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CHAPTER 1


I was only a somewhat well-developed 11-year-old that humid July afternoon I admitted to my sweet little cousin, Amy, I'd been having sex with my father. It'd been going on for over a month. Five weeks, actually.
“What?” she gushed. “Kimberly! Oh, my God!”
Also that (even though he'd had a vasectomy years ago) I was now on birth control, just in case. Of course, my up-tight mother had no idea, not a clue, or she'd have killed me! And at St. Katherine's Academy, where Amy and I both attended, they wouldn't have been thrilled at the birth control part, either, to say nothing about the ongoing acts of genuinely perverted incest.
On the other hand, it wasn't my fault.
Perverted acts or not, the dirty fun I shared with my father was far too stimulating at my young age to halt. I was far from innocent, even then, but he'd clearly found theonbutton to my little 5^th -grader's cunt. From that moment forward, my smoothly-bare genitalsitchedin moist sexual anticipation, my already sensitive clitoris pitched into a heightened state of almost unbearable attention.
And, yes, of course, I knew it was wrong, wrong, wrong, sick and depraved, but once my dad and I started exploring our unnatural sexual boundaries together, it was all I could think about. In truth, given the intense nature of the illicit yet wildly pleasurable doorway we'd opened, we couldn't keep our hands off one another!
Somehow, knowing it was all so sinful made it all the more exciting.
“I can't believe this!” Amy was almost panting at the news. “You're doing your own father?”
“Last weekend, he fucked me to death!” I admitted. “I think we're, like, sexually addicted to each other-he said he'sin lovewith my cunt.”
“Wow…”
Dirty talk, the dirtier the better, was something Amy and I appreciated. It was shocking, exciting and great fun at that young age! In fact, any mention of a sexual situation was certain to get our attention. Followed, always, by the two of us eagerly expanding upon it-forever-using the most explicit language possible.
Anyway, all my friends fantasized about my handsome and successful 29-year-old father, but it was twig Amy, a 9-year-old, innocent-faced 3^rd -grader, a mere 4' 7” and 82 perfect pounds, who'd always had the biggest crush on him.
My dad had been divorced from my mother for the largest part of my life, so I mostly saw him on weekends or my birthdays in August. But whenever Amy was around, she always acted completely goofy, asking him a bunch of goofy questions, for instance, or kidding around with him as if she wasn't just another dumb, skinny pale blonde kid like me.
It was like she really wanted to be his girlfriend or something-even though she was his little niece!
It really pissed off my no-nonsense mom sometimes, which seemed crazy! Even though she was only 28-years-old, my mother had the strictest, most unforgiving attitude toward S-E-X imaginable. It was a subject that wasneverbrought up in our home. And, when it concerned her little niece's obvious crush on my father, my mom would just angrily shake her head or storm away, as if she thought my dad might actually take Amy up on it sooner or later.
“Your stupid little cousin is an idiot!” she'd said more than once. “She acts like your father might take her on a date!”
“Mom, she's just messing around,” I insisted. “She doesn't really mean it!”
My mother gave me a look.
“Yes, she does. I know exactly what Amy's thinking.”
I mean, I could always tell the way Amy looked at him she was picturing a lot of crazy, dirty sex stuff in that naive-looking little girl head of hers-but I was surprised my super-straight mom had even a clue about it.
“She's not as innocent as she seems,” my mom added. “And she's got a veryinappropriateattitude toward your dad.”
That was for sure.
Whenever Amy spent the night at my place, she drove me crazy talking about him, even when we indulged in our secretI'll lick yours if you lick minegame. Sometimes, it was as if my dad was right there in bed with us, both of us naked and sweaty, inter-twined and, like, five seconds from making each other come. Of course, we triednotto make too much noise, even though my mother's room was all the way down at the other end of the hall!
“I'm pretending it's your dad, not you, who's licking me,” Amy often told me. “So don't talk!”
That particular fantasy of hers worked best when I licked her from behind. She'd be on her hands and knees with her bare ass sticking in the air, my face pressed into her hot butt-crack and my eager tongue licking into her slick pink pussy. I loved exploring the moisture-filled center of her with my mouth, her slight hips jerking in reaction to my every flickering probe, her breathing growing increasingly ragged as her excitement mounted rapidly. At the same time, she massaged her own tiny but fully engorged clit with two of her little fingers.
“Ohhhh, Uncle Jack!” she'd pant, my father being her uncle, of course. “I love your tongue in mycunt!”
In addition, she loved it wildly when I spread the cheeks of her narrow ass apart with my fingers and turned my attention to her overly-sensitive asshole. I'd first kiss and lick all around it, then gradually press my tongue-tip directly into the twitching, puckered slit until it throbbed open with a wet little spasm. Then I'd lick deeply into her hot anus, and alternate with licking and sucking her pussy, in whatever order, until she was trembling so violently I thought she was having some kind of weird attack!
That particular combination always got her off in record time-and multiple times, at that, sort of her specialty. Mine, too, now that I think about it. We were both preteen girls that could come again and again. And again.
Maybe that's why we were such eager little sluts for as long as I can remember. Seriously, we'd started masturbating each other (and graduated to using our mouths on each other!) at an extremely young age. Once again, I was already far from innocent by the time my father got his hands on me; he'd just managed to turn up my thermostat a really big notch.
“Oh, God, Uncle Jack!” Amy'd moan raggedly, repeatedly, my tongue probing straight up her butt as she rubbed her own clit. “You're making me come sofuckinggood!”
Like I said, we appreciated dirty talk.
Of course, when she did it to me, her young face buried inmybutt-crack while I fingered myself, it had the same result. I'd come so hard, I had to push my face into my pillow to muffle the panting groans of my piercing orgasms.
Sometimes, I nearly passed out from lack of oxygen.
And I didn't have to pretend it was my dad or anyone else licking my slippery pussy or asshole to achieve a series of toe-spreading orgasms. Getting licked by my best little cousin Amy was good enough for me.
She didn't look like it, but she was a girl who definitely knew how to use her mouth on a girl's cunt.
Unlike most of the boys I'd been with.
In fact, although I possessed that same wide-eyed, innocent look of my 9-year-old cousin (but with a rounder yet pert ass, boobs that were finally two firm handfuls, and the very first wisp of blonde pubic hair, which I plucked-no thanks!), I was known to the other kids as 'easy' in the neighborhood, a so-called bad girl even at my tender young age.
I'd given away my virginity six months earlier, to an awkward, much older boy.
I barely knew in the back of his father's SUV. I'd been the instigator, of course, kidding and talking dirty to him at the video arcade, then getting him (daring him!) to drive me home after dark. He didn't know I'd been experimenting sexually with my little cousin since I was 8-years-old and had given out a few hand jobs and even a quick blowjob during the last year.
I was no beginner when it came to carnal pleasure.
We ended up parking and making out on a heavily wooded dirt road where I proved what a big slut I was by using my hand on him after only a few minutes of passionate kissing and groping.
If he was surprised by my boldness in so quickly reaching for his dick, he didn't act it; he just went happily along with it.
I'd already made out with several boys in my class and, as I think I said, I'd jacked off many of them after letting each one get all excited touching me in the right places. It was great fun, the kissing and heavy breathing, and letting them getatme under my bra or inside my pants. Mostly, though, I loved it even more when a guyejaculated(my favorite word!) while I was doing it to him, masturbating him, that is. It always excited me tremendously, feeling a super-hard cock jumping in my hand as it spurted out streams of cum, the more the merrier. Andseeingit shoot out was even more exciting! I'd also learned to go real fast at the end, too, my hand almost a blur, a good thing to know, and which every boy seemed to greatly appreciate.
Anyway, it was usually behind the Greenbriar Mall where we did it, or at a picnic table in the nearby city park after hours, never in a car. So this was definitely a step up for me.
“You're really hard,” I said, my slim fingers encircling his standing cock. “It's jerking all over the place!”
“It feels great,” he said, a worldly 11^th -grader. “And you're such a great kisser for being so young!”
“So keep kissing me!”
At the same time, with my mouth glued to his, I gave him open access to my young boobs, swollen nipples and underage pussy, undoing my shorts so he could shakily slide a hand down the front of my underpants. At his first tentative touch, I moaned softly, my already pulsing slit opening wetly as I spread my thighs.
“I love it!” I breathed when his slickened fingers probed into me. “But maybe we should get in back.”
He pulled slightly away from me, studying my very young face a long moment, but then nodded quickly. A few moments later we'd wriggled into the back and were lying in the large carpeted area, kissing hotly, my shorts and damp underpants down around one ankle, his rigid cock again tightly in my hand. My pussy was sopping wet with oily lubrication, swollen and overly-sensitive to the merest touch, and I jerked with a low groan when his fingers again found their target.
“Ohhh, yes,” I panted. “Keep doing that to mycunt!”
He froze a quick moment, apparently shocked by such a harsh word coming from an elementary schoolgirl's mouth, but then swallowed hard and began slipping two of his fingers in and out of me. His actions, inadvertently, I was certain, managed to massage my clit justso-even back then, that pinpoint center of the most exquisite pleasure I'd ever known was always alert for further sensation!
“You're making mecrazy!” I breathed into his mouth, squirming at his touch. “I'll come fast if you keep doing that!”
“I want you to,” he said hoarsely. “Tocome, I mean!”
His somewhat thick cock was so stiff in my hand it was throbbing and twitching like a live wire.
“Or you can justfuckme instead,” I offered.
The interior of his dad's SUV smelled like we'd already been fucking for hours and we were both breathing so hard we were shaky. I slid one slender bare thigh across his and pressed my slippery wet crotch into him, then began sort of humping his leg to make it obvious how willing I was to goall the way.
I was no preteen wild-child who was all talk-I wanted to fuck!
But instead of responding in kind, he suddenly stopped cold, swallowing hard. He then told me, very seriously, that the idea of actually 'doing it' with an 11-year-old girl made him horribly nervous:
“We can't do this!” he complained. “You're just a kid!”
“I'll be in the 6^th grade next semester,” I said. “And I'm already jacking you off while you're fingerfucking me…”
There was that, of course.
“Well…”
“It'll be the best fuck ever,” I promised. “My pussy's so wet, you'll go in easy!”
I wasn't sure if that was true or not, but I'd been in grade school gymnastics two years earlier and it sort of opened me up, down there. Of course, when I mentioned it, it made him even more nervous, not less.
“Oh, God!” he moaned, shaking his head still. “You're only a 5^th -grader!”
“You can doanythingto me,” I offered. “I'll suck your cock first, if you want, or even lick your balls. You can come in my mouth and I'll swallow it!”
That last got his attention, all right.
“Have you done that before?” he wanted to know.
I gave him a naughty little shrug.
“We had a school car wash,” I told him. “And this guy in a big Buick wearing a tie offered me $20 to meet him later.”
The much-older 11^th -grader suddenly didn't seem so worldly.
“And did you?” he asked, eyes wide. “Meet him?”
“He snuck me into a motel room,” I said. “I didn't let him fuck me or anything, but he put his hand in my pants while I sucked him off. It wasn't a big deal.”
“He came in your mouth?”
I shrugged again. “I spit most of it out.”
“Did he play with your pussy?”
“Of course,” I said. “And he stuck his finger up my butt.”
He got quiet a long moment. I could tell he was thinking it all over, imaging the dirty details.
“Did you like it?” he finally asked. “Did you come?”
I wasn't sure how much I should tell him. Then, “I let him lick my pussy until I came.” I gave him that naughty little shrug again. “It was fun.”
“He actually made you come?”
“Twice. Like I said, it was fun.”
“Huh. So…what else have you done?”
I had to smile at that.
“I'll suck your dick,” I said. “And we'll talk about it.”
And so, after sucking him until the swollen head of his rigid cock was ready to burst (and with a promise I'd never, evertell), he finally managed to climb between my sweaty bare thighs and get his pale-white, wildly throbbing dick mostly inside of me. He then came almost immediately, half-in and half-out of me, and it took another 20 minutes of sucking him to get him hard enough to do it again.
All in all, though, looking back, I'd still say I loved it.
I'd then gone on to sexually experiment with a variety of boys, some older, some younger, sometimes with more than one at a time, and the word got around like chain-lightning: little Kimberly puts out!
For some reason, I never got bored doing sex stuff, even with the boys who fumbled like idiots getting my pants down, or whoejaculatedreally fast, like into their own pants. By then, I was fucking and handing out blow jobs left and right, and swallowing one hot mouthful of cum after another, so mainly I was hugely popular with every boy I met. Or any boy who evenknewabout me. More than one would bring along a friend. Or even two.
Most of them, of course, had no idea about the proper way to lick a girl's pussy, even with clear instructions, but I never gave up trying:
“Stay on that spot!” I'd say to those bold enough to at least try it. “Keep lickingrightthere!”
But, of course, many of them couldn't even follow simple directions and I'd end up having to finish with my own fingers while they raptly watched but, sadly, almost never seemed to learn. Idiots.
Like I said, though, I never got bored doing it, sex being the absolute most fun of anything else I could imagine.
The truth was, I'd rather suck or fuck than eat chocolate ice cream and Ilovedchocolate ice cream. Actually, eating chocolate ice creamwhilegetting fucked was near the top of my 'must try one day' list.



CHAPTER 2


It was while Amy and I were walking to the Greenbriar Mall that day, both of us overheated and sticky at 90 degrees in the shade (Alabama being a hotbox of a state in the summer), that I told her what we'd been up to, my father and I. Also, that I'd kept it from her.
After bursting out with surprise at first, and then after another moment of silent reflection, she stopped walking and stared at me. She clearly didn't believe such a thing could happen.
This was like a betrayal toher, she figured.
“You should have told me,” she insisted. “Sex with your dad! Wow!”
“It's a super-big secret,” I told her. “If my mom found out, my dad and I'd both be dead! I'm only telling you now because my dad wantsyouto join us, up at his cottage on Clear Lake this weekend.”
It was as if I'd punched her.
Her mouth dropped open and she grabbed her narrow chest through her skimpy halter top, a surprised little gasp, almost a laugh, really, escaping her, but looking like she was having heart palpitations. She was such a skinny rail of a girl, though, I'd be surprised if she had any major health issues inthatdirection.
“Oh, my God! My God! My God!”
Either I hadn't earlier noticed her tiny pink nipples poking against her halter top (or else my news gave her an instant flash of anticipation, perking them right up), but her little pointy tips were suddenlyoutthere.
Her boobs weren't as big as mine, of course, my 30AA's thebig onesin comparison to her flat-chested little hillocks, but her rubbery nipples already had those perfect, ultra-sensitive tips that reminded me of our Thanksgiving turkey's pop-up button.
And (no surprise) one quick kiss to her pointy nips and her bald-eagle slit of a pussy was instantly filled to the brim.
It was like a hot-line directly to the always-horny little 3rd-grader's clit!
“It's okay, Amy,” I gently took her arms and shook her with a laugh. “Calm down- we're not going to the White House or anything! It's just my dad's.”
We still had about ten minutes before reaching the Mall, even cutting through the park like we were (yes, thatpark!), so I walked her over to a green park bench and sat her down. She was suddenly as flushed as if she'd been running two miles. Her slender bare legs were trembling, and she kept jiggling them, knocking her bony knees together, apparently unable to sit still.
She even kicked one of her sandals off, then had to reach out with her small foot to put it back on.
“I'm so excited!” she said, all shaky.
While I held both of her hands, she glanced down at the clingy crotch of her pink cotton shorts. The vague outline of her gently bulging vagina, slit and all, was definitely noticeable if you knew enough to look. A dark trace of oily moisture was already evident.
She said a little too loudly, “You made my pussy all wet!”
“Amy! People are walking by.”
She lowered her voice.
“Give me details, Kimberly. Dirtydetails!”
“What should I tell you?”
She swallowed hard, then glanced at me as if I'd brought her the best present ever, simply by inviting her to a weekend of probable sexual adventures. I sayprobablebecause the best laid plans, after all…
“First off,” she asked, “are yousureit's okay with your father?”
I gave both her small hands a quick squeeze, then released them.
The expression on her angelic face, lit from within by the burning desire to come to Clear Lake with us, to dowhatever, seemed delicately balanced between hopeful and hopes-dashed-on-the-rocks, depending on what I said.
“Of course, he wants you there,” I told her. “He thinks you're really cute.”
“Oh, God.”
I studied her for another moment, then brushed a strand of her fine blond hair back from her perfectly innocent face, which got me a quick smile in return. Amy's wide blue eyes, always bright, were literally shining with excitement. Potential sexual excitement, I knew.
Like me, she had a secret inner core of hyper-sexual intensity that never quit, that never even seemed to dim. For some reason, Amy and I were both always ready, willing and able for whatever dirty opportunity happened our way. It was like a weird, overpowering sexual energy vibrating wildly within us-pulsating within our super-sensitive pussies, I guess.
In fact, I literally couldn't remember the last time I told a guy 'no.'
“So…will you let my dad do dirty stuff to you?” I asked, knowing the answer. “Like, reallydirty?”
“Of course!” she said, shaky eagerness in her voice. “Like what?”
“You know, eat your pussy, suck your nipples, lick your asshole, stick his cock in your mouth,” I ventured. “He'll want tocomein your mouth, too.”
“You're turning me on even more!” she said. And then, “So, what doyoudo with him?”
I gave her a suggestive smile in return, then glanced around first, looking for eavesdroppers, lip-readers, neighbors that knew us, whatever, before saying anything that might get us in big trouble.
“We had to wait over a month for my birth control pills to work, but this last weekend we finally dideverything,” I said. “We watch dirty movies first-”
“Wait!” she cut me off. “What did you dountilthen? Like, blow jobs?”
I nodded.
“All the time,” I said. “At the cottage, in the car, or anywhere. He said he comes more in my mouth thanever, and I believe him-it's almost like too much to swallow, though I try!”
I could see Amy's imagination running wild, putting herself in my place for endless BJ's on the road with my dad. She was sort of nodding to herself, trance-like, her entire body almost imperceptibly trembling. I knew if there weren't people walking by, she'd be masturbating right then and there.
“He licks my pussy, too,” I added. “And sucks my clit. He makes me come so hard, you can't believe it!”
“Icanbelieve it,” she said. “What else?”
“He's got thisfantasticvibrator shaped like a bumpy dick with a smaller dick on the bottom-the big part goes in your pussy and the other part is up your butthole! I almost pass out every time he uses it on me!”
“Kimberly, my God!” she said. “I want to trythat!”
I gave her a confident smile.
“I'm sure he'll use it on you,” I told her. “He loves fucking me with it. Actually, he's got a whole collection of…interestingstuff.”
“I'm gonnacomeright now just hearing all this!” she gulped. “My clit's already on fire, I think!”
And I could see in her eyes her imagination was indeed running wild in all possible ways, so I decided to heat up my sweet little cousin yet another notch. She'd have done the same for me, after all. I leaned closer, gently squeezing her bare knee with one hand. My lips brushed her perfectly formed ear as I told her:
“He puts this vibrating egg thing in my pussy when I'm on my hands and knees, then smears strawberry jam into my asshole-he licks it out while I hold my butt open for him. I always come, like, fivetimes in a row like that!”
Amy blinked a couple of times, picturing it, seeing me: my firmly rounded bare butt in the air, my cunt overflowing with 'girly-juices' as that egg vibrated me through near-shock-inducing multiple orgasms, my dad's face pressed between my young-girl butt-cheeks, his tongue eagerly probing for every trace of strawberry sweetness in my hot-and wildly throbbing-anus.
She swallowed, a tiny tremor passing over her.
“And he finally fucked you, for real?” she wanted to know. “This last weekend?”
I had to laugh at that one.
“Likeallweekend,” I told her, well aware of the envy she felt. “He couldn't get enough of me!”
“My God,” she breathed. “He can fuckmeall weekend, too! Seriously, I haven't donethatyet, like you, but-”
My look cut her off.
“Amy-It's not like you'veneverhad a cock in you. I know youhave.”
That was true.
Amy was obsessed with the seemingly always-stiff penis of her 12-year-old brother, Paul, continually giving him intense sexual attention, which her irritating jerk of a brother might or mightnothave appreciated-he was probably too self-centered to think much about it. She even drew pictures of it for me, his skinny young cock, showing what it looked like standing up, stiff and veined, with white stuff coming out the end, in several different, quite flattering, perspectives.
She really did have artistic talent, I'd realized then.
Anyway, over these last two years, Amy had made a hobby, more like a career, actually, of kissing it, licking it, sucking it and jacking it off. She loved rubbing the velvety swollen head of her brother's cock against her slippery clit until both she and he climaxed, his cum shooting in hot, white-beaded spurts onto her smooth pubic mound or flat tummy, but never, ever, getting any of it into her slippery wet pussy itself (she prayed!).
“That doesn't count!” she protested. “Paul's never fucked me! Not inside, not all the way in-”
“I don't believe you!” I laughed. “Hehadto fuck you, all the way in-you couldn't get his stiff dick pressed against your pussy all those times and not try it! Believe me, I know-”
“We didn't!” she insisted. “I'm still a virgin!” She shrugged. “We just do it in my butt sometimes…”
That was true as well.
Amy had learned, like me, she could have an orgasm getting fingered or fucked in her anus, sometimes without even touching her clit. She'd also learned she was extremely well-suited to that particular activity. In fact, the first time she and Paul had anal sex, her brother used enough KY-jelly on her rubbery little asshole to eventually get two fingers (and then the tips of three) into her as he opened her up. He followed this by getting his slender cockentirelyup her narrow butt with only the third or fourth determined thrust of his hips. Once the head of it was inside of her, they learned, the rest followed pretty naturally.
“God, it hurt a little but it also feltsogood,” she crooned, later that night. “Goingallthe way in like that. I was laying face-down on the carpet with my hips propped up over two pillows and Paul fucked the shit out of my asshole. It felt like I had to, you know, poop at the same time…until I actuallycame.”
“He's such an obnoxious jerk, though!”
“You'vegotto let him fuck you in the ass!” she insisted. “He filled my whole butt with cum!”
That I remembered! I'd ended up licking Paul's residual semen out of Amy's hot asshole that same night. The rest worked its way out of her tight anus, eventually, dripping into her panties over the next two days.
I'm kind of a little cum-freak anyway, and I do adore anal adventures (it's way safer, PG-wise, you know, though it freaks out some inexperienced boys when you offer it), but it still annoyed the hell out of me, just like anything Paul was involved with. He was simply an all-around big pain. Although, yes, I was guessing, one day Iwouldlet him fuck me in my asshole, but not until he matured a hell of a lot.
Those pictures Amy drew of his cock had gotten my attention, after all.
In any case, regarding actual sexual intercourse with my father, I told Amy, “He'll have to use condoms on you.”
“You said he had a vasectomy.”
“It still won't be completely safe.”
She gave me a pouty look.
“I'm only nine!” she insisted.
I shook my head.
“It's not worth the risk. If you somehow got pregnant-”
Amy looked at me a long moment, thinking oversomething, then smiled. A sneaky idea was clearly forming in that sweet little head of hers.
“I need to show you something,” she said. “When we get home.”
“What? Tell me-”
“You'll see…”
“Amy!”
But Amy refused to give me even a hint and, by then, she was too excited to continue to the Mall. She was more interested in getting ready to go up to Clear Lake that weekend, so we headed back to her house, right next door to my house. Her mother was my mother's younger sister, both of them divorced, both utterly boring, but the proximity made it easy for Amy and I to spend a lot of 'nighttime fun' together.
Like I think I said, we loved making each other come.
Our intention, going back home, was to root through my eager little cousin's underwear drawer and pick out her sexiest panties, mostly because she hoped my dad would better appreciate ripping them off her.
“Or…chewing the crotch out,” she smiled wickedly. “But first, look what I found.”
As soon as we were upstairs, with her bedroom door closed, she pulled me down beside her on the edge of the bed.
From underneath her headboard, she pulled out a small box and handed it to me. I opened it and inside were three small round objects about 2” in diameter, sealed in plastic. There was an opened one, as well, a solid circle made of some kind of foamy plastic with a little loop attached to it.
“Are they like condoms or something?” I asked.
She smiled.
“Better,” she said. “They're contraceptive sponges. You stick them in your pussy and you can fuck all night!”
“Really? And it works?”
She nodded. “Supposedly, according to the Internet. For some reason, my mom had a bunch of them hidden in her closet-”
I was shocked.
“You're kidding!” This made no sense at all. “Yourmom?”
Even though Amy's mom, my Aunt Heather, was my mom's younger sister at only 27, she was even more of a stick-in-the-butt than my mother: though definitely cute enough, she dressed like she didn't give a damn anymore, loose jeans, shapeless shirts, no makeup, hair always a mess. And she rarely went out. She certainly hadn't been on a date in years. Splitting up with Amy's dad (who we hadn't evenseenin years) had obviously just about killed her emotionally.
“I know,” Amy shrugged. “Weird, huh? Maybe she used to have a life.”
“If the sponges are really old, maybe they won't work.”
“The expiration date's fine,” she pointed to the numbers, all little-girl intent. “That's still a couple of months from now.”
She was right. The expiration date was for this year.
“They're not very old,” I said. “That's even weirder.”
Amy nodded.
“I'll say. My mom doesn't even like the word 'sex' around the house. She thinks you're anunhealthy influencebecause you seem too…mature for your age. She means 'slutty' but she doesn't like that word either.”
“I don't get it. Is she having sex or what?”
“It's not possible,” Amy shrugged. “Anyway, I want your dad to fuck me this weekend!”
That sounded like a plan, all right. I held up the sponge that had been opened.
“Are you using these with Paul?” I asked.
She just shrugged and looked away with what I took to be a somewhat guilty expression.
“Not yet,” she said. “But I figured it wouldn't hurt to be safer-he almost didn't pull out fast enough the other night. And he goes in deeper every time. But notallthe way-I'm still a virgin!”
“Right,” I laughed. “Except for your hand, your mouth, your butthole and the first third of your innocent little virgin cunt.”
“It's the last two-thirds that count, I think,” she said, not trying to be funny, though shedidgive me a smile filled with perverted promise and wild filthy thoughts. “Anyway, tell me everything about you and your dad. Everything!”
As I started to tell her how it all got started, she undid the top of my shorts, unzipped them, then slipped her hand into my underpants and down between my legs, straight to thepromised land!
By that point, I was nearly as excited as she was. In fact, the crotch of my flimsy panties were soaked, the now-swollen lips of my vagina pulsing and pouting open in clear invitation for whatever!
Her fingers easily found my slick pussy, and then my distended clitoris, which made me jerk slightly with that rush of intense sensation I knew so well. My breath, already shaky, caught in my throat as her small hand began gently squeezing my entire pubic mound as well.
“You're already so wet!” Amy said, as if surprised. Duh! “Likesopping!”
“OhGod, that feels good!” I told her. “This is why I adore you…”
“Of course.”
And little Amy kissed me full on the mouth, her sweet tongue darting in against mine for a quick moment before she pulled away, her attention then turning straight back to my crotch.
She pushed two slim fingers entirely into my cunt, probing and exploring at the same time, then began moving them in and out with gradually increasing speed as her thumb expertly massaged by clit.
She knew exactly the right spots, all right, so I spread my legs wider, leaned back on my elbows and let her fingerfuck me as I talked
“This'll help you remember the details better,” she told me. “But you have to do it to me, too. Afteryou come the first time!”
That sounded fair enough.



