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Hot and horny family
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CHAPTER ONE


Her cunt moist from thinking about all the foxy boys at school, young Kathy happily bounced her way home, going around to the back of the house and entering through the kitchen, just like she always did. After placing her books on the table, the big-titted blonde teenager proceeded to the dining room, looking for her mother. She was about to ball out when she heard a sound from the living room. Kathy stepped to the open doorway, and again was about to call out when a flash of motion from the side of the room caught her eye. She stared, frozen in shock. Her mother and Ray, her new father, lay naked on the sofa.
Paula Simpson, at thirty-five, possessed a voluptuous beauty which had only been enhanced by the passing years. She lay on her back, her blonde hair fanning out over the sofa cushion. Here white thighs were spread apart, and Ray was sprawled between her knees. His strong, hairy hips were moving up and down rhythmically, and Kathy glimpsed the thick trunk of his cock as it stroked in and out through the encircling lips of her mother's soft, wet cunt.
The young girl had never before seen two people fucking, and the fact that one of the participants was her mother made the spectacle all the more fascinating. Shaking, her throat dry, her eyes wide, she stood and watched.
"Darling, oh, that's wonderful!" Paula moaned as she humped up against Ray's penetrating thrusts. "Your thing's so long and hard! I just love it, sweetheart!"
"And I love you," Ray declared as he pumped his cock in and out of his new wife's warm, snug cunt. "You're great to fuck!"
Kathy's ears burned.
"Don't use those words," Paula panted. But her tone didn't indicate displeasure-far from it.
"I like, to… talk like that… when I'm in you," Ray said, fucking harder now. "It's not wrong. Say the word yourself."
"No, Ray… ooh, noooh…"
"Say it, baby."
There was a moment of silence during which the lovers continued to fuck passionately. Then Paula suddenly cried out, "Ooh, fuck me… fuck meee! I love your big hot cock!"
Ray began to fuck very fast, making the sofa shake. The sac at the base of his cock shook with the fury of his stroking. Paula gasped and let out little whimpers which became sharper and louder until she was squealing like an animal. She clawed at her husband's brawny back and hugged his hairy flanks with her full, firm thighs.
"Just keep fucking me!" Paula moaned. "Keep fucking me until I can't take it any more!"
Kathy continued to watch and listen in shocked silence. She was aware, through her fascinated daze, that juice had flowed from the glands of her virginal pussy and was dampening the dainty crotchband of her panties. She felt very hot and shaky. Her girlish nipples itched against the fabric of her bra.
Finally Ray gave one last heave and a loud groan. His asscheeks compressed as he held his cockshaft deep within Paula's clutching cunt. Tremors passed through him. Paula shook and moaned voluptuously, lacking him to her as they both came furiously.
After a minute Paula's hands slid off her husband's back and her legs relaxed. The tension left Ray's body, and he sealed his mouth to Paula's. They kissed for a long time.
Kathy realized they would be getting up in a few moments and would see her unless she left right away. Her legs shaking, she hurried soundlessly to the kitchen, scooped up her books and left the house, closing the door quietly behind her. She stood outside, still trembling, trying to recover from her experience.
Twenty-four hours earlier, Kathy's mother had made the shocking announcement.
"Darlings, guess what? Your mother has just gotten married! You have a new daddy!"
With those words, Paula had turned her children's secure little world upside down. The next day, young Kathy hadn't yet recovered from the shock.
Walking home from school along the familiar streets of the Iowa town where she was born, Kathy noted that everything seemed the same. Red and gold leaves drifted down from the rows of maple trees, as they had done during each autumn of her life. The neat frame houses which lined the streets appeared unchanged. Yet in reality everything was different.
Kathy had a father for the first time in her memory, but Ray Simpson didn't seem like a father; She still thought of him as the friendly, handsome stranger who ran the real-estate office where her mother worked. But now Kathy was supposed to call him "Daddy" and to accept him as a permanent resident in their home. He already had moved in and had spent last night in her mother's bedroom.
The latter fact had bothered Kathy in a special way. It didn't seem right for her mother to share a bed with any man, whether they were married or not. Kathy knew that her twin brother Billy agreed. He hadn't said it in so many words, but the way he had acted last night and again this morning, as they walked to school together had made his feelings clear to her.
This afternoon, Billy was playing football, and all the classes in the junior high school had let out early so the students could attend the game. But Kathy hadn't felt like watching it and had decided to go directly home. She had hoped her mother would be there alone and they could have a private talk. Instead, she had stumbled upon her mother and Ray fucking. She knew nothing could ever wipe out the memory of what she had seen and heard. Her mother had behaved like an animal with that man-that man whom Kathy was supposed to call "Daddy".
However, even as she condemned him, Kathy couldn't help but wonder how it would feel to have his cock inside her cunt, stroking hard, the way he had been stroking her mother. She unconsciously rubbed her hot cunt mound through her light-blue dress. When she realized what she was doing, she jerked her hand away.
Kathy also realized at that point that she would have to go back into the house. If she were to remain standing outside, her mother or Mr.
Simpson would see her through and wonder what was wrong.
The young girl opened the door, entered the kitchen for the second time, and noisily banged the door shut behind her. She cleared her throat and called out, "Mom!"
She heard a gasp and muffled words from the other room. Then there was the sound of hurried motion.
Her mother called, "Just a minute, darling! Stay right there for a minute!"
"Okay, Mom,". Kathy replied, struggling to keep her voice steady. She walked to the refrigerator and noted that her hand was still shaking as she removed a container of milk. She took a glass from the cupboard.
"Well!" Paula said from the doorway behind her. "You're home early today."
Kathy turned and confronted her mother, who had put on her dress and shoes. Her hair remained mussed, however, and her lipstick was smeared. She looked to Kathy like a bad woman from some cheap movie-the kind of woman who picked up men in bars.
"I, uh, was taking a little nap," Paula said self-consciously. "How come you're home so early?"
"There's a football game." Kathy turned away and poured some milk into her glass.
"Billy's playing?" ''Yes."
"If I'd known, I would have gone to see him." Kathy remained, silent.
"Baby?" Paula asked her daughter hesitantly. "Is everything all right?"
"Sure," Kathy replied. "Why not?" She continued to avert her eyes.
"I don't know. You seem, well, sort of strange." She moved up behind Kathy. "Tell me the truth, Kathy, are you upset because I got married?"
Kathy took a sip from her glass, then asked, looking straight ahead, "Where's Mr. Simpson?"
"Kathy! Call him 'Daddy', won't you?"
"Where is he?" the girl asked again, her tone sharper.
"He's, uh, upstairs."
"Why isn't he at his office?"
"For the same reason I'm not. We only got married yesterday. He has to go out in a little while, though, and close an important deal he's been working on. Then we're going to go on a short honeymoon."
Kathy turned to stare at her mother. "You're leaving? For how long?"
"A few days. Aunt Maude is coming to take care of you and Billy."
"Oh, no, Mom! Not her!"
"Why not?" Paula seemed surprised.
"She wears that awful hearing aid. And she's mean."
"Kathy, I don't understand you today!"
Suddenly the young girl put down her glass and hurried from the room. She ran upstairs. Her new stepfather was nowhere to be seen as she went to her bedroom. She closed the door behind her and threw herself across the bed.
She was still throbbing with excitement over the shock and fascination of watching her mother and stepfather fucking. She couldn't get over how gross and animalistic it looked. But there had been a wild beauty about it, also, which had excited Kathy deeply.
She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. After a few, moments, she lifted her knees, drawing her feet up onto the edge of the bed. Her skirt slid back to, her waist and she moved her thighs apart, just as her mother's thighs had been. She placed her hand on the warm, damp crotchband of her panties and stroked gently, pressing the thin nylon against her tingling, young cunt.
Her clitoris was firm and extremely alive with sensation. It felt good when she pressed her hand against the little bump. But she knew it would feel even better if her panties weren't in the way and if the folds of her slit weren't gathered over the sensitive organ. She decided to slip her hand inside her panties.
Kathy drew her skirt high around her waist. She looked down at herself and admired the sleekness of her thighs, which had grown considerably fuller during the last year. Her hips had rounded out also, but her belly remained nearly flat in the pink panties that hugged it.
She slid her hand under the band at the top of her panties and shivered as she stroked her smooth tummy. Then her fingertips encountered the downy blonde hair that covered her cunt mound. Her bush still wasn't full. She didn't have half the amount of hair on her cunt that her mother had. Kathy didn't know whether to be proud of the hair or to be ashamed of it.
Her fingers crawled deeper between her thighs, the back of tier hand stretching her thin panties outward. She watched the hump in the cloth move ~s she fingered the dainty, slick lips of her adolescent cunt. That felt very good. The tips of two fingers ventured between the soft, slippery folds to stroke the even more sensitive surfaces of her omit and finally to seek out and tease her thrusting little clit. She pinched the tip and rubbed it.
Oh, God, that feels wonderful! She exclaimed inwardly.
She closed her eyes and thought about her stepfather. She imagined that he was above her, thrusting his wicked, hard cock at the opening of her cunt-entering it and stroking up and down, rubbing her clit as her own fingers rubbed it at that moment.
Her other hand stroked the firm mounds of her hot young tits. They weren't nearly as large as her mother's, but Kathy's nipples were hard and thrusting inside her bra, and she couldn't imagine that her mother's nipples were any more sensitive than her own.
She panted and moaned softly, writhing as she stroked her wet cunt.
Then suddenly, she thought of what an awful thing she was doing, and she jerked her hands away from her pussy and tits. She quickly wiped her moist fingers up and down along her thigh as if she were attempting to rid herself of contamination. Then she rolled over onto her belly, pressing her face against the bed. Her skin remained waist high, exposing her firm, youthful ass in the cute, pink panties. But there was no one there to admire it.
Later that day, Kathy found it difficult to face her mother and Ray. At dinner, she kept her eyes averted most of the time, and she spoke only when she was spoken to. She noticed that Billy was watching her, evidently wondering what had happened. But he, too, was having his troubles adjusting to the fact that his mother had gotten married and had brought a strange man into their home.
Billy was a handsome, blond teen who was well developed for his age, having come into manhood a bit earlier than most of his friends.
While Kathy and Billy were tense throughout the evening meal, Paula chattered happily and lavished smiles on her new husband, who returned them with equal warmth. This show of affection between the two troubled Kathy.
Just whom did this Ray Simpson think he was, anyway, she thought, coming into their home and turning her mother into a sex maniac? It wasn't right! It seemed to go against the instruction which her mother had always given her: Avoid temptation. Yet there she was, throwing herself at a men and engaging in sex with obvious pleasure. The fact that they were married made it all right in the eye of the law, but this had no effect on Kathy's feelings. Ray Simpson wasn't her father, she declared inwardly, and he never would be!
After dinner, Kathy went up to her room. She tried to study but found it impossible to focus her mind on English and math. She kept seeing, over and over, the spectacle of that man sprawled between her mother's thighs, driving his rigid cock in and out of her cunt. And the picture her mother presented was even more shocking as she hungrily humped to meet Ray's brutal thrusts.
Kathy grew excited all over again, and guiltily slid her hand down between her thighs to stroke her warm, tingling cunt.
She wished Billy would come to her room so they could talk. For some reason she hesitated to go to him. She was confused about everything.
To make matters worse, her mother was going to leave tomorrow, and her aunt would be here. And what a drag she was! With the old-fashioned way she dressed, she looked as if she belonged in an old folks home, even though she was only a few years older than Kathy's mother.
Aunt Maude had never married, and Kathy thought that was her main trouble. Kathy herself intended to get married someday. But there were all kinds of marriages, and the kind that her mother had just entered into-at her age, with two children-wasn't right, in Kathy's opinion. It simply wasn't right at all!
Kathy went to bed early and lay in the dark, thinking about everything that had happened. She heard mother and Mr. Simpson moving around in the next room. Despite a conscious effort not to do so, she visualized them getting ready for bed, then climbing into bed together.
I wonder if they're going to fuck again tonight? She thought.
There was a balcony that ran along the front of the old frame house, passing in front of Kathy's room and her mother's. French windows opened onto the balcony, and Kathy considered the possibility that she could walk out there and peek into her mother's room. If she and Mr. Simpson had the lights out, there wouldn't be anything to see. But if the window was open, which it usually was, Kathy would at least be able to listen.
It would be wrong, she knew. But everything seemed wrong about the present situation, so what harm would there be in committing another little wrong herself?
The real question was, did she want to spy on her mother and Mr.; Simpson, or didn't she? She had mixed feelings about that. She thought about how she had felt when she had watched them fucking on the sofa. She had been terribly shocked and offended, but the fascination of the sight had been even stronger. If she could have kept her mother from sleeping with that man, she would have done so without hesitation. She would have kicked him out of the house, In fact. But there was nothing she could do to stop what was happening.
She stealthily climbed out of bed and padded across the room to the windows. It was a warm night for early October, and she could go outside in just her nightie. In fact, she grew warmer as she stepped through the window onto the balcony.
As soon as she was out on the balcony, Kathy could see that the lights in the next room were on. Also, the shades were not drawn. Neither she nor her mother made a practice of pulling the shades at night because there was a huge tree in front of the house which prevented anyone from seeing their windows from the street.
Tension mounted within the teen girl as she silently crept along the balcony, edging closer to her mother's windows. Kathy wondered what her mother and Ray were doing right then.
Staying close to the wall, she reached the edge the near window. She stopped there and leaned far enough in front of the window so she could just barely observe what was happening in the room. Since the other half of the window was open a few inches1 Kathy could beer what her mother and Ray were saying.



