."
"Well, trust me when I say that your father wouldn't hold a grudge."
"Oh?"
She silenced further questions with a kiss on the youth's lips. She held her mouth on his, and when his mouth gave way she deepened the contact soulfully, making it a lasting, two-way connection of sheer sexiness and intimacy.
"Nothing serious or sticky," she said then. "Just some fun between you and me. Okay?"
"Okay," he answered easily.
Pleased, Beth lowered her mid-section and rubbed her cunt against his cock.
"Horny?" he asked.
"Quite."
"Maybe I can help."
Beth rolled onto her back on the blanket. He rolled in by her side, on his side and up on an elbow. She spread her legs, draping one over his legs. He slid a hand down her body to her cunt and found her pussy-slit and teased a finger inward.
She was reminded of her first night with Uncle Dan. What went around, came around, it seemed. Life was funny sometimes.
Beth drew a deep breath and sighed happily. She looked dreamily up into the eyes of her son as he pleasantly flicked a couple of fingers in and out of her pussy, stirring her, making her want more. She reached between their bodies and found his cock and squeezed it for him. Desire was coming back to him as it consumed her, neither of them offering even a token of resistance anymore.
"Kiss me, darling," Beth said with affectionate want.



CHAPTER FIVE


Lisa switched off the television and walked dejectedly across the wide, antique-furnished living room. Nothing on the tube could take her mind off what had happened.
At the time, it had been enough. But now, three days later, she was desperate for more of her father's prick-action. They had left one another panting for breath, totally sated. But now…
Two problems. One, she had promised him they would only have to fuck once. After that, she wouldn't approach or bother him or in any way threaten to come between him and Beth. She wouldn't go back on that, especially when knowing that it wouldn't get her anywhere. There was a limit to the indulgence of even these parents.
The second problem was simpler. Matt wasn't around. He and Beth were spending the day in town. Simpler, but harder to overcome.
On her way down the ball to the kitchen, she glanced out a window and saw Buddy climb out of the pool. He was soaking wet and his brief black trunks made an interesting display of his cock and balls.
Lisa paused where she was and watched as he toweled off. There was a pensive look on her pretty face as she considered her brother. After a moment she went on through the kitchen and outside.
He was sitting on the lower end of a chaise lounge, having dropped the towel on the seat after only perfunctory use. Sneaking up behind him, Lisa picked up the towel, dropped it over his head and, in effect rubbed it in. She wrestled him aver onto his wide on the chaise, continuing to rub the towel over his head.
By the time he managed to get rid of it and put a stop to her teasing assault, he was pretty well pinned under his little sister. To further that Lisa pinned his wrists to the seat.
"I've got a question for you," she said pertly.
"Get off."
"How come you're such a dull big brother?" He chuckled. "Who says?"
"I do. And I know dull when I see it."
"Maybe you should pay a little closer attention," he suggested.
Something about his tone made her want to stop and think. From the sound of it, he had a secret.
"Have you been up to something?" she asked.
"That's for me to know." He grinned. "Now beat it – before I do something rash."
"Like what?"
"Like dunk you in the pool, clothes and all."
"My, my! Brother thinks he's tough. You really think you're man enough to put me in my place?"
"I kinds, think I am," he answered calmly. And again she was struck by the changes that seemed to have come over him. He didn't quite fit the big brother mold anymore, somehow. Still, that wasn't necessarily bad.
"I kinda like where I am right now," she answered imprudently.
He didn't move fast. Certainly not fast enough to take her by surprise. But that didn't mean she could stop him from rolling to one side, off of the chaise onto the grass of the back lawn, with her underneath. He pinned her wrists, his thighs angled wide over hers, pinning them down.
"How do you like this?" he asked.
"Even better," she answered.
A change came over them both just then as their eyes met and held, and the game-playing was over. He read her intentions, saw her availability, interest. When she gave a half-hearted writhe against his pinning body, he felt the age old invitation of a hot female.
"Now that you've got me, what're you gonna do with me?" she asked.
He seemed to relax against her, letting more of his body settle onto hers. "Well, since you're asking, I just might have my way with you."
"Oooooh, kinky!" she chirped.
He lowered farther, touching the lump of his cock-bulge to the mound of her upper cunt. He pressed against her, moving from side to side. The tip of his nose touched hers. Her head shifted, tilted, mouth waiting for a kiss.
With his lips settling slowly but surely onto hers, Lisa felt a wash of triumph. Her second conquest. And she felt the unleashing of her pent-up excitement. Her second incestuous romp.
Mixed in there was a measure of surprise Buddy hadn't taken a lot of seducing. He'd seemed almost ready for her. Either she had greater powers than she'd thought, or she had underestimated him.
Kissing him in reply, savoring the rich, illicit intimacy of the oral connection, Lisa played her hands down his damp back. Her fingertips encountered the top of his swim trunks, and she sliced the nails underneath and reached farther down.
She pushed the covering away as she took hold of his taut ass cheeks and squeezed them. She pulled him down harder against the mound of her cunt and moved against him.
Buddy gave a pleased moan. "Where have you been hiding?"
"Where have you bee hiding?" she said.
"Nice hands you've got there."
"Nice ass you've got. How's your cock?"
"I'll show you."
And with that be raised up. Kneeling between her thighs, Lisa lifting onto her elbows, he thumbed his briefs down.
His cock was still pretty rubbery, although it did bound outward, straining upward. Right away, Lisa saw that it was different from Daddy's, smooth all on and more civilized looking cock.
She reached for his prick and applied a soft, warm squeeze, stroked to and fro, felt his eager response. She watched his prick grow, and grow, and grow some more, and she began to think he was actually hung a little bigger than their father.
"Very nice," Lisa remarked. "Been getting much action?"
"Oh, a little, here and there."
"Too bad I didn't find out about this big cock of yours sooner – you'd have had a lot more action for it."
"Let's see what you've got," he said.
"You've never peeked?" she teased.
"Show me!" Buddy grinned.
Lisa sat up, shifting back from him slightly. She undid the buttons of her shirt and peeled it off. Then she leaned back on straight arms, body curved toward him to put her nice tits on display.
"Pretty good pair, huh?" she said.
"Damn good," he agreed.
Sinking ass onto heels, he reached for her tits and held them to his exploring hands. He tested their firmness, weight, texture, all in a caressing sort of way. He tweaked her nipples to get her responses there and came away pleased.
"Now the rest," Buddy said, grinning.
Lisa lowered onto her elbows again. "You do it."
"Spoiled brat," he commented, reaching for the drawstring of her baggy shorts.
Funny, him using that word spoiled, she thought. But he'd meant it differently from the way Matt had. Yet, it was a provocative coincidence.
She watched his steady hands loosen her shorts, take hold of them with some authority and pull. He really was quite a bit more grownup than she'd thought. Not that she was about to complain. The opposite, in fact. She was finding she liked a take-charge kind of guy.
He pulled the shorts from her long legs, leaving her in sneakers, socks and panties. The footwear went next, and so she was going to be totally naked this time around.
Before reaching for her undies, Buddy slid his swimsuit the rest of the way off. He wanted to be completely bare, as well. She liked that. He had a sensuous streak. And he did it before he did her. A gentleman, too.
His cock had reached full rigidity as he undressed her, and Lisa eyed it now with her mouth watering. Whenever he moved, his prick wagged temptingly from side to side, showing no signs of retiring or yielding in any way from its richly aroused state. She turned him on, and that turned her on, which turned him on…
Buddy slid open hands down her raised thighs. He was still down between her legs, and she was naturally spread for him. He was taking a moment to appreciate the view of her panty-covered crotch.
In a teasing, tempting sort of way, Lisa slid the fingers of one hand down under the elastic of her panties and moved those digits up and down on her cunt-lips. "Hurry up," she said in a dainty, lamenting tone.
"Where'd you learn to tease like that?" he said, moving his hands around to her hips.
"I learned," was all she would say.
She raised her ass off the ground and felt his hands slide under, lightly cradling her ass before taking hold of her flimsy undies and puffing them down.
Lisa lowered her ass and thrust her legs into the air and Buddy pulled her panties off. Holding both legs upright, she let them slowly part in an ever-widening vee. She watched his eyes run up and down them, always returning to her increasingly exposed pussy, and she marveled at her own wickedness.
Some might call her a slut, or worse, she knew. Sneer at her, scold her, try to shame her. But the verdict of Buddy's cock was the only one she was interested in. As for her conscience, it was clear.
"Well, stud," she murmured, brushing the soles of her feet over his arms and body, "getting any ideas?"
"Quite a few. But where do I begin?"
"You could start at the bottom and work up," she suggested. She touched her ankle to his cheek and traced a circle with it.
"You sound like you're used to getting things your way," Buddy remarked easily.
"If you don't like it, you can do something."