CHAPTER 3


While Amy masturbated me, I filled her in on exactly what had happened between my dad and me, every dirty detail: it was five weeks earlier the first time anything sexual happened. By that I mean, I actually jacked him off up at Clear Lake while we watched sex videos likeTaboo, Taboo IIandGangbang Daughter, all of them-not too surprisingly-about incest.
“My God, Daddy!” I'd laughed. “You…ejaculatedso much!”
“My own daughter masturbated me!” he said. “What'd you expect!?”
Tall and well-built, with blond hair and chiseled movie-star features that drove all my girlfriends wild, my dad's breathing slowly returned to normal. In a tight black tee-shirt, his jeans were down around his ankles, where we'd pushed them. He'd neglected, as always, to wear undershorts.
“What a mess!” he added.
It was a Saturday night and we were sprawled on the large, oval loop rug in front of his television. I was lying beside him with my short robe open, naked underneath, up on one elbow, still holding onto his cock. He'd let loose with the biggest load I'd ever seen, almost a fountain of hot cum spurting many times as I jerked my slim hand up and down. My fingers finally just slipped up and down in the excess.
He was right: Itwasa mess and it drove me wild!
“I'll lick it up,” I offered. And then, admitting, “I want to.”
“Really, sweetie…?”
“I'm sort of a cum-freak, Daddy-Iwantto lick it up.”
“Kimmie, are you sure…?”
I shrugged.
“I'll bet there's a lot of dirty stuff about me that'll…surprise you.” I shrugged again. “Or disappoint you. Sorry, Daddy.”
He was already shaking his head.
“Sweetie, don't be sorry,” he said with a big smile. “My God, I love it!”
“Next time you canejaculateright in my mouth…”
I'd always loved that word.
Anyway, as I already mentioned, handing out blow jobs as I'd been recently doing, sometimes to guys I'd barely met (and sometimes to two or three guys at the same time), I always wanted them to shoot off in my mouth. Weirdly, I loved the feel of a stiff cock in my mouth, sucking it, licking it, and then the sensation as it jerked and throbbed while filling my mouth with cum, even the warmth of that cum sliding down my throat as I swallowed.
I knew the sex movies I watched on the Internet always had girls claiming (fake, fake!) they loved the taste of a guy's cum, but I really did enjoy the whole bit.
“I want to swallow all your cum,” I added.
“Jesus, Kim-youarethe best daughter in the world!”
“I'm probably thesluttiest11-year-old daughter, at least…”
And, at that, I gave him a sexy, dirty smile filled with wanton promise. “And we're just getting started,” I pointed out. “I know a lot of great dirty stuff!”
A moment later I was licking his semen-smeared cock, all around it, in fact, his balls and inner thighs, everything, even licking it off my fingers. Sick, I guess, but like I mentioned before, true. Also, I knew the dirty-slutty-5^th -grade-daughter thing really got to him, so I played it up all the way.
With cum, I figured the more excited a guy got, the more shot out of his dick. It was a measurement of how hot I was. And I wanted the guys who were doing me, the guys I sucked off, even the guys pulling out of me at the last moment, to shoot off like a semen volcano.
In fact, getting an entire mouthful of cum seemed a real accomplishment to me, especially when it was too much to swallow and it got in my hair and ran down my chin and went every other place!
Luckily, I was skinny enough to never think about calories.
Anyway, it was right about then (post-orgasm, I mean) that my father explained the seriousness of what we'd actually just done, and the trouble we could get in. Big trouble, he stressed.
“So, sweetie, let's not tell anyone about this,” he wisely said. “Besides, your mother would kill me!”
No kidding.
Even though my mom looked exactly like an older version of me, blond and slender and pretty, we were nothing alike. Like Amy's mom (my Aunt Heather next door), she had no sense of humor. As I mentioned before, this was true particularly when it came to S-E-X, a completely off-limits subject at both our houses.
And if either of them had any idea about Amy and me messing around, or Amy and her brother, Paul, or that I'd already been de-virginized and had sex with many, many boys, both moms would have gone instantly berserk. I'm certain they'd both maim one or all of us in the process.
They were both in their late-20's, but acted like they were about a hundred!
So, even a hint about my dad and me half-naked on the rug at Clear Lake, his spurting cock first in my hand and then in my hot little mouth, would stop my mother's cold-cold heart. And me eagerly licking up all his cum would be the frosting on the cake, so to speak, if cum-frosting was your thing.
Which, apparently, perverted or not, mine was.
“You're right,” I said. “Mom would kill you. And me too.”

****

On the two hour drive up to Clear Lake earlier that Saturday afternoon (and little realizingwherethe conversation would lead that very night), I'd finally learned the reason my dad left my overly straight-laced mom years earlier: he was interested in nudist clubs and swingers' parties and she was not intothat, no way in hell, hit the road, Jack. Literally.
And, he admitted, he was still active in that so-called lifestyle.
“You watch other people have sex?” I'd asked, dying to know. “At big naked swinger parties?”
Good God!
“Not just watch,” he told me.
I had to think that one over, suddenly picturing my handsome dad at a party full of naked men and women, joining in with a big hard-on. The thought gave me a little shiver of lewd excitement.
My own father, a swinger!
Actually, except for Amy and all my girlfriends being infatuated with his striking good looks, I always thought my dad was totally boring. Like my mom!
“God, Daddy, that sounds likesomuch fun!” I laughed. “Can I go watch?”
I could tell I'd surprised him, asking so openly, because he half-nodded to himself, his usual way of stalling for time before answering. His hands tightened slightly on the wheel and we drove along in silence for several moments while he apparently thought it over.
“Newcomers usuallydojust watch,” he finally told me. “But they also start out by masturbating, too, to be part of the sex.”
I laughed.
“I can do that,” I said. “I want to go!”
So that got the old sex ball-meaning an explicit conversation between my dad and me-rolling on the rest of the drive up.
“Do you think youcouldmasturbate,” he asked, smiling, “with other people watching?”
“Maybe,” I said. “Do any other fathers take their daughters?”
He sort of nodded to himself again, uncertain, I realized, about exactly how much to tell me. Then he said, “The name of the group isTheFamily Fun Cluband that's exactly what it means: family swingers having fun, fathers and daughters, mothers and sons, sisters and brothers. It gets pretty mixed up sometimes.”
I was already just about in shock, but this latest almost knocked me out!
“Seriously?” I asked. “I've never even heard of such a thing!” I took a steadying breath, realizing my heart was definitely beating faster. “Daddy, are you just making this up?”
He shook his head with a laugh. Then:
“Do you know Noelle Henderson?”
My God.
“Noelle's one of the top cheerleaders at St. Katherine's!” I said.
She was, in fact, a gorgeous cheerleader, a 14-year-old natural beauty three grades ahead of me, and probably the most popular girl at St. Katherine's. A tanned, long-legged brunet with perfect, up-tilted boobs and a rounded ass to kill for, she seemed the last girl I could imagine being involved in something as sordid as the swinger life.
“Daddy, what are you saying?”
“Her parents are both swingers,” he told me. “Jim and Suzanne. For years. And they've started bringing Noelle to some of the sex parties.”
“I don't believe you,” I shook my head. “She's like a regular goody-goody.”
He gave me a look.
“Two weeks ago, at a motel out on the old highway, she fucked and sucked over a dozen guys, her dad one of them, while her mom made a video of it.”
“You're kidding!” I breathed, but somehow his story, however insane, had the ring of truth to it. “That's unbelievable.”
Then I realized: “You make videos?” I asked.
“Once in awhile,” he said. “If everybody agrees to it. And when she wasn't using the video camera, Noelle's mom licked her daughter's sweet-tasting pussy every chance she got!”
It was almost too much.
“Oh, God!” I had another realization. “Didyoufuck Noelle, too?”
He gave me a modest little shrug. Then a quick nod.
“She has a great pussy,” he said. “And really tight-it was like a hot, slippery hand grabbing at my dick. She also makes amazing noises when she comes, just like her mother!”
Picturing that almost took me over the edge. My God!!!
“You've screwed them both?”
“More than once,” my dad admitted. “Her mom's been getting fucked regularly by the entire club, almost every weekend.”
“Ireallywant to go to a party like that,” I told him. “With you.”
And, exactly the way my 9-year-old cousin Amy sometimes got so sexually excited she would tremble uncontrollably, hyperventilating, actually, almost unable to even catch her breath, I was suddenly panting and shaky all over.
My God, what had I been missing all this time, with girls like Noelle having all the dirty fun? Withmydad, yet?!
“Kimberly, do you like sex movies?” he asked.
“Of course,” I said. “I look at sex clips on the Internet all the time, when mom's not home or after she's asleep.”
“Like what kind of sex clips?”
“Screwing,” I said. “The usual, people screwing, fucking, like that.”
I wasn't sure I wanted to admit just yet that I particularly liked the ones where older men and younger girls did it, usually several men and a single super-horny teen girl who got fucked until she could barely walk.
“Anything else?” he asked. “What about girls being with other girls? Do you like that?”
“Sure,” I said. “That's fun, too. I like looking at all sex movies.”
“Do you masturbate watching them?” he asked me, giving me a knowing look. “Very often, I mean?”
“Every time, Daddy,” I admitted. “And I'm not a virgin-I've been doing stuff with boys, you know.”
That got another quick sideways look from him.
“But you're only in the 5^th grade!” he said, as if I'd never heardthatbefore. “What kind of stuff?”
“You know,” I shrugged with my best little-girl look. “Dirty stuff.”
He nodded thoughtfully at that.
“Like what dirty stuff?” he wanted to know. It was obvious the thought of his own sweet daughter doingdirty stuffhad seriously gotten his attention. “Letting boys screw you, you mean?”
I nodded.
“I really like it.”
“So, how many times have you let boys…screw you?”
It was time for another of my little-girl shrugs.
“I don't know. A few.” I gave him a nervous little laugh. “A lot, I think.”
He nodded. “Like what's a lot?”
“I don't know-more than ten, maybe.”
“Damn.”
“More than that, even. I just like doing it so much.”
He didn't react, though I think he wanted to. Instead he asked, “What about oral sex, stuff like that? Do you do that, too?”
“Of course,” I told him. “Everybody does that.”
“Giving it or getting it?”
I gave him a look.
“Both.” I had to smile at the direction our explicit conversation was going. “I know how to do a69, Daddy. And I like it, a lot. I've done it with other girls, too.”
That got me an interesting look.
Of course, I wasn't about to mention that my little cousin, Amy, my father's very own sexually-super-charged 3^rd -grader niece, was a more than eager participant in that particular activity of mine.
We finally pulled into the cottage's gravel driveway at Clear Lake and he shut off the car. We sat there a long moment, without looking at one another, a sudden awkward silence creeping in. For some reason, it'd been easier to discusssexwhile the car was moving, but then the reality sunk in-we were father and daughter, having a talk on the drive up almost no daughter would (or should) have with her own dad.
Yet it had been fun while it lasted.
“Kimberly, my God, you've grown up so fast,” he started. “Are you telling me the truth, about you and boys? And girls?”
“Of course, Daddy,” I said, then added what I thought of as a seductive flip of my blond hair as I hopped out of the car. “After all, I'myourdaughter.”

****

The thought of my own father with gorgeous 14-year-old Noelle Henderson sent me into a weird fantasy world of filthy and perverted images. I found myself imagining all the obscene acts I wanted to perform at one of my father's incest swinger sex parties, with both Noelleandmy father.
Thinking of his hands all over Noelle's long, tanned body, squeezing her big firm ass and her fantastic tits, eating out her cunt or sticking his fingers into her hot asshole, fit perfectly into my sick fantasies. I pictured her sitting on my face, with me licking up into her slippery pink pussy while her own father, and mine, of course, and maybe a dozen or more other men, fucked me again and again and again…
Well, you get the idea.
That's why, that same Saturday night, after dark while my father sorted through the dirty movies we intended to watch, but before we'd done anything perverted together (meaning me jacking him off), I kept telling him Imightbe oversexed (hint, hint!) because it was all I ever thought about.
And, again, that I always masturbated when I watched Internet sex.
“You're normal,” he said. “Everybody does it.”
“But, Daddy,” I said. “I masturbate every night. Sometimes all night. I have, like, multiple orgasms! And the more orgasms I have, the more I want! Maybe thereissomething wrong with me. And, I told you, I've done a lot of sex with different boys just because it feels so good.”
“Again, normal.” He gave me a look. “You're just…sexually adventurous.”
“I guess,” I agreed, knowing when to give it a rest.
I wasn't exaggerating, of course, when I told him I masturbated every night. I'd make myself come repeatedly until I fell asleep out of sheer exhaustion. More than once, I'd fingered myself through endless orgasms until my right arm went numb, then switched to my left! And when it came to being inventive fucking myself, I used hot dogs, a hairbrush handle, cucumbers, bananas, a shampoo bottle or anything I could push up my pussy. At the same time, for an extra jolt, I'd sometimes use a finger or two, or a candle coated with KY-jelly, in my asshole.
My bed was always damp with sweat by morning.
Most recently, even though I wasputting outwhenever, I was fucking myself with the thick plastic handle of my new electric toothbrush. That was a favorite because it vibrated. More than once, in fact, I'd pushed it half-way up my well-lubed asshole as well!
And so…there I was up at Clear Lake, shaky with depraved excitement at the thought of naked fun with my own dad, my blood racing and heart pounding at the indecent prospect of wanting him to touch me, lick me, fuck me! To say nothing of how urgently I wanted to suck his cock and get a hot mouthful of my own father's cum.
Sick, sick, sick…
Obviously then, I was much more than merely 'sexually adventurous.' I well understood I was clearly and truly a desperately over-sexed little slut and there was nothing I could do about it, even if I'd wanted to (which I didn't, because I loved sex just too damn much!).
Anyway, as he set up the DVD/VCR player, I got out a bunch of snacks: potato chips, dip, cheese, crackers, pretzels, and beer for him, but just soft drinks for me. I might've been an insatiable little elementary school whore, more than willing to fuck or suck anyone with a heartbeat and a dick, but for some reason alcohol never held much interest for me.
I guess sex was my main vice.
In my bedroom, I got undressed and put on the lightweight robe I kept there, over just my lacy pale blue panties. The crotch was so sheer they displayed virtually every detail of my young cunt-or at least encouraged a much closer look at it.
The robe was simple light cotton, mid-thigh for summer, and clingy in the right places. I tied the sash loosely, not expecting or needing it to hold for long.
I walked back out to the living room, grabbed a big bag of chips and dropped down onto the couch. Getting into a cross-legged position, with my robe open slightly so my small bare breasts were partially exposed, I noticed with satisfaction that my pink nipples were already stiff with plenty of anticipation. I then made enough noise with the bag of chips so it got my dad's attention.
I wanted him to know that if he wanted a hot and horny young girl other than Noelle Henderson, he didn't have far to look.
In fact, he did look up, kneeling in front of the television.
“I love you, Daddy,” I told him, then added (clearly the oversexed, underage daughter), “This is going to be fun, watching dirty videos together!”
“I know,” he said with a smile.
Considering our conversation so far, I decided the time for shyness had already passed.
“Are you going to jack off?” I asked.
He at first looked surprised at such a blunt question, but recovered quickly enough. “If I do, are you going to watch?”
“If you want me to,” I answered. “I think it'd be fun.”
“Areyougoing to masturbate?” he asked me.
“I always do,” I told him.
I could tell his eyes lingered on my partially open robe, on my somewhat exposed breasts and clearly taut nipples, as well as the portions of my bare inner thighs where my robe ended-obviously the shadowy area above them was the gateway to the genuinepromised landtonight.
But for some reason, instead of trying to get a better look at my young crotch, as I'd expected, my father looked right to my face, and smiled. Which caused me to smile right back at him.
“What?” I asked, biting my lower lip.
“You look exactly like your mother,” he said.
That surprised, and disappointed, me.
“Daddy!” I said, with sudden heat. “I'm nothing like mom!”
“I disagree,” he laughed. “Both of you are gorgeous and really stubborn.”
Okay.
That part was true enough, I guess.