CHAPTER TWO


"How beautiful these are!" Ray exclaimed as he fondled Paula's bare tits. "So full and soft and white. I love to suck them, darling."
He bowed his head, and his lips settled warmly around an upthrust nipple. Paula drew in her breath as exquisite sensations radiated from the tip of the tit Ray was sucking.
"Ooh, darling… lover… ooh, that feels so good!" Paula exclaimed.
He switched to her other tit and licked it thoroughly before clamping his lips around the stiff nipple. He lashed the nipple with his tongue and bit it gently as he sucked.
Kathy stared at this, and her own nipples felt so hot and tight she could hardly keep from touching them through her nightie. But she managed to restrain herself-for the moment.
Ray rubbed his clean-shaven face back and forth across his wife's full tits, sucking and licking to his heart's content. Her nipples popped in and out of his mouth as they danced atop the soft, springy mounds. Kathy noticed how high her mother's nipples were standing and how Ray's saliva made them gleam in the glow from the bedside lamp.
The fact that her mother and Ray were making love with the light on surprised Kathy and shocked her a little. But how else would she have been able to watch what was going on?
Ray transferred his mouth to Paula's waiting lips. He kissed her long and deeply. Kathy's mouth grew dry and her throat tightened.
Ray backed up, causing the covers to drag lower on his body and Paula's. He began to kiss her around the waist. Kathy watched his hand stroke her mother's belly, then his mouth move next to her navel and his tongue snake out to enter her belly button, licking noisily.
Paula squirmed. "Ooh, darling, you're driving me wild!" she exclaimed in a voice which was low pitched and tense with passion.
Ray moved lower along Paula's side, and the covers fell away from his ass. Kathy stared as he stroked her mother's thighs, then wedged his hand between them and tried to pry them open. At first Paula resisted, but then with a sigh, she let her legs part. Kathy gazed across the foot of the bed at her mother's cunt, nearly hidden from view by the thick blanket of dark hair.
As Ray placed his hand on Paula's soft, furry cunt, Kathy's pussy throbbed responsively. For a moment, she wished she were in her mother's place, receiving Ray's intimate caress. But as soon as her conscious mind became aware of this desire, she repressed the thought. But she continued to watch and listen..
Paula writhed, rolling to and from on her cushiony ass, while Ray petted her pussy. Then suddenly he reared backward, thrusting his ass into the air as he aimed, his face toward Paula's cunt.
Kathy's eyes bugged. She didn't know which was more shocking-the direction in which Ray was now headed or the complete exposure of his cock and balls caused by the upward thrust of his hips. The teen girl stared in fascination at the brown, wrinkled sac, which contained her stepfather's balls, and at the big cock extending forward from above. His cock was huge! She'd had no idea a man's prick could become so long and brutally stiff! Earlier that day, she had glimpsed only the trunk of Ray's cock as he had stroked it in her mother's cunt, but now she saw the whole monstrous thing! She began to quiver wildly.
Her mother became very excited also when Ray started to press his face between her legs. She twisted away from him and damped her thighs tightly closed. "No, Ray," she panted. "Not that. Don't do that, darling."
He raised his head. "Why not, angel?"
"Because it isn't-decent."
Ray chuckled gently. "That's ridiculous. I enjoy doing it. And once you've found out what it's like, you'll enjoy it too.
"I won't!" she declared firmly. "So please don't."
"Baby… " he said, and chuckled again. His attitude was patient and tolerant. But he was determined.
He bent once more toward Paula's cunt and sought to pry her legs apart so he could gain access to it. She struggled. The idea of Ray kissing her pussy was very stimulating to Paula, but she had never engaged in oral sex, and she accepted the puritanical notion that it was wrong.
Spying from the balcony, Kathy became caught up in the drama, which was occurring on the bed as Ray gripped his wife's beautiful thighs and tried to wrench them open without hurting her. Kathy noted that her stepfather's cock remained very high and hard, its hard head gleaming dully as the lengthy organ swung back and forth.
Oh, Mama… Mama! Kathy cried inwardly, and rubbed her own warm thighs together beneath her flimsy nightgown.
She sympathized with her mother's attempts to resist the man's assault and yet, what a thrill it would be to watch him stick his face right down into her mother's cunt as he obviously wanted to do! Kathy had never even heard of this kind of sex, but it seemed as if it might be great fun!
As Ray gradually applied greater pressure, Paula's resolve weakened along with the muscles in her legs. She let out a distraught cry when she realized he was going to have his way with her. She convinced herself there was nothing she could do to stop it.
"No, Ray… ooh, noooh," Paula moaned. But she watched him hotly and expectantly as he lowered his head.
He began slowly, first merely brushing his lips up and down on the wet lips of her cunt while he held her thighs apart, his hands clamped around their soft undersides. Even this subtle caress sent a marvelous wave of pleasure coursing through her, and she breathed tensely. But she still murmured, "No…no… no… " Ray smiled to himself, knowing she would be saying yes in a little while. She was too much a female and altogether too horny not to appreciate this kind of treatment. He knew there was no better way to win and hold a woman in the bedroom than to eat her cunt well and often. And that was practically the only way to get a nice woman like Paula to suck cock, which was a pleasure that Ray, like most men, intensely enjoyed.
As he moved gently along her puffy slit, feeling her cunthairs tickling his lips and nose and chin, he breathed in her delightful fragrance. He extended his tongue a little and stroked it along her dewy crease, where the outer lips of her cunt were barely parted.
He let his tongue move upward across her hooded clit and a sharp tremor went through her. She gasped and stopped begging him to stop. She seemed to be holding her breath.
Bringing his thumbs into play, while continuing to keep his hands wrapped around her thighs, be gently drew the folded flesh away from her throbbing little clit and fluttered his tongue directly against the supersensitive little nubbin.
"Oooooh!" Paula cried. Her hands came down around the back of his head, grasping him to hold him in place.
She had been an easy conquest, Ray decided, and he wondered about the negligence of her former lovers for not putting forth the small effort which was required to break down her puritanical reserve.
Ray concentrated on Paula's palpitating clit licking it and sucking it deftly, while she moaned and gasped. Her massaging fingers actually hurt the back of his head as she gripped him fiercely, but this was a pain, which Ray appreciated.
Since it wasn't necessary for him to hold Paula's thighs apart any longer, he used his fingertips to tickle her cuntlips and to stretch her pussy open. This brought a stronger burst of fresh female fragrance to his nostrils and made it possible for him to stroke his tongue over every delicious inch of her smooth, slippery cunt. He culminated this phase of the act by sticking his wet tongue fully into the deep, clasping recess of her twat, so that the thickness of his tongue's base actually stretched the resilient little mouth as a cock would.
"Ooooh, God!" Paula shrieked, kicking her legs in the air. "Darling, I love it!"
Her teen daughter, standing outside the window, felt moisture burst from her cunt and dampen the crotchband of the thin panties she wore beneath her short nightgown.
Oh, he's really kissing her good down there! Kathy thought. I wonder how it feels? I wonder if I would like it?
She rubbed her cunt through the thin, clinging cloth, and she grew hotter. The feelings she was experiencing, and those she had experienced that afternoon, weren't new to her, because she had felt pleasurable sensations in her emit for as long as she could remember, but they certainly were new in intensity. She felt as if something was going to happen to her, but she didn't know what it was.
After pumping his tongue in and out of Paula's pussy several times, Ray lapped upward along her dripping folds, sucking up her thick, rich juice. Then he went to work on her clit once more, this time flogging the little bud with a rapid fluttering of his tongue.
Paula gasped, yelped, and let out a sustained, high-pitched "Eeeeeeee!"
Ray stopped just when she was about to come, and lifted his head.
"Ooooh… oooh… oooh…" Paula panted as she thrashed wildly, her thighs waving to and fro. "Get on me! Ooooh, get in me! Fuck me! Oh, God, Ray, do something!"
"Why don't you do something first?" he suggested, and flopped on onto his back. His immense cock swayed as it stuck rigidly upward from his hairy loins.
Kathy's eyes ached from the strain of staring at the fantastic happenings in her mother's bedroom. By now she had lifted her nightie and inserted her hand into her bikini briefs. She petted the damp, lightly furred lips of her cunt, while with the other hand, she plucked at her rigid nipples through the top of her nightie. Her young body throbbed with newly awakened desire.
Billy was as concerned as his sister about the change that had taken place in their lives. Deciding he would like to have a private talk with Kathy about it, he climbed out of bed, tiptoed across the hall to his sister's bedroom, and rapped softly on the door.
There was no answer. Perhaps she was already asleep, or perhaps she simply hadn't heard his knock, since it had been so light. But he didn't want to rap harder, for fear his mother and Ray would hear it and wonder what was going, on. If Kathy was asleep, he decided to wake her up. It wasn't very late, and what they had to discuss was important.
He quietly opened the door and peered into his sister's room. "Kathy?' Billy whispered. Still there was no answer.
He entered the room, closed the door behind him, and approached her bed. He could see, by the moonlight drifting in though the windows, that she wasn't there. But she had been there. The bed was slightly mussed and the covers were turned back.
Billy looked around, then noticed that one of her windows was open. He decided she must have stepped out on the balcony. Girls were funny. She probably was out there gazing at the moon and thinking about some guy at school.
Walking over to the window, Billy stuck his head out and was about to call Kathy's name when he saw her silhouetted against the light, which came from their mother's room. She was standing there looking in-spying on their mother and Ray. And she was playing with herself while she did it. Her nightie was up, and she had her hand in her flimsy, nearly transparent panties.
This sight gave Billy a sudden burst of excitement, causing his prick to fill with hot blood. His cock immediately lengthened out and became rigid, making a tent in the front of his pajamas.
He had been having horny thoughts about Kathy for several months-ever since he began to sprout hair around his cock and to get interested in girls. His own sister was cuter than most of the girls at school and, while he knew it was wrong to think of her in that way, he couldn't help wishing they could fool around together, just to find out what it was like.
Now his throat grew tight and his mouth grew dry. Acting on impulse, he stepped out onto the balcony. He moved quietly up behind his sister and touched her on the arm.
Kathy gasped and jumped. Turning, she looked into Billy's grinning face.
"So you've been spying, huh?" he whispered. He hadn't moved close enough to glance into his mother's room himself.
Kathy wanted to die. The fact that Billy had caught her peeping was bad enough, but he couldn't have failed to notice also that she had been stroking her cunt and tits. What he must think of her! She quickly jerked her hand out of her panties and let her nightgown fall to conceal her hips.
She tried to move past him and return to her roam, but Billy grasped her arm.
"Hey, wait a minute," he said. "What's going on in there?"
"Nothing!" Kathy whispered sharply, her voice hoarse. "Now let me go."
She tried to pull away from him, but he held her fast. As they struggled, she brushed against the front of his pajamas and was shocked to feel his hard cock nicking up. She jumped back as if a red-hot poker had touched her, and she gazed down at the lump in his pajamas.
Now it was Billy's turn to be embarrassed. But he covered it with bravado. He grasped Kathy by the arm and moved forward in front of their mother's window, pulling his sister along.
Together they looked into the room and listened to what was being said inside.
"No, Ray! Oooh, no, I can't do that!"
Ray had his thumb and index finger around the base of his erect cock and was swaying the shaft back and forth as he smiled up at Paula, who knelt beside him on the bed.
Billy stared at his mother's full, mature tits, and his cock throbbed harder than ever. He had the greatest boner of his life.
"But I did it for you," Ray said gently. "And I'm as clean as you are. We both bathed a little while ago."
"But I couldn't actually… put it in my mouth," Paula stammered as she stared at the huge rod with its swollen head.
"Good gosh!" Billy exclaimed under his breath.
Kathy just stared. Billy didn't, have to hold her any longer in order to make her stay.
"Then don't put it in your mouth," Ray said. "Just lick it a little."
"Noooh," Paula breathed. But Ray could tell she was thinking the suggestion over.
"Just put your tongue against it," he coaxed. "You'll find out it doesn't taste bad."
"Oh, Ray, it's so nasty," Paula said as she squirmed "No nastier than my licking your cunt. And that wasn't nasty at all."
Billy turned to his sister and asked in a hoarse whisper, "Did he really lick her down there?"
"Yessss," Kathy hissed softly, still staring into the lighted bedroom.
"Shit!" Billy exclaimed, and his hot young cock gave a jerk.
"Put your tongue on it, baby," Ray coaxed the twins mother, and he reached up to wrap his hand around the back of her head.
Billy felt a surge of hatred for Ray. What right did be have to ask his mother to do such a thing? But the boy didn't dare intervene. He couldn't let his mother know he had been spying on her. So he remained where he was and watched, his cock sticking up almost against his flat belly as his stepfather gently but firmly pushed his mother's head down.
Paula was in a state of very confused excitement. Her cunt hungered for the feel of a hard, thrusting cock, and she had that cock right in front of her, but Ray wanted her to lick it first. She believed this was extremely dirty. But the thought of doing it seemed to arouse her all the more.
Ray solved her confusion in the same way he had solved her uncertainty earlier about letting him lick her cunt. He simply made her do what he wanted. He applied stronger and stronger pressure against the back of her head, forcing her to bend lower until his cock was directly beneath her mouth.
A giddy thrill went through her as her lips came into contact with the big head of his up thrust cock, then skidded off as the shaft swayed. She was smelling him now-but to her surprise, she found the scent wasn't bad. In fact, she rather liked it.
She felt her heart thudding like a hammer as she stuck out her tongue and swiped it across her husband's fat, purplish-pink cockbead.
It's really not too bad at all! she thought.
Paula put her hand around the base of his cock to hold it straight up, and began licking it in earnest. Ray smiled as he watched her, Delightful sensations coursed through him, and he knew his new wife was going to be a great cocksucker after all.
Paula's tits hung down and swayed in mature fullness, bobbing together gently as she moved to and fo, licking all over his fat, tasty cockhead. Yes, it was tasty! She was surprised. And the scent which came from the aroused organ was really turning her on in a big way. Her thighs were very wet, and her cunt continued to drip like crazy.
Watching her closely as she licked his cockhead, Ray placed his hand over hers and moved his prick back and forth, rubbing the tip of it against. Paula's face and across her lapping tongue. He saw her lips open wider. She was ready to suck, he decided.
"Come on," Ray said softly but insistently. "Suck my cock, baby." He wiggled the huge cock between her soft, moist lips.
Paula's brain was reeling. She couldn't believe she really wanted to take the throbbing cock into her mouth, but that was exactly how she felt. And she didn't hesitate more than a moment before she opened her mouth wide and let the whole, fat cockhead, along with some of the shaft, glide in.
Ray's prick stuffed her mouth, depressed her tongue shockingly, and almost made her gag as it forged nearly into her throat. But she raised her head a little and saved herself from choking. She closed her teeth gently on the spongy cockhead and locked her lips around the back of the ridge. She sucked, getting a good strong taste of the flavorful cock.
She loved it.
"Bob your head, angel," Ray crooned. "Lick it while you suck. And don't suck too hard. Slow and steady does it."
Paula began to pump her encircling mouth up and down on Ray's hard, thrusting shaft, and she felt deliciously perverted. What a thrill this was? The nerve endings in her lips were highly stimulated by the gliding friction of his prick as the thick, slippery column pressed them outward, holding them open. The ridge of his cockhead offered a special stimulation to the sucking circle of her lips as they moved up and down repeatedly across it. She brought her tongue into more active play, fluttering and gilding the sensitive instrument against his cockhead.
She's turning into a real hot cocksucker! Ray thought, and he couldn't have been happier. This was what nearly every, man wanted from his wife. And far from degrading her in his eyes, it made him love her all the more, because it proved how much she loved him.
Ray gently moved his hips up and down, pumping his cock against her head thrusts, stroking his prick in and out through the soft, wet circle of her lips. He reached out and clutched her dangling tits, squeezing them and bouncing them gently on his palms.
Outside the window, Billy looked at Kathy, but neither of them said anything. What they had observed, and continued to observe, was amazing and shocking, but deliciously exciting at the same time.
Now that she had been introduced to the unique pleasure of giving head, Paula didn't want to stop. Ray's fat, spongy cockhead and the thick bone like shaft which supported it felt too good as they stretched her sucking lips and plunged deeply into her mouth.
However, the time came for Ray to make her stop. It was either that or let her finish him by mouth, which he didn't think she was quite ready to do.
Grasping his wife's head firmly between his hands, he lifted her off his cock. Paula's eyes were misty, and she obviously had become transported into a higher realm of sexual excitement than she ever had reached before.
As Ray guided her onto her back, she moaned, 'Fuck me. Oooooh, fuck me, darling!"
"Yes, sweet, I'm going to fuck you," he said as he mounted her, his immense cock projecting forward.
Paula reached eagerly for his cock, enclosing the hard, thick column in her hot grasp. She tilted the springy shaft down ward, direct into its tip to the flaring, wet folds of her cunt. Ray only had to give a slight nudge of his hips, and his cock glided deeply into her cunt until the throbbing shaft was completely enclosed by her moist, clinging warmth.
As her children stared-Kathy's young pussy dribbling profusely down her thighs, and Billy's prick thrusting hard against his pajamas-Paula hungrily heaved her hips against her husband's vigorous fucking strokes. Ray remained propped up on his arms so he could watch the play of passion on Paula's face and the rhythmic shaking of her tits as he fucked her with intense delight.
His firm cock sank repeatedly into her soft, yielding cunt, which wasn't so soft where it encircled him, clutching and twisting as she rose and fell in rhythm with his thrusts. Her tits shook; their up thrust nipples like buoys riding the rolling swells of the ocean. His belly slapped hers as their crotches churned together with a wet sucking sound.
Billy writhed as he watched them, and his youthful cock accidentally slipped through the fly of his pajamas to stand naked in the light that poured through the windows. Kathy didn't see his cock right away; she was too intent upon watching what was happening in the bedroom. Even Billy wasn't aware at first that his prick was exposed.
Paula whimpered sharply, then released a loud, ecstatic cry as she came. Her cunt spasmed around Ray's pumping cock. He speeded up, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets as he lunged blindly. His hard cock jerked in her convulsive embrace as his cum spurted, splashing into her welcoming cunt.
As the action on the bed came to a stop, Billy backed up from the window. It was then that Kathy saw, for the first time, her brother's erect cock, and she gasped. The cock was nearly as large as Ray's, but was lighter in color. The foreskin came down nearly to the end of his prick, with only the tip of Billy's pink, moist cockhead peeping out.
"Ooooh, Billy!" Kathy exclaimed. "Wowww!" Billy's first impulse was to cover up, but when he saw how excitedly his twin sister was looking at his cock, he got a wild new urge that would have been too shocking to consider until just a few minutes ago. But now his whole outlook on life and sex had changed.
"Do you like it, Kathy?" he asked huskily, his voice shaking. – "Y-yes!'' "Come on," he said. "Let's go into your room."
Kathy let him guide her in front of him, and they entered the bedroom. He closed the windows behind them and drew the, shades.
"Turn your light on," Billy said.
"Wh-what do you want to do?" Kathy asked nervously.
"You'll see. Turn on the light."
Quivering with excitement and apprehension, she felt her way to the bedside lamp and turned it on.
A soft glow splashed over the bed and the rug beside it.
"Let's take our clothes off," Billy said. "No!" his sister exclaimed, fear and shame asserting dominance now.
"I won't hurt you," he promised. "I just want to see what you look like. You're looking at me."
Was she ever! She could hardly tear her eyes away from his big, beautiful, stiff cock that was sticking up so fiercely.
It didn't seem right for them to undress together, but Kathy was so shaken by the acts she had just seen performed on her mother's bed, and by the feelings that were going through her, that she couldn't refuse. With trembling fingers, she lifted her nightie over her head and pulled down the panties that she wore underneath.
Billy, who was also naked by this time, stared at the breath-taking beauty of his sister's tits and downy-haired cunt mound. Her tits, while not very large, were shapely and firm. Their nipples were baby-pink and rigidly erect. The sparse hair of her pussy was as golden as the hair on her head.
Kathy was doing some staring, too. Her brother's hard-on seemed even more impressive now that he had no clothes on. It projected upward at a sharp angle, and now she could also see his balls, bunched up at the base of the shaft. He was really a man in every way! But she was mystified by the fact that his cockhead was partially covered by an outside skin, while Ray's cock wasn't. She couldn't resist asking Billy about this.
"How come you have that skin that comes down over it?" she inquired, pointing.
"That's called a foreskin," he said. "That's because I wasn't circumcised."
"Are most men… circumcised?" This fascinated Kathy. Somehow, she had never heard of it before.
"More are than aren't, I guess.''
"How come you aren't?"
"Because Mom didn't have them do it when I was born."
"Is it bad not to have it done?"
"I don't think it makes any difference." It pleased him to discuss his prick with his sister.
"But does that skin make it different when you… fuck?" she asked nervously.
Hearing her use the word "fuck" stimulated Billy even more. He hadn't thought she knew it, though if he had considered the matter he would have realized that a girl couldn't very well have gotten to be her age without haying heard the word many times at school.
"I can push the skin back," he told her, and he did it.
Kathy became even more excited as she watched his pink, moist cockhead surge into full view. Now he looked like Ray, except the head of Billy's cock was pinker.
"Can I touch it?" Kathy asked hesitantly.
"Sure," her brother replied' happily. "But let's lie down on your bed."
"Oh, no! That would be awful!" ''What's awful about it? We wouldn't really do anything. We'll just touch each other."
"Isn't that almost as bad as fucking?" Kathy asked.
"Cripes, no! You were touching yourself a little while ago. I saw you. And I touch myself down their lots of times."
"You do?"
"Sure. Lately something's been happening when I touch myself," he confided.
"Like what?"
"You'll see. Come on-lie down on the bed with me."
Kathy was too curious and weak right then to refuse this latest and most daring request by her brother. Though she continued to quiver with apprehension, she climbed onto the bed and stretched out on the covers.
Billy lay down on his back beside her, his cock wiggling stiffly in a way that continued to amaze his sister. As he settled himself, his cock projected backward above his lean belly.
"Does your thing hurt you when it's hard like that?" she asked.
''It's a cock,'' he said, "not a 'thing'." "I know."
"Then call it a cock."
"Oh, all right. Does your cock hurt you now?" "Naw, it feels great.'' "You like it to be hard like that?"
"Yeah. It feels much better hard than soft."
"I have something down here that gets hard, too," Kathy said and made a gesture toward her blonde-fuzzed cunt.
"Let me see," Billy said. He sat up and leaned over her.
Kathy's heart hammered wildly. She extended her hand toward his lap and said, "Let me touch you first."
At the first contact between her fingertips and his upthrust, hard cockshaft, she recoiled. But then she told herself she was being silly.
She wrapped her cool, slender, soft fingers around the rigid shaft and squeezed. She could feel her brother's blood throbbing in the organ. As she held her breath, she slid her small hand up onto the head of Billy's prick and squeezed the bulbous knob.
He groaned.
"You like that?" Kathy asked in a ragged voice.
"Yeah. It feels great!"
It pleased Kathy to know that she was capable of giving him pleasure. Also, the feel of his hard cock fascinated her. The shaft was so hard that it felt almost like bone with a thin layer of skin drawn over it, yet she could feel his vitality pounding inside. The cockhead was quite springy in contrast. It was also sticky and moist.
"Move your hand up and down on it," Billy pleaded, breathing hard. "That's what I do to myself sometimes."
"You mean like this?" Kathy asked, and began to stroke her encircling hand along the length of his cock, rubbing the foreskin back and forth across the ridge of his cockhead.
"Yeah!" Billy rasped. "Oh, shit, that's good!" ''Billy.."
"Well, it is," he panted. "Let me feel you, too."
Kathy parted her legs as Billy reached across to touch her, and his fingertips explored her enticing little pussy. The dainty folds of flesh were very slick and soft. But she was right about having something hard down there, also. It felt like a little pea and was located in the folds at the very top of her slit. When he began to touch it, Kathy gasped with delight.
"What do you… call that?" he asked as she continued to stroke his cock up and down.
"It's my clitoris," she told him. "Rub it. Pinch it. That freaks me out!"
Billy rubbed the slick little pea as she had requested, and she stroked his cock all the harder. They writhed together on the bed as waves of sensual pleasure coursed through their hat young bodies.
Kathy thought of her mother getting licked between her legs by Mr. Simpson, and she tried to imagine how that would feel. She also though of her mother getting Mr. Simpson's long, stiff cock shoved into her, and she daydreamed for a moment, placing herself, rather than her mother, on the bed with the older man.
Billy too was playing mental games while Kathy stroked his cock. He kept visualizing his mother going down on his stepfather's prick, and he imagined her going down on him, instead. Then he thought of one of his teachers, who was a pretty young woman, going down on him. His mind flitted to other girls-girls in his classes at school- and he imagined them sucking his cock and letting him fuck them.
Kathy's cool little hand kept stroking his cock, and Billy kept tickling her clit. Finally he knew that the thing that had been happening to him lately- the thing he had mentioned to his sister-was going to happen again. Right now.
He groaned, arched upward, and enjoyed a magnificent sensation as his young cock suddenly spewed forth a spurt of thick whitish cream. Kathy gasped when this happened and jerked her hand away from him, but his prick kept spurting and twitching. The cum splattered against his belly, making a pool there, and Kathy stared at it in fear and amazement.
"Wh-what's that?" she asked after he had calmed down. "What happened?" She was afraid she may have hurt her brother in some way.
"It's… all right," he said, breathing heavily. "That's what I was telling you about. Oh, man, I feel good!"
Kathy didn't know what to make of it, and she didn't feel very good at all. She had felt wonderful a few moments ago, while Billy was rubbing her clit. It had seemed that she was building up to something really fine. Then that awful eruption from Billy's cock had startled her, and he had stopped rubbing her cunt. Now she felt nervous and uptight.
The stuff that had came out of Billy smelled funny. Not bad, really, but kind of strong and strange,
"What is that?" Kathy asked, staring at the cum on his belly.
"It's what makes babies," Billy said. "It's called semen. Didn't you ever study about that in school?"
"Oh. Yeah, I guess I did."
Billy looked closely at his sister. "How do you feel?"
"I don't know. Not so good, I guess."
"'What's the matter?"
Kathy's mood suddenly changed, and she became hostile. "Oh, don't ask me things. I don't want to talk any more. Go back to your room."
"But, Kathy-"
"Go back to your room right away!" she demanded, her voice rising.
"Okay… okay," Billy grumbled, and got off the bed.
He also felt uneasy about what they had done, now that it was over. He put on his pajamas and Kathy slid under the covers.
Just before leaving the room, Billy warned, "Don't tell Mom what we did."
"Mom!" Kathy said scornfully. "After the way she carried on with that man, she's got no right to bug us about anything."
"Just the same, don't tell her."
Kathy's tone softened. "Don't worry, I won't."
After her brother had gone, she turned out the lamp. She felt miserable, both mentally and physically. She lay there for a long while before finally falling asleep.