"Maybe I'll just fuck you."
"Oh, my! What a big forceful man you are," Lisa answered with playful taunting.
Buddy looked amused, like he was content to play along. But it was a firm hold when he took hold of her ankles and leaned forward. He set her heels an his shoulders and went ahead onto all fours, well over her, Lisa's legs angled way back over her body.
Position-wise, it was very much what Matt had done with Beth that afternoon when Lisa had watched. Something about that made the girl burn inside with a new, raw kind of excitement and ache with anticipation. Probably because she was being treated more like a woman instead of just a delicate, inexperienced girl. Odd that Buddy would be the one to do it, but life was full of the unexpected.
With deliberate slowness Buddy slid both legs out behind him and lowered his cock to her defenseless cunt. The tip of his fucker touched her tumid cunt folds and he saw her take a deep breath. He held where he was, keeping his engorged prick-tip at her drooling cunt-gash, nudging inward, but only slightly.
"You're pretty good at teasing, yourself," Lisa remarked with a mixture of appreciation and impatience.
"The best things are worth waiting for."
"Not this long." She reached past the outsides of her back-slanted thighs and gripped his ass and pulled. "Fuck me if you're going to. Now!"
"You are spoiled," he decided, but he lowered his hips and fed his cock into her cunthole anyway. He fucked all the way in, even trying to press farther.
Lisa's back arched upward, her head dug back into the soft blanket of grass and she emitted a low moan of raw pleasure.
"Good cock," she said in a thick voice. "Brother has a real good cock."
Buddy shagged his heavy prick back up and out, promptly filling her fuck hole up again. Her pussy-walls shuddered tautly along his deep reaching fucker, oozing up juices of welcome and lurid temptation. He fucked in again, and again, thrilling to the spread of her tight fuck tunnel and the hot wet clasp of it.
"Oh, girl!" he groaned. "You've really got something here. Something big brother would like to have a lot more of. Something he's gonna have a lot more of, whether Sis likes it or not."
"Sis likes it fine," Lisa assured. "Keep fucking me, big brother!"
They grinned with devilment at one another and, for a time when there was only the simple, sheer wicked fun of fucking.
They were young and excitable, but knowing each other as well as they did made them feel older. They felt so comfortable with each other. They could relax, let it all happen naturally.
At least, it could happen the way they wanted it to, until their passions took over, that was. That hadn't quite happened yet. Not in Buddy's case, anyway.
Lisa was going wild on her brother's cock. Somewhere along the way he had learned something about plunging the depths of a willing pussy. He wasn't offering a head-on assault by any means. His cockhead dove this way and that into the hot tunnel of her cunt, pounding hard into one spot, then shifting around to drill at another.
Ha fingers clutched at his ass. Her own ass whipped from side to side and tossed about as if on a sea of fuming passion. Buddy lowered a onto both elbows, practically bending her double underneath, and the scrape of prick-meat on her pussy-walls had never felt more intense.
"God!" she gasped. "God, oh God, how you're fucking me… is it ever wild… I'm almost coming… gonna come, brother lover."
His tireless motions slowed. In next to no time, he was barely fucking his fat prick in and out of her tight and fiery cuntal grasp.
"Don't stop," she implored breathlessly. "I want your fucking so bad. Give it to me? Please give me your cock?"
He shook his head slowly, determinedly. "You're much too selfish. Spoiled rotten. Why should you come first?"
She went limp, feeling helpless. She could tell his mind was made up to teach her some kind of lesson. Or pretend to. And maybe he had a point. If she wasn't selfish, she at least had a greedy streak. On tap, of that, this just might be fun. She wanted to keep trying new things. So she couldn't be too mad at him.
"Bastard," she murmured with half-hearted anger. "Sneaky, trouble-making bastard."
"Oh, that's a mean mouth," he replied. "I'm gonna try and get some good out of it."
As he spoke, he was raising up from her. He let her body unfold as he lifted his ass onto the near side of the chaise lounge. He reached down to the back of her head and drew Lisa up onto her ass, then ahead onto her knees between his parted legs. Holding her by the hair, he drew her face in toward his stiff, slicked-up fucker.
"Suck on it, baby," he told her. "Make me as hot as you are, and maybe we can finish off together."
Lisa liked that idea, and she showed him that she did by making a dive for his colossal cock. She also liked the idea of sucking in his prick while it was still wet with her own pussy juices. It was something new, after all, and perverse, and so sexy.
First she brushed past his cock, burying her face at his crotch and flicking her long pink tongue at his swollen balls. Her nose caught the scent of her own cunt juices steaming on his fuck-rod, and she sniffed her way up to the pointy end in a raunchy display she thought Buddy might get a kick out of.
"Too fucking much!" he chuckled hornily. Crouching pertly between her brother's legs, Lisa fluttered the tip of her tongue all over the puffed-up head of his cock. It was just one more little show before the nitty-gritty they were both so ready for.
Lisa formed a soft ring with her lips and titted it onto the tip of Buddy's prick. She brushed quickly past the ridge of the cock-head and on down the barrel of the cock-shaft. With only that light, encircling touch, she swept back up to the drooling prick-tip.
She continued running the soft caress of her lips up and down his hard cock, then from out of the blue hit him with a long, loving suck. He inhaled sharply and his legs flexed against her shoulders. She pushed down on his prick and forced the cock-head into her throat, then rose with another lewd, suck.
Her own spunkiness, all over his prick, was intoxicating. The excitement of his cock was dizzying. The wickedness of it all was like a devil inside her.
One thing that she had learned from Matt was that balls counted, too. After a time of pure, straight-on cock-sucking, Lisa took the youth's glistening prick in a hand and held it back and away as she ducked down to his balls.
"That's my ball-licking angel," Buddy murmured, his fingers stroking into her downy hair. "Do they taste good?"
"Mm-hm," she answered, holding both balls in her mouth as she ran her tongue back and forth underneath.
"That's it, wipe the sweat off them. It's so refreshing on a hot day."
Lisa ran her tongue all over his balls, then spent moments sucking on them, one after the other or both together, pulling them tight against the limits of the ball-sac and letting them pop free of her mouth with soft, wet, sucking sounds.
At the same time, her hand would burst into activity and run up and down his still fiery hard-on, further stoking his considerable flames of lust.
"That's good action, angel," he complimented. "Really getting to me."
"Love it," she said in the time it took for her to make the leap from his balls to the end of his cock.
She sucked down on his prick with all the wanting of before, and perhaps a little more.
He lifted her head until he could look down into her pretty, flushed face.
"Now you're gonna find out what happens to a girl who gives a little," he murmured to her.
"Oh, fuck me," she said in a whisper. "I want it so bad. I really do."
Buddy gave her a throaty kiss that she loved and said: "Okay, kid. You can even take a rest." And with that he shifted to one side and drew her forward, letting her lower her upper body across the seat of the chaise lounge.
Dropping forward onto his knees, Buddy moved around behind her. Lisa had never tried this position before, but somehow she knew what was coming. She even knew enough to part her knees and arch her back to tilt her pussy out. She gave her cute ass a wiggle for fun.
"This is called doggy-style," Buddy informed her as he wiped the tip of his prick up and down her naturally parted fuck-slit.
"Man's best friend," she responded.
But before she could smile over it, Buddy fucked his cock up into her cunt like a lance, and she cried out a groan of pure pleasure.
He held his prick inside Lisa as her pussy-flesh adjusted to his size and adapted to this strange and wonderful new position. It was a great way to take prick, she was already thinking. The fit seemed extra special, and she loved having her ass where she could move it against him while they fucked. She stretched like a cat before him and gave another wriggle.
Buddy fitted his hands into the twin nooks of her waist and held her in place as he deliberately pulled his big fucker from the suctioning grasp of her pussy. Listening closely, she could hear the slurpy sound of her cunt as it gave up Buddy's prick.
Lisa felt his retreat hollow her out inside, leave her with a carnal void that simply ached. Moaning, she tried to push back onto his fuck-pole, but his hands wouldn't give.
"Don't make me wait," she lamented. "I'll be good."
"I know," he answered warmly.
And he began the easy but patient re-insertion of his prick into her cunt. It was so sexy she wished she could have risen out of her body and sat back to watch, just to get the whole picture. She really was greedy after all, but hell, he had helped make her that way. She would have to mention that the next time he got ideas.
"Fuck me," she said quietly. "Give me your big, beautiful cock, and give it to me again and again."
Buddy let his open hands slide up onto her shoulders as he bent over her, continuing to easily fuck in and out of her bubbling cunt.
"Your pussy's so good," he murmured against her ear.
"I can feel every little bit of your cock," she answered.
Buddy dug his hands underneath her body and closed them on her hanging tits. He squeezed, began puffing her tits this way and that, all the time fucking in and out of her pussy.