CHAPTER 4


We watched several sex videos that night, two great ones beingTabooandTaboo II, as I mentioned. They were both older movies about oversexed daughters having sex with their fathers and brothers and sisters, even their moms joining in (which seemed icky, I thought, at least withmymom).
In any case, both of those incest movies got me hot and really bothered.
I not only understood the attraction, the absolutely perverted, unnatural aspect of letting your own father secretly suck your cunt or fuck you as hard as possible, but those two videos turned me on in ways I never imagined. My heart was beating so hard in my chest I was positive my dad could hear it, my pussy filled with so much near-gushing wetness I was embarrassed he might actually smell it.
I know I could.
For all that, though, after watchingTabooandTaboo II, the newer videoGangbang Daughtergot me so muchmoreturned on I just about burst into flames from where I sat cross-legged on the couch, behind my dad who was lying on the oval rug in front of the television.
It was a so-called amateur video.
The daughter, a petite redheaded girl, seemed to be about my age (though I learned later she was 12-years-old, a year older than me). She was cute as hell and had a round, perfect little ass, a trim waist and two heavy, firm-looking tits. Unlike my own tiny pink nipples, though, her pointy tips were much darker and bigger even than silver-dollars, exactly the kind I could imagine kissing and sucking.
But (considering she was a girl in a dirty movie, especially one about a gangbang daughter) she seemed extremely nervous as they began, awkwardly making small talk and joking around.
She started on her knees sucking her supposed father's stiff cock, with genuine enthusiasm, I'd say. She then let him fuck her, lying back and spreading her smooth thighs so that her cunt opened wetly, the deep slash of it perfectly pink inside, the wispy strands of her beginning pubic hair barely noticeable. It took longer than I expected for her 'dad' to get his hard cock into her, both of them working at it, but it looked like real fun. He held himself up with one hand while she rocked her bare hips back and forth beneath him, already breathing hard and, I'm sure, enjoying every bit of the effort. Eventually, moaning with evident pleasure, she did manage to take the entire length of his stiff cock into the glistening slit of her nearly-bald pussy, which is when it got even more exciting.
Soon enough, her dad was pounding his cock into her cunt until she was panting and moaning even more loudly, the bed just about collapsing under them both. It was fantastic fun to watch because it was entirely believable theywerefather and daughter, partly because she repeatedly moaned, “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me harder!”
“This one's real,” my own father obviously concluded. “That's his real daughter!”
“I believe it!” I said. “I'm getting all shaky here.”
Neither one of us had started masturbating yet, I guess because-like the girl in the video-we were both extremely nervous. Or maybe it was just easier said than done, at least that very first time together, for a father and daughter in such a sexually-charged situation.
The even better part ofGangbang Daughtercame, though, when the father pulled out, then finished by shooting a huge load of cum into the little redhead's eager mouth. He then stepped aside for the group of good-looking men and boys who'd been watching. At least a dozen of them then fucked his preteen daughter relentlessly. There were a lot of great cum-shots and close-ups, especially when she started having one piercing, shuddering orgasm after another.
“God, I love it!” I breathed, unable to take my eyes off the screen. “They're fucking her somuch!”
My dad looked back over his shoulder to me.
“Would you let that many guys fuck you?” he asked. “Being gangbanged?”
Which gives you an idea of how far we'd progressed, at least explicit conversation-wise, watching all those dirty movies together. The sexual language alone was a turn-on for us, the indecent nature of it, I mean. Normal fathers just didn't talk to normal daughters like that, I bet.
Of course, they didn't usually watch hardcore pornography together, either, especially with the focus on father and daughter sex.
At his question, I sort of shrugged, biting my lower lip.
“I'd probably pass out,” I said, almost shyly, knowing the little quaver in my voice betrayed my interest in exactly such a thing. “But I'd love to, Daddy! I'll bet if I had the chance, I could fuck all night!”
He looked at me more seriously then.
“So what's the most you ever got fucked?” he asked me.
I had to think back on that one.
“I let four senior boys fuck me, like, a couple of turns each. We did it on a couch and on the carpet, all afternoon. The last one fucked me three times!”
It actually excited me to tell my dad I'd beenfucked, to say that word to him. I'm certain it excited him, too.
But he looked at me suddenly with clear fatherly concern instead.
“Sweetie, weren't you worried about getting pregnant?”
“Daddy, I didn't let them comeinme-I made them pull out and finish in my mouth, just like the girl in the video. Or up my butt.”
“Up your butt?” he asked, showing definite interest. “Do you like that?”
“Sure,” I shrugged. “With KY or something, it feels great!”
He asked, “So, you're saying, even though you're only eleven, you can take a guy's cock up your little asshole?”
“It's a lot safer than getting pregnant,” I said. Then my voice got all tight and a little shaky when I sort of shyly offered, “You can fuck me in my ass if you want…in fact, I want you to!”
My dad just smiled at that, though I could tell he swallowed hard at the sudden thought of his stiff cock going in and out of my little butt. It also gave me a very strong tingle from my pussy all the way up to my swollen nipples.
God, I couldn't wait!
“We need to get you on the Pill,” he said. “Then we can do whatever-until then, it's just not safe.”
“Daddy…!”
“Sweetie,” he said gently, “we can't take any chances. Getting pregnant by your own dad is about the worst nightmare there is.”
“But you got me so…aroused, I want you to fuck me, in my assholeandmy pussy! You can just pull out…”
“I had a vasectomy long ago,” he admitted. “But even that's not 100% sure. We need to wait until you're on birth control, too.”
“Just fuck me in the ass, then…”
“Kimberly, even that's too risky. After you're safe, we'll do it all. I promise. Until then, we'll do69'sand fun things like that. I've got a few ideas…”
“But I want your big dick in me!”
He just nodded to himself, then avoided discussing it further by going back to an earlier subject:
“Did you enjoy yourself when the boys took turns fucking you?”
“God, I loved it!” I said. And with a dirty look, added, “They all made me come so many times!”
“I believe you,” he said. Then, half-kidding, “When the time's right, should I get a bunch of guys and a motel room for you?”
I shrugged again with a quick, uncertain laugh, then looked around.
“What's wrong with right here?” I asked. “On this rug?”
“You'd let a group of guys fuck you on this rug?” he asked. “Really?”
I took a moment to think it over.
“Maybe,” I said. “If no one ever found out.”
“Interesting,” he said. “No wonder I love you.”
Still watchingGangbang Daughter, I saw the petite red-haired 12-year-old look up to the camera with an exhausted smile as her 10^th or 11^th lover slid out from between her sweaty bare thighs, only, surprise, surprise, to be replaced immediately by my father, taking a turn.
With my dad's rigid cock in close-up, he slid it into her swollen cunt, her gaping pink hole immediately overflowing with a gangbang's worth of cum-an opaque river of it ran down between the cheeks of her ass and added to the already giant wet spot on the bed.
“Oh, my God!” I could barely gasp. “Daddy!!!”
The little redhead wrapped her arms eagerly around my father's neck, then began again groaning with genuine pleasure as soon as he started fucking her.
I had to give out with a sharp laugh.
“God, you're fucking her!” I said. “That's really you!”
“It was her 12^th birthday,” my dad pointed out. “And her father fucked her three times while we made the video.”
I kept my eyes on the screen, but swallowed loudly.
“It's making me crazy!” I said. “Like super-wet!”
“She came like crazy!” my dad told me. “Right after this, her mom licked the cum out of her cunt and then we turned her over and started fucking her in her asshole…keep watching.”
As they say, wild horses couldn't have stopped me.



CHAPTER 5


WhenGangbang Daughterfinally ended twenty minutes later, I was sitting on one foot, my heel pressed into my sopping wet cunt. Still rocking slightly back and forth, I'd been working myself into a near-frenzy. By then, I'd managed to get my panties down and off without my father noticing.
“So you liked the video?” he asked me.
“My underwear got so wet,” I told him, “I took them off.”
And I held up my damp blue panties for him.
“Let me see,” he said, a bit casually, I thought.
So I slid off the couch and moved down beside him on the rug. With a shy smile, kneeling next to him, I handed him my damp panties, my robe falling completely open as I did.
“What a sweet young body you have!” he breathed, just looking, not touching. “You're like a naked blonde angel!”
“You're just saying that because you're my dad,” I said. “My boobs are way too small.”
“They're flawless,” he disagreed. “And look at your sweet little nipples!”
He was right about that, I guess. My boobs were so firm they stood up easily on their own, my pink nipples poking out proudly. It was the hot odor of my dripping wet cunt, though, that was impossible to ignore, my smooth inner thighs already slick with my pulsing juices.
With just a fingertip, my father reached out and lightly touched my pussy, its swollen wetness evident. When I merely shivered, swallowing hard, he slid a finger completely into my overly-moist little slit.
“That feels really good, Daddy,” I told him. “Let me make you feel good, too.”
While he watched without protest, I unsnapped and unzipped his jeans, pulling them open in front just enough so his thick cock, straining to stand on its own, did exactly that, rigid and throbbing. I stared at it for several long moments, then tentatively touched just the round, swollen head of it, giving out with a sharp little laugh when it jerked at my touch.
“It's alive!” I giggled.
Between us, we quickly got his jeans down around his ankles.
When I took his cock fully in my hand, it suddenly jerked again, very much alive, indeed, the rigid shaft throbbing wildly under my fingers.
He exhaled slowly when I started jacking him off. At the same time, two of his fingers explored my pussy.
“I loved those incest movies,” I admitted. “They gave me a bunch of dirty ideas!”
“So I see,” he said. “Do it slower, because I want it to last,” he said.
“Yes, Daddy,” I said.
But, of course, jacking him off didn't last long because he was too excited to hold back, resulting in the cum mess I soon was eagerly cleaning up with my tongue. Quick but still fun.
“You have such a great mouth,” he managed, after.
“Did you really fuck Noelle Henderson at that sex party? And her mother?”
“Yes,” my dad said. “We all did.”
“Do you think Noelle was better than me?” I asked, giving his drained cock a little squeeze and feeling a subtle twitch of renewed life. “A better fuck, I mean?”
“How would I know?” he asked. “I've never fucked you, Kimberly.”
I gave him a dirty little smirk.
“And just why not?” I returned his look with a sad little smile. “I know, I know-afterI'm on birth control.”

****

“I can't wait until next weekend!” Amy said, her breath ragged, my 'confession' driving her into a frenzy of sexual anticipation. “I can't stop thinking about your dad and me!”
We were still perched on the edge of her bed, the covers thrown back and the door closed, both our sweaty halter tops pushed above our almost-boobs. Our shorts and panties were down around our ankles, me still lying back on my elbows with my legs spread wide while my little cousin lay half on top of me, the heat of her small body pouring into me. With one of her slim bare thighs across mine, her fingers worked feverishly to make me come 'one more time.'
She'd already made me come twice, eagerly kissing me deeply the first time and then sucking my stiffened nipples the second, but-even though she was nearly insane with the need for sexual relief herself-she was holding back, not letting me touch her downthereyet as the perverted details of my incestuous affair with my own father continued to build excitement within her.
When she finally let herself come, she wanted it to be spectacular!
As for me-even though I'd recently been subjected to that same 'holding back' idea by my father-I'd gone off fast and furious from Amy's touch, like a lit fuse both times. I'd gasped for breath as waves of incredible pleasure washed over me, my bare little ass jerking up off the edge of the bed as my heels dug into the carpet, my knees spreading even wider each time I came. It was obvious I had no patience when it came to sex, because-without my dad's coaching-'holding back' wasn't something I was willing to do.
I wanted to come every chance I got, as fast and as hard and as often as I could!
And here I was again, getting close to still another orgasm, Amy using three of her slender fingers in my slippery cunt, pistoning them into me as her small thumb continued massaging and pressing into my pulsating clit.
In addition, I was so shaky and drenched with sweat, it's a miracle I just didn't just slide right off the edge of the bed.
“I'm going to comeagain!” I breathed. “Uhhhhhh! Oh, God! Amy, damn it, let me make you come, too!”
But she definitely had more willpower than me.
“Not just yet,” she breathed, her fingers and thumb suddenly moving even more furiously in my crotch, squeezing my entire pubic mound with her small hand as she masturbated me. “Keep telling me the filthy stuff you father did to you!”
“OhhhhGod…”



CHAPTER 6


On the two-hour ride back home that first weekend my dad and I had messed around, he seemed uncomfortable and unusually quiet, his hands on the wheel, his eyes straight ahead on the road.
“What's wrong, Daddy?” I asked, sitting beside him, all little-girl innocence and concern. “Is it something I did?”
He gave me a quick look.
“No, Kimberly,” he told me. “Of course not. It's just…we really shouldn't have done anything…sexual together. I'm afraid I've taken advantage of you…”
I turned to face him.
“Daddy!” I said firmly. “I wanted to! It was fun! And I want to join your family sex club, too!”
He just shook his head, a thoughtful expression on his handsome face. “I know, sweetie, but letting you watch those dirty movies got you all excited so you really weren't thinking right-”
I cut him off.
“You didn't do anything wrong,” I insisted. “I'm a horny little slut and I just always want it!”
“Don't say that,” he told me. “You love sex, and that's normal. But sex with your own father is-”
“Fun!” I finished for him. “And the people at your Family Fun Club do it, too, so it's not just us!”
He had to nod at that.
“I know,” he admitted. “But most of them are older.”
“That little redheaded girl in the video was just about my age,” I said. “I'm just as oversexed as she is, I bet!”
He still seemed greatly troubled.
“It still doesn't feel right.”
“Daddy, that's not fair!” I was almost ready to cry. “We already did dirty stuff together! And I want to do more!”
But I could tell he still wasn't convinced.
We drove in silence for a few minutes while we each took stock in our positions. I thought I understood why he was suddenly reluctant, even after we'd had such a good time together-he had a sudden bout of an exceedingly guilty conscience. Having sex with your own 11-year-old daughter would probably cause anyone to have some second thoughts!
Yet I wasn't about to let our dirty fun end, not when it'd felt so good!
“Daddy, my pussy's all wet,” I let him know. “And my underwear's soaked. I'm very sexually aroused just arguing with you about it.”
He glanced over at me uneasily. It was the middle of the afternoon, broad daylight, cars all around us on the freeway as we headed home. He just shook his head again.
“Kim…” he started.
“I need to masturbate,” I said. “I reallydo.”
“Kimberly!” he said. “You're not playing fair.”
“Just pretend I'm not here,” I told him. “I'll do it real quiet.”
He kept his eyes on the road again.
“Well, at least put down the back of your seat so no one can see you,” he suggested. “We don't need to be pulled over.”
So, I found the catch on the side of my seat and let the seatback down all the way until I was lying flat, out of sight of the other drivers. Then I undid my jeans, raised my narrow butt up and pushed them (but not my underwear) down all the way to my ankles. I left them down around my tennis shoes.
Lying there in my panties next to my dad in his car was exciting for both of us, to say the least, whether he wanted to admit it or not. My skinny legs felt very bare and the huge wet spot in the front of my underwear was so dark it was clearly visible. I could even smell it.
My crotch was already soaking wet.
Keeping my hands on each side of me, I clenched the outer edges of the seat, closed my eyes and nervously started jiggling my bare legs open and closed. I planned to take my time and see if I could rekindle my dad's perverted interest in me.
“Don't look,” I told him. “But I have to come-”
“This isn't a good idea,” he said, more to himself it seemed. “We should've waited until you were older. I seduced you-“
Whatever.
Instead of arguing, though, I slid my right hand into the front of my panties. My fingertips immediately found my clit and I jerked with a little sigh at the touch and swallowed real hard. I rubbed around the slightly raised, slippery little center to start, but not directly on it yet.
My breathing got faster right away, though.
“Ohhhh,” I murmured softly. “Ohhhh God…”
“Kimberly, you promised.”
“I can't help it, Daddy-it feels too good!”
My thin legs were suddenly trembling at the thought of what I was doing, and then a moment later I was trembling uncontrollably all over.
I scooted my butt forward slightly and spread my knees wider, to give my hand inside my panties more room. Then, with my tennis shoes braced on the car floor in the tangle of my jeans, and relaxing into the seat, I started masturbating.
“Ohhh,” I couldn't help but moan. “Uh! Uh! Uhhh! Uhhhhh!”
I looked over to my dad to see if he was looking, but-true to his words- he kept his eyes on the road, his hands on the wheel. I closed my eyes and kept at it, my butt starting to squirm in the seat.
Moments later, my feet still braced on the floor for leverage, I started rocking my little ass forward and back, working my crotch against the motion of my fingers on my clit.
My cunt was so wet I could smell it even more.
My breathing got even faster. Then I started rubbing directly on my tingling clit, which made me about jump out of my skin!
“Uhhhhhh!” I groaned. “Ohhh! Ohhh! Uhhhh! Uhhhh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”
“Damn it, Kimberly…”
By then, of course, my panting was impossible to ignore. My pink nipples were swollen into pointy tips, poking against my tee-shirt, and my butt was in a slick puddle inside my underwear! I was making little noises in my throat and my left hand kept tightening on the edge of the seat I was holding, squeezing it.
I started jerking my slim hips up with a little moan every few seconds, my bare thighs tensing repeatedly as my fingers continued to manipulate my now throbbing clit. Inside my underwear, the thickened lips of my pussy were so swollen and sensitive I could actually feel them pressing against the tight cotton fabric.
“I'm soclose!” I groaned. “Ohhhh God…”
If my breathing was shaky, my legs were even shakier. I kept rapidly jerking my hips up and down and moaning out loud as if I was fucking! I didn't know if my father was getting excited by this or not (ha ha ha!), but it felt too good to stop.
“I'm pretending that it's you fucking me,” I told him. “Harder, Daddy, fuck me evenharder!”
“Jesus Christ…”
“Don't you even want to look at my little cunt?” I offered. “It's wet enough to float a boat-IknowI could take your big cock all the way in me!”
And without waiting for his answer, I raised up, hooked my thumbs in my panties and pushed them down over my knees, letting them drop to my ankles. Then I spread my skinny legs all the way apart so he could see that my little pink slit was all swollen and pouting open wetly. Using two fingers, I spread the sensitive lips open even more, to show him how wet I was inside.
It was like a tiny, glistening little lake in there!
Thank God my dad had leather seats, because touching myself like that made a river of moisture start trickling down into the crack of my butt!
“Here's my pussy, if you want to see it.”
I held it open with my left hand and started masturbating my clit again with my right hand so he could watch me do it.
“I love you, Daddy!”
He just half-laughed, but still wouldn't look over. Finally, he said, “I love you, too, sweetie.”
“You said it's the sweetest little pussy you ever saw,” I reminded him. “Don't you want to watch me rub it? Ohhh, Daddy, it really feels good when I do it real fast like this!”
“Kimberly…”
“Daddy! Daddy! I'm coming real hard! Ohhh God, it's like I can't breathe!” Lying there spread-open beside him, I jerked and quivered through my orgasm as my breath caught repeatedly in my throat. “Ohhh God, it'sso good!”
“You said you'd do it quietly,” was all he said as I finally sunk even deeper into the seat with a final groan. “Was that your idea of quiet?”
“Touch my pussy,” I begged him. “I'll never tell!”
And without waiting for a response, my fingers were again moving almost imperceptibly within the slick little lips at the top of my cunt, slowly spreading those lips apart again in a gentle search for that single fleshy spot that had just sent the most piercing stabs of pleasure straight through me. My jeans and panties down, my skinny knees apart, my slim fingers again began manipulating the slick pink hood surrounding my always sensitive, now wildly-distended, clit.
With a finger on each side of it, I started rubbing myself again.
“I'm going to come again while you decide,” I informed him. “It's already feeling really good again.”
“That's nice,” he said hoarsely.
“I wish you were licking my cunt,” I told him. “Licking it and sucking it, too, like all around my little clit…”
I kicked off my tennis shoes and my jeans, then put my small bare feet up on the dash (so he could see better), my index finger gliding right to the slippery little pink nub itself. I suddenly jerked with a short gasp at the exquisite sensation that flooded through my sweet young cunt, then closed my eyes and began seriously masturbating one more time.
Certain my father was watching, I slid my free hand under my rounded bare ass and found my asshole with a fingertip. With another little start of pleasure, I probed into it, as if examining the tiny puckered opening for the first time, then slowly pushed my middle finger all the way up my butt with a shaky little groan.
And while still masturbating feverishly, and starting to pant for breath, I began fingering my rubbery little asshole.
I knew exactly what I was doing.
“I'm fingering my asshole,” I told him. “It's making mecrazy…”
He was silent for several long moments, then finally said, “Goddamn it!” and reached over for me.
His fingertips touched my bare inner thigh, and then my cunt, and finally found my trembling clit by slipping under my own fingers. I came again in about two seconds, bucking in the seat as if I had an electric cattle-prod up my butt.
“Ohhhh God!” I panted hoarsely. “Daddy, you're making mecome!”
My breath caught in my throat as wave after wave of the most indecent pleasure washed over me, my bare ass squirming wildly.
“Daddy, it's so good! Keep touching it like that!”
And while I was still coming, I reached over with my left hand and easily found my dad's hard, throbbing cock within his pants. Of course, it was straining to stand up straight in the middle of his lap. I squeezed it repeatedly through his pants until I finally melted into the seat with a soft little moan, finished at last.
“It's alive again,” I said breathlessly, meaning his cock, as it jerked under my fingers. “Can I suck it?”
He was silent again, then nodded in defeat.
“You win,” my dad said. “I can't resist you.”
And so there it was, finally-my father had somehow made itmyidea that we continue having sex together. Of course, I didn't care whose idea it was, as long as we kept on doing it.
And (as you well know!) it wasn't as if I was a pure, innocent little angel, even though every day I brushed my perfect teeth, did my chores and was very polite to my elders. I was not onlynota virgin, I was a girl who wanted, needed and even was driven by urges I had no control over: to convince my own father to fuck me fast, hard and ragged at the first opportunity.
If that's not being the biggest little slut in the world, I don't know what is.
Virginia K.G. Ryder
Little Kimberly's Family Fun



CHAPTER 7


But what I had not yet told Amy, and what finally broke her 'holding back' resolve so thoroughly that her building climax nearly killed her when it went off-explodingwithin her young cunt like a surprise nuclear bomb- was this:
Just two nights before, during that very week, when I was supposed to be at the library until closing at 9 p.m., I'd been secretly picked up by my father much earlier that afternoon. He'd taken me to my so-called initiation intoTheFamily Fun Club, his secret incest swinger club, at the broken-down Pink Flamingo Motel.
Now that I was fully on birth control, there was no reason to hold back.
The huge old motel at the edge of town was owned by a family who were members of the secret club, so checking in and getting a very private room away from the rest of the place wasn't a problem.
“Are you certain you want to do this, Kimmie?” my dad asked for the tenth time, while we headed over in his car. “You can change your mind-”
I merely gave a little shrug, always the nonchalant preteen without a concern in the world, even though I was so jumpy I thought I might pass out.
“I'm fine, Daddy. And I want to. Really.”
That part was true, regardless of my ultra-nervous state.
I was going to do a gangbang, a real one like in the dirty movies, with a group of members from the club selected by my father. He'd promised they were going to fuck me until I could barely walk, giving me as much sex as I could handle.
We'd see about that.
I was both wildly excited and silently terrified, but my dad told me that was normal. Every now and then a joining daughter chickened out at the last minute, but she usually changed her mind eventually and later 'put out' for the gang, so to speak. On the other hand, sometimes a young girl was so sexually energized at the prospect of being relentlessly fucked-as with 'goody-goody' 14-year-old cheerleader Noelle Henderson-that she raced to spread her legs (and her slippery pussy) wide open for the gang at the first opportunity.
'Pulling a train' is what the boys I knew called it. Led by their stiff young cocks, the horny little bastards lined up and loved it, getting sloppy seconds and thirds or even fifteenths, but when it was over not thinking much of the girls they'd talked into actually doing it.
Until, of course, those same boys wanted another easy going girl for a night of down and dirty gangbang sex…
“Noelle really did this, too?” I asked as we parked outside a room. I could tell the blackout shades were already drawn. It was late afternoon, so it was still daylight out, but it looked private enough in there. “She let everybody fuck her?”
My dad nodded.
“She didn't have to be asked twice,” he told me. “And, like you, she really wanted to, as long as no one ever found out.”
“Exactly,” I breathed. “As long as no one ever finds out, I guess I'm ready when you are.”
Apparently, the weird lure of bare-assed sex resulting in near-endless orgasms, combined with the even weirder element of parental approval, was too great a temptation for most hormone-ravaged teens or preteens to turn down.
I know it certainly was for me-my own father was giving me permission to fuck as much as I wanted to.