CHAPTER THREE


"Well, how's my big girl this morning?" Ray inquired jovially when Kathy came down to breakfast the next day. He and Paula were seated at the kitchen table, having toast and coffee.
"I'm all right, Mr. Simpson," the young girl replied in a cool tone. She avoided looking at either him or her mother as she sat down and poured dry cereal into her bowl.
Paula regarded her daughter critically. "I told you, Kathy, that you're to call him Daddy."
Ray quickly spoke up. "That's all right. Let Kathy do whatever is most comfortable for her. The important thing is that we're going to get along very well. Aren't we, Kathy?"
"Yes, sir," she said, and poured milk on her cereal. She still didn't look directly at him.
Billy entered the room and said nothing as he took his place at the table.
Good morning, darling," his mother greeted him cheerfully.
"Hello there, Son," said Ray. "Have a good sleep?"
"Yeah, pretty good," Billy said, pouring cereal into his bowl.
Paula bit her lip. She was going to have trouble with her children, she realized. It was plain that they resented Ray's presence in their home, and they probably also resented the affection she was giving him.
It was best to be patient with them, she decided, and not attempt to force things. Ray seemed to understand that. He was a wise man in many ways. She loved him very much.
Paula smiled and addressed both her children. "You know that your, ub, daddy and I are going to be away for a few days. We're leaving this afternoon. Aunt Maude will be here when you get home from school. Be nice to her, won't you?"
"Yes, Mother," Kathy said primly.
"I know I can count on you, too, Billy," his mother said.
"Yeah, Mom."
Paula glanced at Ray, who was looking lovingly at her. He gave her a wink of reassurance.
The children didn't linger over their breakfast, since they were due at school. Paula gave them some last-minute instructions about things to do and not to do while she was gone. Then she and Ray accompanied them to the front door.
As Kathy kissed her mother goodbye, she thought of how she had watched her mother use her mouth on Mr. Simpson. Kathy wanted to wipe her mouth after the kiss.
When Ray offered his hand, she took it. They didn't kiss. Billy went through the same routine with his mother and Ray.
As the children turned to leave, Kathy said to her mother stiffly, "I hope you have a good time."
"Thank you, darling," Paula said with a warm smile. "We will."
Throughout the day, the young girl had great difficulty keeping her mind on her studies. Naughty pictures kept flashing in her mind. She still regarded them as naughty, despite her disillusionment with her mother's moral teachings, because she had nothing but those tarnished morals to believe in.
One picture that returned again and again was of her mother writhing on her back with her parted legs sticking up in the air, while Mr. Simpson fucked away between them. That had made her mother look especially wicked, because of the impassioned expression on her face while it was happening.
Providing almost equal torment was the recollection of what she and Billy had done. She kept feeling his stiff cock in her hand as she stroked it, and she thrilled again to the caress of his fingertips on her hot, slick clit.
Her panties were damp during most of the day.
Some friends walked home from school with her and Billy, thereby preventing Kathy from talking with Billy about what had been troubling her. Their friends continued on down the Street when she and Billy turned up and walk which led to the front door of their home.
"Are you ready for sourpuss Maude?" Billy asked wryly.
"She makes me want to barf," was Kathy's reply.
When they opened the door and entered the house, a startled female voice called from the living room, "Who's there?"
"It's us Auntie-Kathy and Billy," the young girl replied.
"Oh. You're home so soon?" Their mother's sister appeared in the doorway and didn't smile as she surveyed her niece and nephew.
The forty-year-old spinster was tall and had a full figure, but her physical features were not enhanced by the plain, conservatively tailored dress she wore. Her long black hair, which would have been attractive if she had styled it smartly, was wound into a severe bun. She wore no makeup. The old-fashioned hearing aid, whose dangling wire disappeared inside the dress, lent a final negative touch to her appearance. She had been forced to adopt the bulky appliance when she was twenty, Paula once had explained to the children, and it had exerted a stifling effect on her personality. But Kathy and Billy suspected that she simply was born disagreeable.
"Did you wipe your feet before coming into the house?" Maude asked.
"Yes, Auntie," Kathy replied in a tired tone.
"Well, come into the living room, then," the older woman said, and turned to lead the way.
Billy made a face.
"Sit down, sit down," Maude said, and gestured irritably toward the sofa. "Now I want to tell you bow I expect you to behave while your mother is away" The children were forced to sit through a ten-minute lecture on such matters as keeping their rooms tidy, appearing for meals precisely on time, and not "bringing a lot of noisy youngsters into the house. They dutifully agreed.
"Now you've probably got homework to do," Maude concluded, "so up to your rooms right away and get started on it. The television will not be turned on this evening until all of your homework has been done-do you understandt"
"Yes, Auntie," Kathy said.
As she and her brother walked up the stairs side by side, Billy remarked under his breath, "The old creep!"
But they both knew there was nothing to be gained by defying their aunt, and they went directly to their respective rooms to do their homework as she had ordered. Later they appeared for dinner at precisely six o'clock. The meal, while hearty and nourishing, wasn't as tasty as the food their mother usually prepared. But neither of the children complained.
After dinner, Maude required them to do the dishes. Then, before she would permit them to turn on the TV in the living room, she insisted they show her their completed homework assignments.
Maude sat down in the living room and chose the first two programs, neither of which the children liked. By eight o'clock, she began to yawn.
"I believe I'll go up to my room," she said a few minutes later. "You may remain down here until ten o'clock, but then you're to turn off the TV and go to bed. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Auntie," Kathy replied.
"Mom lets us stay up until eleven sometimes," Billy pointed out.
"Well, I am not your mom," Maude said firmly. "You will go to bed at ten every night while I am here. If necessary, I'll make it a point to stay awake so I can come down and check on you."
"You don't need to do that, Auntie," Kathy said. "We'll go to bed at ten."
Billy glared at his sister. He wondered why she was sucking up to their grouchy old aunt.
When ten o'clock arrived, Billy suggested,
"Let's stay up and watch more TV."
But Kathy said, "I don't feel like it. I'm going to bed."
"Well, I'll go too," he said, and snapped off the TV.
"How do you suppose Mom and Mr. Simpson are getting along?" Kathy asked as she turned off the lights in the living room.
"The same way they got along last night," Billy said.
"Do you think they're… fucking tonight, too?" his sister asked in a whisper.
"They're on their honeymoon, aren't they?" Billy retorted. "What do people go on a honeymoon for, except to fuck?"
"But do they do it two nights in a row?"
"They do it whenever they feel like it, I guess."
"I don't think I'd feel like doing it that often," Kathy said.
"What do you know about it?" her brother shot back.
"I know as much, as you do. You've never done it either."
"I'm going to one of these days," he said as they started up the stairs.
"Shhh. Aunt Maude might hear you."
"Aw, bullshit," Billy said. "You know she takes off her hearing aid when she goes to bed."
"Don't say 'bullshit'," Kathy chided. "It sounds nasty."
They went to their respective rooms. Kathy turned on her radio, setting the volume low. She was about to begin getting 'undressed when she remembered what had been bothering her during the day-the part about what she and Billy had done last night. She wanted to tell him that they must never do that again.
She left her room, tiptoed across the hail, and opened Billy's door.
She hadn't really thought about the possibility that he may be undressed. However, the fact was that she had always been in the habit of knocking before entering his room just as he always had done before entering hers, but this time she merely opened the door and walked in.
Kathy's eyes widened as she stared at her twin brother. He was standing in front of his dresser mirror, looking at himself sideways, and his cock was rigidly erect. He had his hand around the shaft, suggesting that he had just stroked it into the aroused state.
He whirled when he heard Kathy enter the room. "Hey, get outa here!" he said, and tried to cover his stiff cock.
For a few moments, she couldn't move. The sight of Billy standing there with a big hard-on captivated her and evoked an immediate response within her cunt. She could feel the glands of her pussy spring into action, and she became very hot.
"I-I'm sorry," she finally was able to murmur, and turned to leave.
She hurried back to her own room, closed the door, and lay down on her bed. Her heart was thumping wildly, and by now her pussy was wet.
She was ashamed to have reacted that way at the sight of her own brother, but her shame didn't lessen the excitement. She had been keyed up all day as a result of her frustrating experience with Billy the night before, and by now she was so hot she could hardly stand it.
Feeling that she was doing wrong, but unable to control her sinful urge, she lifted her skirt and began rubbing her hot little pussy through her silk panties.
She gripped the waistband of her panties and wriggled her hips as she pushed the undergarment down to her thighs. Then she placed her hand directly on the fuzzed, moist lips of her cunt and rubbed them. Soon she was concentrating on the tingling tip of her clit, stroking and squeezing it as she gasped and writhed.
No! she suddenly thought. Oh, God, I mustn't do this!
She pulled her panties back up into place and pushed down her skirt. She lay there smoldering and breathing hard as she stared at the ceiling.
After a while she got up, and with trembling fingers, removed her clothes. She didn't put on a nightie. She turned out the lamp and climbed into bed.
Her young body continued to throb with desire as she lay in the dark, wishing she could fall asleep. But sleep seemed very far off. The vision of Billy, as she had seen him a few minutes ago, kept flashing in her mind, and this took her back to the preceding night when she had watched her mother and Mr. Simpson fucking.
Kathy caught herself wishing Billy would come to her. It would be possible for them to do most anything without their aunt finding out what was going on. She was practically deaf without her hearing aid.
The young girl wondered desperately what she could do to ease the burning within her cunt. She writhed between the sheets and rubbed her hot thighs together. They were very damp now.
Again she sent her fingers down to explore the slippery folds of her cunt, to seek out her sensitive clit and to caress the little bump. That felt so very, very good!
But it had felt even better when Billy had played with her. Oh, if only he would come into her room and do that again!
Quite a few minutes passed, and Kathy kept glancing at her closed door, which was illuminated by the moonlight that splashed in through the windows.
Billy… Billy! she thought. Oh, Billy, I need you!
She stroked her cunt for a while, then stopped in shame as her passion subsided slightly. But she couldn't resist resuming her sinful masturbation. Still nothing happened. She couldn't bring herself even close to the point of release.
Suddenly she heard a sound and glanced at the door. It was still closed. But she kept staring at it, because the noise had seemed to come from there. As she watched, the door began to swing open.
Kathy's heart thudded. She caught her breath.
The door opened further, and she saw what at first appeared to be a white blur. But she realized immediately it was Billy. She lifted her head from the pillow and stared at him. He was naked!
"Billy!" she exclaimed.
He held his finger to his mouth and said, "Shhhh."
He turned and closed the door behind him. Then he approached the bed. As he came closer, passing directly through the shaft of moonlight, Kathy saw that his beautiful cock was sticking up, just as it had been when she had entered his room a little while ago.
Giddy thrills went through her. She fought the urge to immediately reach out and grasp his manly cock.
"Keep quiet," Billy whispered.
"Why?" Kathy responded. "Aunt Maude can't hear."
"Maybe she's got her hearing aid on and she's listening."
"That's crazy. She's probably sound asleep."
"Slide over," Billy said. "I want to get in bed with you."
Kathy hesitated for only a moment, then did as he had requested. He slid under the covers and stretched out beside her.
Kathy's heart was hammering so hard by this time that she could hear it. Her throat felt tight.
"Put your hand on my cock," Billy whispered, and she immediately complied. She gripped his hot cock and began to stroke it.
"Play with me, too," Kathy said, gasping.
He placed his hand on her moist cunt and began to rub the soft, wiggly lips. This contact, plus Kathy's stroking of his cock, sent him into sexual orbit.
Suddenly Billy knew what he would have to do tonight. He wasn't going to be satisfied with getting jerked off.
He turned toward Kathy and slid his hand up from her pussy to her tits. He rubbed his sister's hard mounds, enjoying their taut quiver. Her nipples stuck up so firmly that they scratched his palm.
"Oooh, Billy… ooooh," Kathy purred.
He lowered his face to a tit and clamped his lips around her nipple. He sucked the nubbin hard. Kathy went out of her mind with delight. She pulled urgently on her brother's throbbing prick.
"I've gotta fuck you!" Billy croaked. "Oh, Jesus, let's fuck!"
The words seared Kathy's brain, and she jerked her hand away from his cock. Panic gripped her.
"No!" she exclaimed. "We can't! Ooh, Billy, you've got to leave here!"
"I won't," he said huskily. "I need you!"
He started to climb on top of her. His sister's brain reeled. She fought him desperately, flailing her arms and trying to kick him. But he succeeded in settling himself between her thighs; his hard cock sandwiched up against his sister's belly.
By leaning against her, Billy was able to hold Kathy down, and he quickly grasped her arms and pinned them to the mattress.
Her panic became intense when she realized that her brother was too strong for her to resist. In fact, he was already in position to do what he wanted. The thought of him actually getting inside her- breaking her cherry and driving his stiff young cock deeply into her, as she had watched Mr. Simpson drive his shaft into her mother-terrified her and flooded her with shame. Yet her sexual excitement increased. Her body wanted him to do the awful thing, while her mind and morals resisted.
"Billy, please… ooh, please!" she said desperately. "We can't do this!"
"We've got to!" he said.
"It's a terrible sin!"
"Shut up," was his only answer, and he released one of her arms momentarily while he reached down and grasped his cock to direct it toward his sister's cunt.
Kathy swung at him, striking the side of his head and clawing him on the cheek. But when she felt the hot tip of his prick nosing into her cunt, she turned to jelly.
"Ooohhh… ooh, noooh!" she moaned.
As Billy began to push his cock against the membrane of her cherry, a sharp pain went through her, and she gasped. She held her breath and she couldn't fight. She couldn't even think any more. Her body just kept throbbing.
Billy pushed harder. His young cock was extremely strong and stiff, and he didn't have to exert much pressure in order to rupture his sister's cherry. When the tissue began to tear, the pain became blinding. Kathy sobbed behind clenched teeth, and tears flooded her eyes.
Then suddenly the breaking of her cherry was complete and the pain subsided as she felt Billy's hard cock gliding into her. In, in, in he came, filling her tight, virginal cunt with the bonelike shaft of his cock.
This was Billy's first time, and the giddy thrill of feeling his cock captured by her cunt was overpowering. His head became light, and he immediately gave in to the urge to hunch rapidly-to stroke his sensitive cock in and out of his sister's clinging cunt.
To Kathy, the entire room seemed to spin. She gasped and moaned, but didn't move, because she was completely overcome by what was happening to her. There was great pleasure, but it was mingled with the hurt of friction against the torn edges of her cherry. The whole experience awed Kathy to such an extent that she couldn't respond freely. She was amazed at the feel of Billy inside her-his hardness and rapid motions, alternately filling her and receding, driving deep into her young cunt then withdrawing, the motions being repeated so quickly that she could scarcely become accustomed to the sense of possessing him.
But she began to feel as if she were building toward something, like when she had rubbed her cut, or when Billy had rubbed it. Then suddenly her brother rammed his cock deeply into her cunt and held it there as it gave a spastic lurch. She felt a spurting-some kind of warm moisture being released in her cunt-and Billy went limp on her with a sigh.
Kathy realized what had happened, and this filled her with a new fear. Billy had injected into her some of the thick, milky fluid she had watched spurting from his cock last night-the stuff that made babies!
"Ooh, no!" she cried out, and began to fight Billy fiercely. She beat at him with her fists and flailed her legs as she sought to throw her brother off and to wriggle out from under his weight.
"Hey, what's the matter?" he asked stupidly as he lifted his head and tried to restrain her.
"You've knocked me up!" she exclaimed. "Oh, God, you've knocked me "Quiet!" Billy whispered harshly. "Aunt Maude might hear."
"Oooh, I'm pregnant, I'm pregnant!" Kathy wailed. But she stopped fighting. She realized that would do no good now.
"You probably aren't," he said. "Anyway, if it happened, it happened."
"Ooh, Billy, how could you?" she cried, and lapsed into sobs.
But her misery wasn't solely inspired by the possibility that she was pregnant, as awesome as that seemed. Though she had been fucked, she hadn't obtained any real satisfaction from it. Like her abortive experiences with masturbation, there had been stimulation without release. Her nerves remained taut as piano wires. Her young body still cried out for gratification which she didn't understand, but which she now desperately needed.