Lisa swung her ass from side to side, shimmying on his manly fuck-rod. It seemed to excite him, and she tried a few other motions, some she hadn't even dreamed of before.
His pace picked up and, as his body lifted upright again, Lisa had greater freedom to rock back and forth on him. Her pussy flesh ground at all sides of his cock-length as he continually filled her pussy up and emptied her out in the age-old give and take of good fucking.
"Can we make it go on forever?" she asked in a dreamy tone, her wind going dizzy. Steadily she worked to and fro, grooving to the delicious burn of their friction.
"No," Buddy replied, "but we can do it as often as you'd like."
"As often as I'd like?"
"Sure kid, I promise," he answered.
Words escaped them then. It was enough for their minds to process all the pleasures their flesh was taking in. They were so close to coming they could almost taste it.
Out of control now. No more teasing or flirting, no more games. Nitty-gritty. Hot, hard, swift fucking, hips slapping into exquisitely rounded ass-buns, the pull of sopping pussy, the push of fiercely aroused prick. The passionate gasps and moans of Buddy and Lisa, reaching the pinnacle.
Gushing and surging and going off like a storm, they were together. And then they were apart again, each tumbling back down his or her own side of the invisible mountain. Collapsing, Buddy lowered onto Lisa again and drew her into a firm embrace. She was shuddering with aftermath under him, against bin, around his deflating prick.
"When you come, you really come," he murmured to her.
"Don't you?"
"I do okay."
She drew a breath, let it out. "I'm glad this happened," she confided. "You're a great fuck, and I do want to do it again, and again, and again."
They laughed together and then he said: "We might have to hurry."
"Why? We'll have other days."
"Yeah, but now we'll have to worry about Aunt Blanche being around."
She twisted underneath him, looking up. He lifted onto widespread arms. She asked him what he was talking about and he told her.
"She's coming to stay with us."
"Here? Since when?"
"She just got her divorce papers. It's official now, and supposedly she's all bummed out."
"So now our mother has to cheer her up."
"Well, she wants to be around family."
"I guess I can understand that… but hey, what's the problem? Plenty of room around the place, right?"
"Sam's coming, too."
"Oh?" Lisa said to that, thinking of Blanche's only son, her cousin. She hadn't seen the guy in a few years. He was roughly her age, she recalled.
She said no more on that subject. The last thing she needed was to risk making her brother jealous. Especially right after he'd shown her such a good time.
It could wait until tomorrow, at least.



CHAPTER SIX


They arrived on Saturday afternoon and were given a warm welcome all around. Despite the vacation having originally been intended for just the family of four, no one considered either Blanche or Sam intruders. Fresh faces were welcome, and Blanche and Beth got along so well it kind of rubbed off.
One look at her blond, male cousin and Lisa was more than phased that things had taken the turn that they had. She was going to have to look for ways to keep him entertained or made to feel welcome.
It did occur to her that Matt might not feel so lucky. The broken-hearted Blanche was going to need a kit of Beth's attention, which would kind of leave Matt out in the cold. But what could Lisa do? He would be less receptive to her advances now than ever, what with relatives in the house.
Buddy wasn't in such good shape, either. Now that Sam had showed up, Lisa wouldn't have much time for her brother. She didn't know that he would also be doing without Beth's caresses. If she had, well, things might have taken a different course. And if she had known the whole story, things really would have been different.
Anyway, Blanche was moved into Lisa's room, which they would share. Part of Buddy's room was given over to cousin Sam, and from there on they were as good as a family of six.
Blanche didn't turn in until late, as she and Beth had stayed up, talking. Lisa didn't notice. In her dreams, she was already seducing Sam.
And in Beth's dreams, well, Beth's dreams were memories. Memories of another time long go, so long ago that they sometimes felt like a part of another life. Much like her experiences with Uncle Dan had. It was strange, though.
Blanche had come to visit before without these memories welling up.
Sunday morning, with the kids out by the pool and Matt poking around in the studio, Beth and Blanche packed a picnic lunch. They took a couple of horses out of what was left of the stable area and went riding. Around noon, they reached the swimming hole.
"Oh, Beth!" Blanche enthused. "It's lovely!"
"I thought you might enjoy a return to happier times, even if it is vicariously."
Blanche turned to Beth with a fond look. "Sis, you turned out okay, you know that?"
"I guess I had a good influence," Beth complimented.
With their horses side by side, Blanche leaned over and kissed Beth on the cheek. Beth slipped an arm about her and they hugged in sisterly fashion.
They decided then to step down and have their picnic. Beth spread a blanket and they sat cross-legged across from one another. Last night, Blanche had talked herself out about the divorce. Now they caught up on one another's gossip, and then even that was done. Setting the basket aside, they lounged together in the sun, sipping wine.
"This spot is really amazing," Blanche said.
"It's so much like that place on Uncle Dan's ranch."
"Mm-hm."
"Funny. All of a sudden it feels just like yesterday."
"I know."
Blanche looked at Beth with sparkling green eyes. Framed by a tousled cloud of reddish brown hair, she was remarkably attractive, with hardly a hint of aging anywhere. Her expression was intimate, maybe a little playful, and wicked.
"Still got the hots for me?" Blanche asked. "It's starting to feel like it."
"You know, I took it all kind of lightly at the time, you wanting me like you did. I hope you're not mad."
"You had the right attitude. You kept it fun for us both."
"I could use some of that now," Blanche confessed.
"I know. I mean, I sensed it last night. If somebody is primed for some love and lust, it's you."
"I hope I'm not imposing," Blanche remarked, still one for keeping it light.
"I insist," Beth answered, still one to let her pussy do her thinking for her.
She shifted closer to her sister on the blanket.
Each resting on her side, up on an elbow, they met face to face, noses practically touching.
"Think we still remember how?" Beth teased. "We figured it out once – we can do it again."
Cocking her head slightly, Beth let her lips go to Blanche's. The first time around it had taken a few moments of preliminary nuzzling and kissing before the giddy teenagers dared to make lip-to-lip contact. Women now, the direct approach was the only way to begin.
Memories became reality with the joining of their velvet lips, and inside each woman was a long-dormant flame burst into life. The temptation of girl – girl, sister – sister sex claimed them both, and it was not about to let go.
Beth flicked her tongue outward and felt the press of Blanche's lips as she claimed it. Their wily probes coiled as the kiss deepened. It was a moment of getting re-acquainted, not quite soulful just yet. There was no rush.
"I don't think we've forgotten much," Blanche observed.
Beth laughed throatily and proceeded to smooch her way across Blanche's cheek, down onto her neck. Blanche let her head roll back and Beth licked up over the pulse point on the older ones throat.
Their mouths met and joined again and now the feverishness of rising desire was there. A lasting kiss that had been seductive was now demanding and horny, from both sides, although hot quite equally.
Perhaps from a greater emotional need for loving contact, Blanche's ardor was somewhat greater. Flicking her tongue at the wet warmth of her sister's mouth, she swept a hand up Beth's body. She began pulling at the buttons of the younger woman's shirt.
Beth sank onto her back on the blanket and let Blanche pull her shirt open, bare her tits, ogle them.
"Oh, your gorgeous tits!" Blanche murmured lovingly, running a hand over and around them. "Still in great shape."
"Miss having them to play with?"
"Them, and you, and your pussy."
"Go for it. I know I will when I get the chance."
"I'm gonna strip you naked," Blanche told her, rising into her knees.
"Love it," Beth said, leering.
Starting at Beth's feet, Blanche worked her way up. Boots, socks, jeans, panties. Beth rolled over to let Blanche pull the shirt from her back, then she rolled away again, slowly, temptingly, first from the waist down, then letting her upper body twist over, too. Languishing on her back, Beth gazed up at her sister.
Blanche's roving stare was like a caress on her bare skin. Wherever Blanche was looking, Beth could feel it. On her thighs, her pussy-mound, her tummy, her tits. It was wild.
Then Beth was feeling the roving caress of Blanche's hand. She played it up Beth's body, over her tits, then slowly back down in a straight line toward the younger sister's crotch. Beth stirred with need and anticipation. It was getting wilder.
Through contentedly slitted eyes, she saw Blanche bend forward and begin licking at the filled-out charms of her tits. She had forgotten nothing of what she'd learned of those either, whisking her tongue up to the stiffening nipples and circling the pulpy buds with quick flutters of the pink, wet tip.
Down below, Beth was spreading her legs and tilting her crotch up to the approaching hand. Blanche's fingers combed into the tuft of Beth's cunt-bush and lingered there, stroking in lazy circles, holding back from the pussy itself while teasing sweetly.
Squirming, Beth slinked the fingers of her hand into Blanche's lush mane of hair. "Play with my pussy," she said in a vaguely needy tone.