****

At that point in my story, a shocked-to-the-core Amy began trembling violently. Her breath came in fitful little gasps as her fingers slid out of my pussy and moved quickly to her own. She lay back beside me as if passing out, her skinny, sweaty bare thighs suddenly splayed wide open.
“Oh God, it's too much!” the little 9-year-old panted. “I'vegotto come!”
I immediately slid my fingers across her slender bare hip and smooth tummy, then down along the swell of her hairless pubic mound, easily finding her moist little cunt under her own feverishly working fingers.
“Let me,” I told her, to which she merely groaned, but then moved her hand away from her pussy to grant me access. I told her, and meant it, “You still have the sweetest pussy ever!”
I probed into her narrow slit, her pink labial lips thickly swollen, the opening itself filled with oily wetness. My fingertips encircled her tiny clitoris under its fleshy little hood and caused her to gasp aloud, panting and trembling wildly with that indecent pleasure I knew fully as well as her.
“I love you, you little angel!” I told her.
“I love you, too, Kimberly-and I'm so close to coming, I can taste it!”
With her face turned to me, I kissed her gently on the lips. She shuddered, then kissed me back, then really kissed me, and the moment our pert little tongues touched, her first of several seemingly endless orgasms suddenly overwhelmed her.
“Ohhhhhhh! I'm there, I'mthere!”
Her skinny frame went taut from head to toe for a long breathless moment, but a quick second later she was squirming like she had an electric current coursing up her cunt, panting and moaning and groaning through pleasure so intense she seemed to be in another world.
While she squirmed under my touch, I repeatedly pressed her swollen clit into her pubic bone with my fingers, squeezing it almost. This got a further series of muffled little groans out of her as her young cunt oozed copious oily hot moisture, a virtual river of it coursing down between the narrow cheeks of her perfect bare ass.
Talk about a wet spot on the bed-for sure we'd have to wash the sheets before her mom got to them on laundry day!
As I masturbated her, I pressed my body against hers, feeling her heat as she squirmed and trembled at my touch. I pushed my own slickened cunt up tight against her bare thigh, then started to hump her skinny leg! Her reaction was to turn more fully to me and to begin pumping her hips against my hand in a fucking motion as I fingerfucked her.
The two of us were squirming so wildly and breathing so hard, in fact, it was like we were fucking for real!
Amy's pubic mound always protruded in a noticeable way, her hairless little slit usually obvious in her panties or even in too-tight shorts (which she loved to wear, showing off hergood parts!). This gave me an entirely new thought. I pushed her onto her back again, then slid on top of her. Suddenly, I was lying between her legs, my hot wet pussy pressed tightly against her hot wet pussy.
“Amy, let's fuck,” I whispered hotly. “I'll be the boy.”
And so, kissing her mouth with renewed fervor, I began pressing my cunt into hers, pumping my narrow hips between her sweaty open thighs and pretending to fuck her as best I could!
Amy was soon panting beneath me until she was nearly incoherent with gasping pleasure, moaning and pushing her hot little twat up into mine. She hooked her heels behind my knees, her skinny legs pumping and her toes spreading apart as she came yet again with a gasping rush of panting relief.
“Fuck me, Kim, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! OhGOD, I'm coming sogood!”
My own orgasm kicked in and I ground my pussy into hers even faster, pressing it into her pubic mound as if we were both on fire, countless spasms of exquisite pleasure exploding through my entire body.
When we finally gasped out the last of our moaning pleasures, we lay together for several very long moments. Her slim legs were splayed loosely open, every inch of her firm little body hot and sweaty, yet with me in no hurry to get off of her.
“That was fun!” she told me, breathless. “How come we never tried that before?”
“I just thought of it,” I said. “Did you come real good-and do you want to do it again?”
Amy put both of her small hands on my bare butt and gave me a quick little squeeze, then pulled my crotch back in tightly against her own crotch.
“Yes andyes,” was all she said.



CHAPTER 8


“I love it when you lick my cunt, Daddy,” I told him.
As I continued telling Amy: my father and I were alone in a large motel room at the Pink Flamingo, a mini-suite, really, with two queen-sized beds, a brown shag carpet, a full-sized couch that'd seen better days, and a desk with two straight-back chairs.
I was stark naked, sitting out in the open, tied to one of the desk chairs with several silk scarves. My hands were tied behind me and each of my ankles was tied to the bottom of a chair leg so my skinny thighs were spread apart. My father had wedged a folded-over throw pillow into the chair behind my bare butt so I was perched forward on the worn cushion. This, he told me, made it easier for him (or anyone!) to get at my pussy.
I was also securely blindfolded by a black silk scarf, which was part of my initiation, he informed me, and I was wearing a black leather and chrome dog collar with a long red ribbon tied to it.
Suddenly I was thinking this particular adventure might be a little weirder than I'd imagined.
“You're such a sweet daughter,” he breathed. “You should have your twat licked ten times a day!”
I had to smile at that.
“Sometimes I do, Daddy,” I admitted. “I told you, sometimes Amy licks mytwatall night, and I lick hertwatjust as much!”
I liked that word, twat. It seemed both dirty and funny to me, much likesnatch. Cunt, on the other hand, just seemed dirty. Which was also good.
“Did you tell Amy anything about us, yet?” he wanted to know. “You and I…messing around?”
I had to smile at that.
“Fucking, you mean, Daddy-you and I fucking. And, no, she doesn't know. Yet. But I know she'd love to join us at Clear Lake. She's definitely oversexed, like me. It'd be a lot of fun!”
He was quiet a long moment, while I sat there naked and blindfolded, clearly thinking it over.
“Okay,” he finally said. “Tell her about us, then invite her up next weekend.”
“Oh, God,” I said then. “It'll make her crazy, finally getting a chance to suck your big fat cock! Plus you can watch us-your sweet daughter and innocent little niece-do a 69 for you!”
“I can't wait,” he said. A long moment passed as he apparently pictured just exactly that. “But for now, let's concentrate on you.”
And then, kneeling in front of me, he returned to kissing every slippery surface of my cunt, licking his way inside me until I was squirming around with little whimpering sounds, straining against the silk scarves and urgently pushing my slickened slit right into his face.
As he'd planned, the folded-over pillow he'd wedged directly behind me kept my now-sweaty bare butt right at the edge of the seat. That way, my young cunt was right out there for him, pouting open and ready for anything!
However, he took a long time getting to my quivering tiny clit, stopping every now and then so I'd want more, working his way to it but never quite touching it, and kissing my mouth every so often so I could taste my own wetness. When he finally did lick under that little fleshy hood at the top of my pussy, then began sucking on my clit directly, I was even shakier and breathing harder, especially when he slowly pushed two fingers into my tight asshole.
“Daddy, I've really got to come!”
“Not yet!” he commanded me. “I want you to hold back!”
“I can't!” I almost cried. “It feels too good!”
“Do not come!” he told me. “If you can hold back, you'll learn to come even harder than before…”
My breathing was already so ragged I could barely stand it, but I managed to swallow hard andnotcome yet. It was as close to impossible as anything I'd ever attempted!
“But, Daddy,” I whimpered again. “I always come so good!”
“This time, you're going to come even better,” he promised. “You'll see-just hold back! When I say it's okay, you can come as much as you want! Until then, don't!”
“I'll try,” was all I could promise, though.
But then he started fingerfucking my slippery, wildly-twitching asshole with those two fingers while continuing to eat me out!
“Ohhhhh! I love it so much!” I panted. “You're making mecrazy!”
And I swear to God, the only thing that kept me from coming right that second was a loud knock at the door that startled me, even though we'd both expected it.



CHAPTER 9


In fact, my dad and I both froze at the sound of the knock, each of us making a weird little guilty noise, like, “Eeep!” Then laughing about it.
“They're finally here,” my dad said. “Don't go anywhere.”
“Very funny,” I told him.
He got up and answered it, leaving me in the chair, blindfolded, legs wide open, my cunt so brimming with wetness my bare inner thighs were slick with it. When I heard him let in a large group of slightly nervous-sounding but clearly excited strangers, my heart suddenly raced with panic, not certain where this was going, but aroused none-the-less.
My God, it sounded like at least twenty or more people had shown up to have sex with me!
“Daddy, how many people just came in?” I asked timidly.
“Sweetie, no more talking!” he told me.
Fine. I guess. After all, I'd asked for this.
I wasn't able to see who'd joined us, of course, but after the door was bolted, I heard them whispering and laughing quietly, eager and ready to do something dirty but fun. It also seemed, listening to them moving around, opening the beer and soft drinks my dad had brought, that in addition to all the boys and men there were at least three girls or women, all of them standing back but wanting to get started.
Then I heard them all getting undressed, clothes being tossed into corners and onto one of the beds.
“Kimberly, this is your initiation into The Family Fun Club,” my father intoned. “No one here will hurt you, but everyone will have their way with you, in any combination they desire. You're here for their pleasure and-onlyafterI say it's okay-your own. Is that understood?”
I swallowed hard with the keenest sexual anticipation I'd ever felt, my heart pounding, my blood racing. My pussy was so wet I was literally sitting in a warm puddle of my own girly-juices as I said:
“Yes, Daddy.”
Good God! I'd be fucked until I could barely walk, and I was actually wanting it! I'd once read on the Internet of a university sexual experiment, long ago, where a student volunteer (slut, slut, slut!) had sex with a large group of other volunteers (boy sluts!) until she had fifty (50!)orgasms. At the end of it, she was tired but still more than willing to go on!
I found myself wondering how willing I'd be to go on-after, I mean. In fact, maybe this could count as a scientific experiment, if I could come enough: like, morethan fifty times in a row…
We'd see, I guess.
Without another word spoken, I felt their hands suddenly exploring my naked body, their fingers probing every inch of me as they gently felt my boobs, my pointy nipples, my thighs, my ass and, finally, my pussy. I gasped when someone (a girl or woman, I think) suddenly knelt in front of me and immediately started licking my cunt, working her way slowly up and down my engorged slit, kissing and sucking lightly at my pulsing labial lips, but never going to my distended clit. I began shaking, my thighs trembling as I strained against the binding scarves with the effort tonotto have an instant orgasm, and a moment later the guys (as I thought of them) began sucking my nipples and kissing my boobs, my shoulders, my thighs, my knees, even my feet and toes.
When one boy (it seemed to be a boy, and a very young one, at that) began French kissing me, I eagerly responded, kissing him hotly until another boy (or girl) took his place, and then another. Only the little noises each person made while kissing me, their breathing, their individual sounds, their taste, their smells, the softness of their lips or the way their tongues darted about, alerted me as to whether I was getting attention from a male or female, old or young.
Except for vague sensations, I realized I mostly couldn't tell.
Throughout, the heat of their naked bodies surrounded me, exciting me even more, the guys' rigid cocks and the girls' bare breasts and naked thighs grazing my body as they moved about me, their hands unwilling to leave me, still exploring me, all of them closer each moment, I knew, to having actual sex-penetration sex-with me.
The person eating my pussy then spread my sweaty, trembling thighs slightly wider with both hands and finally took my quivering clitoris into her mouth, her eager tongue flicking at it and her sweet lips sucking at it until I could no longer hold back-I came with such force that I actually peed a little with the explosion of pleasure that rocked me, my heart pounding so hard I thought it would burst through my chest!
“Oh myGOD!” I panted raggedly. “Daddy, I can't help it-I'mcoming! It's too fuckinggood! Uhhh! Uhhhhhhh!”
The mouth on my cunt kept at me throughout one of the longest orgasms I'd ever had, her efforts giving me wave after wave of such powerful sensations that my near-mindless squirming strained my silken bonds to the limit, almost cutting off the circulation at my wrists and ankles.
“Uhhhhh! Ohhhhh! Don't stop licking me! Suck my cunt, suck it!”
Gasping for breath, finally, as the incredibly pleasurable sensations gradually subsided, I sagged against my silken bonds as the girl or woman sucking my cunt slid away from my crotch.
Shifting slightly to stand, she licked straight up my flat tummy, up between my breasts, pausing only a moment to give each of my taut nipples a quick kiss, then ended at my mouth, kissing me wetly with the taste of my own cunt on her lips. I almost melted into the chair, our tongues entwining, her fingers lightly on my face. Then she slid her mouth away from mine and pressed one of her large but firm bare breasts into my face, then the other, her long nipples stiff with arousal.
Without even seeing her, I think I fell in love with her as her fingers entwined in my blonde hair, tugging at it gently as I started sucking at her rubbery tips.
“You're so cute!” she whispered to me, and I realized it was Noelle, my 14-year-old schoolmate! “Your dad said I'd love your pussy, and he was right.”
“Noelle!” my dad suddenly said, and the sound of a loud slap to the girl's spectacular bare ass resulted in a quick laugh from her. “You ruined her surprise-which wasyou!”
“Sorry,” the girl said contritely. “I couldn't help myself-I wanted Kimberly to know it was me who made her come so hard!”
That was an understatement. I'd almost passed out from the fantastic orgasm she'd given me.
“Noelle, I absolutely loved it,” I said. “And I'm dying to lick and kiss and suck your pussy, too!”
“I can't wait,” she told me. “But, first…”
And with that, my blindfold was suddenly removed so that I might better enjoy the remainder of my so-called 'initiation.'
“Hello, Kimberly!” a chorus of voices greeted me.
Still tied to the chair with my bare thighs spread wide open, I looked about the motel room to discover fifteen or so male members of The Family Fun Club, all naked, both boys and men, all with rigidly standing cocks of various sizes, all obviously eager to get at me but (apparently) patiently waiting for a turn.
Every one of them smiled at me, two or three even raising a beer or soft drink in my direction.
Most of the men were under forty, and the boys were mostly in their early or mid-teens, but two of them were only about 10-years-old, their slender dicks sticking straight up with extreme (but clearly nervous) excitement.
Ever since giving away my virginity, I'd sucked off and even fucked several boys even younger than me, sometimes brought along by older boys to join in on a 'fun date.' Often, I was their first sexual experience, so they were naturally jumpy or a little frightened or-at the very least-uncertain what to expect.
I loved educating them!
Especially the really young ones who got easily excited watching me make out (or much more!) with their friends or older brothers. Their wide eyes never left me, and I'm certain I was the first totally naked girl many of them had seen.
Of course, it wasn't long before they'dparticipate, exploring my body with tentative touches, followed by gradually bolder groping and kissing and probing, not necessarily in that order. If a boy was exceptionally shy, though, I usually pulled him into our games by holding his hand, or using a bit of my own playful groping (through his pants), whatever it took to get him hard.
And interested!
Even with the shy ones, however, I always ended up, sooner or later, using my mouth, my eager lips and tongue coaxing jerky streams of hotyoungcum from their skinny little dicks. At such a young age, thankfully, they got hard again fast after each ejaculation. Like, within ten or fifteen minutes. And I not only loved the taste of it, their clear, sticky-sweet cum at that age, but also the perverted sense of it, that I was an older girl, an oversexed 5^th -grader giving an even younger boy his first blow job!
How sick was that?!
But I enjoyed it more than anything when a young boy experienced-with me-his first sensation of actualfucking, that of his twitching cock (rigid to almost bursting and insanely responsive to any touch!) sliding inch by inch into my tight, slippery little preteen cunt. It was obvious, from their expressions, their tight little sounds of delight, even the involuntary bursts of almost girlish laughter escaping them, that the shock of indescribable pleasure suffusing their hairless genitals was so great they could barely breathe!
And, of course, once entirely inside me, gripped by my slender arms, my trembling bare thighs and the very first wet pussy they'd ever known, I'd hotly urge them to: “Fuck me, fuck me faster, fuck me even harder!”
Nowthatwas always the most fun.
Nevertheless, in thePink Flamingomotel room, I studied all of my new friend's faces, but only vaguely recognized a few of them, a face or two that I possibly knew from school, maybe a parent or so that I'd seen before, even a man I thought was a teacher.
All in all, it looked like a horny fun group.
“Does anybody want to fuck?” I asked, which got a quick laugh.
There were three naked women, as well-gorgeous Noelle, of course, and a tall, good-looking brunet of about thirty who seemed to be an older version of Noelle (her mother, Suzanne, I learned) and a little blonde named Pam whom I'd never seen before. Pam, it turned out, was 32-years-old and the mother of Jeff, one of the 10-year-old boys standing there with a hard-on. She was a hot soccer mom with large, solid-looking boobs, a narrow waist and a smoothly shaved, pouting-open cunt.
Much later on, Pam and I got to be great friends, and shared many sexual adventures, but I learned that same night she not only drove the soccer team of young boys to their games, but she'd sucked off almost every one of them. She'd also managed to arrange small but sweaty gangbangs in her van with her son and several of the more mature boys, 3-to-4-hour fuck sessions that little Amy and I were eventually invited to take part in.
Of course, that's a very long story for another time.
Anyway, at thePink Flamingothat first time, I discovered I simply could not take my eyes off of naked Noelle. She was just so fucking gorgeous! Talk about having a girl-crush!
“Noelle, is your boyfriend here?” I asked, looking around for that boy's face in the crowd. He was an extremely good-looking and popular senior at St. Katherine's Academy. “Ray?”
“God, no!” the girl laughed. “He'd kill me if he knew!”
Oops! It should have occurred to me-fucking both your parents and then being fucked half-to-death by multiple men probably wouldn't be conducive to a healthy relationship with a love-struck highschool boy.
“My lips are sealed,” I told her. “Except for all the cocks I'll suck tonight!”
And, with a laugh, Noelle leaned over and kissed my mouth again, a quick kiss, and reached down for another quick squeeze of my cunt. With a fingertip, she briefly lingered at my clit, sending sparks through the center of my crotch before she straightened.
She was exactly as I remembered from school and, naked, looked just as I'd imagined her in my lewd fantasies. Tall and smoothly tanned, her breasts were large but so firm they pointed outward and up, her dark rubbery nipples swollen huge with excitement. She'd shaved away most of her curly black pubic hair, but there remained a narrow strip of it, trimmed perfectly. It did little to hide the thick, dark pink lips of her pussy, which were slickened with shiny wetness and pouting open as if in wanton invitation, her perfect inner thighs already glistening with moisture.
The smell of that juicy lubrication of hers, so near to me, was more than obvious. And highly arousing. In fact, I wanted to just push my face into it, to lick every inch of her cunt, inside and out.
“Did Noelle make you come real good?” my dad wanted to know. He suddenly stood beside the gorgeous girl, his large cock jutting out, the entire shaft of it visibly throbbing with anticipation. “I wanted you to hold back for exactly that reason, so you'd come better when she licked your cunt.”
I nodded with a smile.
“Daddy, I was hoping Noelle would be here, but I was afraid to ask,” I admitted. “In case she wasn't.”
And, as if she did it every day, Noelle casually took my father's rigid cock in her hand as he stood beside her, holding it lightly.
“Kim, we've all been waiting for you to join,” she said. “Every person in The Family Fun Club has been dying to give you all the pleasure you could handle!”
I looked around again, taking them in: young and older, a variety of looks and postures, but all seemed fit and able and ready to provide me with a non-stop adventure, the all-out sexual kind I'd always dreamed of.
My heart was still pounding, my breathing still shaky, as I got out, “You can all doanythingyou want to me!”
I knew, after all, I was perfectly safe with my father there.
With that, Noelle's mom Suzanne moved up to kneel directly in front of me.
“We're not going to untie you just yet,” she smiled to me, and I could see where Noelle got her fabulous good looks. Her teeth were perfect, her large, dark eyes alive with excitement, her heavy breasts as solid-looking as her daughter's. She had shaved her cunt much like Noelle's, just a thin strip of tightly-curled black pubic hair in front that did little to conceal her own swollen and wet labia.
“We'll warm you up a bit first.”
From behind her back, she brought out a large dildo-shaped vibrator, pink with a long, thick shaft and a deeply ridged head sure to give pleasure. In addition, there was a shorter shaft section on top-actually shaped like a smallrabbit-which clearly pressed against a girl's clit whenever the main shaft was entirely buried in her pussy. The most interesting part, though, was the middle of the shaft: a three inch section of clear plastic, raised and very bumpy, but transparent enough to show several rings of plastic ball bearings within that rotated around the shaft like an electric drill when the thing was turned on.
Which Noelle's mother did with another quick smile-turned it on.