CHAPTER FOUR


Billy had obtained satisfaction. But the feeling had come too quickly and was too quickly gone. He was like a kid who had broken into a candy store and devoured only one candy. His appetite demanded, more and, since it was there for him to take, he wasn't about to leave until he had gotten his fill.
Like most boys his age, Billy had thought a great deal about sex. He had heard things and read things, and he had watched his mother and Mr.
Simpson fucking last night. Though he felt that Kathy wasn't the ideal person to have sex with, since she was his sister, she was the only female available to him-and her body did turn him on. As for the risk of her becoming pregnant, he had a natural fatalism regarding that. Anyway, as he had told her, if it were going to happen it probably had happened already.
Billy crawled backward, withdrawing his soft cock from his sister's wet little cunt, and he lowered his face to her tits. He began to lick at her nipples, which remained very hard.
New sensations of pleasure lashed at Kathy's nerves. The process of stimulation was beginning all over again, starting this time from a higher level of intensity.
Kathy whimpered and fretted, but she allowed Billy to lick her young, firm tits. His wet tongue swabbed her sensitive nipples; his lips seized the little tips and tugged. Moaning, she writhed, seeking further stimulation and at the same time seeking to make her brother stop.
Billy derived great pleasure from mouthing his sister's titties, and this pleasure expressed itself in the form of a new, thrusting hard-on. He raised his bead and crawled forward, bringing the end of his cock into contact with the slightly open and moist lips of Kathy's cunt.
"No!" she cried. "Oh, Billy, we can't do it again!"
"Keep quiet!" he growled. "If Aunt Maude comes in, we've had it."
"But Billy, It's so wrong and-ooohhh!"
Again he was inside her, his slippery, hard cock gliding deep. This time she felt less discomfort. She was more open an4 more thoroughly lubricated, by his cum as well as by her own juice. The pleasure was immediate and strong.
Billy felt less giddy this time; he was more in command of himself. The fantastic sensation of slowly stroking his cock into his sister was so good that he decided to follow with more slow strokes rather than to fuck her briskly from the start, as he had done the first time.
He withdrew his cock nearly all the way, and Kathy gasped. She didn't want to break the contact at that moment, though she could easily have done so, but waited with held breath, anticipating another deeply penetrating thrust. Billy gave it to her, slamming his hard cock all the way home in his sister's tight cunt.
"Aaahhh!" she cried, and clutched him. Her knees lifted slightly.
"Feel good?" he asked, looking directly into her face, his eyes tense.
"Yesss," Kathy hissed. "But we shouldn't."
It seemed so strange to have him above her-on her and in her-looking down at her that way.
He pulled his prick back a second time, then slid the long column slowly into her cunt again. That felt very good to him. He stroked out and in, out and in, setting a slow, steady rhythm and penetrating deeply with each thrust.
Kathy gasped, then whimpered. Her hips began to move cautiously against him. She was really getting with it now. She moved more actively, taking her brother's cock even deeper into her teen body.
Soon they were driving their crotches together. Kathy punctuated the rhythm with sharp little sounds. She clutched Billy hard around his back.
As he speeded up, she felt that she was right with him. Something was going to happen this time. She knew it.
"Billy… ooh, Billy!" she panted.
He drove his hot cock into her-rocking, slamming, screwing, fucking, making her come!
Kathy let out a blissful sigh as the warmth of orgasm enveloped her. She trembled ecstatically. Her cunt spasmed around her twin brother's prick. All tension melted away, giving her an ecstasy she had never before known. Billy's hot spurts, deep inside her, added the final touch to her rapture. She had never even imagined that such boundless pleasure existed.
Now she knew what sex really meant, and this was a revelation that changed her life.
As soon as Billy had pulled his cock out of her and rolled onto his back, she bent over him and began to cover his face and neck with kisses. He was amazed.
"Oh, darling, darling Billy!" Kathy exclaimed as her mouth darted from place to place. "You were wonderful! It was so good!"
"You really liked it, huh?" he said, proud of himself, but still mystified by the suddenness of his sister's change of heart.
"Ooohhh, yesss! I want to do it same more! Oh, Billy!" she kept kissing him.
Now she grabbed his cock and began to tug at the limp, wet organ, trying to induce a new hard-on.
But her efforts were in vain.
"Billy, make it hard!" she begged.
"I can't. Not right now." His cheeks were flushed as he looked at her, his hair falling partially in front of his face.
"But I want to fuck some more," she said. "Oooh, that was nice!"
Billy had been thinking of what he had seen his mother do with Ray.
"Maybe you could make me hard," he said, "if you wanted to put your mouth on it."
She stared at him and her lower lip slackened. He grinned and said, "Well, Mom did it."
"Yes, but-"
"Go ahead," he urged, becoming more excited the more he thought about the daring act.
Kathy thought about it also. Then suddenly she shook her head. "No, I couldn't," she said with a tone of finality.
"Why not?"
"Because it's nasty."
"Mom seemed to like doing it to Mr. Simpson."
He grasped his limber cock and wiggled it. "Come on, Kathy. Just suck me a little. I'll bet you can make me hard in a hurry."
"No."
Billy stared at her. He decided that he wasn't going to accept no for an answer. He would make her do it!"
He reached out and grasped her around the head. She began to struggle, but she succeeded in pushing her head down so that her face rubbed across his cock and balls. That gave him a little thrill.
To Kathy it was humiliating. His cock smelled strongly after having been used twice inside her cunt, and it was slimy with their mingled juices. She turned her lips inward so they wouldn't touch the wet cock, and she twisted out of her brother's grasp as quickly as she could.
"If you're going to treat me this way, I'm going to get up," she announced, and tried to get off the bed.
But Billy grasped her once more and threw her roughly onto her back. She kicked, but he managed to swing on top of her without catching a clout in the balls. He settled onto her waist.
"What are you trying to do?" she demanded as she stared angrily up at him.
"I'm trying to get you to suck my cock," Billy said frankly. "I won't!" she replied. "It's a ditty, smelly thing!"
"Then I'll jam it into your mouth. And if you bite it, I'll really mess you up. Dig?"
"Billy! How can you treat me like this?"
"Quit acting like a kid," he said. "Mom sucks Simpson's cock, so you can suck mine."
Kathy became very upset. She decided that maybe she didn't like sex after all.
She twisted and thrashed, trying to throw her brother off or to get out from under him. But his position was such that he could easily maintain control. After catching her flailing arms and pinning them to the bed, he crawled forward and placed his knees against her arms, holding them firmly next to her body. He hooked his calves across her wrists and sat on her tits. She, now was completely restrained except for her legs, which could kick but couldn't reach him.
Billy leaned forward against the head of the bed, causing his cock and balls to dangle over his sister's face. She flopped her head from side to side, desperately trying to avoid contact with his cock.
The more she fought, the more determined Billy became to make her stick his cock. It was already hanging forward from his balls, partially erect, and he knew that the moment her warm, wet mouth surrounded the head of it, his prick would snap to rigid attention.
He lowered his body so that his balls came into contact with her chin, and they bounced as she kept turning her head. He leaned on one arm and grasped his cock with his free hand. He smeared it all over his sister's face-across her eyes and forehead, down one cheek and up the other, over her nose and along her lips.
She kept her lips turned inward and made little whining sounds in her throat. But as she struggled in an increasingly vain effort to avoid oral contact with his cock, her pussy started moistening once more. Her cuntlips flared, inviting the insertion of Billy's cock.
But Billy was determined to do something first. He wanted to treat her as he had watched Mr. Simpson treat his mother.
Billy settles down so that his hairy scrotum was spread against his sister's chin. With one hand he held her head in position while with the other he swiped the slimy head of his cock back and forth across the thin line of Kathy's lips.
Then, as he clamped his thumb around her chin, he used his fingertips to spread her lips in front of her tightly clenched teeth. With the other hand, he directed the tip of his prick between her soft, moist lips. As she moaned desperately but found herself unable to prevent what was happening, he worked his cock back and forth between her lips, the cockhead rubbing against her teeth.
The sensitive nerve endings of her lips felt the clammy sponginess of his cockhead, and her tastebuds savored the flavor of his cock while she breathed in its raunchy scent. Very quickly her entire being became permeated by the feel, taste and smell of her brother's prick, and she felt her aversion to it weakening. She thought of how reluctantly at first, then how pleasurably, her mother had sucked Mr. Simpson's cock. The same chaise in attitude seemed to be taking place in her.
"Come on, Kathy," Billy said, breathing heavily. "Take my cock into your mouth."
He wiggled his cockhead against her teeth and enjoyed the stimulation of her lips rubbing the sensitive surface. Though he had experienced two comes in quick succession just a little while ago; the contact with her lips was already causing his cock to swell again.
Though she wasn't aware of willing them to do so, the muscles of Kathy's jaws began to relax, and her teeth parted slightly.
"That's it, baby," Billy crooned. "Open your mouth wide.
Her jaws suddenly snapped, open, and she was amazed to feel her brother's slick, bulging cockhead plunging into her mouth. Her brain whirled with giddiness and she closed her eyes as Billy pushed his prick back on the velvety platform of her tongue. His shaft was completely stiff by now, and its thickness stretched her small mouth. The encircling snugness of her soft lips thrilled him, as did the scraping of her teeth on his shaft. His cock was bathed by her saliva and heated by the warmth of her oral cavity.
She started to gag when he shoved his cock too deeply into her mouth, and he withdrew slightly. That felt better to Kathy.
The copious flow of her saliva was washing all the sexual juices from his prick, giving her tastebuds a treat before the mixture trickled down her throat. She gulped repeatedly.
Having Billy's cock in her mouth wasn't nearly as bad as she had believe it would be. In fact, she was beginning to enjoy it.
She started to suck.



CHAPTER FIVE


Magnificent thrills slammed through Billy's young body as his sister worked her lips on the shaft of his cock and agitated her cushiony tongue against the sensitive underside of his cockhead.
He groaned and began to stroke his cock in and out of her mouth, moving it only an inch or so each way. Kathy's compressed lips crawled along the shaft, and her teeth scraped it. Her palate and tongue rhythmically squeezed the bulbous bead. Billy's balls bumped her chin.
Kathy kept her eyes tightly closed. She was enraptured by the thick, throbbing cock in her mouth. Billy's cock even tasted and smelled good to her now. Her lips and tongue had never been so pleasantly stimulated as they were at that moment.
Though cocksucking had sounded like the most awful thing in the world, she was discovering to her surprise that she enjoyed everything about it. She had been shocked and sickened when she had watched her mother suck Mr. Simpson's cock, but now she understood why her mother had taken to it so happily once she had gotten started.
The teen girl bobbed her head up and down on the pillow, taking her brother's prick all the way back into her throat. Because she liked the feel of it so much, she didn't once have an urge to gag. If Billy's cock had been long enough, she felt she could have taken it all the way into her stomach!
Billy's enjoyment of the act was even keener, and he soon began to feel as if he were about to go off. But he was afraid to come in his sister's mouth. He stroked his prick in the marvelously soft and moist circle of her lips for as long as he dared, then suddenly drew back and pulled his cock from her mouth with a wet, sucking noise. The thing lurched wildly above her face, a mixture of saliva and cock-juice dangling from its tip.
"Oooh, I want it.. I want it!" Kathy cried, and grasped his shaft with one hand and his balls with the other. She tried to tilt his cock back down into her mouth again, but he fought her off and backed up.
"I'm gonna fuck you," Billy said hoarsely. "But I want to give it to you from the back."
"Can people do it like that?" Kathy asked in surprise.
"Sure. There are lots of ways to do it. Hurry up and roll over."
Kathy rolled onto her stomach. Her tight white asscheeks trembled tautly. Though firm, her asscheeks were plumply rounded.
Billy pulled her legs apart and knelt between them. He grasped his cock and tilted it down toward the junction of her thighs. But he wasn't able to get his cock into her cunt. He realized that Kathy would have to elevate her hips more.
"Stick your-ass in the air," he said. "Get up onto your knees."
Kathy complied and her pink slit came into view, bordered by a very light growth of butter-colored curls.
Billy tried to get close to the inviting slit, but still had difficulty. His sister hadn't drawn her knees far enough forward, and her thighs were in the way. He grasped and pushed them, thereby elevating and opening her ass even more. He crawled forward on his knees, gripped the firm stalk of his cock, and wiggled the head of it into her hot little cunt.
He began to pull and thrust, slamming his flat belly against the bouncy cushions of her ass. His cock pumped vigorously in and out of her narrow, slippery cunt.
"Uh…uh…uh…" she grunted, and pumped backward against hint The sensation was very good. She had learned that there was more than one way to fuck, and both ways she had tried so far had proved to be highly pleasurable.
Kathy twisted and bobbed her hot cunt and Billy drove his eager teen cock into it. His stomach slapped noisily against her asscheeks.
Because of his two previous comes, Billy was slow in advancing toward a climax this time. Though the friction of stroking his hard cock in and out of his sister's pussy was very pleasurable, he tired of the uncomfortable kneeling position. After a time he pulled out, and his sturdy teen cock bobbed up and down, trailing juice from Kathy's young cunt.
"How about if you get on top?" he suggested. He had seen that position illustrated in a sex manual that one of the other boys had shown around school.
"But girls aren't supposed to get on top," Kathy said, still poised with her ass aimed high as she looked at her brother over her shoulder.
"People are supposed to do it any way they want to," Billy replied with a touch of impatience. "Shit, there aren't any rules for fucking!"
Billy stretched out on his back, his upthrust cock swaying, and Kathy cautiously mounted him. She discovered that there was a special excitement in being on top and seeming to dominate the male. Billy helped her to fit their organs together, and she let herself down onto the full length of his cock.
"Ooh, wowww!" she exclaimed when she had his entire cock inside her. ''You go even deeper into me this way!"
"Do you like it?" he asked, grinning up at her as she sat astride him.
''It's far out!''
She began to move, gingerly at first, then with greater confidence. She gradually picked up the bouncing, grinding motion that gave maximum pleasure to both her brother and herself.
He bumped upward gently as she bounced and writhed. Her hair hung down at both sides of her face and shone softly in the moonlight as she gazed at Billy with a dreamy expression.
She never would have believed before tonight that her rough, noisy brother could show her such a great time. Sex certainly was fantastic!
Billy felt the same way about the excitement of the moment, but it didn't come as such a surprise to him. His natural masculine instincts had told him there was great pleasure to be had from girls, but he had felt that the satisfaction was out of reach for him at his age. He was immensely gratified to learn that this wasn't so-that sexual satisfaction was as close as his own sister's bedroom.
They churned their loins passionately together, striving for a peak of sensation which they knew would be the greatest they had yet achieved. The surging thrust of Billy's strong young cock thrilled Kathy as he drove the rigid shaft upward each time she settled down. And the clutching warmth of her cunt gave him great delight. They fucked with intense concentration.
As their excitement mounted to a feverish pitch, Kathy found it difficult to continue sitting straight up, and she fell forward, pressing her tits against her brother. He wrapped his arms around her and they continued to pump their hips in short, rapid strokes.
"Uuh… uuuh… uuuuh…" Kathy grunted, the pitch rising as her nerves drew as an archer's bowstring.
Suddenly the arrow flew, and Billy let out a groan as his rich cum poured upward for the third time into his sister's quaking, quivering cunt. She moaned in blissful satisfaction.
Their bodies vibrated together, her spastically clutching cunt milking his prick of every drop of cum he had manufactured during the lengthy fucking. He felt weak, but it was wonderful. As for Kathy, she didn't seem to have an ounce of tension left in her entire body.
She roiled off Billy after a while and came to rest on her back. They didn't speak for several minutes, and they didn't touch during that time. They were occupied by their thoughts.
Tonight had been an education for the teen girl. She had found out what sex was all about, and she had enjoyed it tremendously. She felt guilty about having done it with her own brother, but there was no longer any guilt attached to sex itself. Her mother's admonitions against it now seemed laughable, particularly since her mother had proved by her own actions that she didn't believe what she preached.
But there was a nagging fear that bothered Kathy-what if she were pregnant by Billy?
As for Billy, he too was suffering from guilt, now that the storm of his young lust had blown itself out. Kathy was his sister, and yet he had fucked her-not once, but three times. He also had gotten her to suck his cock.
He couldn't really regret these acts, because they had given him the greatest pleasure he had ever known. But he believed he should have done them with someone else, not with Kathy.
He thought about the possibility that he might have knocked her up. What a bummer that would be! But maybe it hadn't happened. He had never heard of a guy his age becoming a father and, even though he could fuck and produce cum, perhaps he couldn't actually knock up a girl. He clung to that hope.
Finally he rolled onto his side and looked at his pretty sister.
"Are you mad at me?" he asked softly.
"I'm not mad," she said, and drew the tip of her finger along his firm, smooth jaw. "But what we did was wrong."
"I suppose so," he admitted.
"We mustn't ever do it again," she said.
Billy drew back a little and looked at her intently. "But I want to. It was great!"
"Yes. But it wasn't right between us. You know that."
"Sure," he said, and looked down.
"I hope I'm not pregnant," Kathy murmured.
''So do I."
They remained silent for a while, then Billy said, ''Well, I guess I'd better be getting back to my room," He made no move to get up.
"No, not yet," Kathy told him, her voice quivering slightly. She reached down and took hold of his cock.
"Heyyy!" he said in surprise.
''As long as this is going to be our only time," Kathy said tensely, "let's do it once more."
"Do you want to? Really?"
"Yes!"
Though he felt weak from the three fuckings he had given her, he was game to try for another. But he feared it might take him quite a while to get a new hard-on.
As things happened, however, this didn't prove to be a problem, for Kathy had already learned how to turn a guy on fast. Billy gasped in delight as she bent toward his loins, clutching and lifting his soft cock toward her descending mouth.
In the soft glow of the moonlight, she studied the soft cock and she waved it gently to and fro. Then she retracted the foreskin, exposing his pink cockhead, which was still moist from their last fuck. Her mouth watered and her brain danced with excitement as she lowered her head and took the soft, wet cockhead between her lips.
"Ooooh, Kathy…" Billy murmured passionately.
Her lapping, circling tongue licked the rich juices off his prick. Then she settled her mouth lower around the soft column and began to suck gently. Billy groaned and pressed his head back, arching the center of his body.
Kathy bobbed her head and tugged at the slick knob of his cock, which began to enlarge. Gradually the shaft of his cock stiffened. Before long, the teen girl's mouth was filled by her brother's rampant cock.
She crawled on top of him once more, because she had discovered that she preferred to fuck this way. Their organs merged smoothly, and she enjoyed once again the matchless pleasure of having his stiff cockshaft stroking up and down inside her cunt.
To Billy, she looked like an angel as he gazed up at her in the moonlight. Her golden hair shimmered and her eyes glowed with warmth. But the quivering of her shapely tits contributed an earthiness to the vision, and the way her cunt felt as it clutched his cock was nothing like he imagined an angel might feel.
He bucked upward into her, but in spite of the stiffness of his cock, and the pleasure he was experiencing, his body remained largely relaxed. He felt as if it would be a long time before he would be able to reach a climax.
Kathy felt the same way and, after pumping up and down on his prick for several minutes, she became tired.
"You get on top now," she said, and rolled onto her side..
But Billy didn't roll all the way over. They remained linked, one of her legs hooked around his waist, and he resumed pumping as they lay on their sides. She picked up the rhythm once more, and they fucked that way, enjoying sex in yet another position.
Many minutes passed and they didn't seem to be getting anywhere. Finally, from sheer exhaustion, they were forced to stop moving. But they remained joined.
They were both so tired by that time that they promptly fell asleep, still entwined; Billy's young cock remained stiff inside his sister's warm, tight cunt.