Blanche did not resist. She eased her fingers down onto the puffed-up folds of Beth's cunt and simply held her sister down there. Beth moved against the long, slender fingers, perhaps impatiently. Blanche bubbled with soft, throaty laughter. Some things didn't change, and Beth's eagerness for pussy-pleasure was one of them.
Continuing to mouth Beth's tits, Blanche began to stroke her fingertips up and down on the ridges and hollows of Beth's rising and falling cunt. Settling on the younger one's clit area, she rubbed into the sensitive pussy structure with rotating motions. Ever eager for greater sensation, Beth ground her pussy in the opposite direction.
With Beth's nipples hard and jutting out from the cones of her tits in bold fashion, Blanche lifted from them. As she took her hand away from the heating pussy, Beth slid her own hand down to finger-fuck herself.
"Just wanted to get a little more comfy," Blanche explained, opening her shirt.
"My pleasure," Beth smiled.
Watching Blanche undress, she saw that her sister had been taking care of herself, as well. But if anything, she looked better now than she had then. Her jutting tits appeared fuller, not as firm but more inviting, somehow. The hips had taken on a huskier flare, making for a broader and sexier ass. As a woman, Blanche had come into her own. So had Beth. In fact, they'd become almost mirror images of one another. "God, you look good," Beth couldn't help saying.
"You look good," Blanche insisted. "Real good. Good enough to eat."
"Oh, give me some pussy, too," Beth answered. "I've been waiting to taste you again for so long."
"I didn't know you missed it that much."
"I didn't know, either."
"What happened?"
Well, what had happened? Beth wondered. Had it been Lisa, stirring up all those incestuous memories? Or had something in the marriage gone stale? Or was it simple middle-age craziness?
In response to Blanche's question. Beth simply rolled a shoulder and smiled. "Who knows? Let's just suck."
Blanche gave her throaty laugh and turned around, straddling her sister's shouldcrs. Crouching over Beth, she slid a hand underneath and cuddled the swelling folds of her cunt.
"I'll make myself wet."
"I'll do that," Beth breathed. She thrust her pussy up and out, spreading wide and trigging herself hotly. "Eat me out, sweet thing. Jut eat me!"
Blanche lowered her upper body. Her hanging tits settled onto Beth's tummy, her head between her sister's thighs. She placed her fingertips to either side of Beth's percolating pussy. She inhaled deeply of the aromatic richness, and it compelled, her to lower her own pussy toward Beth's waiting, wanting and wicked mouth.
Over twenty years since their last go-around, but Beth felt right at home. No surprise really, she thought now. How many hours had they spent in positions similar to this? And at such impressionable ages, how could any of it ever escape them?
She fairly trembled as she flicked her tongue out to lick at Blanche's spread pussy. She felt the human electricity of the intimate contact, felt it surge up through her body as Blanche's mouth settled on her pussy.
Beth's lust claimed her with a hot intensity and she went to the attack. She gobbled the hairy mound of Blanche's pussy repeatedly into her mouth, gnawing at the excited cunt-flesh, sucking out the rich pussy-juices.
Blanche squirmed atop her, feeding pussy into Beth's mouth as she feasted on the luscious spread of hot cunt under her face. With her fingertips, she pulled Beth's pussy wide open and dug in with loving lips.
Beth spread the pussy before her face too, running her tongue up and down the fuck-slit and working it time and time again against her sister's swollen clit.
Both of them wished for the pleasures to go on and on. They had gone too long without. There seemed to be so much to catch up on, so much joy gone unharvested.
Beth sighed. "I want you to come and come and come," she said dreamily.
"We won't stop until we're bushed, okay?" Beth grinned. All this time, and they were still on the same track. "Okay," she said.
Mouth to pussy, female tongues on feminine flesh, they sought out one another's rapture and brought it pulsing into being.
They rolled onto their sides and, even though sated, they went after a second climax. It seemed to be bubbling just below the surface, and it was. In practically no time at all, Beth and Blanche were gulping in the liquids of an even deeper climax.
Beth swung herself around and lay down face to face with her older sister. Lips coated with pussy juice, they savored a raunchy kiss. On top of Blanche. Beth moved her pussy against the other.
"Yeah!" Blanche smiled. "More!"
Later, contentment found them lying face to face on the blanket. Each had her head pillowed on an arm. They were holding hands. "I've been here before," Beth confided. "I figured."
"With Buddy."
"I wondered who the tracks in the sand belonged to."
"You're not shocked then."
"Only a little surprised."
"It was kind of sudden, but I couldn't resist."
"I've found myself tempted by Sam a few times," Blanche said openly. "I suppose it's only a matter of time. And desire. How was young Buddy, by the way?"
"Why don't you find out for yourself?" Beth suggested.
Blanche smiled, rolled onto her back and gave a sleepy squirm. "I could use a good young man. A good hard cock."
"I'm sure he'd be happy to oblige."
"What about Matt?"
"I'm sure he would be, too."
"I mean, how much does he know?"
"Plenty. He took Lisa's cherry last week. That is, she gave it to him. It was her idea."
"She sounds like one of us."
"She is. And more."
"What do you mean?"
"Just that. She's more. Wilder, bolder… there's no telling where it will lead."
"Sounds interesting. Maybe I'll stick around and see what happens."
It was vacation time, but there was work to do – chores really – around the stable, wood to gather for the fireplace, hoeing in the vegetable garden, other things. One thing Matt wanted to do was replenish his artist friend's supply of winter firewood, used to heat the studio. He used that afternoon to get started, and Buddy and Sam pitched in to help.
That kind of threw a wrench into Lisa's plans. She'd been hoping to catch her cousin alone as soon as possible and find out just what he was made of. Or make something of him, whatever the case might be. It was doubly frustrating when she took into account Sam's obvious interest in her.
By late that afternoon, she had decided that she wasn't going to wait another day. And she wanted to do it right, too, which meant that she had some preparing to do. For the most part, it involved Buddy.
When Buddy went into the bathroom to shower before dinner, Lisa gave him a minute and slipped in alter him. He had already drawn the curtain and stepped under the spray, allowing her to strip and sneak in behind him. She covered his eyes with her hands and chirped: "Guess who!"
"I don't care who," he answered, "as long as you'll wash my back."
"I'll wash your back if I can wash your front," Lisa said.
He turned his back to the nozzle. "Now, what do you really want?" he asked.
"How do you know it isn't you?"
"Because you've had me, and you've got eyes for cousin Sammy."
"You're so smart," she said impudently. He grinned, handed her a bar of soap and turned his back. She began to give him a lather. "I need a favor," she confided.
"Uh-huh."
"Make yourself scarce after bedtime tonight, okay?"
"Gonna pay Sammy a little visit?"
"One he'll never forget," she vowed.
"And where am I supposed to go?"
"Do I have to figure out everything?" she complained.
"You want the favor."
Typically, he was being difficult. Probably still thought of her as the spoiled brat. But no matter. Lisa was more than equal to the challenge.
Lisa worked the bar of soap into the crack of her brother's ass a few times, then went to work on the lather. She eased up close to one side, looking past his shoulder to his cock as she sawed her hand in and out of his ass-cleft. His prick was lifting out and up with straining arousal.
"You could slip in and pay Blanche a visit. She might get lonesome without me."
"You been fucking her, too?" Buddy asked. "No, but it's a thought. When she and Mom got back from their picnic, I saw her watching you lugging firewood around. She's interested."
Buddy turned his back to the spray again, letting it rinse him off as he considered what she'd said. For her part, she was showing greater interest in his stiffening prick. It was really coming along.
"Interested," be said, "but willing?"
Lisa was lazily soaping his upper body. "Didn't it seem to you that she and Mom were gone an awful long time?" she said.
"Were they?"
"And don't think it wouldn't have to mean anything. I think Mom might be a whole lot wilder than you might guess."
"You think so, huh?"
If she hadn't become so preoccupied by the spectacle of his hardening cock-meat, she probably would have noticed the barely hidden meaning in his answer. She slid the soap back along the top of his cock-shaft, twisted her wrist and drew it back ahead on the underside. She touched his balls with it, too.
"I'd say it goes for Blanche, too," she went on.
"Takes one to know one, I suppose," Buddy remarked.
"So will you give me and Sam some space?" She had set the soap aside and was moving her hand to and fro on his prick, and underneath with each stroke to his balls, working up a lather on his cock-flesh and a full-fledged hardness within.
"I could," he said, "with a little persuading."
"Now who's being spoiled?" she said.
"Complaining?"
She smiled sweetly. "No…"
Relaxing into the task at hand, Lisa shifted her grasp to and ho on Buddy's big cock. With all the slickness on it, she could try some new moves, and she took advantage.
She rotated her hand as slit rode it forward and back, screwing her grasp up and down his cock-lance. She used her other hand on his soaped-up balls, cuddling and squeezing them sensuously.