CHAPTER 10


Noelle's mom held up the vibrator so I could take a good look at it, the thing humming steadily in her hand. It was, without a doubt, the most amazing vibrator I'd ever seen and my dad had already introduced me to many.
“It's the newest thing from Japan!” Noelle gushed. “And the best fuckever!”
As if to demonstrate, her mother twisted the control at the back and the vibrations kicked up another notch, and thenanother, the rings of plastic balls within spinning faster and faster with a smooth but heavy-duty drilling sound.
“Oh myGod!” I gaped, my inner-juices letting loose anew. “Does it have a name?!”
Which got another quick laugh. I was a big hit and they hadn't even started fucking me yet! Talk about popular! In fact, everyone watching was riveted to the scene before them, which was mainly me!
Noelle's mother leaned forward and-turning the vibrator back to its idle speed-she slid the entire deeply-ridged head of it between the slippery wet lips of my cunt. I was instantly electrified at the sensations that went straight from my clit, throughout my cunt and even to my wildly twitching asshole. I gasped loudly and involuntarily as my bare butt jerked up off the seat. Only the silken scarves held me in place, the smooth muscles in my sweaty inner thighs suddenly straining in sharp relief as my knees spread wider of their own accord.
“Ohhhhh GOD!” I panted. “I'mcomingagain!”
And I was, the surprise orgasm slamming into me and knocking the wind out of me-I could barely breathe! My head was spinning, my chest heaving, my entire crotch alive with vibrating sensation!
Suzanne held her ground, kneeling between my legs, then pushed the big vibrator slowly the rest of the way up my cunt. My tight, slippery-wet hole sucked at the shaft as it entered me inch by inch, my body trembling so violently I thought I'd simply pass out-or shake loose a body part! Instead, a river of slick juices spewed from my pussy, the vibrator and Suzanne's hands coated with it.
“You're even wetter than Noelle!” the girl's mother laughed. “And she's like a waterfall!”
And Suzanne began seriously screwing me with long, smoothly fluid strokes that I never wanted to end!
With one panting groan after another, I squirmed wildly against my bonds, my slim hips pumping with what little motion I could achieve, as Suzanne gave me the best fucking of my entire life! She relentlessly pounded that vibrating/drilling/pistoning monster into my cunt, driving me into a frenzy of wanton pleasure and lust!
“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” was all I could gasp. “More, more, more!”
And fuck me even harder with it she did, turning up the vibrations suddenly and pistoning the entire shaft so rapidly into my cunt that another orgasm immediately exploded within me, the room spinning around me as I came!
The rapidly-revolving roller bearings within the shaft made it feel I was being fucked to death by a giant yet smooth rotor-rooter, the sensations unlike anything I'd ever felt before. The pleasure was unreal-it was like tasting a fantastic flavor of ice cream that you didn't even know existed.
My spasming pussy just could not get enough of it!
“Noelle, help me here!” Suzanne said after she'd driven me half-insane, and her gorgeous daughter quickly took her place between my legs, taking the big vibrator in a hand-off that didn't miss a beat. If anything, she then fucked me with it even more vigorously than her mom had.
“Don't youloveit?” Noelle laughed to me, breathlessly.
“You're killing me!” I moaned. “Ohhh God! But Idolove it! Fuck me, fuck me evenharder!”
“Mom fucked me with it last night!” she admitted. “While my dad fucked me in the butt at the same time!”
“Ohhh God, God, God!” I groaned, the picture of Noelle and her parents vivid in my mind. “Here I goagain…!
For the next solid fifteen minutes, while everyone raptly watched, Noelle and her mother took turns fucking me with the big vibrator as I strained against my bonds, moaning and panting through one shattering climax after another. In fact, I came so many times I completely lost track-so much for what I was beginning to think of as a scientific experiment!
“I'm dying!” I groaned for at least the twentieth time. But, “Don't stop! Don't stop! Harder, fuck meharder!”
At some time during the proceedings, as I squirmed and panted, the naked 10-year-old boy thatwasn'tJeff moved up to me from the side and began kissing me hotly, sucking at my tongue. He was obviously no beginner, kissing me as well as any older boy or man ever had.
I had to wonder how long he'd been a member.
Then he pulled away and put the swollen head of his small cock into my mouth. He stood beside me, his stiffened cock in my mouth and a hand holding onto one of my bare breasts. When his fingers found my rubbery nipple, he pulled at it gently, sending tiny shivers through me. His cock was very slender, but exceptionally hard, and it throbbed wildly. I avidly sucked it, loving the taste and the smell of it, my head bobbing as I gave him an enthusiastic blowjob. He soon began trembling beside me, thrusting his narrow hips slowly against the motion of my mouth.
Like I said, he was obviously no beginner.
When I started licking the smooth tip of his cock, working my tongue at the tiny slit in the end, he pulled back slightly and used his hand to masturbate. Then he jerked with a little gasp and ejaculated on my face and into my open mouth, the first little spurt only a prelude to the jetting streams of his young semen. Again, I sayyoungsemen because, as I'd mentioned about sucking off younger boys, his cum had that sticky-sweet quality I knew so well, and was mostly clear, more so than any of the older boy's or men I'd tasted in my life. And, even with most of it filling my mouth, I still had it dribbling down my lips, my cheeks, my chin and even onto my chest.
Young boys often comewaymore than you might think!
No sooner did he pull away, than another boy took his place, a good-looking teenager, with a much larger cock that he slipped into my mouth. The hardness and heat of it sent a shiver through my entire body and I sucked him off just as eagerly as the first.
As soon as he finished, shooting off in my mouth, of course, and partially in my face, the oldest man there took his place, a slightly overweight man I'd earlier thought of as a teacher or someone's parent. His rigid cock was thick but somewhat short, and he stroked my hair lovingly as I blew him, like a girl's favorite uncle or grandfather might do. When he came, his load filled my throat as I swallowed, and he moaned with pleasure, my eager lips slick with the excess of his semen as he continued to pump his cock into my mouth.
“Thank you,” the man said, finally. “I always wanted to do that to you!”
“God, I can barely breathe,” I groaned. “Do I know you?”
“I'm Tiffany's father,” he informed me. “From around the corner.”
“Mr. Rawlings!” I gasped, realizing. It was Tiffany Rawling's father! “I can't believe you're here!”
Holding his cock in one hand, he squeezed yet another drop of warm cum against my parted lips, then stroked my hair a last time. “Yes, it's me,” he said. “I hope that you approve…”
“Where's Tiffany?”
“She's spending the summer with her cousins at the lake,” he told me. “But she loves these parties! She'll be back soon enough and joining us again.”
Tiffany Rawlings, at 11-years-old, was one of those goody-goody girls in my 5^th grade class I'd assumed looked down upon my slutty little cousin and me, a girl-I presumed-still a virgin.
Apparently, I was dead wrong about her attitudes about sex!
“She belongs to this club?” I had to know. “Really?”
He held out a hand to indicate the entire room. “Every member has fucked her. I'm sure she'll want to lick your pussy the second she gets back!”
“I love it!” I said. “And, Mr. Rawlings, youcan lick my pussy or fuck me or anything, any time-”
He laughed, wagging his slowly sagging cock at me.
“Why, thank you, my dear,” he nodded. “I'll do just that, as soon as I regain a certain degree of hardness.”
Wow-he really was a gentleman!



Chapter 11


“What?!” Amy gasped, unwilling to believe it. “Tiffany's father was there?”
I shrugged at her look of utter disbelief.
“It's true,” I assured her. “Later on, he fucked me really good, too.”
“For real?”
For real.
After Noelle and her mother gave me more shattering orgasms with the monster vibrator than I could count, I was finally untied from the chair. My father used the red silk ribbon tied to my black leather and chrome dog collar to lead me to one of the queen-sized beds. He then positioned me lying across the very end of the bed, sweaty and naked with my thighs spread apart, my bare ass at the edge of the mattress and my feet braced on the carpeted floor.
“You'll get the best penetration this way,” he told me. “It goes in deep!”
“I remember, Daddy,” I admitted.
My dad fucked me in this very position at his cottage that earlier weekend and, unlike simply lying flat on the bed or on the carpet, the angle (my smoothly-bald pubic mound presented higher, my eagerly-spread thighs tilted downward) allowed his substantial cock to really plow into me, as he said: deep!
My first real fuck partner that night was Pam's young son, Jeff. At 10-years-old, he was a good-looking naked preteen with a throbbing, almost quivering skinny cock about to explode with the excitement clearly built up from watching me come and come andcome.
There's something about a naked young girl squirming and groaning and panting her way though numerous orgasms that always gets a boy or man impossibly hard, no matter his age!
“I don't think I'll last too long,” he said sheepishly. “It got me too excited watching you!”
“Go ahead-fuck me fast and hard,” I told him. “You'll get another turn, or two or three, I'll bet!”
And so the gangbang started.
Jeff positioned himself between my legs. With his own feet braced on the floor, he easily pushed his small but rigidly stiff cock into my slippery cunt, making me gasp with the feel of it. When he started fucking me, his pubic mound repeatedly pressed wildly delicious sensations into my own.
Seriously, after everything else, I almost melted.
“You heard her, Jeffrey,” his mother advised. “Fuck her hard and fast!”
And as if to help out, Pam gave him a smack on his narrow bare ass that got him pounding his cock into me, a racehorse right out of the gate. Sliding his hands under my squirming bare ass, he easily found my asshole with his fingers and wetly probed into it without slowing down his pace.
“Oh God!” I breathed. “I love this!”
I loved it even more than I'd imagined-he could fuck me as much or as little as he wanted and I had no sense of being deprived of enough male attention, the hard cock kind, that is. There were somanymore hard cocks standing straight at attention, waiting to take his place!
“I can't hold back!” he announced almost immediately. “I'm going to come!”
True to his word, I felt Jeff's small cock jerking out his semen into me in a matter of quick moments, his rocket-like thrusting taking me to the brink of another orgasm almost immediately. But only that-just to the brink. When he pulled out before I actually came, I had only a brief moment to be disappointed because-as I said-he was instantly replaced by one of the dads, whose name I never caught at the time, so that I camehardwith the older man's very first ramming thrust.
“I'm coming like crazy!” I groaned. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”
And fuck me, he did. And, of course, theyalldid!
For over three hours, each of the guys there, younger and older, took turns on me, fucking me, spurting streams of hot throbbing cum into me, until I was a sweaty mess of blonde hair and ragged breath, panting through one seemingly endless orgasm after another. With my bare feet braced on the floor, my toes digging into the carpet, gripping tightly, I rocked my little ass forward and back at the edge of the bed, feverishly working my crotch against the motion of each guy fucking me. My cunt was so wet and filled with semen the entire room smelled like it.
“Hi, Mr. Rawlings,” I groaned with a smile when Tiffany's father got on top of me. “I guess you're hard enough again.”
“Like a rock,” he said. “Goddamn, little girl, you've got a sweet pussy!”
“All the better to fuck you with,” I laughed, as he pushed his thick cock the rest of the way into me. “Ohhh, that feels great!”
And he fucked me like he meant it, like a much younger man, in fact, hammering his cock into me until I was almost out of my head with pleasure.
“What a hot little fuck you are!” he managed to say just before he came. “You're so wet and tight and hot in there!”
In there meaning my sweet young preteen cunt, of course.
At one point, between fucks, Noelle knelt down and excitedly licked the river of cum out of my cunt, even sucking it out of me, then licking it off her fingers. Before she was finished, her mother and Pam were kneeling on each side of her, licking the excess semen off the tall girl's sweet lips and chin.
“God, you're a great daughter!” Suzanne told her, then French-kissed the 14-year-old schoolgirl deeply. She then pulled Noelle over to the other bed when they were done. “Pam and I justhaveto lick your cunt!”
Which, of course, they did, in a sort of rolling696position on the other queen-sized bed, starting on their sides, then top-to-bottom, then back to their sides again, etc., etc., coming at Noelle's juicy pussy with their mouths and tongues from both front and back at the same time. The three of them, in fact, put on a filthy, wildly obscene show that all of us took a break to watch.
This was followed immediately by another dad who surprised me by turning me over, pulling me up on my hands and knees, and-my bare ass in the air-worked his stiff cock into my slippery asshole while he stood beside the bed. He then reamed me out until I came yet again.
Watching me get fucked in the ass turned on the entire group again. With renewed erections, many of them each had a turn at my willing asshole, lubing me up repeatedly and butt-fucking me with long hard strokes that had me gasping.
My dad, always the gentleman, waited until his 'guests' each had a turn before entering my anus himself, then fucked me in the ass so furiously I came twice in a row with his thick cock deep inside me. In fact, my own gasping release the second time was so intense I literally pissed on the bed.
I was then turned back over and, on my sweaty back with my legs open wide, was fucked all over again.
But, if you think fucking in a bed full of cum and pussy-juice and piss would stop, or even slow down, the gangbang of an oversexed little 11-year-old slut, you'd be wrong, wrong, wrong. We all just kept moving around the edge of the bed, always away from the ever-widening wet spot!
And talk about the air conditioning cranking at full blast-it's a miracle it lasted through the entire adventure!
“So, how many times did you come?” my father wanted to know, finally, at the end, to which I could only shake my head. “More than twenty?”
“God, yes!” I said. “I don't even know how many times I was fucked. And I got so excited, I was coming two or three times during a single fuck.”
The entire room smelled like my pussy and my asshole, the equally strong smell of cum and sweat and (sorry if this grosses you out!) even a hint of my piss permeating everything. I lay gasping for breath, worn out, tired but happy.
I finally knew what it was liked to be fucked right to my limit, to have all the sex I could want.
And, believe it or not, it felt every bit as good as I'd expected.



CHAPTER 12


As soon as Amy and I and my father got up to Clear Lake that Friday night following my 'confession' to her (and my Tuesday initiation at thePink Flamingo), she and I ran giggling into the bedroom we were to share. First things first, I helped her insert one of the contraceptive sponges she'd brought along.
We re-read the instructions, made certain to wet the sponge, and then Amy laid back on the bed with her skinny legs spread wide. With her fingers, she parted the lips of her slick little pussy for me to see, the pinkness within her hairless cunt glistening with wetness.
“See? I'm already all excited.”
“You're always all excited.”
And I wasn't all that surprised at how easily I pushed the thing up into her tight pink cunt with my middle finger. Regardless of her denials, I knew her 12-year-old brother, Paul, had been there already. Mostly.
“That should do it,” I said. “I hope it stays in there.”
She gave me a look.
“I'll bet your father's big cock will keep it in place.”
“Right.”
Then, quickly, we changed into the school uniforms from St. Katherine's we'd secretly brought along.
“This'll get him crazy,” I promised. “I know it.”
Amy, sitting naked on the edge of the bed pulling on her uniform knee socks, said, “Your dad never said anything dirty or sexy on the drive up. God, what ifdoesn'twant to have sex with me, after all? Maybe I'm too young…”
I gave her a look.
“He's being shy because he's never talked about sex to you before,” I told her. “Believe me, you'll be getting all the dirty fun you can handle!”
“I hope so,” she laughed then. “My pussy really needs attention.”
A few moments later, we pranced proudly out into the living room, both wearing the uniforms we'd hated the entire last semester: crisp white blouse, pleated knee-length dark burgundy skirt, matching burgundy knee socks and simple black patent leather shoes with the little strap going across the top.
As added incentive, knowing my father was keen on the hot young schoolgirl look, as are most older men (the perverted bastards-just kidding), we earlier shortened our skirts to well above mid-thigh so the slightest jumping about would show our panties. In addition, each of us added a Band-Aid to one knee.
“Holy shit!” my dad laughed, turning from the refrigerator where he was putting away the groceries we'd picked up on the way. “You two-”
We modeled for him then, parading back and forth, a private show of two skinny blond girls looking so young it was actually criminal, bare knees and slender bare legs flashing, pert little asses and breasts that, although small, were clearly unrestrained by any undergarments.
“Where are your bras?” he asked. “I can see your nipples.”
Amy laughed at that, actually cupping her almost nonexistent breasts for him through her white blouse.
“I'm too young to wear one, but Kim's bra is in there on the bed,” she said. “With our panties.”
And with a quick shared look, Amy and I both turned around, bent over, thrust out our butts at my father and flipped up our short pleated skirts to give him a really good look at our bare perfect asses.
“Girls!” he laughed. “We haven't even had dinner yet!”
“Daddy!” I said, walking right up to him. “I told you last night when you called: Amy's dying for you to fuck her!”



CHAPTER 13


The first time my father's cock was buried in Amy's tight little cunt, after several lengthy but exciting and well-lubricated attempts on her part to simplysiton it, she was breathing so hard with the effort I thought she'd actually pass out.
She was straddling his hips on the rug, leaning forward with her small hands on his chest. Her bony knees were on each side of him, her tiny nipples as hard as pebbles, her entire body damp with perspiration. Not quite naked, she was still in her burgundy knee socks and patent leather shoes, exactly what I was wearing because my dad had asked both of us to keep them on.
Taking several long moments to let her breath return to normal, she turned to me with a guilty little look.
“Okay,” she admitted, “I confess-Paul's been fucking me backandfront, because we can't stop once we get started!”
“Iknewit!” I laughed. “You little whore!”
“I still make him come in my butt, though,” she added. Then, noting my dad's sudden interest, “Uncle Jack, your dick's way too big to fit up my little asshole. It would hurt!”
“We'll see,” he smiled. He was on his back with his hands loosely holding her slim hips, his head resting on a throw pillow. “Anyway, you're pussy is fantastic! It's so hot and slippery and tight in there!”
“I can feel every inch of your big dick throbbing away in me,” Amy said.
And, ready or not, she began slowly rotating her narrow hips up and down and back and forth. A moment later, she added a sort of delicious corkscrewing motion, her ultra-slippery 9-year-old pussy sucking at his cock so wetly I could hear the suction, her skinny bare inner thighs visibly trembling with her effort.
“My God,” my father murmured. “What a great fuck you are!”
“I'mshakingall over!” she said, her blond hair damp and plastered to her head. “I knew I'd love fucking you!”
Finding the rhythm of it, she began pumping her hips faster, her small hands clutching at his chest with each of her pelvic thrusts as she slowly drove my dad into a further state of fast-breathing ecstasy.
“Wow!” Amy groaned. “My pussy's loving this!”
“My cock's not exactly bored!” my dad gasped.
I was lying right beside my naked dad and my sweet little cousin, she and I-as I said-still in our burgundy knee socks and shoes, my dad a real fan of hot young girls in school uniforms, especially the kind of little sluts who can never get enough sex.
What man wouldn't be?!
In fact, before he and Amy started with the real sex, she and I took turns standing over him in our St. Katharine's Academy school uniforms, giving him a private little show.
With no panties and our feet apart, we let him look up our pleated skirts, right up our skinny bare legs, past our smooth bare thighs and straight into our wet pussies and tight little assholes.
He also had us each squat down over him so he could see better, first me, than Amy. I finally just squatted all the way down on his face so my pussy and butt-crack spread open for him, the way I knew he liked it.
He put his face in my butt-crack and then surprised me.
“Daddy! You kissed my asshole!
“Because I love you,” he said simply. “And it's so cute!”
When it was Amy's turn, she straddled him in a69position on her hands and knees with her crotch pressed into his face, his tongue probing into her juicy pussy and his fingers, two at least, up her indecently experienced butthole while she enthusiastically licked and sucked the swollen head of his cock. At the same time, she used her small hand to slowly, almost leisurely, jack him off.
“Amy, I can't wait to fuck you,” he breathed hotly, directly into her pink pussy. “You have the sweetest little cunt!”
“Daddy!” I laughed. “Don't forgetmycunt! You saiditwas the sweetest!”
“They're both the sweetest!” he proclaimed.
Of course, he was absolutely right.

****

Now, though, as Amy fucked my dad, I slid one hand between them, down the front of her smooth tummy, touching the very top of her bald pussy with my fingers. She swallowed hard, nodding eagerly that she wanted to have meinvolved, so I easily found her distended and slickened clitoris with my fingers and started massaging it gently.
“God, Kimberly!” the girl gasped. “Keep doingthat!”
Not that she needed it-the extra attention, I mean.
Her first orgasm of the night hit her like a solid wall of bricks, and arrived so quickly it surprised all three of us.
I pressed my fingers more firmly against her clit, meaning to make her come real fastagain, as she often did for me. But she groaned even more sharply with the waves of pleasure overwhelming her and was suddenly grinding her pubic bone down into the base of my dad's cock, putting pressure on her clit and at the same time inadvertently forcing my fingers out of the way.
“Uhhhh! Uhh! Uhhhhh!” she moaned, jerking and straining as spasm after spasm coursed through her young twat. “God, Uncle Jack, I'm coming twice!”
She was suddenly arching her skinny back with her knees spreading wider on the rug, giving herself rug-burn, it seemed. My dad, reacting, then began fucking her wildly from beneath, his hips bucking up off the floor to meet each of her downward thrusts as he pumped his big cock into her.
“Uncle Jack! Uncle Jack!” she moaned his name. “It feels sofuckinggood!!!”
His hands cupped her sweaty bare ass, pulling her along but also spreading the rubbery cheeks of her butt apart so that her asshole suddenly opened. Seeing that, I immediately slid a finger into the puckered opening and began fingerfucking the moist heat I found in her tightly gripping anus.
“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she kept saying. “Harder! Fuck me harder!!”
I was keenly aware of my own throbbing clit, the thickened lips of my pussy so swollen and sensitive I could feel my excess juices dripping from them, coating my trembling inner thighs with little rivulets of oily moisture.
My God, they were fucking and Amy was coming again and again, but it wasmecausing the big wet spot on the rug.
“I can't believe how good it feels!” Amy was panting. “Uncle Jack, I'm still coming! Keep fucking me!! Yes, yes, yes! Don't stop! Don't stop! Fuck me harder!”
Which he did, from underneath, his upward thrusts into her spasming pink cunt jerking her up into the air with its own momentum. It was like she was riding a bucking bronco, but the only experience she'd had in that department, I knew, was the brightly painted horse-y ride at the Mall that you put a quarter in. She always claimed that that particular ride could also make her come, just like the slightly uptilted banana seat on her bike.
With oversexed little Amy, that was probably true.
Anyway, if her breathing was shaky, her legs were even shakier, the tendons in her slender thighs standing out in sharp relief as she strained and pumped for all the pleasure she could get out of my father's pistoning cock.
The sweet smell of her slippery underage cunt was in the air, the faint but even naughtier smell of her tight little anus, as I probed deeply into it, equally apparent.
Finally, with a shuddering gasp, Amy pitched forward onto my dad and lay quivering from head to toe, panting hoarsely. This was the signal for me to slide my finger out of her hot asshole and give her smooth little butt a quick, affectionate squeeze.
My father lay panting just as hard, clearly spent, his own orgasm apparent, his hands loosely hanging onto the sweaty cheeks of Amy's bare ass.
“My turn, Daddy,” I laughed then. “I want to get fucked that good, too!”



CHAPTER 14


It was already after midnight that Saturday, but none of us were the least bit sleepy.
“Perfect,” my father said, and took another photo of my cunt. “Now spread your legs wider.”
I'll admit, I got wildly excited, sexually, just holding myself open for my dad with my fingers, showing him everything I had. Also, knowing my glistening pink 11-year-old cunt was the most important thing in the world to him.
He said itwasthe most important thing in the world to him and I believed him. He was, after all, my own father.
Amy and I were posing for digital pictures, still in our knee socks but having kicked our shoes aside, our faces mostly out of the shots. Our skinny young bodies, meaning our cunts and tits and stiff pink nipples and bare asses, mainly in close-up shots, were the real focus, both of us eager to do a gangbang at his next sex party.
It would be the second real gangbang for me, the first for little Amy.
The explicit photos were what my dad would use to line up a group of men and boys, friends of his from their sex club, to take turns fucking us at the low-budgetPinkFlamingo Motel.
Amy and I were both terrifically excited at the prospect, me at again being the naked center of attention, she wanting to be in the role of 'hot-little-3^rd -grader-doing-her-first-gangbang.' We both were so vividly imagining their stiff, standing cocks, their hands and mouths on our young cunts, that neither of us could stop trembling with run-away anticipation.
“Like, how long will they fuck us?” Amy kept asking. “And what if our pussies get sore?”
“Then they stop,” my dad informed us. “Ask Kimmie. You're in charge, believe it or not. I'll see to that. When you've had enough fucking, it's over.”
“I'veneverhad enough fucking,” I pointed out with a laugh. “But it wasalmostenough. God, I can't wait!”
“Will they want to fuck us in the ass?” she asked. “Will they want to watch Kimberly and I eating each other out?”
And on and on it went like that.