CHAPTER SIX


The teenager's aunt awoke with the first light of morning. She put on a robe and went to the bathroom. After pissing, she turned on the water in the bathtub. She brushed her teeth while waiting for the tub to fill, then slipped off her robe and flannel nightgown and eased into the warm, bubbly bath.
Frequent leisurely bathing was one of the few sensuous pleasures that Maude permitted herself. She loved to lie back and writhe gently, letting her full tits bob in the lapping water, after which she would sit up and hold the satiny globes in her hands while she soaped them slowly. She would pluck at her large, sensitive nipples until they stuck out. After, she had rinsed herself off, she would sometimes lift her voluptuous tits and bend her head forward so that she could lick and suck at her nipples.
This was harmless fun, she believed, and it gave her a slight taste of the carnal delight which she otherwise had denied herself by refusing to ever have sex relations with anyone, male or female.
But when she got up onto her knees in the water and soaped herself between her legs, she steadfastly refused to toy with the slippery lips of her cunt or the nub, of her clitoris, even though the latter frequently grew firm as a result of its contact with the tepid water. Such conduct would definitely have been sinful in Maude' s view, and sin in all its forms was to be avoided at all cost. She had built her, sense of self-esteem and security, on her ability to observe that rule.
After giving herself a final rinse, she rose from the tub and dried herself on a large, fluffy towel. She released her hair from the bathing cap she had worn to keep her hair out of the water, and the black strands tumbled down around her shoulders.
Though she wasn't aware of it, her mature loveliness created an erotically attractive picture as she stood there with her luxuriant hair hanging down, her body aglow from the vigorous toweling it had received, her nipples projecting stiffly from the crests of her milk-white tits, and her ass and thighs invitingly rounded. She quickly put on-her robe without taking so much as a glance in the mirror, and returned to her bedroom, carrying her plain nightgown.
She slipped off her robe and got dressed in a brisk, businesslike fashion. Standing in front of her dresser mirror, she deftly wound her long hair into a knot, that being the only way she ever wore it. Since she didn't even use a touch of makeup, the only task which remained was for her to put on her hearing aid.
She glanced at the old-fashioned alarm clock on the bedside table and noted that the time was six-forty. The children should soon be getting ready for school. She left her room and stepped down the hail to Kathy's door. It was closed. She rapped briskly, waited, and received no response. Setting her lips firmly, she decided to do her duty and awaken her niece without further delay.
The spinster opened the door and stepped into Kathy's room.
The sight which met Maude's gaze caused her to blink unbelievingly. Kathy and Billy lay on the bed, both nude, and one of her legs was wrapped around her brother's waist. It was abundantly clear, even to a woman with Maude's lack of experience, that their bodies were sexually linked.
Horror welled up in her prudish mind. Her cheeks turned red and she began to tremble.
"Kathy!" she screamed. "Billy! Your awful teenagers!"
Kathy awakened first. She stared up at her aunt and didn't move. Then Billy opened his eyes. An instant later he went into action, pulling back and out of his sister's cunt.
As he rolled off the bed and stood up, Maude stared at his erect cock, which was moist from the juices, which he and Kathy had generated during the night. The head of his cock gleamed large and red. This was the first erect cock Maude had ever seen.
She felt as if she were about to faint. But she bravely fought off the urge and screamed her contempt for the teen. "You dirty, filthy boy! You're a disgrace to your mother! I'm going to report you to the police!"
"No, Aunt Maude!" Kathy cried as she suddenly sat up. "Please don't do that! We've never done anything like this before. We're sorry!"
"Sorry!" Maude screamed. "You've committed one of the worst sins in creation, and all you can say is you're sorry? You're going to answer for this, both of you! I'm going to see that you're both put in a home for the depraved!
Kathy began to cry miserably.
Billy's cock had wilted. He stood in front of his aunt, shaking with fright and shame. But he felt that he had to say something.
"We'll never do it again, Aunt Maude. Please don't make a fuss about it."
"Shut up, you monster!" she told him, and swung her arm, slapping him hard across the cheek.
The youth cringed as a searing pain went through him. Then suddenly he underwent a change. His humiliation and hurt gave rise to a defensive response. He reacted blindly in defense of his new manhood and in defense of Kathy, also. This old witch wasn't going to ruin their lives if he had anything to say about it.
He lunged at her. She gasped and Kathy screamed as he gripped the woman by the arms and swung her around. Her back was to the bed, and he gave a push, tumbling her across the mattress. Kathy scooted out of the way just in time.
"Oh, Billy, don't do it!" she cried, fearing that he intended to kill Maude.
The teenager paid no attention. He leaped onto the bed and beside Maude, who was trying desperately to sit up. The earpiece of her hearing aid had been knocked off and was dangling by the wire that extended under the neckline of her dress.
Billy pushed her back against the mattress. Were it not for the experience he'd had last night with his sister, he might indeed have attacked the woman with his fists. But his newly found knowledge told him there was a better way to deal with her.
He grasped her long skirt and tugged it upward. Maude's fear for her life suddenly changed to a fear of another kind which was even more intense. Death she could face up to-everyone had to die sooner or later-but the loss of her precious chastity was something she had hoped always to avoid. Now her chastity seemed threatened-by her very own nephew!
The middle-aged spinster fought like a tigress as Billy pulled her skirt and slip high. Her fine legs, which were remarkably smooth and firm for a woman of her age, were exposed above the tops of her stockings, where her garter straps traveled upward along her full thighs. As Billy drew her skirt and slip even higher, her garter straps disappeared under white, tailored briefs. These opaque panties clung to the warm curves of her hips and the gentle curve of her belly.
Billy had some quick glimpses of these enticing sights as he struggled with the woman in an effort to control her flailing arms. As a result, he quickly regained the hard-on, which he had had for most of the night.
"Help me with this witch!" he yelled to his sister, who had been standing near the bed, watching in horror.
"No!" she cried. "You've got to stop it, Billy!"
"Are you crazy?" he said, exerting himself to the maximum in order to hold his desperately struggling aunt against the mattress. ''She said she was… going to… report us to the police. We can't let her… do that."
"But this is going to make it worse," Kathy argued.
"Quit bitching and do what I say. Have you got some stockings or pantyhose that we can use to tie her up with?"
"Ooh, Billy!" the teenage girl wailed.
"I mean it,'' he insisted. "Get 'em!"
Kathy was afraid to do what Billy had in mind, but she was even more reluctant to go against him at this critical moment. Now that her mother had remarried, Billy was the only person in the world she felt close to, especially after last night. She decided she would have to do as he said.
She hurried to her drew and grabbed a handful of pantyhose and stockings while Billy continued to restrain Maude. The woman huffed and puffed as she tried to struggle free, her face red and her mind ablaze with fear and humiliation.
Kathy brought the stockings and pantyhose back to the bed.
"Tie the old babe's arms to the bedposts," Billy ordered. "Make 'em tight-but not so tight that they hurt her."
"We're going to get into awful trouble for this," Kathy warned.
"I know… what I'm doing," he panted, still struggling with his aunt. "Just hurry up, will you? She's strong as a fucking grizzly bear!"
Kathy quickly separated a pair of pantyhose from the others and twisted it into a rope, which she looped around a bedpost and around Maude's wrist. She avoided looking into her aunt's eyes as she did it. She tied the nylon rope as tightly as she dared. She hurried to the other side of the bed aid tied Maude's other arm in the same fashion to the other bedpost.
Billy backed up and concentrated on holding her legs, which she had been kicking wildly. Since holding involved touching, and since he was now free to look at his aunt's legs and bare upper thighs to his heart's content, the boy experienced a new surge of lust. This feeling was heightened by the fact that he had this woman completely under his control. He could do anything to her.
Maude was as keenly aware of this as was Billy. She had only to look at his shockingly upthrust cock and at the determined glint in his hot, young eyes to know he intended to do something unspeakable. Furthermore, she had no hope of breaking loose from the nylon bonds about her wrists. All that was left for her was to scream her head off and hope someone outside would hear and come to her aid.
She began to scream and howl at an ear-splitting pitch, and Billy had to interrupt his tactile and visual admiration of her legs in order to stop the deafening sound, He did something he had once seen on television. He grabbed a couple of Kathy's stockings, wadded them into a ball, and stuffed them into his aunt's gaping mouth. This choked her cries to a muffled rumble, which couldn't be heard outside the house.
Maude resumed thrashing her legs and bouncing her curvy ass up and down on the mattress. Billy had to fight in order to bring her legs under control, but he succeeded in doing so. He held them far apart and stared at the swelling symmetry of her white thighs above her stockings. In their middle-aged maturity, her thighs were much fuller than Kathy's. There was something about that fullness that was powerfully appealing to the teen.
He also stared at the narrow portion of her panties which passed between her legs, and he was overwhelmed by an urge to uncover the features that were hidden by that crotchband.
"I'm gonna take her pants off," he said to Kathy.
"Ooh, no!" the girl cried, shocked.
Maude screamed into her gag, but she might as well have been whispering for all the good it did her. This frustration increased her terrible fear and humiliation. She knew, moreover, that her degradation was going to become even worse, and she couldn't imagine how she would be able to stand it.
As Billy rubbed his hands up and down her legs, back and forth across the tops of her tightly gartered stockings, his cock stuck up, high and hard. Its head gleamed with the lubricant, which had washed over it.
Kathy stared at her brother's fascinating cock, seeing it much more clearly than she had in the darkness last night and she felt a strong new surge of desire.
But Billy's interest, at the moment, was completely concentrated on the older woman who was spread out in front of him. Her dress and slip were wound around her waist, her hips were bobbing, and her legs were flexing in her nephew's firm grasp. He slid his hands up across her hips and leaned against her legs to hold them in place while he got a firm grip on the band that encircled the top of her panties. He stretched the band and began to draw his aunt's panties downward.
As forty-year-old Maude felt her panties being pulled off by the eager, hard-cocked teen, the shame and horror of it nearly caused her to pass out. She was forced to stop struggling because her muscles failed her. All she could do was stare up at her nephew with glazed eyes, her face flushed by her exertions;
Billy wasn't looking at her face however. As he turned her plain white panties inside out, peeling them away from her belly and ass, he stared at the thick dark hair that gushed up from between her legs. He was impressed by its length and fullness, compared to his sister's downy fluff.
He lifted his Aunt Maude's legs in the air as he pulled the panties off her. Then he tossed the garment aside and pushed her stockinged legs apart. She suffered from intense mortification as she watched her young nephew staring at her cunt.
The plush lips, which were just faintly visible through the tangle of dark hairs, were considerably larger and darker than Kathy's.
"Here!" he said to his sister. "Hold one of her legs."
"Billy, I don't want to!" the teen girl replied.
"Don't chicken out on me now," he said. "Hold it!" He indicated the leg closest to Kathy.
Kathy obeyed. She seemed to have no will of her own.
As she held one of Aunt Maude's legs against the mattress, Billy leaned against the other to keep it in place. This left both his hands free to explore his aunt's mature cunt.
Maude shivered with revulsion as the teen raked his fingertips through her hairy thicket. Her loathing increased as he brushed the black tendrils away from her soft slit, which remained closed despite the open position of her legs. Billy enjoyed the softness of her cuntal flesh as he pressed his thumbs against it.
Now he dug the tips of his thumbs between the cuntlips and gently pried them apart, watching closely as his auntie's cunt opened up. It was very rosy inside, and a subtle scent drifted up from the intimate cavern. His rigid cock gave a twitch, and another drop of clear lubricant oozed out of the hole at the tip.
Kathy was also studying the older woman's cunt. She wondered if hers would ever look as hairy and ripe as that.
"I dare you to kiss it," she told Billy, her voice strangely tense.
"Shit, I wouldn't do that!" he said.
"Mr. Simpson did it to Mother. You should have seen how he dug it!"
"He can eat cunt if he wants to," Billy said haughtily. "I don't believe in it."
"But it's all right for me to eat cock, I guess," Kathy said with a tinge of bitterness.
"That's different."
"Sure, 'cause it's your cock."
"Let's not bitch at each other," he said, and added abruptly, "I'm gonna fuck Aunt Maude."
The older woman's mind was whirling on the edge of oblivion. What was happening to her was almost too terrible for her to consciously accept. Even without her hearing aid, she had figured out the boy's intentions, and this had sent a new shudder of revulsion rolling through her.
She wished she could pass out. Better yet, she wished she could wake up and discover that this was just a bad dream. She'd had erotic dreams on occasion, in which she had been mauled and degraded by faceless men. But this was her own little nephew who was doing it, and her niece was helping. That made it all the more monstrous.
"Do you suppose she's a virgin?" Kathy asked. She had become so fascinated with the thought of Billy fucking their aunt that she had given up arguing about it.
"How do I know?" the teen replied as he continued to wiggle and stare at his aunt's soft, rosy cunt.
"Can't you tell by feeling inside her?" Kathy asked.
"I'm not going to stick my fingers up there," he said. "Just my cock."
Maude closed her eyes and felt her sanity waver. It was as if she were gripping a small free in a gale and the wind was threatening at any moment to uproot the slender tree, thereby sweeping her to her doom.
Billy scrambled forward between her gartered thighs. He gripped his cock and nosed it down into the softness of her cunt.
The touch of his rigid prick sent a new wave of revulsion coursing through her. Her consciousness wavered more precariously.
As Billy pushed, and real pain exploded like a fireball in her loins, she finally lost consciousness. She didn't feel the brutal thrust of Billy's iron-hard cock into her virgin cunt.
She awoke a short time later to feel his cock stroking up and down in her narrow channel-driving deeply into her, withdrawing and driving in again. Maude's eyes popped open and she stared up at her teen nephew. He was propped on his arms, gazing down at her face with an expression compounded of viciousness, pride and childish wonder.
"How do you like that, Auntie?" he demanded huskily. "How do you like getting fucked?"
"Uuuh…unnnngh… ghaaa…" she mumbled into her gag. But this time she hadn't meant to articulate words. She didn't know what to say or even what to think at this point.
The sensations of his rigid cock pumping in and out of her cunt was peculiar. She wasn't as revolted as she had believed she would be. Instead, her mind was swamped by the utter strangeness and wildness of the act.
Gradually she became aware of another response. As difficult as this was for her to believe, she actually began to experience pleasure. The sensation of being rammed and penetrated satisfied some deep, emotional need she possessed, and the friction caused by the stroking of Billy's super rigid prick across the erect tip of her clit was sensuously delightful.
Soon she was no longer offended by the act, or even by the fact it was her own teen nephew whose cock was sawing in and out, up and down her cunt. She looked up at his strong boyish face and loved it. She started to pump her hips urgently against the youth's fucking thrusts.
Watching this from the side, Kathy became tremendously turned on. She wanted Billy, but this obviously was impossible at the moment, because her brother was fully occupied with their aunt. So what could she do? She could at least get close to Billy and caress him while he fucked Aunt Maude.
The teen girl moved around behind him and pressed her cheek lovingly against his back. She allowed her hand to glide down to his bobbing rump and caress his hard white asscheeks. Gradually she slid her face lower until it was on his ass, and she began to kiss her brother's asscheeks.
She became fascinated by the sight of his nearly hairless balls, dangling and quivering at the base of his cock as he stroked that lovely rod in and out, in and out of Aunt Maude's hair-fringed cunt. Kathy cupped her brother's bobbing nuts in the hollow of her hand and fondled them. Soon she began to cares the root of his cock as well.
Moments later, she bowed her head and began licking frantically at his balls and at the base of his cock, while the big shaft pumped in and out of Maude's hot cunt. As she did this, Kathy rubbed her own tingling cut and quickly rose to a climax. But it wasn't nearly as good as the ones she had had last night when Billy was in her.
Billy drove his hard cock into Maude at increasing speed, and the older woman pumped excitedly with him, her eyes glazed and staring. She made rattling, growling noises in her throat. Suddenly Billy took pity on her and pulled the soggy gag out of her mouth as he continued to pump.
"Aaaah… oooooh… uuuuunh!" Maude moaned, thrusting upward, and shaking from head to toe as she experienced the first orgasm of her life. The muscles of her cunt, unused for forty years, hadn't become unusable. They proved this by convulsing spastically around her nephew's stroking cock.
This sudden grabbing of his cock caused Billy to gasp and press his cockhead deep into the woman's heaving, quivering belly. He went off, spurting his hot cunt inside his Aunt Maude's cunt.
After a few moments, he pushed himself backward and scrambled free. Maude was quiet, still staring up at the ceiling. He looked at her wet cunt, which was closing slowly. The black hairs, which grew close to the crack, were plastered moistly against the puffy, brown flesh of her large cuntlips. Billy noticed a few flecks of blood around her cunt, and there was a trace of it behind the head of his cock.
Maude was having difficulty believing what had happened. Even more stupefying was her reaction to her nephew's rape. Despite her moral revulsion to the act, she had found it the most pleasurable thing that had ever happened to her.
But now that the pleasure had passed, her moral sense reasserted itself, and a new wave of horror swept through her.
"You filthy, evil boy!" she exclaimed, hate filling her eyes. "Untie me!" She jerked at the bonds that restrained her arms.
"Not yet," Billy said.
"What? What?" With her hearing aid off, she couldn't make out his words.
"Help me pull her dress up under her arms," Billy told his sister. "I want to play with her tits."
"Billy, we've done enough!" the teen girl cried, fear taking hold of her again.
"She needs some more," Billy said. "To calm her down." His natural male instincts told him this was the only way to treat her.
As he began to tug and twist her rumpled dress and slip it higher on her body, Kathy pitched in and helped.
Maude writhed and kicked, but to no avail. She shouted abuse at the children, but strangely, she didn't scream. They didn't talk back to her, realizing it would be useless since she wasn't wearing her hearing aid. Anyway, there was nothing they could say.
Billy and Kathy uncovered the full cups of Maude's plain, white bra and tucked her dress and slip under her armpits.
"Can you get the bra off?" Billy asked his sister. "Turn her on her side a little and I'll see," Kathy replied.
Billy tugged at his aunt's torso, drawing a howl from her as one of her arms pulled tighter against its bond. But succeeded in twisting one side of her body off the mattress, enabling Kathy to reach under her back and unhook the bra. Billy let his aunt flop back against the mattress, and the two teenagers cooperated in pulling her bra cups off her tits.
"Shit!" Billy exclaimed. "She's got big ones!" "They make her look like a cow," Kathy observed critically.
But in typical male fashion, Billy approved of Maude's big tits. He bowed his head between her plump, satiny pillows and began to kiss and lick, wobbling his aunt's large, cushiony boobs.
Maude continued to huff and kick and mutter, but the sensuous pleasure of the young man's lovemaking soon got through to her again. By the time his tongue had climbed the inner slope of a full, quivering tit and had begun to lash at a rosy nipple, his aunt was making softer, more satisfied sounds.
It fascinated Billy to watch and feel her nipple grow, firming and filling out as it stretched upward. He caught the rubbery nubbin between his lips and sucked on it. His hand came to rest on her other tit. He shook that soft globe and felt its nipple rise against his palm. He grasped the stem between his thumb and forefinger, rolling and tugging at it while he continued to suck her other tit.
Kathy was observing her brother's actions. But as her gaze slid down his body, she noticed his cock was erect again, and this interested and attracted her far more than what Billy was doing to their aunt.
Kathy hunkered down to her brother's loins, grasped the base of his cock, and directed its slime-covered, head to her mouth. She sucked his cock hungrily, tasting and drinking down the flavor of her aunt's cunt along with her brother's natural tang.
This aroused Billy to such a degree that he began to pinch and bit at the stems of his aunt's nipples. Maude moaned and writhed harder, bouncing her big tits against her nephew's face.
Suddenly Billy straightened up and leaped astride his helpless aunt, intent upon acting out something he had once heard about and which appealed to him tremendously. Sitting on his Aunt Maude's middle, he pressed his rigid cock into the valley of her boobs, then grasped as much of the soft, squeezable masses in his hands as he could hold and began to work the pliant flesh up and down on both sides of his cock.
Maude just stared up at him. Kathy, who crouched beside him, also stared. After a short period of watching Billy fuck his aunt's tits with gusto, Kathy lowered her head and got into the act. Her wet, pink tongue struck at the head of her brother's cock each time the rosy bulb burst into view from between Aunt Maude's white, quivering tits.
Watching Maude's stiff nipples bob and twist as Billy manipulated her tits fascinated Kathy, and the young girl transferred her mouth momentarily from her brother's cock to one of her aunt's turgid nipples. Kathy clamped her soft, moist mouth around the nubbin and sucked, finding this experience surprisingly pleasurable.
But her pleasure was pale in comparison to Aunt Maude's response. Having Kathy's sweet young mouth on her nipple was, like the pleasure she had derived from Billy's sucking, much better than sucking the nipples herself.
Billy was thinking about something else by this time. He had been watching his aunt's pale-pink lips twisting passionately, and he had been measuring the distance between her mouth and the head of his surging prick as he pumped the column forward and back between her tits. Finally he decided to sink his throbbing cock into her mouth, and he pushed Kathy aside so he could release his aunt's tits and move forward.
As the older woman stared up at him, her eyes wild, he poised himself above her face, supporting himself on the head of the bed. He lowered his body slightly, and his young balk brushed Aunt Maude' s nose.
The scent of them fired Maude. When he tilted his cock down and swabbed the wet head across her cheek and beneath her nostrils, she nearly swooned. This was unspeakably filthy, and yet, God help her, she loved it!
By the time the teen poked his hard cock at her mouth, she was ready to open her lips wide. She eagerly took his prick inside. Billy growled with delight as he ground his cockhead deep into her mouth. When she started to gag, he withdrew his cock a little. She clamped her lips and teeth around the column and lapped with her wet, soft tongue against the underside of the head.
Watching her hotly, and reveling at the sweet thrills that were traveling through his body, Billy began to move his hips gently, fucking his cock in and out of his aunt's sucking mouth.
Kathy watched this and thought about how she bad just enjoyed sucking her aunt's' nipples. Deciding to try something even more daring, she threw herself between Aunt Maude's heated legs and brought her mouth up to the woman's wet, hair-covered cunt. She opened her aunt's pussy with her thumbs and gazed at the slick, rosy meat inside. Globs of thick cream-some of Maude's and some of Billy's-dribbled along the intimate folds. Her aunt's inner cunt mouth was still partially open, and her clit was stiffly extended.
The teen girl took a whiff of the strong sexual scent, then jammed her face into the pudding of wet, warm flesh. She sucked, licked, and nibbled, and her brain spun around from the smell, taste and texture of her aunt's cunt. Kathy slid her hand to her own loins and diddled her pussy as she ate Aunt Maude's big, wet, hairy cunt.
The action between her thighs drove the older woman wild, and she sucked even more voraciously on her nephew's cock. She bit the hot, tubular shaft and chomped on the spongy head. Billy's eyes rolled back in their sockets as his pleasure soared uncontrollably. He couldn't stop the flood of cum which bubbled up from his balls and shot out through the quivering length of his cock. The thick jism splashed into Aunt Maude's throat.
She gurgled and moaned as the slimy substance slid down to her stomach. She gulped and sucked harder on her nephew's spurting cock.
Billy held his twitching prick in her mouth until he had expelled all his lust, then backed up slowly and dragged his wet, well-sucked cock down across his aunt's chin.
Maude had come in the midst of Billy's explosion, while Kathy licked her clit, and by this time she felt so thoroughly relaxed she couldn't make a sound.
Looking at her closed eyes and motionless body, Billy's first thought was that he might have killed her with his ejaculation into her throat. But then he realized such a thing couldn't have happened. Even if his cum were poisonous, it couldn't have taken effect that fast. He decided she must have passed out from the shock of what had happened.
He got off the bed and looked at Kathy, who was sitting up by now. Her mouth and chin were wet from the moisture of her aunt's cunt, but she too was satisfied, partially due to the manipulations of her own fingers and partially to the sheer, wicked thrill of burying her face in a woman's streaming cunt.
"Wh-what are we going to do now?" she asked her brother nervously.
Billy didn't know. Guilt was beginning to settle over him like a suffocating blanket. And he was afraid. The instinct, which had told him how to handle his prudish aunt a while ago, had now deserted him completely, and his only thought was to run. He turned and hurried from the room.
Kathy stared after him, then glanced back at her aunt, whose eyelids were beginning to flutter. The teen girl realized that she would have to face the music alone, and it suddenly occurred to her how to do that in order to protect both herself and Billy.
She quickly untied her aunt's wrists. The older woman blinked at her, then slowly lowered her arms. She flexed them several times.
"Auntie?" Kathy said, "Can you hear me?"
The woman just stared up at her.
Kathy rummaged in her aunt's rumpled clothing until she found the cord of the hearing aid. She traced it to the earpiece, which was hanging over the edge of the bed, and handed this to Aunt Maude. Slowly the older woman fitted the instrument into her ear.
"Auntie…" Kathy said again. "I want you to listen to me.
The woman continued to stare at her in silence, here eyes wide as saucers.
"If you make any trouble for Billy or me, or if you tell Mom what happened this morning-any of it-Billy and I will say you went after Billy and made him fuck you. Mom and the police will believe us if we both tell the, same story. And we will!"
Her aunt said nothing.
"Do you understand?" Kathy asked sharply.
Maude slowly nodded.
"Now you'd better get dressed and go back to your own room," Kathy said as she backed off the bed. "I've got to get ready for school."
After the older woman had gone, Kathy congratulated herself on her coolness. She thought also what a lovely, lovely time she had had-both last night and this morning.
Sex, she had discovered, was the neatest thing in the world .