Before long Buddy was getting into it, letting his hips move naturally against the warm strokes. In easy fashion, he fucked her hand.
"Wanna come on my tits?" Lisa asked.
Beginning to grin, Buddy shook his head.
"Wanna come on my face?"
He hesitated a second or two, then shook his head.
"Wanna come in my mouth?"
His close-lipped grin widened and he nodded in exaggerated fashion.
"Dirty guy," Lisa smirked as she lowered onto her knees before him. She changed the grip she had on his straining prick and began to pump his prick considerably faster. Her mouth came open and her tongue swept around over her lips. She stuck it out and fluttered the tip in her eagerness.
"Come on baby," she said quietly. "Come baby, gimme some jizz. Give it to me!"
Her pumping hand worked itself into a blur of motion. Buddy was sucking for air, his body curving. He inhaled sharply, his cock flexed hard and his hot cum jetted up out of his piss-hole.
Lisa was there waiting for his cum-load, mouth held wide at his cock-tip.
She hoped that Sam was even half as sweet.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Everyone had had a pretty active day, except for Lisa, and they almost felt obligated to turn in early. So what happened was that Lisa stayed downstairs with the television, and because she and Buddy had a deal, he didn't go off to bed right away either. He stretched out on the couch.
Lisa gave everyone about fifteen minutes to get settled in upstairs, then rose from her chair, gave Buddy a smooch of thanks, and then she started up to the room he shared with Sam.
There was a light under the door of her parents' room, but that probably meant they would soon be too distracted to notice much of anything else. Besides, this old house was solidly built, with walls that kept noise in.
The door she was looking for was across from her room. She didn't knock, just turned the knob and slipped in.
The radio was on, tuned to an FM station. Sam was lounging on his twin bed, under a sheet from the waist down, reading a sports magazine in the light of a bedside lamp. He was looking at Lisa over the top of the magazine.
Leaning back against the door briefly, Lisa pushed herself forward, approaching Sam.
"I have a bet with myself," she said to him.
"Oh?"
"I bet that you wouldn't mind if I stopped in to keep you company for a while."
He showed faint amusement. "Better you than Buddy, I guess."
"Ah yes, Buddy. He's sacked out on the couch. We probably won't see him until morning."
"We?"
Standing by the bed in her long skirt and pullover top. Lisa yanked the magazine from Sam's hands and dropped it behind her. "We," she answered definitely.
He looked at her. Somewhat stunned, he said. "I see."
"Would you mind if I got a little more comfortable?" Lisa asked sweetly.
He seemed to relax a little. "I guess not." Taking her time, Lisa slipped out of her sandals. She reached back to loosen the skirt, eased it from her hips, let it fall. Underneath, she had on pink bikini panties. She left them on for now, instead rolling up the snug covering of her top, showing her braless tits before lifting it off.
"You, uh, wanna do the rest?" she invited.
She could see the idea work its appeal on him. Smiling acceptingly, he peeled the covers back and swung both legs off the bed. Clad in brief underwear, he reached for her, drew her closer, just looking at her.
"You knew from the start that I was hot for you, didn't you?" he whispered.
"I seem to be getting a sense for these things."
"It doesn't bother you, us being related?"
"Doesn't seem to be bothering you much."
"It's different with boys. We'll fuck anybody who's willing."
Her eyes glinted. "We're not so different." He smiled up at her. They were on the same wavelength and the good vibes were beginning to flow. Sam was more receptive than she had expected. She wondered if Buddy had done something to prepare him. Probably not. Not Buddy. She had probably just gotten lucky. Every girl was entitled to that once in a while.
Sam's hands slid up onto her tits and he groped at them freely. His touches showed some experience – he wasn't afraid of hurting her by being firm or take-charge, but at the same time he was gentle and appreciating.
Lisa felt her tit-flesh begin to awaken to the direct stimulation and the prospect of a lot more. The carnal spirit was way ahead, but it seemed that that part of her never slept. She was beginning to wonder if maybe she wasn't a nympho or something. One of these days, she and her mom were going to have to have a really long and involved discussion on certain things.
Right now though, if she was a budding nympho, she was just where she wanted to be. Already, she could tell it was going to be a long and wonderful evening.
Lowering both hands onto her hips, Sam turned Lisa around until her back was to him. He hooked a finger under each hip stand of her undies and slid them back behind her. Bit by bit, he worked the flimsy covering from her jutting ass-cheeks, hooking the rolled-up material in the nook where her ass-cheeks joined her tapered thighs.
"There's the sweet ass I've been dreaming of," he murmured.
On impulse, Lisa slowly bent forward at the waist, keeping her back straight as down, down she went, beyond parallel to the floor. The deep cleft of her ass opened, the pouch of her pussy pushed back from between her thighs, and she gave him a hot eyeful.
"Not exactly bashful, huh?" Sam remarked.
"It wastes time," Lisa replied.
Now she was letting her bare ass sway. He pushed her panties to her ankles as he slid off the bed into a kneeling position behind her. Hands on knees, Lisa waited. Taking hold of her upper thighs, Sam nuzzled the, incredible smoothness of her ass-cheeks. His tongue dipped out and she felt it fluttering over her buns with wild enthusiasm.
"You're not too shy, yourself," she remarked with a grin.
He was kissing her, all over her, ass now. "Love this gorgeous ass. Love it!"
"Don't you even like my pussy?" she teased. "Mmmm, pussy, pussy," he gurgled, ducking down to wipe at her bunched cuntal folds.
Lisa wiggled with perverse excitement. She'd never been confronted with such enthusiasm before. A little fast-paced, but she was spirited enough to run with it.
He backed off then, replacing his wildly roving tongue with a steady finger that dug into her fuck-slit, and on into the fuck-hole, and in wriggly fashion into the cock-chute itself.
Stepping one foot out of her panties, Lisa spread her legs and rocked back against Sam's slow stroking finger. She swung her hips from side to side and felt her insides respond hotly to his frigging hand. Then it was time for her to show him a thing or two.
Turning away, she caught his raised wrist and took his finger from her streaming pussy. She knelt before Sam on the floor and lifted his wet finger to her mouth. Looking him in the eyes, she began licking her cunt-juices from his finger.
"I don't know what you're made of," he grinned, "but I sure do like it."
Lisa took his finger into her mouth to the first knuckle and sucked back. To the second joint, then back. Then all the way down and slowly, pulling back to the tip.
"Now let's see what you're made of," she said, reaching for his briefs. She already had a pretty good idea of what he had to offer, because his cock was making a deliciously bulged outline in his underwear.
Sam lifted his ass off his heels and let he pull his briefs to his knees. Her eyes widened as his cock came into view and began bobbing about, a blind sex-demon in search of a warm, wet haven.
Lisa worked both legs back out behind her and lowered onto stomach and elbows as Sam sank his ass back to his heels. For a moment she held her head high, just looking at his big stiff fucker. She supposed cocks would always hold a strange fascination for her.
Finally, she lifted a hand over his thigh to enclose his prick in her smooth, warm grasp. She stroked his cock with scant friction, little caresses of getting acquainted.
His beautiful cock was pointing directly at her face, finally becoming too much to resist. She wiped the first drop of pre-cum from the piss slit, then jacked his prick until another bubble of pre-cum welled up. She sucked the cock-head in between her puckered lips.
She held her lips on his smooth prick-flesh, applying another suck that pulled her lips past the cock-head. Another pull took her farther. She went on down the prick-shaft like that, taking his cock in bit by bit, making a kind of ritual out of it.
It seemed to her that every go-round should serve as some kind of test to a person's imagination. Find something a little bit different to do.
It didn't take much to make it all like new.
His cock-hairs were tickling her nose and his balls were hot against her chin before she had to stop and pull back. This time she did it all in one, long suck, climbing all the way to his drooling cock-tip. Sam's head rolled back and he groaned heavily.
"God Almighty, girl! Where'd you learn to suck prick like that?"
"Well, Buddy may have had something to do with it," she admitted.
"You've… you've sucked your own brother?"
Lisa turned her head to one side and ran her lips down his cock. Sweeping upward, she twisted the other way and whisked down to the base.
Nearing the cock-tip again, she said: "For starters," and opened her mouth and took his prick into her mouth and throat.
"Shit, you've fucked him, too?"
"Aren't you glad?" she murmured between long, loving sucks. She felt vaguely hypnotized by his virile fucker, compelled to run her mouth up and down it with great care and devotion again and again.
Sam was leaning back, elbows dug into the edge of the mattress, looking down his body at her bobbing head and cock-stuffed mouth.
"Yeah," he grinned. "I'm glad. Real glad." He watched her sucking on his cock a while longer before finding the daring to ask: "Has he taught you to fuck as good as you suck?"