****

In front of the television was another stack of sex movies, some old, some new, that we intended to watch later that night, although so far we hadn't needed them to entertain ourselves.
“Hold your asshole open,” my father asked Amy and, of course, she did, bending way over, sticking her bare butt out and using her fingers to spread herself open. “And stick your finger in your butt,” he asked.
She giggled, licked her fingertip and inserted it into her twitching asshole.
“Get one of my clit,” I advised, spreading open the slick lips around it, the tiny little bead so excited into genuine prominence it was sticking out just beyond, or at least equal to, its little fleshy hood. “I need a picture to show a lot of idiot boys what they should look for!”
My dad laughed, took the picture, then put down the camera and finally turned his attention, sexually, to me. God, it was about time!
I was sitting on the couch in my knee socks, my feet on the edge of the cushion and my legs sprawled apart so that my blond pussy was wetly parted and presented directly to his face.
As I said, my clit was really prominent, engorged and sensitive, sticking out as it did, and, while Amy breathlessly watched, my father started licking all around that pulsing little center-point of my pleasure.
“Finally, Daddy!” I sighed.
The weekend before, my dad had eaten my pussy, of course, before fucking me in every imaginable position, but when licking me had kept his tongue concentrated on the area around my clit, getting very close to it, even continually approaching it, and just as often spreading open the slick lips surrounding it with his fingers, but never actuallytouchingmy clit.
It drove me wild!
And, I have to admit, when he actually started fucking me right after, I was so insane with wanting it, the raw sex, I mean, I came like a crazy girl, squirming and panting and grinding my cunt into him frantically through a series of multiple orgasms that almost broke me in two.
It had beengreatfucking, after all.
And now, while Amy knelt beside him watching intently, he was doing the same thing, much like at my initiation at the motel. He slid his hands under the bare cheeks of my butt so I was sitting on them, then began squeezing my butt gently and pulling me toward him while he licked me, but his tongue again avoided touching my clit itself.
Which I wanted desperately to happen.
Pretty soon, wide-eyed Amy started masturbating as she knelt watching us, her slim fingers moving expertly in her own sweet cunt, her slick labia parted open with oily wetness.
“Daddy, you know what I want!” I was squirming around, panting hoarsely and almost crying out I was so frustrated. “Please lick my clit!”
“Be patient,” he said.
“Just letmetouch it!!”
But he wouldn't let me touch it with my own fingers, either.
“Relax,” he advised, and popped a wet finger up my asshole to further, I believe, torment me. “You'll get to come soon enough.”
“Let Amy lick it, at least!” I was pleading.
And we both looked to sweet little Amy, who merely smiled back at us, but mostly smiled back at him, willing to do whatever my father asked.
“Sweetie, Amy's busy fingerfucking herself,” he told me.
“You're making me insane,” I gasped, my hips jerking slightly back and forth as I began pushing my wet cunt into his face. “Daddy, make me come!”
It was many minutes of frantic pleading later, without my clitoris getting a single lick, when he finally pulled me down onto the rug with him and Amy.
He gave each of my distended nipples a tender kiss, then asked Amy to do the same to me so he could watch. “But,” he said to me, “don't touch your clit yet.”
“Daddy!!”
Moving up to me, Any began kissing and sucking my erect pink nipples, running her tongue around each one as well, even taking the sensitive tips gently between her teeth. I slid my hand down her smooth front and entered her slippery cunt with my fingers.
She was such a damnexcitinglittle cousin!
“You do that so good!” I let Amy know. “Sucking my nipples when they're all sensitive!”
“I never saw your cunt so juicy!” Amy told me, trembling as my fingers explored her inner pink slickness. “Your dad got it so wet!”
“Perfect for you to lick it,” my dad told her. “Now I want you to lick each other.”
So my father had Amy lie on the rug and spread her slim legs, putting a throw pillow under her narrow butt to raise her hips, making her cunt more accessible for me. Then he positioned me over her just so, in a 69, with me on my hands and knees over her, my bare ass sticking out for my dad to do with as he pleased.
“Kimberly, I'm going to fuck you while you eat each other,” he told me. “Let's try to all come at the same time.”
That did sound like fun, I had to admit.
“Okay, Daddy, but fuck me really hard,” I told him. “I want to come fast! And do does Amy!”
“I really do!” Amy agreed.
My father knelt behind me, put one hand on my bare ass and used the other to position the swollen head of his cock between my extremely slick pussy lips, pushing it in only an inch or so. For whatever reason, he didn't immediately push his cock the rest of the way into me.
“I can see it going in!” Amy said excitedly, staring up at the slippery juncture from below. And then, “Oh, God, Kim, keep doing that with your tongue!”
I had already pressed my face into Amy's crotch and was licking her cunt, my hands under her rubbery little butt and pulling her crotch even tighter to my face, while she- like my dad earlier-started licking all around my clit but not directly on it.
Even so, though, I was shaking head to toe with the sensations my skinny cousin's experienced mouth was sending coursing through my entire crotch.
At the same time, my father finally, slowly, pushed his cock into my very tight pussy, an inch at a time, until the entire length was buried in me.
“OhhhhhGod!” I moaned as it went in. “Daddy, that feels so fucking good in my cunt!”
Once inside me, though, instead of holding my hips tightly and fucking me doggy-style until I came, he started by rocking against my swollen pubic mound from behind, pressing into it gently with the base of his cock.
Which got me even wetter and more excited!
I loved the feel of his rigid cock, deliciously warm and twitching in my pussy, but I wanted to 'do it!'
“Start fucking me, Daddy!” I groaned. “Make me come!”
Then, pulling slowly back until the head of his cock seemed ready to pop out (a sensation that drove me crazy!), he suddenly thrust into my cunt with such a smooth, fluid motion I could feel every bit of his stiffened length sliding wetly into me, the fleshy head and every vein and ripple, it seemed!
The sudden slippery friction of it made my legs even shakier!
“Daddy, myGod!!” I panted into Amy's pussy, clutching at Amy's bare ass. “I want you to fuck me!”
Adding to that particular pleasure, of course, was Amy's eager tongue, licking up at me as she simultaneously began jerking her hips up off the pillow, working her own cunt against my mouth.
My father stopped for a long moment, wetly encased within me all the way, his hot balls pressed against my dripping slit, and used just the tiny muscles at the base of his cock to make it twitch within me, which drove me even wilder!
Then he slowly pulled out and did exactly the same thing as before, thrusting back into me so fluidly I cried out again, but making me crazy because I never knew when he was going to actually start fucking me for real.
“Daddy, you're making my cunt feel so good!” I gasped, trembling uncontrollably. “But I want tofuck!”
I was so excited, I could feel my slick moisture brimming over, finding its way down into Amy's eager mouth, I knew, little trails of it running down my young cousin's chin and cheeks as she licked up into me.
And then, my father slipped two fingers entirely up my asshole, which made me gasp out sharply again, especially when he began fingerfucking my ass.
“I love it!” I admitted. “But, Daddy, please fuck me!
“Are you close to coming yet, Kimberly?”
“Real close, Daddy. Just fuck me!”
“I want youreallyclose!”
“I'll come a bunch if you start fucking me! I promise, Daddy!”
“Amy?” he asked.
“I'll come like a rocket if you two do,” she promised.
And by the time my dad finally started fucking me, really fucking me, with long, fast thrusts that made me want his rigid cock pounding into me even faster, we were all three so fully aroused we were all panting and gasping and groaning for release.
“I'm going to come, Daddy!” I said then, breathing hotly into Amy's cunt. He was screwing me so good I could barely see straight. “Fuck me faster!!!”
“My God!” Amy said. “I'm so close!”
“Ohhhhh, I love it!” I moaned. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Fuck, keep doing it!”
I always made that uh! uh! uh! panting noise, as if every thrust of my dad's thick cock knocked the wind out of me, but it didn't- it just felt so good in my pussy it made a raspy breathing sound come out of me!
“Christ, Kimberly, you're getting even tighter and more slippery!” he said.
And then hereallystarted fucking me!
“Daddy, I'm coming so hard!” I groaned raggedly. “I told you I would!”
And I camesohard it made me grunt real loud, as if I'd been kicked in the side!
Like: “Uh! Uh! Uhhhhhhhhhhh!“
My second climax, following almost immediately, exploded with the purest wet heat imaginable, indescribable waves of pleasure radiating outward from my cunt, across my skinny open thighs, all the way up to my taut little nipples and down to my widely-spread toes.
I stretched out with everything I had! My God, I was so alive!
“Ohhhh God, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!!!” I moaned hoarsely. “Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop, keep fucking me! Ohhhh, fuck, Daddy, I'm comingagain!”
It made me gasp breathlessly, my third orgasm, coming so soon after the first two.
I shuddered and groaned with the most delicious pleasure possible, all the more intense because I knew exactly how wrong it was to let my own father fuck me. For God's sake, even though I was only a dumb teen, even I knew better! I was going to Hell (I guess weallwere) and I didn't even care.
Still wracked from head to toe with pleasure so intense I thought I'd explode, I dug my fingers even tighter into the cheeks of Amy's butt, licking into her pussy wildly, at the same time pressing myself back into my dad's pelvic bone, grinding my crotch back into him to get all the sensation I could out of our wet connection.
My groaning and squirming was too much for him to withstand.
He ejaculated only a split-moment later, pushing his jerking cock as deeply as possible into me as his semen finally escaped in thick white arcs, spurting hotly up my clenching twat.
“I came three times!!” I managed weakly, my breath catching in my throat.
Yet we kept fucking for several more seconds, getting every last ounce of sweaty pleasure out of it that we could, finally sagging together in a tangled heap, my dad and I falling to the side so we wouldn't smother skinny little Amy.
“You've killed me,” my father moaned, his wet cock sliding out of me. He half-raised himself from where he lay on top of me so I could breathe. “Kim, you're the best fuck I ever had.”
“Daddy, you always say that,” I told him. “Now start getting your dick hard again! We're both still horny.”
“Right,” Amy agreed, an indecent gleam in her bright blue eyes. “It's my turn again!”
My father could only groan weakly.
“Do you want to put your cock in Amy's asshole next?” I asked him, knowing the answer would be yes. “She used a cucumber and some KY up her butt at home, practicing for you!”
“Kimberly!” Amy laughed. “You said you wouldn't tell! And I didn't know his dick was so big.”
“Let him put just the tip in,” I suggested, one of the biggest lies ever, I'd heard. “I'll bet your hot little asshole could handle that!”
She looked at me a long moment, clearly deciding, then looked to my father with a nervous little smile and said, “Well, maybe… ”
That got a big smile from my dad and me.



CHAPTER 15


Sometime during the rampant sex the three of us shared without seeming let-up (although my father took more breaks than I'm admitting here), Amy started going through the stack of DVDs and VHS videos by the television. She held up one in particular.
“Look how old this one looks,” she announced, holding up an actual VHS tape. “And there's no label.”
My dad took it from her small hand, studied it briefly, then said, “This might be one of the videos we made years ago, when I first got into the swinger thing.”
“We want to see!” we both echoed immediately.
He looked to us.
“I was probably really young and stupid in it,” he told us. “So I'm not sure-”
But we out-voted him soon enough.
And so Amy and I watched breathlessly as my dad, his cock dangling loosely and still shiny with our cunt juices, put the old VHS tape into the machine and picked up the remote.
He dropped back down onto the rug between us, got comfortable, then put a hand on each of our slender bare backs, gently, in a fatherly way, actually.
“I can't remember how I look in this,” he said, almost an apology. “I probably have a mustache or something! And I'm not even sure this is the one of the sex ones.”
“I can't believe this!” I laughed. “Getting to see my dad doing dirty sex stuff when he was really young.”
“Uncle Jack,” Amy smiled. “If it gets youtooexcited, you can fuck me on the rug here again!”
“Thank you, Amy,” my dad said. “No wonder you're my favorite niece.”
He pressedPlayon the remote and the video started, a shaky beginning as if my father was carrying the video camera, without realizing it was on, shots of a sidewalk at night, peoples' legs in jeans and tennis shoes, walking, someone laughing.
“Nice camerawork, Dad,” I said.
“I was 18 or so,” he said. “It'll get better.”
At the same time, while still watching the screen, Amy and I each reached over for my dad's cock, laughing when our hands touched.
“You first!” I told her.
So my little blond cousin wrapped her slim fingers around my father's cock first, causing it to again stiffen just the slightest, and I wrapped my slim fingers around hers. We both slowly began to jack off my dad one more time.
“I love you two so much,” he said. “Go slow so I don't come too fast.”
“I'll put it in my mouth if your cum starts going everywhere,” I volunteered. “We don't want a mess.”
On the screen, my dad had finally gotten the camera up and aimed correctly.
We could see a group of maybe 20 or so mostly young people, men and women evenly mixed, the ages running between young at 17 or 18, I'd guess, all the way up to several older couples probably in their late 30's, and then two good-looking but matronly women at least 50 or so, who smiled and waved into the camera as he passed by them.
They were all milling about in a large, connecting motel room, drinking and laughing and talking easily, but all of them were completely dressed, no hint of nudity or even potential nudity.
My dad turned the camera around briefly to his own face, laughed and said, “Hi! This should be fun!”
“Oh, my God,” both Amy and I laughed, turning to my dad. “Look howyoungyou were! And you did have a moustache!”
My dad, watching the screen, said, “Damn, maybe this isn't the sex one. It looks like one of those wedding receptions we always ended up at.”
“What?!” Amy and I both echoed.
On screen, he turned the camera forward again, clearly walking from the first room through the connecting door into the other motel room, where more people stood around, normal looking people, about 20 of them again, drinking and talking and laughing, all of them also completely dressed.
And there was a long table set against one wall with a variety of hot and cold dishes.
“It's just a regular party!” I said. “A pot-luck dinner.”
“I want to see people fucking!” Amy told us. “Damn it.”
“Look, there's mom! Pregnant with me!”
And I pointed.
Sure enough, there was my mother, at the very young age of about 17, a blond beauty, that was for sure, but clearly pregnant with me though just barely showing, her little bulge of a tummy protruding against her perfect yellow sundress. Her long silky blond hair was pulled back and tied with a blue silk ribbon.
She was talking to a small group by the buffet table, a can of pop in her hand, laughing at something, and she looked up with a big smile when my dad turned the camera on her.
She waved with a bright, “Hi, hon!”
“Daddy!” I complained. “This is a nice home movie, but we wanted to see sex!”
And then, on screen, everything got crazy.
It was the same two motel rooms, the same long buffet table against one wall, but now the people were in various stages of undress, many of them naked, hard cocks and bare tits and slippery wet cunts in all directions, the mattresses from the beds on the floor.
And then the camera zeroed in on my mom, naked on her knees, her small pregnant belly clearly evident as she sucked two guy's cocks at the same time, both of her slender hands working feverishly at jacking them off.
“Come in my mouth!” she said around their swollen cock-heads, her tongue working at them eagerly. “I want to taste your cum!”
“Good God!” I gasped. “I don't believe this!”
Amy was speechless, watching with her mouth hanging open.
“Daddy!?” I turned to him in shock. “What…?”
“You're missing it,” he said, “Watch!”
My mother kept working at both rigid cocks until she was rewarded with first one mouthful of hot cum, then another, the ropy white strands ending in her hair, on her perfect young face, cascading out of her mouth, running down her chin onto her jiggling bare boobs, even a long strand hanging from one erect nipple.
She then turned and started sucking two different cocks, working at them just as enthusiastically as the first two, smiling and laughing and sucking wildly.
The camera switched then, my dad obviously the cameraman, and my pregnant mother was groaning and panting and begging, “Fuck me harder!”
She was being pin-cushioned by three naked, sweaty men, one underneath her with his cock pumping up into her sloppy-wet cunt, one on top of her with his cock buried in her asshole, the third man kneeling in front of her, his cock going in and out of her mouth!
“My mother!” I said quietly, as if I was the only one there. “And she's pregnant!”
“Your mom loved fuck parties,” my dad told me. “She took on over 20 guys in this one!”
As each man ejaculated into my mom's pussy or her ass or her mouth, he was replaced by another man, and at least three different naked women, who appeared now and then and eagerly licked the cum out of her cunt or her asshole.
The women also French kissed her often so she could taste the cum they were tasting as well, my young mother literally drenched with semen not even 15 minutes into the tape.
In addition, her orgasms soon became virtually non-stop, as she groaned and bucked her way through one after another, the tape finally ending with her lying splayed open on her back, her cunt and smooth belly as cum-smeared as the rest of her.
She smiled into the camera tiredly, enough of a sex-enthusiast to still say to my dad, “Aren't you going to fuck me again, honey? You only did me twice.”

****

I sat in front of the fuzzy black screen without moving for a long moment and then my dad used the remote to turn off the television. He turned back to me.
“See, sweetie?” he said. “You mother wasn't boring at all back then. But after you were born, she didn't want to be a bad influence and that was that. She loved you so much, she gave it all up.”
“Oh God, that explains a lot-and no wonder I'm a big slut!”
“Sexually adventurous,” he corrected. “You and Amy both.”
“Right,” my skinny cousin agreed. “That got me all tingly again. I need another good fucking, right now!”
My father gave her a smile, then reached over and gently squeezed Amy's bare ankle as she lay back on the rug, her warm bare thighs spreading instinctively for him as she got comfortable.
The glistening pink lips of her young cunt were swollen with excitement, openly inviting as my dad started to position himself between her legs.
But, not wanting to miss out, and even with the shock of seeing my super-straight, always-boring, then-pregnant mom getting gangbanged senseless all night when she was a teen, I said:
“Daddy, Daddy, fuck me first, fuck me first!”
He looked to me with a wide smile.
“See, I told you,” he laughed. “You're just like your mother!”
And I realized, amazingly enough, that he was right.



CHAPTER 16


Back home in Amy's room with the door tightly closed, she and I endlessly discussed every dirty detail of our highly perverted sexual adventures with my father that weekend. This included, of course, the shocking fact that my mom had been a super-slut in her youth, doing all-out gangbangs and girl-girl69's at swinger parties, even after she was clearly pregnant with me.
“My God, she was a bigger whore than we are!” Amy laughed. “I always thoughtyouwere the biggest whore I knew!”
“Slut,” I corrected. “Whore's do it for money. Sluts just love to get fucked or suck cocks all the time.”
“You blew that old guy from the school car wash for $20, and let him eat your pussy,” my little cousin reminded me. “And, if a bunch of guys gave you $100 to do a gangbang, would you?”
“I'm sure,” I admitted. “If they were nice.”
“Whore!” she laughed. “But you're a slut, too, because you'd do it for a candy bar, or for nothing.”
“I don't know if my mom ever did it for money,” I mused. “But she definitely loved to fuck-maybe that's why I'm so oversexed!”
“So what's my excuse?”
“Good question,” I said.
In truth, I found myself admiring my mother for both her wild ways (much like me!) and the restraint she'd shown in ending those days solely for my young benefit. Also, because Amy's mother was my mom's younger sister, we found ourselves wondering whatshe'dbeen like back in those days.
“Maybe my mom was real wild, too,” Amy said. “But I can't even imagine it.”
Exactly. Based on what Amy's mom was like now (boring, boring, boring), we suspected she was thewhitesheep of the family (compared to my big-whore of a mom), but I guess anything was possible.
Considering all the facts, though, we'd long ago realized Aunt Heather had gotten pregnant with Paul when she was only 15-years-old, not exactly a good wholesome girl at all.
It was curious, that was for sure.
Oddly, though, just discussing the possibilities of our moms doing such dirty stuff got Amy and I both highly aroused in the process. We began imagining countless crazy but unlikely scenarios where my mother (andmaybeAmy's mom) once again got drawn into the swinger/incest world, and re-joined my father in a series of dirty adventures. In addition, those dirty adventures included their own slutty daughter, me, and, of course, their slutty little niece, Amy.
Amy, in fact, was even more excited by the prospect than I was:
“I want to eat your mom's pussy!” Amy announced, which floored me. “Seriously. I'll suck her clit while your dad's fucking her in the ass, just so I can see his big cock going in and out of her butthole!”
“Shut up!” I laughed. “That'll never happen!”
“I'll bet she's been fucked in the ass about a million times!”
“Shewaspretty wild,” I had to admit.
“If you had the chance,” she went on, “wouldyou do a three-way with both your parents?”
I had to think about that one.
“I'm not sure,” I said. The thought of it several weeks ago would have gagged me, but now-having seen that wild video of my mom being fucked senseless and licking all that pussy-it didn't seem so ridiculous to me. “Maybe.”
“What about letting your mom eat your cunt?” she wanted to know, then added, “She can eat mineanytime!”
“Amy, stop it!” I said. “Would you letyourmom eat you out?”
I could tell she was suddenly thinking about it. “It might be fun-I'd let her fingerfuck me, at least.”
“Your own mom? That's sick…”
“Maybe so, but it's getting me all hot,” Amy laughed. “Andyou'refucking your own dad! Would you eat outmymom, then?”
It was my turn to think it over. Aunt Heather was skinny and cute, after all, and if she ever fixed herself up, she'd be pretty hot. I suddenly realized she'd probably be great fun in bed.
“I think I might lick her pussy, if she'd lick mine,” I said, then laughed. “So I should seduceyourmom and you should seducemine. Then we can get them together up at my dad's cottage for a family orgy where all of us can fuck and suck each other all weekend!”
Amy merely stared at me a very long moment.
“I know you're kidding,” she breathed. “But Iloveit. And you need to make me come right now!”
“Okay.” At leastthatI understood. “I'll be the boy and fuck you.”
She laughed that dirty little laugh of hers.
“I'll be the girl and come real hard!”
And, before we knew it (even though it was the middle of the afternoon), I was lying cradled between my sweet little cousin's wide-open young thighs, once again humping her as if we were an actual couple.
We both had our halter tops pushed up, our shorts and panties down around our ankles just in case her mom showed up at the door; if necessary, we needed to get dressed and look 'normal' in a hurry.
Slowly then, I began pumping my narrow hips between her legs and fake-screwing my little cousin, her reaction to swallow hard and wrap her arms around my neck. I kissed her mouth, gently exploring it with my tongue. At the same time I gradually increased the pace of my smoothly pumping thrusts, my hands on her slim hips, and before too long I was screwing her, pussy-to-pussy, with everything I had!
Still, we were careful not to get too loud because we knew her mom was down in the kitchen. And even though we'd talked about somehow getting Aunt Heather into bed, that was strictly fantasy and this was the real thing.
In reality, she'd probablykillus if she caught was fucking like we were.
“God, Kimberly, fuck me, fuck me!” Amy panted hotly in my ear, encouraging me as she worked her young pussy against the pumping motion of my slender hips. “Make me come again!”
The wet suction noise of our sweet little cunts pressing into each other was more than obvious to both of us.
“We're both so wet!” I breathed. “Does it feel as good to you as it sounds?”
“God, yes,” she groaned. “You're fucking me flat!”
And with that the bedroom door opened unexpectedly and Amy's obnoxious older brother Paul stepped it, saying, “Amy! Guess what…”
But then he stopped dead, clearly in shock at what he'd discovered: his half-naked 9-year-old sister and I locked in a passionate embrace.
“Get out of here!” I screamed at him. “Can't you knock?!”
“I can't believe it!” the boy said. He was blond and small-boned, like his sister, but I knew from her drawings he had a cock worth taking a good look at. “You're bothlesbians!”
“Get the hell out of here!” I screamed at him again from between Amy's sweaty bare thighs. “You're supposed to knock!”
He merely smiled at that, making no move to back away or close the bedroom door behind him. Staring at my bare ass cradled between his kid sister's thighs, he turned slightly and (out the door) announced quietly at first:
“Mom, you need to see this!”
“Go away,” Amy joined in. “And we're not lesbians, just sexually advanced for our ages!”
Paul laughed at that. “I'll bet.” And then, louder, “Mother…come here and see what Amy and Kimberly are doing!”
Even though he got no immediate response from their mom, I jumped off Amy in a flash. In doing so, I inadvertently gave him a real good luck at everything I had.
“Oh, my God, Kimmie!” he said. “You look so great naked!”
Ignoring his compliment, I ran to him and grabbed his arm. “Shut up, you idiot! Keep quiet!”
What I didn't learn until much later was that Paul's mom was over atmyhouse that afternoon, with my mom. Not knowing we were absolutely alone, I'd panicked for no real reason; but better, as they say, to be safe than sorry.
Paul merely studied my skinny nakedness a long moment, then said, “Let me join in and I won't tell anyone.”
And when I started to protest, he acted as if he was going to call out again:
“Mom…!”
So I quickly closed Amy's bedroom door and dragged him over to the bed. “Okay,” I agreed, “You can watch but not touch.”
“Amy likes it when I touch her,” he told me smugly. “Just ask her, if you don't believe me.”
And a glance at Amy confirmed he was right-she nodded with a guilty little smile, clearly unable to resist the sexual advances of her own brother. In fact, as he and I both watched, she spread her bare thighs wide, giving him a straight-on view of her sweet pink, perfect cunt as it wetly opened.
“See?” he crowed with a note of triumph. “Shelikeswhat I do to her!
“Just don't touchme!” I told him, shaking my head. “Keep your creepy hands to yourself.”
He took a deep breath, then finally nodded agreement. “No problem.”
And he slipped out of his tee-shirt, jeans and tennis shoes, apparently, like my dad, thinking he was too cool to wear underwear. I will admit, here, that his cock was just about perfect, already erect, slender but long, standing up on its own in a throbbing shaft of pulsing veins and a smooth-looking head that I found most appealing (against my better judgment).
He did as I'd asked, though, ignoring me, as he fell onto the bed beside little Amy and immediately began kissing her taut little nipples. She was soon panting again with building excitement.
“That feels great,” she told him, taking his cock in her small hand, then motioned me down beside her. “You can both pay attention tome!”
“Fine,” I agreed.
And, instead of 'fucking' her again, I slid down between my little cousin's bare thighs and kissed my way once again into her young cunt. I lapped into it at first, then settled in, my attentions concentrating on her distended pink clit, my tongue finding it easily and massaging it wetly.
“Ohhhh, yes!” Amy moaned, but in a muffled way because she'd already managed to get Paul's stiff cock into her mouth and was sucking it loudly. “This is great!”
I slid my hands under the bare cheeks of her ass, squeezing them gently as I mouthed her pussy with growing enthusiasm. I loved licking pussy, especially when the girl fully appreciated it, as I knew Amy did.
“My brother's cock in my mouth and my cousin's mouth on my cunt!” Amy giggled. “Perfect!”
And it was-I could tell she was only moments from another orgasm, her bare thighs trembling and beginning to twitch uncontrollably. When shedidcome, moaning around her brother's stiff cock, she sucked at it even more avidly, getting a low groan from the boy signaling his own orgasm.
“I'm gonna come in your mouth!” he warned her, then jerked taut with a gasp as his cock erupted. “Suck it, Amy, suck it, suck it!”
But, as if to show me what I was missing, he pulled back slightly, the swollen head of his cock slipping out of Amy's mouth just enough so I could see his thick jets of cum spurting several times onto Amy's eager tongue and down her throat.
The stupid boy really did release a serious load of semen, I'll admit that!
I'm also admitting, right here and now, that it definitely turned me on-I wanted the little weirdo's cum shooting intomymouth! And, of course, sooner or later, I knew it would be doing exactly that.