CHAPTER SEVEN


Kathy and Billy walked to school together as usual, but Billy was strangely silent, refusing to discuss what had happened. Kathy was worried about him.
During the morning history class, which they shared, Billy didn't take part in the class discussion. He merely sat at his desk, staring straight ahead, and Kathy knew he was brooding about what he had done with her and Aunt Maude.
As soon as her last class was over, Kathy hurried to the corner of the campus where she ordinarily met Billy for their walk home together. The only person standing where she usually met Billy was a close friend of his. Kathy smiled at the boy and said, "Hello, Mark. You haven't seen Billy, have you?"
"Yeah, I have. He asked me to give you this." The boy handed her a sheet of paper, which had been folded twice. "Don't worry," Mark said. "I didn't read it. Billy told me not to."
"Thanks, Mark." Kathy's hand shook as she held the note.
She waited until the boy had turned to leave before she unfolded the paper. The message, which she read, was brief and shocking: Billy had left town.
Kathy wondered if she should go to the police and ask them to find her brother. She decided she had better not. They would ask her a lot of questions, and she might let something slip. Also, they would question Aunt Maude. That would be bad.
She considered calling her mother. Kathy knew where she and Ray were spending their honeymoon, but her mother would ask a lot of questions also, and she would be frantic.
The best thing, Kathy decided, would be to wait and hope Billy would come back on his own. He didn't have much money. And it would be hard for Billy to get a job because of his age.
On her way home, she considered what she was going to tell Aunt Maude. She would have to cover for Billy somehow or her aunt would get excited and call the police herself. She decided to say that Billy was spending the night with a friend. That way, if he showed up tomorrow, as she hoped he would, everything would be all right.
She paused outside the house, took a deep breath, and opened the door.
"Auntie?" she called, taking pains to make her tone as sweet as possible.
There was no answer. The teen girl checked the living room, then the kitchen, but found no trace of her aunt. She went upstairs and noticed that the door to the guestroom, which her aunt had been occupying, was open. She walked in and looked around. Everything was in perfect order, but her aunt wasn't there.
Then Kathy noticed the door of the closet was ajar. She walked over and looked inside. All her aunt's clothes were gone, and so was her luggage. Aunt Maude had taken off.
Kathy made a thorough search of the house, looking for a note, but there was none. The old girl had apparently gotten scared and had just split, without leaving so much as a word. Kathy wondered what her aunt expected her to tell her mother.
She sat down in the living room and listened to the ticking of the clock. She had never felt so alone. Every one had left her-first her mother, then Billy, now Aunt Maude.
Kathy made a sandwich for herself and ate that for dinner along with some potato chips and a glass of chocolate milk. Then she went into the living room and sat down to watch some TV. But she kept her ear tuned for the ringing of the telephone, which stood on a table in the hail. She was hoping Billy would get in touch with her.
As the evening wore on and no call came, she felt more and more lonely and abandoned. She had a tremendous desire to call her mother and blurt out everything that had happened, but she managed to retain enough coolness of mind to control the urge. She walked around the house turning on lights, because they made her feel more secure.
Suddenly the doorbell rang, and she jumped. Who could it be, coming to call at that hour? On her way to the door, she wondered if it was the police. What if Aunt Maude had gone for them, or if Billy had gotten into trouble? Apprehension gnawed at her as she turned on the porch light and opened the door.
When she saw the man in uniform standing outside, she feared for a moment that her suspicion was correct and that the police had indeed come for her. But then she realized the uniform wasn't that of a policeman. The young man was a soldier, about nineteen, and he had a duffel bag at his feet.
He smiled at Kathy. "Is this the Simpson residence?" he asked.
Kathy hesitated momentarily, because the name was still strange to her. However, she quickly recovered and said, "Yes, but my mother and Mr. Simpson aren't at home."
The young man seemed surprised. "They aren't?"
"No, they're away for a few days."
"Oh, sure! They must be on their honeymoon." "That's right," Kathy replied. She had noticed how handsome the young man was, and she liked his quick smile. "Who shall I say called?"
He grinned again. "I'm Mr. Simpson's son, Pete. He called me at camp and told me he had gotten married. He gave me this address and said I should drop around as soon as I could. Well, I've been on leave for the last couple of days, and I suppose Dad tried to phone me to tell me about the honeymoon but couldn't reach me."
"Probably so," Kathy said, returning his smile. "But there's no reason for you to leave. Why don't you come in and we can get acquainted? I'm Kathy, Mrs. Simpson's daughter. I guess that makes me your stepsister, doesn't it?
"Right!" He took off his cap and stepped into the house, carrying his bag. "Dad told me about you, and about Billy too. Is he around?"
"Well, no. Not right now. He's spending the night with a friend."
"Sounds like that leaves you all alone," Pete said, grinning in a very friendly way.
"Just me and the cat," Kathy replied. "You can leave your bag right here in the hall, and we can go into the living room."
She led the way.
"Would you like a Coke?" she offered.
"Sounds good."
"Why don't you take off your tie and sit down and relax? Take your shoes off, too, if you'd like to."
"You really know how to make a guy feel at home," Pete said.
Kathy thought about his remark as she went to the kitchen to get the Cokes, and a strange little buzzing began in her cunt. He was very good-looking, big and muscular, with curly black hair. Now that she had found out what sex was all about, he was just the sort of guy she would like to get it on with.
But he was her stepbrother, and that meant she couldn't fool around with him. It would be almost as bad as fucking Billy, who she was ashamed of despite the pleasure it had given her.
This thought brought her fear that she might be pregnant, and suddenly she had a mental flash.
What if she were to make a play for Pete right now? He was in the Army, which meant he was away from girls most of the time and therefore probably very horny. If he were to break down and fuck her, she would have a handy person to blame for knocking her up. And it could even be true. How would she know later who was responsible-Pete or Billy?
The more she thought about it, the better the idea seemed. It was nasty in a way. But if Pete responded to her invitation and fucked her, he would have only himself to blame.
And he was such a handsome guy, it would be a pleasure to ball him. She quivered as she carried the Cokes into the living room.
Pete had removed his tie and had stretched out in a comfortable chair. Kathy drew a cushioned stool over next to him and sat down on it.
He thanked her for the Coke and took a sip. He looked down at her, grinning. "I didn't expect to find I had such a pretty sister," he said.
"Stepsister," Kathy corrected.
"Yeah. I guess that makes a little difference." A slight change occurred in his eyes, and she could tell he was thinking somewhat along the same lines as she was, though she doubted if he had let his thoughts run quite so far. She watched Pete, her eyes glinting warmly, and she noticed the color in his cheeks as he squirmed a little.
I'm turning him on, she thought with pleasure. I wonder if his cock is getting hard?
She said, "You know, I told you to take your shoes off. You can't be comfortable with those heavy things on your feet."
She dropped to the carpet to sit next to his legs. She put her Coke aside and reached for one of his feet. Her short skirt had climbed halfway up her thighs, and she noticed that Pete was ogling them.
She began to unlace his bulky Army shoe.
"Hey you don't have to do that," he said in confusion. But it was plain the action pleased him.
She pulled off his shoe and turned to the other one. She quickly removed that one, too.
"Now how about these socks?" she said, and began to pull one down.
He was thrilled by the very personal attention Kathy was giving him, her fingertips trailing along his ankles and feet were marvelously exciting. When she picked up one of his bare feet and held it, his cock became hard.
"That tickles," he said huskily, but he made no attempt to pull away.
"You have good feet," she told him as she caressed the one she held.
With that, she bent quickly and rubbed her face along the side of his foot.
Pete didn't know what to make of this sexy creature, who, he judged, was barely old enough to have hair on her cunt, and certainly too young for him to fuck. Besides, she was his stepsister. That meant he didn't dare touch her.
He decided he would have to turn her off without further delay, though his cock was throbbing for action. "I think you'd better cut that out," he said, and tried to draw his foot from her grasp.
But she clutched it with greater determination and began to lick it up and down. Her moist, gliding tongue felt wonderful against his skin. The fact that it was his foot that she was licking made the pleasure especially intense. It was as if she had no reservations as if she were prepared to do anything at all with him. She nibbled at his toes and took his big one into her mouth. She sucked on it.
As his cock throbbed harder and his blood churned hotly through his entire body, Pete felt his resistance crumbling. If she didn't stop what she was doing, God only knew what might happen.
She gently put down the foot she had been kissing and began sliding her hands up his leg, caressing him through his pants. She smiled at him, her lips slack and her eyes glazed and misty.
He had never known a girl her age to come on so strong, and the fact that they were practically related made it even more amazing. He thought there must be something wrong with her.
When he tried to twist away, she immediately slid a hand the rest of the way up his inner thigh. She shocked him by cupping the lump in his pants that contained his bulging cock. The feel of her delicate hand caressing his hard-on through his trousers sent a blast of pleasure roaring through him and caused his prick to twitch.
"Oooooo, it's jumping!" Kathy cried. "I just love cocks!"
His brain reeled. He could hardly believe what she was doing-but he certainly could feel it. Her caressing hands were driving him out of his mind.
Kathy had enjoyed making the lewd remark because she wanted to think of herself as a swinging chick. She no longer had the slightest moral inhibition to restrain her as far as sex in general was concerned, and she had managed to convince herself that her relationship to Pete didn't matter. He was just a strange boy to her.
As excitement rose strongly within her, and she felt her cunt begin to dribble onto the nylon crotchband of her panties, She attacked the fly of Pete's trousers, grasping the tab of his zipper and pulling it down.
"'No…" he groaned. But he wanted her to continue with what she was doing.
She snaked her dainty hand into his pants and through the fly of his shorts. A tremor rocked him as she closed her cool fingers around the throbbing, hot column of his prick. She pulled the swollen cock out, and the minute it was free, the last trace of limberness went out of the horny shaft and it stuck straight up, rigid as an arrow with a big, rosy head.
"Oooh, it's beautiful!" Kathy gushed as she ran her encircling thumb and forefinger up and down the shaft and watched a drop of clear lubricant ooze out of the hole in its tip. "I just have to…"
Instead of finishing the statement, she did what she had been about to say she had to do. She bent her head, letting her blonde hair cascade over Pete's lap and thighs, and she caught the head of his cock in her mouth.
The young man jerked and gave out a rasping groan. This was too much!
Kathy pumped her sucking mouth up and down on his blissfully throbbing cock. She gently scraped the column with her teeth while at the same time caressing the sensitive surface with her moist lips. The rounded end of his prick bumped rhythmically against her palate, and her tongue circled and stroked the entire head.
He gasped and writhed. Just when it seemed he was about to shoot off, the uninhibited teen-ager raised her mouth off his cock and let the organ twitch and quiver in the cool air. But she kept hold of the base of the column, encircling it with her forefinger and thumb while her other fingers curled around his balls, pressing them through his pants.
Pete watched through glazed eyes as she stuck out her pink tongue and began to lick his wet, gleaming cockhead. She licked back and forth across the underside and then across the bulging tip of his swollen knob. Next she lay her tongue against the underside of his throbbing cock and gently lapped several times, as though she were eating an ice cream cone. She finished by pursing her soft lips around just the tip of Pete's cock and fluttering her soft tongue against the little hole.
Finally she raised her head and looked at him. "Please fuck me, Pete," she begged passionately. "I need a fucking so much!"
Only a eunuch would have refused.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"Ooh, Ray, isn't it beautiful?" Paula said as she cuddled next to her new husband in his car and they watched the rising sun peep over a distant mountain.
"Not as beautiful as you are," Ray replied, and placed his hand between her warm thighs.
Not long ago, she would have considered it indecent to pet in a car that was traveling along the highway. But thanks to Ray's tender and passionate treatment during the past few days, she now possessed a much more open attitude toward the sexual part of her life.
Paula eased her legs apart and this made it easier for him to glide his hand upward between her thighs, pushing her skirt along. He glanced down and watched its hem skim the tops of her stockings.
The bare flesh of her upper thighs gleamed erotically, taking his mind off his driving.
He was forced to return his gaze to the road, but his fingers continued upward until they touched the soft crotchband of her panties. He tickled her warm cunt through the thin nylon.
She breathed passionately. "That feels so good it makes me want to stop and fuck you right beside the road. Isn't that shocking?"
Ray chuckled and kept tickling Paul's cunt. "It would be more, shocking if you didn't want to. God, I'm so happy, Paula!"
"So am I," she murmured as she snuggled closer. She kissed him moistly on the cheek and let her tongue flutter against his skin.
"But I'm a little sore at you," he said" insisting that we go home so soon. We had only two nights at the hotel."
"You worry too much about your children."
"Maybe. But Maude is so strict, I'll bet Billy and Kathy have been miserable. They were upset anyway about my getting married."
"They'll get over that. I'm going to try very hard to make them like me."
"I know you will, dear," she said. "And I know you'll succeed." She kissed him again. "Now don't you think you'd better take your hand off my… my pussy… before you get us too excited?"
"I love it when you talk like that," Ray said, giving her soft little cunt a final pinch before he withdrew his hand from between her legs.
Paula didn't bother to push her skirt down, but allowed it to remain high on her thighs so he could occasionally glance in that direction and admire her creamy white skin. It pleased her to show off for him.
It was still early morning when Ray and Paula arrived in front of their house.
"I'd better leave the car in the street," Ray said. "I'm afraid I'll wake up everybody if I put it in the garage."
"You're probably right," Paula replied.
He drew her into his arms and kissed her lovingly.
Then they got out of the car and walked to the house, their arms around each other's waists.
Ray opened the door and let Paula precede him inside. "I'll get our luggage later," he said.
"I think that's an excellent idea," Paula murmured, and turned to press herself against him.
It was clear to the man that his bride wanted to be kissed-and more than that. As soon as their lips touched, her tongue slithered into his mouth and fluttered against his.
He let his hands glide down her back to fondle her plump, springy asscheeks through her skirt.
Paula ended the kiss quickly and panted, "Ray, fuck me now. Fuck me right now."
"As soon as we get upstairs, angel," Ray said, his voice turning husky.
"No. Down here. In the living room. It's so early, we'll be safe."
The idea of fucking on the living room sofa-or better yet, on the rug-appealed to Ray. He followed Paula into the living room.
She stopped suddenly, her attention attracted by the clothes that were scattered on the floor.
"Those children!" she exclaimed. "Look at the mess they've made! What's wrong with Maude, letting them scatter their clothes around?"
"Looks like they got completely undressed right here," Ray said thoughtfully as he saw a girl's panties and a pair of man's shorts. "The very idea!" said Paula as she bent and swept up Kathy's bra and panties.
But then Ray noticed something that really shocked him. The trousers which lay on the rug were government issue, the kind worn by his son in the Army.
"Wait a minute," he said, his voice taut. "I'm going upstairs."
Paula got a quick glimpse of his face as he turned to leave the room, and she noted the color had left his cheeks. She followed him out to the hallway and up the stairs.
The door of Kathy's room was wide open, and Ray went directly there, with Paula close behind him. He stopped in the doorway and stared at the thoroughly shocking sight on the bed.
His teen stepdaughter was spread out on her back, while above her his son was poised on his hands and knees. Pete was stroking his cock in and out of Kathy's cunt while the young girl writhed and murmured passionately.
Paula saw the couple an instant after Ray did and she let out a scream. The lovers looked toward the doorway, saw their parents, and stopped fucking. Pete quickly pulled out of the young girl, his wet, red cock lurching as he scrambled off the bed. Kathy desperately tried to cover herself.
"You…" Ray's voice failed him. He didn't know what to call his son. What he had witnessed had been so thoroughly out of character for Pete he could hardly believe it, yet he had observed it with his own eyes.
"Dad, I'm sorry!" the young man exclaimed as he clutched at a blanket and held it in front of him.
"Ooooh, Mom!" Kathy said, beginning to cry. The young girl wished she could die.
The scene had been swimming before Paula's eyes, and she had nearly fainted. Now she was holding onto the door as a wave of nausea swept her.
Ray rushed across the room to his son, who was red-faced and obviously suffering. He slapped the teen as hard as he could across the cheek and sent him reeling into a chair.
Pete gave an anguished cry, but he didn't fight back. He lowered his head in his hands.
"Both of you get dressed!" Ray said, his voice shaking. "Pete, I want to see you downstairs." "Y-yes, sir," the youth said.
Ray turned to his wife and took her in his arms. But he felt her stiffen against him.
"Paula, I-I don't know what to say…" he faltered.
She broke into a fit of sobbing and turned away from him. Her happiness had been completely shattered.
As soon as Paula could control herself, she rushed through the house, looking for her sister. But Maude was nowhere to be found. Neither was Billy. Paula hurried back to Kathy's bedroom.
By this time the young girl had put on a robe and had dried her eyes. "Mom, I'm so sorry," she murmured.
"Where's your aunt?" her mother demanded in cold fury. "Where's Billy?"
"Aunt Maude's gone. I don't know where she is. And Billy… he… he's gone too."
"Gone?" Paula grabbed her daughter by the shoulders and shook her. "What do you mean, gone?"
Kathy started to cry again. "He's just gone!" she shrieked. "I don't know where!"
"My God…" Paula murmured, tottering backward. She felt again as if she were about to pass out. "Oh, my God!"
Ray and his son had just left the room, but on hearing the screams, Ray had sent Pete downstairs and had returned.
"What's happened now?" he asked Paula, supporting her as she crumpled against him.
"Billy and Maude…" she moaned. "They've both gone. Kathy doesn't know where they are. Oooh, Ray…" she sobbed miserably.
He glared at his stepdaughter who was silent now and trembling. "Where's your brother?" he demanded. "You must have some idea."
Kathy realized she couldn't keep the truth from her mother and stepfather-at least as far as Billy's running away from home was concerned. But she didn't dare tell them why.
"He left home," she said. "I have a note from him. But he didn't say where he was going."
"And your aunt-where's she?"
"She just disappeared. I guess she want back home. We, uh, had some trouble."
"What kind of trouble?" Ray snapped.
By this time Paula had straightened up and she was listening.
"I… can't tell you about that," Kathy said, and looked down. "At least not now. We just had some trouble, that's all."
"All right," Ray replied. "Get the note from your brother."
Kathy hurried to comply.
Ray turned to his wife. "I haven't talked with Pete yet," he said. "Right now that will have to wait. We've got to find out where Billy is and get him back. Paula, you don't know how bad I feel about what has happened here."
She couldn't reply. She couldn't even look at him. All she could think about was that her son had run away from home and that her young daughter had lost her virginity to Ray s son.
Kathy brought Billy's note and handed it to her stepfather. He read it aloud to Paula and then said, "I'll start making some calls. A boy his age couldn't go far. The police in some town near here are probably holding him right now. Please try to stay calm."
Ray's first call was to the local police; it produced nothing. He then called the county sheriff, who also had no information as to Billy's whereabouts.
Paula sat near the phone, listening and sobbing intermittently. Ray was worried about her. If he didn't get a lead on Billy pretty soon, he feared she would need medical care.
He began placing calls to the sheriff's departments in adjacent counties.
Finally a deputy told him, "Yeah, we've got a lad here who answers that description. He won't tell us his name, though. We picked him up trying to hitch a ride on the freeway."
"Just a minute," Ray said, and turned to his wife. "I think we've found him," he told her.
She jumped up. "Where is he?"
"Take it easy," Ray said. "We can't be sure yet. Does he have any scars or birthmark that would identify him?"
A look of horror came to Paula's face. "He isn't hurt, is he? What happened?" She tried to tear the phone out of Ray's hand.
He managed to hold onto the instrument, and he told her, "If this boy is Billy, he isn't hurt. But he won't tell the sheriff his name. How can we identify him?"
Paula calmed somewhat. "He-he does have a scar. It's on his right leg, just below his knee-a jagged mark. He had a bad fall when he was a little boy."
"All right, I'll tell them. Just sit down."
After he bad relayed the information, the sheriff's office permitted Ray to hold the line while they checked the teen they had in custody. After a few minutes, the deputy returned to the phone.
"Yeah, he's your boy," he said. "He broke down after we looked at the scar. Wanta come over and pick him up?"
"Right away, Officer," Ray said. "And thank you!"
"It's Billy, all right," he told Paula as he hung up the phone. "We'll drive right over and get him."
"No! I want to go alone." "But, darling…"
When he sought to touch her, she backed away.
"I'm sorry, Ray, but it was our getting married that brought this all on. Billy's my son, and I'm going to take care of him. I'm going to prove to him that I still love him that no one else has come between us."
Ray saw that there was no point in arguing with her. Anyway, it might be just as well if she did go alone, he decided. There was a very serious problem for him to deal with right there, and it concerned his son.
Ray went downstairs to have a talk with Pete.
"So that's the story, Dad," the young man said. "Usually I wouldn't talk about a girl to someone else, but I figured you had to know how it was between Kathy and me. She came on like a nympho, and I couldn't help myself. I don't know whether you want to tell her mom that. But her mom ought to know she wasn't a virgin when I first touched her. That's important."
Ray had listened carefully to his son's explanation. He had found it shocking and difficult to believe. But Pete had always been straight with him in the past.
"All right, Son," Ray said. "I want to talk with Kathy now, and I think it will be better if we're alone. Why don't you go out somewhere-take a walk through town or something-and come back in a little while. Okay?"
"Sure Dad. If you want me to."
Ray watched the young man leave the room, and he shook his head. He didn't relish the thought of what he would have to do. Someone would be terribly hurt before this was all over. If Pete were lying, Ray himself would take the blow. But if Kathy had seduced Pete, as he had said, the truth was going to hurt Paula. Still, the truth would have to be determined, and it was up to Ray to do that.
He walked upstairs to confront his young stepdaughter.