"I thought you'd never ask," she said, rising from his cock, moving onto all fours.
She had Sam straighten his legs out and slide his ass forward a little. She stood, then turned to face away as she straddled his upper thighs and settled onto her knees before him.
Leaning forward, hands on his knees for balance, she took his cock up into her cunt. She sank to his balls on the deep-reaching prick and, smiling, gave a groan of pure enjoyment.
She gave Sam a glance over a shoulder. "Still crazy about my ass?"
"Crazy!"
"Now you can watch it while I fuck you." He grinned, rubbing open hands against her ass.
Lisa rocked, easing her cunt up and down on Sam's cock-length with an appreciation for the way it spread her pussy-lips out and filled up her fuck-hole, making invisible sparks crackle along her clinging cunt-walls.
Lisa gave a giggle of glee. "Love your cock. Feels so good!"
"Have your fun," Sam said to her. "Make yourself come."
Lisa gave her ass a shake in reply. "Generous," she remarked.
"I've got some staying power in this cock of mine, and I love to get fucked. So go nuts." He gave her ass a slap of encouragement.
"You're so nice to me," she said.
She almost felt guilty. But it was what he wanted, and it was a change from Buddy, and later she would make everything up to him.
It was an unexpectedly potent kick to have a long, hard cock to amuse herself with. Like being given a grown-up toy for Christmas long after she'd grown tired of playing with dolls.
Lisa closed her eyes and let her mind concentrate on the luscious connection between her inflamed pussy and Sam's superb fucker. For the first time she had the freedom to simply experiment and explore, and she took advantage.
While getting fucked by Matt and Buddy, she'd been hit on some interesting spots. She sought them out now, and looked for others, and spent long moments drilling her interior soft places with unyielding prick. Slowly but surely, she was driving herself out of her mind with real fuck-thrills.
Her voluptuous young body gave a shudder of excitement and she whimpered. She was in her own world, and it revolved totally around prick and pussy.
Lisa lowered onto Sam's legs, knees spreading wide as she continued fucking up and down. She gripped his ankles as if in need of something to hold onto. She licked at the tops of his feet just to have more contact with him.
Sam saw an opportunity to give her a fresh thrill. He pointed a finger and wet it with his mouth, then lowered the tip to her spread ass. Her pink asshole was completely at his mercy, round and tiny and ripe for plucking.
Lisa gasped with surprise when she felt the wet pressure on her dainty asshole. He was pushing in, and at first she didn't know what to do about it. Then, with uncertainty, she started to feel a whole new excitement.
"Oh, oh, oh!" she chirped in a high-pitched tone, half-thrilled, half-frightened.
Sam's finger fucked deeper with an ease that surprised and thrilled her. It made her want to wriggle right along with it, and she did.
"Oooooooh!" she cooed. "Yeah, I like that!"
She felt his other hand push against an asscheek, urging her forward. His hand stayed put, causing her to slide ahead on cock and finger at the same time.
"Oh, God!" she gasped breathlessly. "Oh, God, that's so good!"
She rocked back swiftly onto the dual penetration, and it was like plugging herself into a generator of erotic arousal. She was instantly feverish for more, and was promptly riding Sam's cock and finger like a woman possessed.
She sailed through the nitty-gritty and swept into the waiting climax she had prepared for herself. The pangs of release hit her with a terrible intensity, making lights flash before her eyes and fireworks go off throughout her system.
That one finger could add so much to her pleasure amazed and intrigued Lisa. She wondered what other little tricks Sam might have up his sleeve.
Gliding into her aftermath, Lisa pushed herself upright. She felt his finger retreat from her asshole and both hands slide up her flanks. She sank fully onto his still-hard cock-shaft and leaned back against him. His hands closed on her tits as she turned her head and met Sam's mouth with a kiss.
"That was my best come yet," she told him. "You're my best fuck yet. I can't believe how uninhibited you are."
"Sam?"
"Yeah?"
"Believe it."
Even with Lisa's absence and the complete quiet of the room, Blanche couldn't sleep. Even after all the activity and fresh air of the day, she couldn't sleep.
So much had changed in so short a time. So much had happened. And, most of all, so much had yet to happen. So many things that had hardly occurred to her before coming here.
Much too wound up, Blanche knew her only chance was to get up and walk off. Or spend some time in front of the television. Lisa must be down there still. Maybe they could talk.
Starting out of the room, the first thing she saw was the door to Buddy's room. If only Sam wasn't sharing it with him, then she would have a way to spend her energy.
Beth had fucked him, so she wouldn't have much trouble. Lucky Beth. She always had been one step ahead. She'd even gotten fucked by Uncle Dan first.
Blanche continued on her way down the hall and proceeded downstairs. She was drawn to the light in the living room, saw the television was still on. There was no sign of Lisa.
But then she saw Buddy lounging on the couch.
"Lie back on the bed," Lisa told Sam. "I'm gonna give you a real fuck."
He moved his ass to the edge of the bed and shifted farther onto it as he lay back on a couple of pillows. He watched eagerly as Lisa stepped up and stood over him on the bed, straddling his mid-section. Her pussy was on display.
She slid a hand down onto her cunt, stroking underneath and back up, flashing pink at him. "You like?"
"You know I do. Even more than your ass." Continuing to masturbate, letting her hips revolve sensuously, Lisa bent her knees and lowered deliberately into a squatting position. "Gonna fuck you. Gonna make you come."
Sam squirmed. His cock tensed and stood up at a virile angle. "Yeah, yeah!" he groaned. "Mmmm that pussy!"
Sinking low, she rubbed the heat of her crotch against his balls. Back and forth, around, caressing him, teasing his lust. Venturing forward, she brushed her pussy-folds up and down the underside of his back-angled prick. Her clit peak touched his hot flesh, setting off sparks, and she could resist no longer.
With her free hand Lisa reached down between her parted, folded legs and took hold of Sam's prick. She pointed his cock straight up into the air, shifted up over the drooling tip and took it into the yearning grasp of her pussy.
Letting go, sliding both hands out to her knees, she lowered onto Sam's prick. She rotated her hips, screwing downward, grinding his prick with her tight pussy-walls.
Finally the stretched lips of her cunt were kissing the base of Sam's fuck-rod. She squirmed, adding more weight onto his groin, getting all the cock be had to offer.
"Man, that feels good!" Sam enthused.
"Fine prick, too," she answered. "I can feel it bringing out the beast in me."
"Hot stuff! Make it happen, cutie."
It was her pleasure. After giving her the freedom he had given her, Lisa felt honor bound to reward him as best she knew how.
Balanced over him, she lifted and lowered on his upright fucker in relatively deliberate fashion. She twisted from side to side at the same time, giving his prick a pleasant, sexy going-over.
Lisa leaned back, propping herself on straight arms with both hands planted on the mattress. The strain on Sam's prick as she bent it forward inside her cuntal grasp brought a low groan from his throat. He lifted onto both elbows for a better view.
At first Lisa worked at his cock with an up-and-down angle, stoking his fires with the direct contact and with the view of her pussy giving out and taking in his fat fuck-rod. At the same time, she was getting his cock adjusted to the unfamiliar position.
Presently, Lisa lowered her ass onto Sam's thighs, bending his cock farther ahead. As she fucked, brushing her ass-cheeks over his thighs as she ground his prick-flesh with her cunt, Lisa saw a film of sweat break out on her cousin's brow.
She was smiling at him. "Good?"
"Too good. Sensational fucking."
His eyes were sharply focused on her spread legs, her cock-using cunt, her lovely tits. It seemed a wonder that he'd heard her at all. Just as she'd hoped, she was really wowing her most recent conquest.
"It's gonna get better," Lisa promised.
"How?" he wanted to know. "How can you make it better than this?"
"Oh," she said coyly, giving the middle finger of one hand a moistening suck, "I'm sure I can think of something."
"Shit," he grinned. "Are you gonna do what I think you're gonna do?"
Lisa only smiled her wicked smile and resumed mouthing her finger. Then, almost abruptly, she rocked forward into an upright position on his cock. She reached down behind her with the moistened digit extended. Sam's legs spread of their own volition. She found his asshole with ease, and fucked her finger in.
Sam responded with a gasp and squirmed under Lisa. "Oh, Jesus!" he breathed. "I didn't think it would be that wild."
"Looks like I've got you right where I want you, don't I?" Lisa murmured.
To prove her point, she pulled her finger out and fucked it in, and fucked her pussy on his prick, giving him a double whammy.
"Oh shit, no, no, no!" he blathered helplessly. "Ohhhh, I'm gonna come already!"
Lisa leaned back, knowing the effect it would have on him. She fucked up and down on his prick and finger-fucked his asshole without mercy. Sam kept squirming, helplessly trying to fight it, finally caving in and surrendering to Lisa's wild, wicked intentions as his hot cumload flooded her pussy.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Rain against the window and on the tin roof awoke Lisa the next morning. She'd always been a light sleeper, anyway.