****

So, okay, much to my own disappointment regarding my lack of willpower when it comes to illicit sex, here's the truth:
I was lying facedown on Amy's bed, naked, her two pillows under my hips to raise my ass slightly, and 12-year-old Paul-another family member, of course-had his delicious cock entirely buried in my hotly gripping asshole.
And, exactly like Amy had said-he was fucking the shit out of my butt!
“Your asshole is sucking off my dick!” the boy groaned, not letting up. If anything, he pounded his rigid cock even harder into my sweaty bare ass. “It's so hot, so tight, and so wet! I think I love you!”
I'm guessing he really meant he loved fucking me in the ass-more boys told me they loved me right before they shot off a big load than you can imagine. Also, with each thrust of Paul's smoothly oiled cock disappearing into the depths of my well-lubricated rectum, I'd clench by butt cheeks so that my throbbing asshole reallywassucking him off!
I was also going, “Uhh UhUhhh!” as he anally fucked me, my breath all but gone, my pulsating pussy and anus so alive with pleasure I could barely stand it. In other words, he was just about killing me with pleasure, just as I tried to do exactly the same to him.
In addition, Amy was lying beside me, naked as well, her small hand wedged in between the pillows and my crotch, and was rhythmically squeezing my sopping wet pussy the entire time. With her other hand, of course, she was fingerfucking herself into a frenzy.
“I do think I love you…” he said again, as if I hadn't heard that first time.
“Shut up and keep fucking me!” I told her brother. “No talking!”
I'm also embarrassed to admit: he'd already come twice, once in his little sister's eager mouth while I watched, which I mentioned, and again a short time later into my own mouth. I might not have liked him, but I wanted his cock in the worst way, and the same went for his young cum.
After I'd watched him shoot off into Amy's mouth that first time, I'd immediately moved from licking her cunt straight up to her mouth, eagerly licking her lips, French kissing her. In that way, she and I shared the boy's surplus of semen as my taste for it grew into a near-obsession.
“As soon as you're hard again,” I told him, “I'm going to suck you until you come again.”
Both brother and sister just looked at me, surprised at my change of heart, to say the least.
“I still don't like you,” I told Paul. “Not very much, at least. But since my best cousin Amy is your sister and loves you, I'll make an effort.”
“I can't believe it!” he said. Then blurted, “I'm your cousin, too. And I've had a crush on you forever!”
Shocked, I held up my hand.
“Let's not overdo it,” I told him, but I did grant him a quick smile. He had a crush on me? Forever? Wow. “Anyway, let's see how fast you can get that gorgeous dick of yours stiff again!”
Not too surprisingly, it didn't take all that long.
It was about that time that he admitted, “Our mom's over at your house, so she wasn't here when I called out to her. Sorry.”
I gave him a really dirty look, but it didn't last long.
“I should be mad at you,” I laughed. “But instead, let's get back to the sex part!”
To assist the boy in achieving the erection I intended to use for my own purposes, I had him get on his hands and knees on the bed. I wiggled out of my shorts and halter top, slid under him from the side, took his half-limp cock into my mouth and started to suck it.
Without asking, he immediately reached out for me, running a hand over my firm young boobs, squeezing them, then finding first one rubbery nipple and then the other. He stayed at them with his fingertips until they were so distended they were ready to burst. A moment later, he moved his hand down to my cunt and cautiously began exploring it. I let out an involuntary moan as his fingers probed into my slippery opening, parting my wildly sensitive and swollen labia as he did.
“That feelsgood,” I had to admit. “Really good.”
And I spread my legs wider to give him better access, knowing it would quicken the hard-on I wanted from him. In fact, his cock jerked in my mouth, starting to harden in immediate response.
“Amy, stick your tongue up his ass,” I asked her. “That'll help!”
“I've never done that!” she said, hesitating. “Not to a boy. Paul, should I…?”
He had to laugh. “I've lickedyourasshole. And I'll bet you've licked Kimberly's butthole more than a few times.”
“True…” she admitted.
As I continued sucking his cock from below, I could partially see sweet little Amy kneel down behind her brother and without further hesitation stick her face into the crack of his young ass.
“Whoa,” he laughed again. “She's really doing it!”
It was obvious from the licking sounds that Amy was, indeed, sticking her pert little tongue into Paul's anus. His cock, already beginning to stiffen, grew more rigid by the moment in my mouth, my own tongue working in wet circles at the head of it.
“You do have a perfect cock,” I managed to tell him. “And I definitely want a mouthful of your cum!”
And so with me sucking him and his little 3^rd -grade sister avidly licking her way into his asshole, it was quicker than I'd expected when Paul groaned with a sharp intake of breath. His cock suddenly jerked and let loose with a spurting series of cum streams that filled my mouth to overflowing, the excess running down my cheeks as I swallowed once and then again.
Amy had been right all along-that idiot brother of hers was worth sharing all our dirty fun with.
“Okay, Paul,” I said as soon as I'd swallowed his young load. “If you can get hard one more time this afternoon, you can fuck me straight up my asshole.”
And, still licking his cum off my fingers, I smiled, only to get a look of the purest surprise from the boy.
“What?! Really?”
“Take your time getting hard,” I offered. “Amy and I never get tired of making each other come, so we'll do a 69 while we're waiting.”
“Holy shit!” he laughed. “Kimmie, I reallyamin love with you.”
“Let's just stay cousins.”
“Kissing cousins?” Amy laughed.
“Fucking cousins,” I said. “It sounds like a lot more fun.”

****

So there I was, getting my hot little ass reamed out by my now second-favorite cousin, while Amy masturbated me right into a major orgasm.
As soon as I came with Paul's cock pounding into my backdoor, my puckered asshole and slick butt-cheeks tightened spasmodically, squeezing the hot cum right out of the boy's thrusting cock like a well-greased hand!
“I'm coming!” he gasped, suddenly shooting long streams of semen up my rectum. “Ohhh My God!
“I can feel your dick jerking in my asshole!” I panted. “I canfeelyou coming!”
I squirmed my sweaty ass back into him, pumping my hips to meet his thrusts, and finally, when he stopped coming, I used the little muscles in my hot puckered asshole to help suck every last drop of remaining semen from his spurting cock.
I admit, I'd loved it.
In fact, I even loved the dirty sucking sound it made when he pulled his cock wetly out of my tight asshole, his slippery cum draining into my narrow ass-crack and onto the backs of my slim bare legs.
“I came a bucketful!” he groaned. “Damn, that was fun.”
And then, purely for the shock value, I wiped his dirty cum out of my butt and off the backs of my legs and licked it off my fingers while he watched.
“Damn…” he breathed, all he could say.
Amy by then was ready for another round of 'make me come,' so she said to Paul, “Guess what, you can fuck me all the way now. I'm not a virgin anymore…”
To which the 12-year-old boy reacted as if he'd been kicked squarely in the balls.
“What!?” he said, sitting straight up. “When did this happen? And with who?”
“It's a big secret,” I had to interject, with a stern look at his little sister. “We can't tell anyone.”
But instead of responding, the horny little 3^rd -grader reached under her headboard for the small box of contraceptive sponges, opened it, and held one out to him.
“Look!” she smiled widely. “Using these, we can fuck as much as we want!”
His reaction, though, surprised us to the core:
“My God!” he gasped, staring at us both. “That'smom'sbirth control-where did you find them?”
And so, it wasourturn to stare…



CHAPTER 17


“Mom's birth control!?” Amy and I both blurted it out. “Just how do you know about that?”
Paul said nothing for a long moment, apparently considering his reply, then finally said, “It's supposed to be a secret.”
“Oh my God,” Amy asked him. “Is she dating some guy we don't know about?”
But I suddenly had my own question. “Amy means: is your momfuckingsome guy we don't know about?”
Paul looked away, his shifty expression telling both of us he knew far more than he was saying. Had their mom, abandoning her looks and grooming and most of the outside world for years, still somehow met and managed to keep the attention of a new man?
I glanced at Amy, who apparently was thinking along the same lines, for she suddenly looked extremely distressed.
“Oh, no,” she almost cried. “I don't want a new dad-I like the one Kimberly has!”
“Amy!” I warned. After all, what we'd done with my father was a big secret. “I'm sure if you're mother is actually, finally, after all this time, datingsomeone new, he'd be very nice.” I looked to Paul. “Am I right?”
He sort of half-nodded to himself, but didn't answer.
“So, what's the big secret about it?” I asked. “Obviously, she's having sex with him, with her new birth control and all.”
“I'd better not say,” he murmured, not looking at me. “I'm not supposed to.”
Amy and I exchanged another glance, and then we both, stark naked, marched straight up to him, pointy nipples and oily-slick cunts leading the way.
“Do you want to fuck me, everagain!?” I stormed. “In my ass, mouth or cunt? If so, you'd better start talking…”
“I'm with Kimmie!” my little cousin joined in. “We'll trade all the fucking you can handle for some quick answers, right now! Or you can kiss these sweet little pussies goodbye…”
Huh. Girl-power. It's real.
“You have a secret,” Paul suddenly said quietly. “And I have a secret. Idoknow the guy who's screwing mom. And he's screwing your mom, too, Kimmie-”
“What!?” we both pounced on that. “You'relying!”
He just folded his arms across his bare chest and smirked.
“If so, how'd I know about the sponges? Anyway, I'll let you in on my secret, but only if you tell me yours.” To Amy, he asked, “Who screwed you, you little whore, one of Kim's many sexual conquests, some dumb-ass older highschool kid?”
Amy laughed. “For your information, I'm a slut, not a whore. Only Kimberly has done it for money.”
That stopped him short.
“For real?”
“Never mind,” I waved it away. “Look, since you and I and Amy are all sneaking around, anyway, getting naked together, we're all on the same side. If the adults want to keep their secrets, let them. But, we're just the kids, remember, so what do we really care?”
“Exactly,” Amy nodded then. “So, who's mom's new boyfriend?”
Paul swallowed hard, then said simply, “I'm fucking both our moms. We do it at Kim's house when you're both over here, and we do it over here whenever you're both over there.”
Okay, that wasn't atallwhat either Amy or I expected. Did Paul really think we'd believethat!?
“Yeah, right,” I said.
But he continued: “I woke up one night and mom was in bed with me, naked and all shaky. She was sucking me off, and I was so shocked I let her finish. She said she'd been masturbating, fantasizing about me, and couldn't help herself.”
“Holy shit,” I breathed. Maybe hewasn'tlying. “How long ago was that?”
He shrugged. “A couple of months. She already had those sponges ready, so we've been fucking every night after that. She didn't want anyone to know, of course, and I didn't want to tell her about Amy and I, so I just kept everything to myself.”
“You're fucking mom?” Amy said, as it sunk in. “Wow. Thatisa big secret.”
“But what aboutmymom…?” I had to know.
Paul's cock, dangling limply a moment ago, started to show a tremor of renewed life, so I took it in my hand, giving it a gentle, encouraging squeeze. It jerked, then began to once again firm up.
“Keep doing that,” he said. “Anyway, after about a week or so, late one night when Amy was staying at your house, your mother came over and she and my mom did a69so I could watch. Then I took turns fucking each of them from behind while they did it-they've been eating each other out for years!”
“Good God,” I breathed. After seeing that video at my dad's, I was anything but surprised. To Amy, I said, “We were worried about making too much noise inoursex games and she wasn't even home…”
“That's my secret,” Paul said. “Now tell me yours.”
“Okay,” Amy started. “Now, don't freak out, but I'm sure you remember how I've always had a huge crush on Kimberly's father…”
He looked stunned.
“Uncle Jack…?”
“Right,” the small girl continued. “Last weekend, we went up to his cottage…”



CHAPTER 18


It was a simple plan that quickly got complicated, weirdly so, as many simple plans often do.
Paul said my mother and Aunt Heather were over in my mom's bedroom, naked and all charged up sexually, pleasuring each other in ways I wasn't certain I really wanted to know about (though it turned me on just a little). They'd expected Paul to come right back, to join them. They'd sent him over to check on Amy and me, to be sure we wouldn't surprise them by showing up while their 12-year-old son and nephew fucked their brains out.
Amy and I, of course, intendedto surprise them!
We'd join Paul going back, then burst in and catch them in the very act! After that, I really had no clue what would happen next. I was still in total shock at discovering the true nature of my straight-laced mother and my equally up-tight aunt-how could I have been so wrong all those years?
Neither one was a stick-in-the-butt, after all-they were both fuck-in-the-butt girls!
Anyway, as the youngest kids in the family, Amy and I weren't supposed to know what they'd been up to. This was obviously out of embarrassment or a sense of guilt regarding their 'sneaking around' sex lives, especially because they repeatedly admonished us to be suchgood girls.
I mean, really, they sent us to a religious school. Not that it did much good, since I was the biggest slut in the neighborhood and my little cousin Amy was right behind me in that regard. My God, I realized, even 12-year-old Paul was a slut-boy, already fucking his kid sister, his mother, his aunt and me!
What a family! I mean, how much worse could it get?
In any case, quickly getting back into our shorts, sandals and skimpy halter tops, Amy and I followed Paul next door and up the stairs to my mom's closed bedroom door. We then stood silently in the long hallway for several long moments. We could hear laughter inside, as well as some very heavy breathing and many sharp groans of pleasure, one coming quickly after another.
But another noise came through I couldn't identify. It was a rhythmic low rumbling, or some kind of heavy muffled…something.
“What's that sound?” I whispered to Paul. “A weird vibrator, maybe?”
Paul listened at the door.
“I can't tell,” he admitted. “They've got a bunch of vibrators, and a big strap-on dildo they take turns fucking each other with. But that doesn't sound like anything I heard before.”
Amy had to suppress a giggle.
“A big strap-on dildo!” she smiled to me. “I want your mom to fuck me with it!”
“You're too little to get it up your pussy,” Paul shook his head. “It'sbig!”
Amy gave him a little pout.
“Uncle Jack has a huge cock and I gotthatall the way in me,” she told him. “It took an effort, but it was worth every inch…”
I gave her a look, but she just gave me a quick dirty smile in return.
Paul, of course, was still learning the details about his kid sister getting fucked by my father. I'd filled him in on most of our weekend, including the Family Fun Club swingers and the old video we'd watched with my horny gangbang mom as the star attraction. He was dying to become part ofthatweird and decadent world, so I'd be talking to my dad about that soon enough. I was certain the kid would fit right in.
For now, though, dealing with my mother and my aunt was more than enough to occupy my mind.
I listened again to that odd sound behind the door, yet still couldn't identify what it was.
“I guess we'll know soon enough,” I said.
At a nod from me, Paul opened the door and quickly walked in, closing it behind him. Amy and I listened at the door, our ears pressed tight. We heard both women greet Paul's arrival with genuine delight.
“Finally, my son's back!” Aunt Heather said. “I've been needing you to fuck me, honey!”
And my mother, sounding like she wasalreadygetting fucked, royally, in fact, added with a shaky, breathless moan, “We're gonna fuck all night!”
But instead of responding, Paul had a curiously puzzled quality to his voice when we heard him ask, “What are youdoing?!”
“You canseewhat I'm doing!,” my mom panted, that same breathless urgency to her voice. “And I'm going to come real hard, again, any second!”
“I don't believe this!” Paul stammered.
Outside the door, I looked at Amy and she looked at me and we shrugged, then decided: it's GO time!
So I pushed open the door and we walked in, then stopped in our tracks.
“Good God,” my mother gasped, eyes wide with shock. “Kimberly!”
She was naked, on her hands and knees on the carpet, and being fucked nearly senseless by Rusty, the large black Labrador from the neighborhood that repeatedly ran away. Sometimes he'd disappear for hours at a time. Now, at least, we knew where he always disappeared to.
“Mom!” I cried out involuntarily, then echoed her: “Good God!”

****

Okay, okay, I admit it-I'm just kidding about Rusty fucking my mother, although there really is a big black Labrador in the neighborhood who's always running away. There's also a slutty older girl at school named Courtney who, rumor has it, tried to have sex with a big black dog when some older boys paid her. So they could all watch. And, I'm guessing, whack off while watching.
I heard she got bitten right on her ass instead, though. And then needed all those rabies shots after the stupid dog ran away and was never seen again.
Just a rumor, and poor innocent Rusty, our neighbor's Lab, was probably never anywhere near that big whore Courtney, anyway.
So just forget I said anything.
Anyway, the truth is, my mom was lying on a low, padded narrow bench wearing a black garter belt with mesh nylons and a matching push-up bra that pointed her great-looking tits straight up. Her big pink nipples were all distended and hard, her shaved cunt already so slippery wet-but gushing stillmorewetness-that her entire crotch and her smooth, bare inner thighs were glistening with it.
Her knees were spread wide, her wrists tied with knotted silk scarves to a chrome bar that was attached under the bench. Her ankles were secured as well, to a second chrome bar under the bench, at the rear.
She was, obviously, completely helpless.
Directly in front of her, making the low noise we'd heard, was one of those great-looking sex machines from the Internet, a polished chrome contraption with a large black dildo attached to a pistoning arm. Its sole purpose, of course, was to fuck her relentlessly!
Which is exactly what it was doing!
When Amy and I burst into the room, my slender blonde 28-year-old mom was getting fucked so hard she could barely see straight.
“OhhhhhhhGod!” my mom groaned, “Kimmie, sweetie!” Our eyes met and she looked up to me helplessly as the thick dildo kept pounding deeply into her cunt. “I'm so sorry you had to see this…!”
In addition, she was working her sweaty bare ass in a series of constricted, tight little circles, and pushing her crotch forward repeatedly against the pumping motion of the rubber cock, trying to get fucked evenharderby it!
That's my mom, all right!
I mean, even with Amy and I standing right there, watching, my super-slutty mother-her cheeks crimson with embarrassment-was unable to stop trying to get every ounce of lewd pleasure she could out of the humming fuck machine!
“I'm comingagain!” she announced, jerking her entire body against the silken restraints. “I can't stop coming! Uhhhhh! God, it feels so fuckinggood!”
I'd never really thought about how great my mom looked naked. Like I said, she was only 28, after all, and her smooth skin looked every bit as youthful as it had in the porn video my dad had shown us. With a trim waist and small but solid-looking breasts, I could imagine why an entire room full of men would line up to fuck her, pregnant with me or not.
Her short, upswept blonde hair was soaked with sweat, her inner thighs trembling uncontrollably with the sexual excitement coursing through her, and she was squirming as if her sopping cunt was on fire!
“Mother, whatisthis thing!?” I asked angrily, as if I'd never fantasized about using one myself. “What are you and Aunt Heatherdoingin here?!”
“Yes, Mommy!” Amy chimed in, becoming the indignantchildshe was so good at playing. “What terrible, filthy things are you doing!?”
“It's brand new!” my mom panted. “This is the first time we've tried it!”
Amy stamped her small foot and said, “I can't believe you'd buy such an awful machine!”
Although it was obvious, of course, that the little 3^rd -grader couldn'twaitto take a turn getting fucked ragged by the damn thing herself. Seriously-I could almostsmellher 9-year-old cunt brimming over with moisture at the mere thought of it!
“Amy, what are you doing here?!” Aunt Heather blurted. “You're supposed to be at home!”
Her mother had frozen in place, staring at her diminutive daughter, who stared right back in supposed shock at her. Aunt Heather was dressed exactly like my mother in a black garter belt, mesh nylons and a push-up bra. She was already kneeling in front of her 12-year-old son, eagerly blowing him. His cock gripped tightly in her hand, Paul's pants were nowhere to be seen.
“And you're supposed to be ourmother!” Amy responded. “Not sucking on your own son's hard…uh-thing!”
Too innocent, obviously, at 9-years-old, to even know words likecockanddickandprickanddong, etc., etc., etc., which she normally used about a hundred times a day, in casual conversations with me.
Anyway, this last caught my aunt entirely off-guard.
“Amy, I-” she started, the round, swollen head of her son's rigid cock still wet from her mouth. “Oh God, I'm so embarrassed!”
And suddenly trembling, she seemed on the verge of actual tears.
“My mom loves sucking my dick,” was all Paul had to say, standing there proudly. “She always makes me come in her mouth!”
“Mommy!” Amy continued. “It's a sin, what you're doing!”
“I know,” her mother said miserably. “But I was so lonely and your brother has been…comforting me.”
“I'll say!” Paul said. “Icomfortedthe shit out of her-Mom lets me fuck her almost every night, in her pussyandher asshole!”
By this time, though, he was smiling broadly, his narrow bare hips jerking slightly back and forth as he tried to continue fucking his mother in the mouth.
“Aunt Heather, I can't believe it!” I gasped. “You're a huge whore!”
“Slut,” Amy corrected, rightly so. “No money involved.”
“A huge slut,” I amended. “So are you, mom-just a giant slut!”
But, I had to admit to myself, a particularly delicious one.
The fucking machine kept driving the big dildo into my helpless mother's slippery cunt, the odor of her hot juices permeating the entire room. With her hands and ankles bound to the machine itself, and Amy's mom still kneeling before Paul across the room, there was no one to turn off the motor. Each and every shuddering stroke of the rubber cock drove my mom into even further insensibility.
She was being fucked right out of her mind.
And my blonde 27-year-old aunt-her slender hand still gripping Paul's cock- looked every bit as delicious as my mom, her breasts even larger, her pink nipples longer and her shaved cunt protruding slightly. In fact, she had one of those perfect pubic mounds so easily visible through skimpy tight shorts as a cameltoe, a far more mature version, actually, of her little daughter Amy's. Because I was an oversexed girl who appreciated other girls (and women), I couldn't take my eyes off it-it was exactly the kind of succulent pussy that got me excited without even trying. All I could think about was sticking my young face into it.
Knowing we had both our moms at a disadvantage, Amy and I shared a wicked smile.
“Daddy will be furious!” I said, just to see the shock fill my mom's face. “I'llhaveto tell him!”
“Oh, my God,” my mother managed to groan.
Aunt Heather looked even more stricken, shaking her head 'no, no, no' at the thought. “Kimberly, we'll do anything if you promise not to tell your father!” she suddenly blurted. “I mean, anything!”
“That's right, dear,” my mother agreed. “Anything.”
“Amy and I will have to think about it,” I nodded somberly. “But Idohave a special present in mind for my 12^th birthday next weekend…”
“Whatever it is,” my Aunt Heather promised, “I'm sure we can get it for you.”
“Perfect,” I smiled.