CHAPTER NINE


Ray rapped on Kathy's door and waited. In a few moments, she opened it. She was still wearing her robe. Her eyes were dry now, but they were sad.
"Kathy, we're going to have to talk," Ray told her.
"All right. Come in"
He entered the room and left the door open. "Sit down," he said.
The girl sat on the only chair. That made it necessary for Ray to sit on the edge of the rumpled bed-the very bed where he had caught his son and stepdaughter fucking a short while ago.
Kathy fidgeted. The sudden interruption of her fuck session with Pete had left her in a state of physical frustration. Adding to this was the mental turmoil caused by having been discovered doing what she most loved to do by people who regarded it as wrong. Yet she didn't really feel guilty about it. She was still sure that her mother's and Mr. Simpson's standards were hypocritical and unsound.
She wondered, as she looked at the troubled man, who sat opposite her, whether she could prove this to him. It would be a pleasure to try.
Ray said, "Kathy, I've just had a long talk with Pete. You're entitled to know what he told me. I'm not saying I believe it or I don't But I listened to him, and now I want to listen to you."
"All right, Mr, Simpson," Kathy said. "Where do you want me to start?"
He gave her a smile. "By calling me 'Daddy', if you can bring yourself to do it."
She sighed. "Yes, Daddy."
Ray's smile flashed bright for a moment. "That's much better," he said. But then the troubled look returned as he thought of what he was about to discuss with her.
"You and Pete," he said. "How did that start? Tell me all of it."
Kathy fidgeted again. It would have been possible for her to lie and say that Pete had raped her.
Her mother would have accepted that, and even Pete's father might have. But it would have hurt Pete a great deal-and for what?
"Pete showed up last night," she said slowly. "I was alone in the house, and I invited him in. I liked him right away. We talked, and finally I decided I wanted to have sex with him."
Ray's eyes narrowed. "Did he make a play for you first?"
She shook her head and looked at her stepfather. "I made the play," Kathy said.
"What did you do?"
His question excited Kathy. A little quiver when through her cunt and she tensed. Looking at the man who sat across from her, she remembered watching him fuck her mother; she remembered how she had felt at that time.
"Well, Kathy?" Ray pressed. "Tell me how you made a play for Pete."
A little smile came to her face and teased the corners of her mouth. "I could show you," she suggested.
It would be best, he decided, to let her reveal the truth in her own way. "Very well," he said. "Show me."
Kathy stood up and walked to where he was seated. She knelt on the floor next to his legs.
Ray's tension heightened. "What are you going to do?"
"Just what I did with Pete," she said, smiling up at her stepfather sweetly. "You said I could."
He didn't reply. He was very apprehensive, but still it seemed best to let her go ahead. The truth was what he was after.
Kathy reached out and placed her hand on his lap. A jolt of excitement went through him as her hand touched his cock through his pants.
"Kathy!" he exclaimed in shock, and was about to call a halt to the demonstration. Truth or not, it had gone too far.
But the young girl didn't give him a chance to say another word or to push her away. She quickly lowered the zipper on his fly, snaked her hand into his trousers, and gripped his limber cock with her small, cool hand.
"No!" Ray said, and began trying to push Kathy away. But it was too late, because she was already pulling his prick out of his pants.
She bowed her head.
Intense sensations rocked his body as his young stepdaughter took the head of his cock in her mouth. She began to suck on the resilient knob of flesh, and her small tongue stroked it hotly. Ray's cock immediately swelled and stood up, straight and hard, his cockhead nearly filling Kathy's mouth. He groaned.
His brain was whirling by that time. He felt he had to stop Kathy in some way. But his feeble efforts to make her lift her head turned into caresses as he stroked her long, silken hair.
Kathy's mouth was working up and down on his cock, her little teeth scraping the knob. Her wet lips sucked noisily and her tongue fluttered. Saliva drooled out of her mouth and down the shaft of Ray's cock, making it slicker yet.
He fell backward across the mattress. He stared at the ceiling and it seemed to be rotating slowly. Blast after blast of excitement roared through him as Kathy's head bobbed, her teeth and soft lips tugging at Ray's immense, throbbing cock.
She let go of him at last, but by that time his will had been completely broken. He just lay there, his cock twitching as it swayed to and fr through the fly of his pants. Kathy stood and shrugged off her robe. She climbed onto the bed, settling astride him, and took his big prick into her cunt.
The man stared up at her unbelievably as she rotated her very tight cunt around his cock, then began to bob the marvelously warm, snug, slick enclosure up and down, up and down. Her small, perfect tits trembling tautly, their pink nipples sticking rigidly out and upward. Her golden hair fell down on either side of her face as she smiled in an almost angelic way.
Kathy was thrilled by what was happening. This was what she had wanted for a long time, and also it seemed to prove that her stepfather's moral outrage of a short time ago was as hypocritical as her mother's preaching. None of that had meant a thing when the moment of truth arrived.
Ray was now bucking upward, jabbing his huge prick into his stepdaughter and enjoying the magnificent sensations, which her clutching cunt produced as it moved slowly and rhythmically up and down, round and round on his throbbing cock.
"Oh, baby, baby!" he moaned.
"Daddy!" she exclaimed. "Ooh, I love to fuck you!"
Kathy began moving faster, bobbing up and down with furious intensity as she felt her climax approaching. Her grasping, pumping cunt made the hot cum churn in Ray's balls.
"Qoh… ooh… ooh!" she gasped, tossing her head from side to side as she fucked her step- father wildly. Her titties danced, and her pale, silken tresses brushed back and forth across her pink, thrusting nipples.
Suddenly her orgasm began, and she jammed down hard on Ray's cock, the muscles of her cunt rippling voluptuously. He let out a ragged groan, and a burst of cum ripped from him, spurting up inside her. Blissful jet after jet followed the first one, and Kathy gloried in the splashing of his hot jism deep in her convulsing cunt.
Finally the storm ebbed, and she relaxed against him.
Neither of them spoke or moved for quite a while.
After Kathy climbed off her stepfather, she helped him remove his clothes. Ray saw no point in attempting to resist her any longer. The damage, if that was what it was, had already been done.
She snuggled down beside him and gently fondled his cock.
He still felt he had to know some answers, and he pressed her for them.
"Who was the first boy to fuck you?" he asked, his breath still uneven, his voice hoarse. "When did it happen?"
"It happened a while back," she said. "What a difference does it make who the first one was?"
"It makes a difference to me," Ray told her.
Kathy thought about it and decided now was the time to admit she had been fucking with her brother, Billy. Ray was the one she should tell, because he was on her side now. She believed he could help her and Billy meet the problem that they faced with their mother.
She took a deep breath and said, "Billy was the first. Billy and I fucked the other night, after watching you and Mom from the balcony in front of your bedroom window. We didn't want to do it. We felt it was wrong. But we couldn't help ourselves. Things just happened after that. Aunt Maude caught us, and well, Billy started in on her."
Ray sat up and looked at his stepdaughter.
"You mean Billy fucked his aunt?"
Kathy nodded. "So did I, I guess you could say. It was wonderful! We all enjoyed it-especially Aunt Maude. Man, she really freaked out!"
"Good Lord-" Ray murmured.
"The reason I went after Pete was because I was worried about being knocked up by Billy. It was wrong, I know, but I figured I could blame Pete for making me pregnant. That would have been unfair, though," she added and looked away.
Suddenly she threw herself into Ray's arms and sobbed, "Ooh, Daddy, I'm so worried! What if I am pregnant? What can I do?"
He tried to comfort her. "We can take care of that, darling. I'll see to it. Don't let it bother you. The problem right now, that we both face, is how to make matters clear to your mother. Do you suppose Billy will admit the truth about what he did with you and Aunt Maude when your mother reaches him?"
Kathy sniffed back her tears and sat up straight. "I don't think so," she said. "He felt awfully bad about it."
"Then we'll have to figure out a way to let your mother know, But we don't want to shock her too badly. I'll work it out."
"Oh, Daddy, I love you!" Kathy said gratefully, and she snuggled against him once more.
Ray wrapped his arms around her. The change that had occurred in his own thinking, and in his feelings, during the last few minutes was one he never would have believed himself capable of. It amazed him that the shock and moral outrage were gone, and that he was now able to look at the situation objectively.
As he stroked his young stepdaughter's smooth back and felt her firm tits against him, a new surge of desire welled up in his body. He couldn't prevent his cock from stiffening again.
Kathy felt his prick harden against her. Her hand naturally dropped to encircle it. She stroked his cock lovingly, building his bard-on.
"I want to take care of you again," she said softly. "But I want to do it a different way this time. You'll let me, won't you?"
It was beyond his power to refuse.
Pete returned to the house and walked into the living room, eager to have another talk with his father after the older man had heard Kathy's story. Pete hoped she had admitted the truth about what had happened.
His father wasn't in the living room.
Pete searched downstairs, finding no one. He didn't believe his father and Kathy were still talking, since nearly an hour had passed. His father was probably thinking over what she had told him, Pete concluded.
He climbed the stairs, heading for his father's bedroom.
The door to Kathy's roam was still open, and it was necessary for Pete to pass it in order to reach his father's room. He glanced through the open door.
Inside, on the bed, his father was stretched out on his back, naked. Kathy, also naked, was kneeling beside him, her head bent forward over his body. Pete stopped, stunned by the sight, and he saw that Kathy's head was bobbing slowly up and down. She was sucking his father's cock!
To Pete, this shocking revelation signified a number of things and they flashed in his mind in rapid succession. His father knew the truth about Kathy. That meant that he, Pete, was off the hook. But beyond that, his father seemed to have accepted Kathy for what she was. That suggested that the moral prohibition against enjoying her sweet, teen body was gone-and if Pete's father could enjoy her, Pete surely was free to do so, as well.
He had been uptight ever since his morning fuck of the beautiful young girl had been interrupted. Now the sight of Kathy bending over his father, sucking his cock, sent the lust swirling through his veins again, and there seemed nothing to prevent him from acting out his desire.
His cock turned hard as soon as he entered the room. He couldn't take his clothes off quickly enough.
Neither his father nor Kathy was aware of his presence. His father was staring with glazed eyes at the ceiling while the young girl licked his prick slowly, gliding her tongue up one side of the tasty shaft and down the other. She bent lower still and licked his throbbing balls. Her tongue licked the nuts in their soft, hairy sac. Kathy caught one ball in her mouth and sucked it.
She was bending so low that her dribbling, pink cunt was completely exposed to the young man who stood behind her. Pete stripped off the last of his clothes, and his cock sprang free to stand quivering before him, his balls hanging exposed at its base.
He moved up behind Kathy and knelt on the bed. "Dad," he said, trying to make his voice sound casual despite the emotion that gripped him. "Can I get in on this, too?"
"Pete!" the older man exclaimed, and attemptted to get up.
But Kathy pushed him back against the bed and smiled over her shoulder at Pete. "Come on," she invited. "Fuck me! We'll all do it together!"
Then she clamped her warm, wet mouth fully around the head of Ray's cock and began to suck rhythmically, gliding her tongue against his bloodchoked cockhead. She knew that would force her stepfather to remain where he was, so he wouldn't spoil what promised to be a very enjoyable experience for them all.
She moaned pleasurably against the big, fat cockhead that stuffed her mouth, and she sucked harder, fondling Ray's balls at the same time. Pete began to stroke his blissfully throbbing cock forward and back, in and out of Kathy's receptive pussy. He looked down at his father, who was writhing, in ecstatic torment under the thrilling sucking of Kathy's mouth, and he felt very good about everything as he fucked her.
To Kathy, it was nothing short of magnificent to have her mouth filled by one thrusting, thick cock while her pussy was crammed by another. She bobbed her head vigorously and pumped her hips, her slim body writhing as both men-father and son-drove their cocks into her, Ray jabbing upward into the young girl's sucking mouth while Pete plunged into her clutching cunt from the rear.
The bed shook with the exertions of the three lust-crazed people.
They all came blissfully, Ray's cum gushing upward into Kathy's gulping throat while Pete's jism splashed deeply into her cunt. The young girl's body turned into a ball of fire, then seemed to explode in all directions while she kept sucking and fucking, and the hot cum from her two horny lovers poured into her eager body.