In the strange room, in the strange bed, she was momentarily disoriented, but the sight of Sam's face brought it all back. They had had such a good time together that she hadn't been able to bring herself to leave. Even now, she wasn't crazy about the idea.
Buddy's bed remained empty. Hadn't even been touched. And it made her wonder just where he had spent the night, she decided to find out.
Clothes in hand, she stepped quietly out into the hall. Right away, she noticed her room door was halfway open and, peering in, she found Blanche's bed empty. Lisa put on a mini-robe and went to check the bathroom, and she found that empty, as well.
It was barely past dawn – awfully early for Blanche to be up and about. And the house was very quiet. And Lisa couldn't believe that Blanche and Buddy would be in with her parents, so that left downstairs only.
The television was on, snow filling the screen. As Lisa went to turn it off, killing a couple of lights along the way, she found them.
Blanche and Buddy were entwined on the couch, naked, asleep – probably from exhaustion.
Careless of them, Lisa thought, not to drag themselves off to a bedroom. Careless, or reckless, or daring. Why, anyone could just happen along and find them and… Hmmmm.
Did Lisa know an opportunity when she saw one or didn't she?
Blanche was on the outer half of the seat, facing Buddy on the inside. Her bottom leg was straight, the other one folded and resting on Buddy's hip. Her round ass was neatly tucked out and her pussy was vulnerable.
Lisa shrugged the robe from her shoulders. She drew taut inside with the knowledge that she was going to try to seduce her pretty aunt – taut with anticipation and excitement.
She knelt behind Blanche on the floor, for a moment uncertain of where to begin. Then she relaxed and let nature take its course.
A hand went to the inside of Blanche's thigh. Venturing higher, Lisa began to feel a husky sort of heat emanating from her aunt's crotch. Very tempting.
Letting her hand linger on the inside of the other thigh, Lisa leaned over Blanche and trailed the ends of her blonde hair up and down the woman's exposed flank. As expected, Blanche began to stir.
Lisa lowered soft lips to her aunt's body and played up and down her smooth-skinned flank. She leaned forward, letting her tongue-tip sneak out, and she licked at the outer curve of Blanche's tit. At the same time, Lisa cupped the woman's pussy in a slender hand.
"Huh?" Blanche said in a delicate voice as her eyes came open.
"I couldn't resist," the girl explained. "I hope you don't mind too much."
Still groggy, Blanche gave a lazy squirm, and full realization of her situation hit her.
"Oh," she sighed. "God!"
She was halfway onto her back now, and her tit was pointed straight up at the ceiling. Lisa nuzzled into the soft splendor of her tit. She eased her fingers to and fro on Blanche's pussy.
"You're a naughty girl," Blanche sighed sleepily. Then she smiled. "I ought to punish you with kisses."
Lisa took the pulpy nipple between her wet lips, held it a moment, then lifted with a suck, bringing the nipple erect. She gazed fondly into her aunt's eyes.
"You look delicious," Lisa said.
Blanche touched her niece's cheek. "And you are certainly your mother's daughter."
"You mean you two have done it?"
Blanche nodded.
A slow smile came to Lisa. "Give me your pussy."
She shifted back along the front of the couch as Blanche rolled her ass fully onto the seat. She brought her bent leg over and around Lisa's shoulders as the girl leaned in between the parted thighs, coming face to face with her aunt's pretty, almost dainty-looking cunt.
Lisa approached her cunt with an exploring tongue, using only the tip for now, tracing the shaped and outlines of Blanche's pussy-folds. Percolating musky odors wafted up to her and fired her imagination, drawing her closer to apply long, soft licks.
"I love the feel of a tongue on my pussy in the morning," Blanche said.
Beside her, Buddy slept on obliviously, a forearm resting across Blanche's tummy. Out of the corner of an eye, Lisa noticed the start of an early-morning hard-on. She reached for the boy's cock to encourage it along with subtle squeezes.
Blanche's pelvis tilted, lifting her pussy in further offering. Feeling right at home, Lisa licked into the center-slit of her aunt's pussy, thrilling to the intimate contact of tongue on pink cunt-meat, the taste of Blanche's pussy-juice.
Lisa pulled fleshy cunt-folds back and away with her free hand, sought and found Blanche's clit with her tongue and lips. She honed in on the coral spike of clit-meat and soon had Blanche caught up in the excitement of the stimulation.
Also aware of excitement was Buddy. His cock had been hard for less than a minute, and his eyes popped open as if he'd been awake all the time. He hadn't been, of course, although he wasn't too surprised by the illicit scene he was confronted with. He lifted onto an elbow to make sure he was seeing everything.
"Do something nice for your sister," Blanche asked of him, "She's such a sweet thing."
Buddy didn't refuse her. Pushing himself from Blanche's side, pulling his cock from Lisa's grasp, he moved onto his knees behind his sister. He drew her from a crouching position to a kneeling one as she continued a lap at their aunt's cunt.
Before proceeding, Buddy moved up over Lisa on all fours to murmur in her ear. "I'm gonna fuck you in the ass."
Her response was to smile against Blanche's clit and to give a coy but accepting little mewling sound.
He backed off, kissing and tonguing his way down her spine, pausing to lick at the long hollow in the small of her down-curved back. His open hands were kneading her ass-cheeks continuously, stretching them away from each other.
Backing into a crouch, Buddy licked between the dimples of his sister's ass and continued on down into the open cleft. Her tiny asshole was waiting and vulnerable.
Lisa parted her knees a little farther and curved her back lower, making an offering of her shit-hole. Ever since Sam had fucked a finger into her ass, the thought of taking a lot more had been in the back of her mind. By now, she could hardly wait for a cock up her ass.
Her lust expressed itself in the oral assault she was treating Blanche to. She was licking at the woman's cunt with a heavy tongue now, interrupting that action with luscious pulls of lewd suction. Blanche was writhing freely about, slender hands squeezing her fleshy tits.
Buddy wet a finger and fucked it into Lisa's stoic. Her pelvis rocked excitedly, making her ass grab for more of his plunging digit. Holding his finger deep inside her tight asshole, he slid his cock into the slickness of her pussy. Oiling his prick up with a few fuck-strokes, he was ready. And Lisa was waiting.
He swung his prick up and poked into her shit-hole before it had a chance to close after his withdrawn finger. He pushed his prick in past the cock-head and halted, watching Lisa squirm before him with perverse pleasure.
Avidly mouthing her aunt's streaming cunt, Lisa braced herself for more of her brother's shit-packing prick. And she got more, and more, until finally the whole length of prick was up inside her as guts.
"I can't stand it!" she said with a rush of breath. "Ohhh, it's too much! Too good!"
Buddy bent forward at the waist and nuzzled the back of her head. "I'm gonna drive you out of your mind, Sis."
Lisa licked into her aunt's pussy and said: "I'm already pretty far gone."
He remained bent over her as he started to fuck her ass, and she kept on tonguing Blanche's captivating pussy.
Neither of them saw Sam as he came into the room. Standing behind the couch, he looked down speechlessly at the spectacle of his mother, his girl cousin, his boy cousin.
A shiver went through Blanche when she first saw her son looking at them, and she realized that she wanted him. Hands on her tits, she continued squeezing them, pinching the nipples, instead of trying to cover them. She gazed up at Sam, waiting for him to make up his mind. It was the only thing to do.
He slowly came around Blanche's end of the couch and stood facing her. He loosened his robe and let it fall. His cock was growing, standing out. Blanche lifted a tit-warmed hand to it, held his cock caressingly.
He swung a leg over and straddled her upper body, one foot on the floor, his other knee on the inside of the seat. He lowered, leaning his hips forward. Blanche's head was up on a cushion, and his cock slid into her mouth. She moaned warmly as her son's cock filled her mouth.
Looking up Blanche's body and between Sam's thighs, Lisa could see her aunt's mouth clinging to the youth's growing prick. It sent another rush of lurid excitement through her body. More was happening than she knew how to deal with. Like being on a runaway raft, approaching the rapids. Scary, exhilarating. At she knew was that she wouldn't have missed it for anything.
Upright now, Buddy was fucking his big prick in and out of her asshole with a steady rhythm. The raw excitement of it was beginning to cloud her mind. She couldn't concentrate on what she was doing.
As Sam carefully fucked in and out of his mother's sucking mouth, she reached down between his legs. With one hand she cupped Lisa's face, with the other she began to fuck a couple of fingers in and out of her cunt.
Buddy pulled Lisa from between the woman's legs. He fell onto his side on the rug, puffing Lisa down with him. He pulled her upper leg back and hooked it on his shoulder, then moved over her on straight arms. Face to face now, he resumed fucking into her ass.