CHAPTER 19


I stepped over to the fucking machine and flipped off the switch, the pistoning dildo finally slowing and then stopping with the shiny black rubber tip still partially in my mother's dripping cunt. She sagged with genuine relief, her breath still ragged, her bare thighs splayed open helplessly.
“Oh, God,” she moaned. “That thing almost killed me!”
“Did you like what it was doing to you?” I asked purposely. “When it wasfuckingthe shit out of you?”
“Kimmie!” my mom scolded. “Language!”
She stared at me a long moment, shocked at my sudden choice of dirty words, but then closed her eyes, swallowed hard and finally admitted, “Yes, Kimmie, I hate to say it, but it felt fantastic! I guess your Aunt Heather and I reallyareboth giant sluts, just like you said!”
She then closed her eyes and slowly shook her head as if condemning herself for her ultra-slutty actions, yet knew in her heart she'd be unable to ever right the terrible wrong she'd subjected both Amy and I to.
Hah!
I looked from one to the other of them, my sweaty nearly-naked mother and aunt, a smile slowly forming on my lips. Then I nodded to Amy. Without another word, we both pushed down our shorts and panties, then wriggled out of our skimpy halter tops and kicked off our sandals.
Within seconds, we both stood there completely naked.
My mom was still lying on her back, eyes closed, trying to catch her breath, but Aunt Heather stared at us, dumfounded. She was still kneeling before Paul, his cock just inches away from her mouth.
“What are you girls doing?!” she managed. “You're both naked!”
At this, my mother's eyes shot open and, still secured to the bench, she looked over to us, the shock she felt more than evident.
“My God!” she breathed. “Sweetie, what's going on?!”
I laughed wickedly, a laugh that was quickly followed by Amy and Paul's own clear amusement.
“Your punishment,” I announced. “You and Aunt Heather have to lick our littlecuntsuntil we both come. Our assholes, too. Then we want you to watch while that machine fucks us both, followed by us kids lickingyourpussies all night.”
And before either of them could respond, Amy marched right over bare-assed and threw a skinny leg over my mother's face, straddling her on the low bench so that her smoothly-bare cunt was directly over my mom's mouth. The adorable little 9-year-old was facing backwards, her perfect butt in the air, her small hands going straight to my mom's much more mature cunt.
“Lick my pussy,” the little girl said, lowering herself. “Makemecome and I'll makeyoucome!”
She pushed the black dildo on the chrome bar slightly back out of the way, which slid easily on it's well-lubricated stand. A moment later her nimble fingers found and deftly separated the slippery folds surrounding my mom's clitoris.
Amy then began massaging my mother's clit with two small, yet extremely slick, fingertips. My mother, of course, tensed with the sudden pleasure again bombarding her slippery cunt, straining so hard she almost broke away from her silken bonds! At the same time, her slick thighs opened even wider of their own accord, as wide as possible to give my little cousin plenty of room in which to work.
“Oh, Amy-where did you ever learn to dothat?!”
“From your horny daughter, Kimberly-she taught me every filthy thing I know,” Amy informed my mother. “God, your pussy's so wet!”
“I don't understand,” Aunt Heather said. “You're both just little girls, still in grade school!”
It was Paul's turn to interject.
“Mom, I've been fucking Amy and she's been sucking my cockforever! And Kimmie's the biggest slut in the whole neighborhood…honest, she fucks like a 9^th grader!”
We couldn't have shocked our mothers more if we'd announced we were from another planet.
“What!?” my mother said. “I don't believe it!”
“You'll believe it after Amy makes you come,” I told her. “Anyway, we're in charge tonight! So lick your little niece's cunt, damn it, and then we'll take turns getting fucked by your machine!”
It still took a bit of talking, and a little more overt action on our parts before my mother and her sister realized we were serious. Of course, even though Amy and Paul and I were just a bunch of oversexed kids, both our moms jumped at having dirty fun with us.
After all, we were part of the family and our family was particularly adventurous, sexually, that is, exactly as my father had already said.
So, while my mom (still tied down) licked up into her young niece's sweet little cunt, her experienced tongue easily finding Amy's clit and concentrating on it, I slid over next to my Aunt Heather. She gave a little start when I dropped down onto my knees beside her, then swallowed hard.
“Are you certain you want to do this?” she asked, nervously. “You're cute as a bug, Kim, but I feel weird, you know, doing anything, uh, dirty with you-”
I moved closer, almost pressing against her with my naked young 11-year-old body, far more experienced than she could ever imagine. “Aunt Heather, you've sucked and fucked your own son! You've been licking your sister's cunt. I'm just your little niece, and I want to eat your pussy-so does that seemmorewrong? Or less?”
She looked at me a long moment, her blue eyes peering deeply into my own, and she finally said, “Have you ever been with another girl?”
At that, I had to laugh. “Amy and I lick each other all the time! I've had my tongue all the way up her pussyandher little asshole-does that answer your question?”
“God, yes,” she said. “But, Kimberly, I'm still not certain-”
“Aunt Heather, just keep sucking your son's cock,” I told her. “Please. I'll take care of the rest.”
She gave me an odd look, then, but finally nodded. It was clear the thought of us kids joining in on their filthy and perverted sex games held great appeal to her. And for my mom, too, who was already eagerly pussy-munching with little Amy.
So, my 27-year-old aunt, followingmyinstructions, did as she was told, taking Paul's stiff cock easily back into her mouth. As she did, I reached over and began feeling her heavy breasts. Fondling first one and then the other, I leaned forward and sucked one of her well-formed nipples into my mouth, marveling at the texture of it. I began lapping at the very tip with my tongue, feeling it harden even more.
“Kim!” she said. “You're such a bad little girl!”
“More than you'll ever know,” I informed her. “But it's you and my mom who're the bad little girls! We'll have to spank your bare asses pretty soon!”
And that image suddenly intrigued me, the thought of Amy and I spanking our own mother's bare asses, both of them squirming around as we turned their butts red with stinging slaps.
Just a thought, actually, that we might or might not act upon before the night was over.
“Mom, keep blowing me!” Paul then joined in. 'I'm gonna come pretty fast!”
As I sucked Aunt Heather's rubbery nipples, I slid my hand down her smooth tummy, past her black lace garter belt, and quickly found her luscious cunt. She was wetter than I even imagined, her entire body jerking with delight when my fingers probed into her slippery insides.
“Oh, Kimmie!”
Pressing my palm into the swollen rise surrounding her clitoris, I began rhythmically applying just the right amount of pressure to the entire area as I fingerfucked her, the combination enough to drive any girl (or grown woman!) entirely wild.
“Oh God, Kimmie!” she groaned. “Keep doingthat!”
With one hand massaging and fingering her dripping cunt, I slid my other hand down her butt and into the sweaty crack of her perfectly-formed bare ass. She jerked again, with another little moan, when I probed into her hot asshole with a fingertip. Moments later, still sucking at my aunt's nipples, I began fingerfucking both her cunt and her tightly gripping anus at the same time.
“Kimmie, I love it!” Aunt Heather moaned. “You're such a dirty slut, like me!”
“I'm going to lick your cunt, too,” I promised. “But I really want to try that fucking machine before we're though!”
And it was just that easy.
Once I started fingerfucking her front and back while sucking her big pink nipples, my sexy aunt began moaning and panting and enjoying it as much as I was! Whatever inhibitions she'd had (regarding wide-open sex with her own preteen children or close relations) went quickly out the window when she realized just how expert we were at handing out filthy and perverted pleasure.
She was suddenly jacking off Paul much faster, her hand moving up and down rapidly at his urging, her head bobbing.
“Suck me, mom!” he groaned as he started to unload his semen into her eager mouth. “Keep jacking me off like that!”
Which, of course, she did.
Kneeling beside her, without stopping my fingers from their feverish activity in her cunt, I moved from sucking Aunt Heather's taut nipples to kissing her smooth cheek. Then I traveled to the side of her sweet mouth as she started swallowing her son's cum, licking away the excess semen I knew would be forthcoming (no surprise there). As it leaked almost immediately from the corner of her mouth, I was licking away Paul's cum as fast as it dribbled down her chin.
And with each throbbing jerk of his young cock, I knew another hot stream of his sperm had shot down his mother's throat.
“Mom, you suck cock so well!” Paul gasped repeatedly, trembling uncontrollably from head to foot. “You're the best cocksucker ever!”
“Now there's a compliment you don't hear every day,” I laughed, but then: “Oh, wait-in this family, I bet you do!”
“Kimberly, look over here!” Amy suddenly called out from the chrome fucking machine. “Your mom's making me come!”
Sure enough, Amy was still straddling my mother's face, working her cunt into my mom's mouth. But now, having shifted forward just slightly, her small naked body pressed into my mom's own nakedness, she had her head buried between my mother's spread-apart thighs and was clearly licking her pussy, too.
“Ohhh God!” my mother was panting. “She's sucking my cunt so good!”
And, yes, that was definitely something I knew all about.

****

So that's how it went the rest of the night, one big family fuck-fest, nothing off limits, anything goes, with only one thing missing: my dear old dad.
Obviously, it was a little weird when my own mother and I were finally inthatposition, where we were moments from crossing the line into an area from which we could not return: mother/daughter incest.
We had not yet done anything dirty together, sort of avoiding the obvious, but all of us were still naked and sweaty as the time at last came to explore the pleasures of the chrome-plated fucking machine. Amy begged and pleaded in such a childish, outlandish manner about getting fuckedfirston the damn thing this time, that we all gave in just to shut her up.
“I never get to go first on anything!” she'd complained, all little-girl pouting and disappointment. “Because I'm the youngest!”
“Fine,” my mom told her. “Let me make a couple of adjustments to it first…”
While we all watched, my mother exchanged the large black dildo for a slightly smaller one. It was bright red and the tip was curved upward and at a slight angle to the side (1 o'clock, I'd say), just enough to nicely find a girl's super-sensitive g-spot. Clearly, my mom wanted Amy to get a really good work-out on that thing!
Amy positioned herself on the bench with her skinny legs spread apart, her bare feet braced on the floor. We moved the dildo up close, then inserted just the red tip into her hairless little pussy. It slid in easily, her over-abundance of slick wetness more than enough lubrication to handle it.
Without the slightest hint of embarrassment, she quickly located her already engorged clit and immediately began using her slippery fingertips to further manipulate and inflame it.
“I'm going to love this!” she gushed, trembling with near-orgasmic anticipation. The tiny tips of her sweet pink nipples were pointy and hard. “Turn it on!”
I flipped the switch with a little laugh.
“Jesus!” she groaned, hoarsely, when the red rubber cock began slowly moving, first goingallthe way into her, then all the way out. It then gradually started gaining speed. “It's fucking me!”
Her skinny, naked little body, splayed open on the padded bench, jerked with a little start when the dildo slowed down for a scant moment (building suspense, I guess), then began quickly pumping in and out of her slippery young cunt, within moments fucking her hard and fast for real.
“OhhhhGOD!” she groaned shakily. “Yes, yes, yes!”
Her expression intense, we all watched-fascinated with wonder-as she began groaning even louder with undisguised pleasure and rapidly jerking her narrow hips in time with it (as we'd seen my mother do earlier). She was fucking the machine right back!
It was amazing, really, and got all of us, Paul included, aroused beyond belief. I mean, for God's sake, Amy was only nine, and she was fucking and being fucked as if she'd been doing it all her life!
Aunt Heather was watching on her knees, as was I. Her son suddenly moved up behind her with a throbbing hard-on and, without a word, easily slipped his cock into her. With their eyes fixed on Amy's squirming young body, they began fucking doggy-style, soon panting for breath as nosily as the little 3^rd -grader herself.
I glanced at them with open longing, wishing it was me.
“I'll fuck you next,” Paul assured me, reading my look easily enough. “Really, I promise.”
My fingers took only a few short moments to get my pussy tingling again, slippery wetness brimming from me, coating my inner thighs. The excitement I felt, watching all three of them, hearing them, even smelling that raw sex smell in the air, was almost more than I could bear.
I began masturbating in earnest.
“Paul's in my asshole,” Aunt Heather announced. “My own 12-year-old son's fucking me in my ass and I love it!”
Amy could only smile brokenly at the sight of her older brother butt-fucking her mother. Her breath now coming in panting gasps, the little oversexed preteen still managed to get out, “I'm already starting to come!”
And as my little cousin started moaning through her first orgasm from that wonderful fucking machine, my mother was suddenly leaning into me from behind, the pink tips of her bare breasts pressed into my shoulder blades.
I felt her hands gently grip my slim hips, giving them a loving squeeze.
“This is turning me on somuch,” my mom breathed hotly against the back of my neck. “Let me help you come, sweetie pants…”
When I didn't protest, her slender fingers slid under mine, easily found my swollen clit and gently pressed into it. I swallowed hard at the sudden sensation, then said, “I'm not wearing pants, Mom, so I'm no sweetie pants.”
“Is this too sick for you?” she wanted to know. “Your mother masturbating you? I'd understand if it was.”
The fingers of her other hand slipped up into my cunt from underneath and behind, probing deeply, wriggling within me until I was trying to catch my breath. She started kissing the back of my neck then, sucking lightly at me even, the fingers of both her hands bringing me closer to my first orgasm, ever, with my own mother.
“Make me come,” I breathed back. “But use your mouth.”
My mom needed no further prompting.
“I love you, Kimmie,” she said. “And I've been dying to lick your sweet little cunt for a long time.”
She pushed me gently down onto my back, then nudged her pretty face into the warm cradle between my bare thighs. I spread my knees wider in response, my mother's expert tongue excitedly licking into my sopping wet pussy as if I wasn't her 11-year-old daughter, but her lesbo lover instead.
“Let me eat you, too,” I told her. “I want to suckyourcunt.”
“This is too much,” she laughed then, her face all eager smiles as she repositioned us both, lying on our sides, so her hot shaved crotch was right in my face. “I can't believe we're doing this! You're my sweet little innocent angel!”
“Not exactly,” I had to smile, smelling the sharp odor of her pussy as she spread her thighs for me, her thickened cunt-lips parting wetly in invitation. I stared directly into it, getting a little shiver of even greater excitement. “God, you have such a gorgeous cunt!”
I spread my bare thighs for her as well, my face going straight to the pink slash of her wet pussy and kissing it up and down, even before beginning to use my tongue on her.
I slid one hand over her slim hip and gave her bare ass an appreciative squeeze, marveling at how firm her butt still was. Jeeze, she was almost thirty years old, but her ass was about as rubbery firm as mine!
When I did begin licking into her, sticking my tongue into her sugary-sweet cunt as deeply as I could, she shuddered wildly with unbridled pleasure. It was obvious the sheerindecencyof the act we performed was as exciting as our hot tongues working at each other's pulsing genitals.
And when I stuck my finger up her tightly gripping asshole while eating her out, she gasped as if this last was almosttoomuch!
“Good God!” my mother panted, clearly amazed. “You're so fantastic at this! And so is little Amy-I just can't believe you two kids!”
I laughed at that, lapping my way up to my mom's distended clit. I started sucking and kissing it, first all around it and then directly on the tiny little pulsating button until she was even more shaky.
Her breath was coming still harder and faster.
“We both love pussy, Amy and I,” I admitted. “And fucking, too. We're just like you in that video where you were pregnant and fucked everybody!”
Wow. Thatcertainly caused a pause in the entertainment.
“Oh, my God!” she stammered. “Where did you ever see that?!”
And even Aunt Heather stopped pumping her bare hips back, halting the asshole-fucking she was getting from her son, and asked, “You saw that?”
I sort of shrugged from where I was lying with my face between my mom's slender bare thighs. She'd been licking my cunt so enthusiastically, I'd sort of gotten lost in the sensations racing through my crotch, not considering the consequences of mentioning the gangbang video.
“I should have told you earlier,” I admitted then. “Daddy's been fucking me and Amy. And he showed us the video…”
“Oh, no!” she gasped.
Instead of panicking, I continued kissing her clit wetly as if it was the most natural thing in the world, talking as I licked and sucked at it. Anythingto get my mother's attention back onto the fun we were having right now!
“It got us turned on,” I argued, my finger still in her asshole. “It was sohot, Mom, you getting fucked so many times. After watching it, me and Daddy and Amy justhadto do it-we fucked all over the place.”
“That's terrible!” she railed, and suddenly sat up. My finger popped free of her puckered anus. “Your own father fucking you and little Amy?!”
I sat up too, then, my face slick and shiny with the overflow of juices from my mother's super-wet pussy.
“We didn't do anything worse with Daddy than you and Aunt Heather did with Paul,” I said. “And, Mom, we're eating each other's cunts! And Paul's fucking his mother-in her asshole!”
Amy, by then, was so busy achieving orgasm after shuddering orgasm on the gleaming fuck machine, moaning and panting and squirming wildly, she no longer cared who, what, where or why any fucking ofanynature took place, except for her own, of course.
I'd fill in her on the conversation after she was finished.
“Even little Amy is getting fucked half to death, right now, by that sex machine of yours,” I added. “Even Daddy didn't fuck herthatgood!”
There was certainly no denying it.
In any case, my mother suddenly looked as if I'd slapped her right in the face, but then let her breath out slowly. A very long moment later, she finally nodded with a little sigh.
“You're right,” she said. “I guess we're just the worst familyever.”
Instead of reassuring her that we certainly werenotthe worst family ever, but rather the mostfunfamily ever (though maybe the sickest!), I instead decided it was time to ask for that special present she and Aunt Heather promised when they were willing to give meanything.
“Here's the present I want for my 12^th birthday,” I said. “I want you and Aunt Heather and Amy and Paul to come up to Daddy's cottage with me for a fuck-and-suck party the entire weekend. Whether we're the worst family or not, it's time we at least started acting like a real family again.”
My suggestion was met with shocked stares of disbelief.
“What?!” my mother gasped. “Are you serious?”
To which Aunt Heather added, “Itdoessound insane, all of us together up there, but…it might be fun, if Jack agreed to it.”
I looked at her, studying her, actually, suddenly realizing my oversexed aunt was probably just as hot for my dad as Amy and every one of my girlfriends. Huh! It had never occurred to me. And then something else occurred to me.
“Aunt Heather, did you ever, uh, you know, fuckmy father?”
The look she and my mother suddenly shared was unmistakable. They both swallowed hard, whether with shame or memories of wilder times, I couldn't tell, but then looked away from each other.
My God, though, it became so obvious-horny nympho sisters fucking and sucking everyone and anyone, including each other's husbands, until, well, they had kids and calmed down to their boring, normal, predictable lives.
On the surface, at least.
Before Aunt Heather actually responded to my question, which I believe I already knew the answer to, there was the sudden sound of a large dog barking outside. And my mother and my aunt shared another unmistakable look.
“Is that Rusty out there?” my mom asked brightly. “Kimberly, please take a look, dear…”
I gave her a weird look, then went to the bedroom window and looked out. There, in our yard, was the neighbor's big black Labrador, apparently loose again. And, oddly enough, he was pawing at our back door.
I couldn't believe it.
“He's probably thirsty,” my Aunt Heather said, overly casual, I thought. With another quick look at my mother, she suggested, “Kimmie, maybe you could run down and let him in-there's a bowl for his water in the broom closet.”
I just gave them both a disbelieving look.
My mom said to me, “If your father agrees, we'll all go up to his cottage at Clear Lake for that weekend. It'll be your 12^th birthday, after all, and your aunt and I were planning a party for you, anyway.”
“Of course,” Aunt Heather added with a dirty little smirk. “If we all go up there, it'll be a party none of us willeverforget.”
I'd bet that was true.
Finally, Amy had finished being screwed ragged by the pumping red dildo, had flipped off the switch and was sitting up.
Disheveled and sweaty, her crotch glistening with excess lubrication that was entirely her own, she looked as if she'd been put through the wringer, an expression I didn't really understand but that my mom sometimes used and that seemed to fit.
“Can we bring the fucking machine?” Amy wanted to know. “It's even better than TV!”
“Of course,” my mother instantly agreed. “For natural born sluts like us, there's no such thing as too many cocks, rubber or otherwise.”
Exactly as I said earlier:
What a family! And, really, how much worse could it get?
Well, for that answer, I guess we'll find out at my birthday party!
More later…
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