CHAPTER TEN


Ray felt it was necessary for his wife to know the entire truth. This was important because he was his wife, and his son's reputation was at stake. And beyond that, there was the happiness of the entire family to consider. They all had their needs, and it was necessary for these to be worked out together.
It was clear, as soon as Paula and Billy arrived home, that the young boy hadn't explained to his mother what had caused him to run away from home. Paula still knew nothing of her sister Maude's involvement, and she remained mystified by Maude's disappearance. She also remained very hostile toward Ray and Pete, seeing them as the cause for all the trouble, which had befallen her home. If she hadn't married Ray, Billy would never have run away, she believed, and Kathy wouldn't have been left alone to fall prey to Ray's lustful, immoral son.
There was no possibility of his being able to explain things to her, Ray realized. Anyway; the disclosures about what had happened between Kathy and Billy, between both children and Maude, and between Kathy, Pete and himself, would simply have shocked her all the more, without creating enlightenment. He knew that he would have to show his wife the truth rather than tell her. And he would get Kathy to help him. If all went well, Paula would not only be made to understand, but would also accept her family's new sexual liberation. That was his hope.
While Paula attempted to reach her sister by phone, assuming that Maude might have arrived back at her own home by that time, Ray evolved a scheme and explained it to Kathy. She was reluctant to take part in it at first, fearing that it might only make matters worse, but Ray insisted. Finally she agreed to do what he asked.
Paula returned from the phone to report that there had been no answer at her sister's house. "I can't understand where Maude could be or why she left here," Paula said, shaking her head in bewilderment.
That night, Ray took it for granted that Paula would refuse to sleep with him, and he went to bed in the guestroom. He lay in the dark waiting until it was time to put his plan into action.
Kathy began putting their plan into motion by walking to her mother's bedroom door and rapping softly. Paula, in nightgown and robe, came to the door and opened it.
"Baby…" she murmured when she saw the worried expression on her daughter's face. She took the girl in her arms. "Do you want to talk?" she asked as she stroked Kathy's hair.
"No, Mama, that won't help. But I'd like to have you do something for me."
"Of course, dear. Anything."
"Trade rooms with me tonight," Kathy begged. "I couldn't stand to sleep in my own bed after what happened there."
In Paula's mind there flashed a mental picture of Pete on top of her daughter, fucking her brutally on that bed.
"I understand, darling," she told Kathy. "Of course I'll trade rooms with you. Try not to think about what happened. It was awful, but it's not the end of the world. We'll survive it somehow."
Kathy smiled to herself. The scheme was working.
She had finally talked with Billy, and that part of the plan had worked out well, also. Her brother, shaken by his experiences of the past few days, needed comforting, and it seemed to him that Kathy was the only person in the world who understood.
Everyone settled down in bed. The house was quiet. Billy waited until he believed it was safe, then got up and crept noiselessly from his room and into the hall. He was heading toward Kathy's bedroom, in response to the invitation she had given him. Perhaps it wasn't right, but he felt he had to do it.
Just thinking about snuggling into his sister's bed and settling down against her warm, lovely body caused his youthful cock to harden. The shaft was standing straight up by the time he reached Kathy's door. The snugness of his pajamas made the hard-on uncomfortable, and he adjusted. His pajama pants so his rock-hard cock stuck out through the fly.
He opened Kathy's door and walked into her room.
There was no moon that night, and the room was very dark. Billy carefully felt his way to the side of his sister's bed. He could barely make out the form lying beneath the covers.
He decided not to say anything and risk the chance of being overheard by his mother, whom he believed to be in the next room. Kathy had warned him to be very quiet.
Billy turned back the covers of the bed and slid in beside the shadowy form. She was very warm and soft.
Paula stirred. As she awakened and realized someone was in bed with her, she reacted spontaneously, not remembering immediately the awful events of the day. This was Ray, she thought, joining her, and she wanted him.
When Billy's lips touched hers, she responded, sliding her wet tongue into his mouth. She moaned and reached for what she thought was her husband's cock.
The prick was already hard-thrillingly hard, in fact-and this sent such a pleasurable sensation coursing through her that she was compelled to demonstrate her devotion to the lovely cock that she clutched in her hand. She pushed back the covers and bowed her head toward the loins of the male who was in bed with her.
As she did this, she realized that Ray shouldn't be in bed with her. She hated him. But as she held what she thought to be Ray's hot cock and bent toward it, her hatred dissolved. She needed his sweet prick. She needed it more than ever at that moment.
Billy let out a groan. There was something strange about what was happening. Somehow the person who lay in Kathy's bed didn't feel like his sister. She smelled different, too. Kathy didn't usually wear cologne. But what was happening felt very good-and who but Kathy could be doing it?
Paula touched her lips to the end of the cock she was clutching in her hand. It felt strange. Ray was circumcised, but the prick she now touched reminded her more of her first husband's cock, which had had a foreskin.
As she slid her mouth down over the head of her son's cock, she realized that it did indeed have a foreskin. Her lips had pushed the hood back as they had taken possession of the cockhead.
Panic seized her.
She tried to lift her head, but her partner's hands were on it, stroking her hair. As she pushed against those hands, she encountered an opposite pressure.
"Suck it, baby, suck it!" Billy whispered urgently as he held his mother's head on his throbbing cock.
A terrible shock went through her. This was Billy-not Ray! She had her mouth around her own son's cock!
She began to fight wildly, but Billy continued to hold her down. Her soft lips felt so good encircling his prick, and her warm, wet mouth was delightful. He arched himself, pushing his cock upward, sticking the head of it right back into his mother's throat.
Paula's mind whirled. I'm sucking Billy's cock! She kept thinking. My own son's cock! The thought thrilled her even as it shocked her. Then too, there was the question of why he was there. He had come to see Kathy, she decided. He must think I'm Kathy!
She continued to struggle, but her son was so aroused by that time he wouldn't let her raise her head. He couldn't understand what was the matter with her, but he knew he had to have more of her luscious cocksucking.
Suddenly something snapped in Paula's mind.
She couldn't fight any more. She couldn't resist. She began to suck her son's pulsing cock eagerly.
Billy groaned with pleasure, realizing that he didn't have to hold her any longer, and he dug a hand beneath her chest, feeling for what he expected to be one of Kathy's small, firm tits. But the tit that he grasped was full and soft. It felt just like Aunt Maude's!
He began to struggle, trying to get out from under the woman who was eagerly sucking his cock. But by this time Paula was so hot for her son that she had to keep sucking his hot, hard prick-driving her mouth eagerly up and down on it, licking the slick, spongy head and drinking down the wonderful juice which was oozing out.
In the doorway stood Kathy and Ray. It had been part of their plan to join the party once it got under way. Ray's purpose in this was to forestall a feeling of guilt on his wife's and Billy's part when they discovered they were in bed together. He wished to demonstrate that he and Kathy had similar desires; that they were, in fact, all members of the same loving family.
To accomplish this, it was necessary to turn on the light. Ray reached into the room, felt for the wall switch, and pressed it.
Brilliant illumination bathed the bed where Billy lay with Paula bending over his middle. Billy blinked and stared at her, realizing for the first time that it was his own mother who was sucking his cock. Then he looked up to see Ray and Kathy standing beside the bed, both nude and both smiling.
Billy didn't resist any more, but let out a happy cry and caressed his mother's beautiful blonde hair as she bobbed her sucking mouth more rapidly on his rigid, saliva-coated cock. She wasn't yet aware that the light had been turned on, because her eyes were closed in rapture.
Kathy gazed at her mother sucking cock, and the sight pleased her.
Ray visually caressed his wife's voluptuous form, which was curled gracefully on the mattress, her nightgown up around her waist to expose her lovely ass, clad in thin, clinging panties. Ray's cock hardened at the sight.
"Let's join them, sweetheart," he said to his stepdaughter, who had clasped her small hand around his rigid prick.
Paula heard this, and the speaker's identity as well as his words got through to her. She quickly raised her head and turned her guilty eyes toward her husband. But when she saw his cock standing up and saw Ray and Kathy standing side by side, naked, she didn't know what to think.
"You two looked like you were having such a good time that we couldn't resist joining you," Ray said. He added casually, "Kathy and I have done it before, anyway. And so have she and Billy. That's what started this whole thing. But I'll explain it to you later, angel. Now let's enjoy ourselves, shall we?"
He and Kathy got down on the bed beside Paula and Billy. The bed was big, though Kathy had occupied it alone until recently.
Paula began to struggle, but Ray quickly overcame this, stroking her and murmuring gently. He laid her nightie off.
"Suck my cock some more, Mama," Billy begged. "That was so good!"
"Ooh, darling!" Paula cried. "What's going to become of us?"
But whatever the answer was, she evidently wanted it to happen, because she once again threw herself down onto her son's loins and took his wonderful young prick into her mouth.
Ray pulled the pink panties off his wife's ass and drew them down her legs. He helped her position herself on her knees, which had the effect of shoving her beautiful ass high into the air. Her cunt was thrillingly exposed-a luscious pink slash, bordered by silky hairs.
Ray bent down and began to lick her cunt. He worked his eager tongue all over the wiggly, wet, warm flesh. Then he swabbed his tongue up across Paula's lovely little asshole, licking and sucking. He even licked at the puckered hole until her ass opened up and permitted his tongue to gain entry. He fucked his tongue in and out of Paula's asshole, enjoying the acrid taste and faint earthy odor.
The woman went wild. The feel of a tongue stroking in her asshole was totally new to her and magnificently exciting. She felt herself starting to come, and she bit down on her son's hard cock.
This caused Billy to groan with passion, and his cum burst forth, shooting up from his quivering balls and into his mother's sucking mouth. The thick warm jism splashed onto her tongue and slid down her throat. Paula gulped eagerly, and her climax built to even greater heights.
Realizing what was happening, Ray raised his head, gripped his throbbing cock, and moved up behind his wife's ass. He had intended to fuck her in the cunt but was now so carried away that he impulsively poked his prick at her asshole instead.
Thanks to the lubrication which his licking tongue had imparted, and thanks to the wonderful release Paula was now experiencing, the muscles of her little asshole were soft and relaxed. To Ray's great joy the thick, bulging head of his cock slipped into his wife's asshole almost as easily as it would have entered her cunt, and he found himself fucking her lovely, upthrust ass.
Paula loved this new sensation, and she rotated her ass against the man's deep, plunging strokes, taking his long cock deep into her squishy opening. Her asshole spasmed excitedly around Ray's stroking shaft.
Paula raised her head from her son's cock and stared at her daughter's blonde-fringed pussy. Completely carried away by the wild, exotic passion of the moment, she forced her head between Kathy's thighs and began to lick and suck eagerly at the girl's warm, slick, marvelously soft cunt.
Kathy was immensely pleased.
She twisted her body until she could bring her head to her brother's loins, and she gobbled up his limp cock, which was still wet from her mother's sucking. She began to suck and lick Billy's lovely cock.
Watching this, Ray rammed his cock up Paula's ass even harder, until his balls exploded from the pleasure that had been building up within them. His cum shot out through the quivering tube of his prick and into his wife's ass.
Paula came again, her tongue quivering far up in her daughter's pulsing cunt.
Kathy came, and then, with a groan, Billy went off for the second time, and his hot jism splashed down his sister's throat.
Later, after they had discussed what had happened, even Paula was prepared to accept the fact that her children had gained their first sexual experience with each other and that Billy had raped Aunt Maude.
When Kathy explained that her aunt had really enjoyed the act, Paula was faintly disappointed. She had resented Maude ever since their childhood days and had secretly hoped, through all the intervening years, that she would get even some day.
"Well, if she enjoyed herself, why did she take off?" Paula asked.
"She no doubt felt guilty," Ray said. "Enjoying sex is one thing, but accepting it for what it is-that's a more difficult proposition for most people in our culture. It used to be difficult for us-but, thank God, we've overcome it."
Pete had just returned to the house, and he couldn't help noticing what was happening in Kathy's room. He walked in.
"How is everybody?" he asked with a grin. "Never mind. You don't need to tell me. I can see that you're doing fine."
Paula smiled lovingly at her stepson. "I'm sorry, Pete, for the things I thought about you. You're welcome to join us if you'd like."
The young soldier didn't need a second invitation. He quickly threw off his clothes and, by the time he was naked, his cock was erect and eager for action.
And so were the four people on the bed.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


The family was gathered around for breakfast the following morning when they heard a noise at the front of the house.
"That sounds like somebody coming," Paula said, and stopped eating.
"I'll check," Billy volunteered, and jumped up from the table.
When he reached the front hail, he stopped and stared at the vision that confronted him. A beautiful woman stood there smiling at him. Her lips and eyes were attractively made up, and her black hair was done in an elaborate, glamorous coiffure. She wore a dress that showed off the charms of her figure without being blatant about it. The hem crossed well above her knees, revealing lovely legs.
"Hello, Billy," the woman said.
It was only when he heard her voice that the young man recognized her.
"Aunt Maude?" he asked in amazement. "That's right. I decided to come back. I hope you and Kathy got along all right by yourselves the last two nights."
"Well, we… "He didn't know what to say. "You didn't do anything foolish, like telephoning your mother and interrupting her honeymoon, did you?" Maude asked.
"Not exactly, but-"
"Who is it, Billy?" his mother called. Maude sucked in her breath. Then she said, "Well I suppose now is as good a time as any to face the music.
Billy continued to stand there and gape as his aunt started off in the direction of the kitchen.
Concerned because her son had failed to answer her call, Paula had gotten up from the table. She met her sister at the kitchen door, and nearly collapsed.
"Maude!" she exclaimed. "Good Lord, I hardly recognized you!"
The others in the kitchen stared, speechless. "Paula, is there a place where we can go to talk?
Maude asked. "There are some things I have to tell you.
"Never mind, I believe I know them already. That is, all but what happened to you after you left here. My goodness, you're beautiful!"
"I decided it was time to change my style, as they say," Maude replied, smiling quickly. But then her expression turned serious again. "I hope you can forgive me for what I did with Billy. He's such a fine, handsome boy, I couldn't help myself."
Paula didn't know what to say to that. But Kathy understood.
"It's all right, Aunt Maude," she said. "Mom knows what really happened. We told her everything."
"You did?" Maude said.
"Yes, and she's not angry. In fact, we all had a wonderful time together last night."
Ray had gotten up from the table and approached his sister-in-law. He grinned. "When I first saw you just now, thought we were having a visit from Liz Taylor. She's about your age, and I've seen her in pictures with her hair done just like that."
Maude was immensely pleased.
"Where's your hearing aid?" Paula inquired.
"I got a new one," Maude said. "It's very tiny. You wouldn't even know I'm wearing it."
"Maude, you just don't know how you have improved yourself!" her sister said.
"Give Billy and Kathy credit for the improvement," Maude replied. "They taught me something I hadn't learned in my entire life up until this time. They taught me how wonderful sex is, and that people are supposed to enjoy it. Oh, I was pretty shocked and confused, at first. And I was afraid. That's why I left the way I did. But like an old cat, I landed on my feet." She laughed. "Is everything forgiven?"
"Of course, Maude," Paula said, and embraced her.
Ray said, "I believe we should show Maude that we really mean that;" His cock was aching to get into the lovely woman's cunt.
"Do you mean… "Paula gave him a naughty look.
"Sure. Why don't we all go into the living room where there's enough space to relax? Maude, where's your luggage?"
"It's outside in front of the door. I didn't bring it in because I wasn't sure I'd be welcome. But it can stay out there for a while. I like your idea about… relaxing."
Ray and Maude walked into the living room together and the others followed.
It was Sunday morning, and no one was in a hurry to go anywhere. Ray took his sister-in-law in his arms, and then hesitated to make sure she would accept him before he continued with what he had in mind. Maude not only accepted the familiarity-she welcomed it. To demonstrate this, she pressed her moist lips to his and kissed him warmly.
Ray looked at Paula over Maude's shoulder, to make sure she didn't object. There was a slight glint of jealousy in her eyes, but the smile on her lips more than made up for that.
He drew Maude down to the sofa.
Far a while, the others just watched while Ray took off Maude's outer clothes. First he unzipped the back of her dress and let it down, exposing a lace bra, which was overflowing with soft, lovely flesh. Then she lifted her hips so he could pull her skirt up. He gathered the dress in his hands and lifted it over her head.
He took off her slip, which left her in black stockings, a sexy garter belt, bra and transparent silk panties!
He eased her onto her back on the couch.
Now the others pitched in. Billy knelt and kissed Maude on the lips while Kathy and Paula ungartered her stockings and drew them slowly down her long, shapely legs. Ray removed her bra and buried his face in her huge tits.
Maude felt as if she had truly come home-but home had never been like this. Her entire body throbbed with wonderful sensations. Her cunt had turned into a pool of warm oil. Her nipples tingled as they danced in and out of Ray's sucking mouth.
Kathy's questing fingers drew the flimsy crotchband of her aunt's panties aside and boldly investigated her flowing cunt. Pete kissed one of her legs while Paula licked the other.
Soon Maude was naked, and so were the others. She looked up from the couch and saw three stiff cocks standing up and pointing her way.
"Let's all get down on the floor," Paula suggested huskily. "That'll give us more room to move around."
Maude was ready.
Ray climbed on her and eased his prick into her cunt. He found her pussy surprisingly tight for a woman Maude's age.
"Ooh, baby!" she exclaimed. "That feels wonderful!" She hadn't had a full-sized cock before, and she appreciated the important difference between the size of Ray's cock and Billy's adolescent shaft.
As Ray fucked her, Paula sucked one of her sister's tits and Billy went at the other.
Ray drove Maude to a hip-bucking climax, aided by the wonderful sensations which Paula and Billy were imparting to her nipples. As soon as Ray had climbed off, Pete took his father's place, and Maude was treated to the horny thrust of another full-sized cock.
"Ooh,fuck me… fuck meee!" she cried as Pete began to set a steady rhythm.
Paula had become so excited by this time that she went off with Billy, dropping her head to his cock while she drew his head into the warm, hairy canyon of her thighs.
Kathy lowered her head to her stepfather's cock, eager to restore his hard-on. A lithe visual stimulation, which surrounded him, added to the soft sucking of Kathy's lips on his prick, and he gained a second hard-on in record time.
He scrambled over Kathy and drove his hot cock deeply into her cunt. They fucked blissfully.
By this time, Pete was down to the short strokes with Maude, pistoning his cock in and out of her hungry pussy at a rapid rate. Her big ass bounced against the carpet, and her tits leaped and shook crazily.
Billy's tongue stroked lovingly in his mother's cunt while she bobbed her head briskly on his cock.
"Uuuh… uuuuh… ooooh! Maude cried, and came for the second time as Pete unleashed the flood of his cum. His hot spurts gushed into her cunt to mix with the jism his father had previously deposited there.
Paula lifted her head from her son's throbbing cock and saw that Pete had finished with Maude.
"Do you want to fuck your auntie now?" Paula asked her son. "If you do, I won't mind."
"Oh, yes, Mom!" he exclaimed, and quickly climbed between Maude's thighs.
Paula turned to Pete and took his wet, slippery cock into her mouth. Her senses reeled as she tasted and smelled the rich mixture of his juice and Maude's. Her sucking mouth quickly restored his cock to hardness.
Pete climbed on her and they began to fuck.
The floor vibrated with the driving rhythm of three stroking cocks and three female asses. The entire house seemed to shake.
It was a truly happy home.
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