Up on the couch, Blanche was obviously feverish with all kinds of lust. She tilted her head back to free Sam's cock from her mouth, and she rubbed her face against the wet, throbbing thing. She looked up at him with bright eyes.
"Now fuck me," Blanche said in a thick voice.
Without hesitation, Sam backed off from her flushed face and brought both legs in between hers. Blanche folded her legs back, heels in the air, as she poised for his incestuous penetration.
His cock fucked into her pussy, and both of them gave a shudder that almost triggered their building orgasms. They giggled together from the sheer newness of it and relaxed into one another's arms. They kissed with tongues coiled and crotches grinding together.
Lisa meanwhile lifted her other leg to Buddy's shoulder and gave, him the most comfortable angle yet. Together, they reveled in their lewd fucking and wished for it to go on and on. But Lisa couldn't resist sliding both hands down to her neglected pussy, rolling her stiff clit under a finger, fucking two fingers in and out of her needy pussy-hole.
"Uuuunnhh!" she cried out suddenly, an almost pained look on her face as her head rolled from side to side. "I'm coming… ooohhh… noooooo, oooooohhhhhhh baby…" Her face contorted with further arousal, her body twisted, her hands whipped madly at her pussy, and she was up, up and over the pinnacle.
Her tender young body bucked vividly against the quick surges of her climax. Again and again the bold, hot sensations gushed through her system, until she thought she might cry with the joy of it.
Finally, her eyes opened to Buddy's smiling face. He seemed nicer today, somehow. Less cocky, and more, well, nice. A night with Blanche had served him well, and he had learned to ass-fuck, too. Lisa drew him down for a kiss, his hard-on still packed into her ass-tunnel.
Then Lisa looked over to see how Blanche and Sam were doing.
That was when she saw that Beth had arrived on the scene.
At the other end of the couch, she was lifting off her nightie, obviously having already seen what was going on and deciding to join in somewhere. With rising anticipation, Lisa saw her mother approach her and Buddy.
Beth squatted between them and the couch. Buddy was twisted away from her, resting on an elbow with his hips between Lisa's legs and his cock still in.
"Save any for me?" Beth asked her son.
Buddy pulled his heavy cock from the suction of his sister's asshole. He pulled himself erect between Lisa's thighs, on his knees. Beth moved a hand to his slimy fucker and simply held it.
Lisa slid a hand between Beth's folded legs and rubbed the woman's cunt. "Anything I can do?" Lisa asked. "Make you wet, maybe?"
"I'd like that," Beth answered, readily swinging round to straddle her daughter's shoulder. She sank her crotch back toward Lisa's mouth as she crouched into line with Buddy's thrusting prick.
She inhaled deeply of its rich spunkiness and, spurred by the wash of her own daughter's tongue over the spread folds of her naked cunt, Beth opened her mouth and took in three quarters of her son's cock in one gulp. His cock made her feel slutty enough all on its own, but knowing where it had just been was more icing on the cake. Beth shuddered in amazement at the depth of her depravity.
Lisa wriggled with perverse pleasures of her own. First her aunt's pussy, now her own mother's. She was an a run-away raft after all, on a river of incestuous fuck lust. With more passengers all the time.
She didn't know what Beth and Buddy had gotten up to before now, but somehow she doubted ass-fucking had been involved. Time to change that.
Lisa raised her head to Beth's ass and stabbed her tongue into her mother's pink asshole. Beth gave a spasm in response but otherwise seemed totally receptive. Lisa fucked a finger in and out of the woman's cunt and then a moved it to the inward pucker of Beth's shitter.
For Beth, there was no mistaking what her daughter had in mind for her. And when she felt the spread of her ass-ring around the incoming finger, she wriggled back against it to take it all in one shot. At the same time, she kept on mouthing Buddy's prick, slicking him up good for the real fun.
On the couch, Blanche and Sam were too wrapped up in one another to notice what else was going on. Blanche was nearing climax, which further shut her off in a world of her own. She was begging for her son to fuck her harder and harder, and he was responding, driving her up a wall of pure pleasure.
Lisa heard her, and when Beth moved aside to turn around and offer her primed asshole to Buddy, the young blonde rolled toward the couch. Coming to a kneeling position, she reached in under Sam's crashing hips and found Blanche's shit-hole with her spunky finger. Fucking it into the hot opening and pistoning her hand, she popped the woman's orgasm wide open.
Blanche went thrashing out of control under her son. The energy of her climax seemed to jump to Sam's body then, because he erupted with her, and as Lisa continued pumping her finger in and out of her auntie's cock-crammed ass, she felt his hot slimy cum run down onto her fingers.
As mother and son relaxed together, Lisa pulled her hand free and licked off the spent fuck-juice. She looked over a shoulder and saw Beth taking the full length of Buddy's cock-rod up her ass.
Sam backed from Blanche's grasp and sat back on his heels. Lisa leaned in and with a few long pulls she sucked his prick clean. She kissed up his body to his lips.
"You know who really ought to suck your cock?" she said.
"Who?"
"My mother."
"Why?"
"Because she hasn't done it yet."
He grinned acceptingly and moved from the couch to take a seat in front of Beth's crouching body. Lisa scampered up to take his place on the couch. Glinting at her aunt, she bent low and began licking Sam's cum from the woman's oozing, temporarily sated cunt.
It had not escaped Lisa's attention that one very important person was so far missing from all the fun and games. She had been waiting and waiting for Matt to show up, but even after she raised her mouth from Blanche's drained cunt, he still had not shown himself.
Lisa licked up into Blanche's cunt-bush, brushing it back. She continued onto the woman's tummy, moving steadily up to the waiting tits. She fluttered her tongue all over the gorgeous tits but didn't linger too long on them. She stretched out on top of her aunt, and the two women kissed.
"You haven't fucked my daddy yet, have you?" she asked.
"In that case, I'd like to introduce you to someone very special."
With that, Lisa rose from the couch, catching Blanche by the hand and drawing the woman to her feet, Lisa led her from the room and up the stairs.
After the vacation was over, who knew what would happen? So it was Lisa's thinking that they should live it up while they had the chance. Take advantage of every opportunity while they could.
They found Matt in bed, still sleeping not knowing what he was missing out on. He was lying on his back, fairly well sprawled out under the cover.
Blanche and Lisa approached the bed together. Lisa took hold of the top edge of the blanket and gingerly peeled it down. Matt was wearing shorts.
Lisa knelt beside the bed. Blanche went around to the other side and, careful not to wake him just yet, moved, onto the bed on her knees. Directly across from Lisa, she crouched low. The girl leaned forward. They converged over Matt's mid-section.
There was a button holding the fly of his shorts closed. Lisa undid it, pulled his under wear open. His cock seemed to spill out into the open, showing some fullness already, as if having sensed the presence of naked females.
Blanche looked from Matt's sleeping face to Lisa. "I hope he likes surprises."
"He's a little old-fashioned, but he knows a good thing when he sees it."
"Or two good things?" Blanche said.
"I hope you don't mind sharing your first time around."
"I never had anything against crowds," Blanche murmured.
Lowering her gaze, the woman took in the sight of Matt's magically expanding cock. In a playful way, she took his prick between her teeth and tugged at it. Seeing the swelling response his prick gave made Lisa want to try, and Blanche let her. Matt's cock strained very gradually toward an upright position.
Matt stirred for the first time. Lisa pushed his cock onto his belly with a cheek and nuzzled her lips into his hairy balls. Blanche bit with her lip now, working from the base of his cock up to the expanding cock-head. Matt stretched and came awake.
"What the…?"
Neither Lisa nor Blanche looked up at him. They focused their attention solely on his cock and balls.
"Jesus Christ!" he said in a hushed tone of amazement.
Lisa scooped his balls into her mouth and sucked warmly. Blanche went down on his cockmeat and sucked up to the tip with wet warmth. She was the first to look up at him.
"You're missing all the fun, you know," she said.
"What fun?"
"Downstairs." She played her puckered lips up and down the underside of his fuck-shaft. "There's an orgy going on… some pretty hot incest."
"Oh, Lord!" he groaned.
Now Lisa raised her head. "We missed you," she said.
"Oh?"
"Every girl needs a daddy to set the right example."
"Is everyone in this family completely insane?" he said nervously.
Thinking as one, Lisa and Blanche grabbed his shorts and pulled them off before he could stop them. They backed off, grinning wickedly.
"I think he's ready to join the party, don't you?" Lisa said.
Blanche nodded eagerly. Both women moved to he foot of the bed, aiming for the door, ultimately.
"Aren't you coming?" Blanche asked Matt. Matt chuckled in surrender. "Something tells me I am."
He slid off the bed and came to join them, and they all started out together, to join in the family fucking downstairs.
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