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CHAPTER ONE


Patricia Fox looked at her reflection in the mirror and smiled. Gloriously naked, she studied her body with a critical eye. By anyone's standards, she had the mast extraordinary body any woman could hope for. And though all of her body was beautiful, her tits were the main attraction. They drew the most attention. The twin mounds of succulent, silky, perfect shaped feminine flesh were positively huge. They billowed out from her chest, two round globes of tit-flesh guaranteed to give any man a raging hard-on.
Bringing her hands slowly up her sides, Patti cupped her tits, pinching the nipples lightly between her thumbs and forefingers. Light, tingling sensations seeped through her veins. She released her nipples, silently cursing herself. This wasn't the time to get herself all hot and bothered. Not when she was alone in her house, preparing for a night of sleep in her bed – alone.
Her tits were giant-sized, but they did not droop like some women's tits. They puffed out from her rib cage, slightly parted, two individual entities so wide and round that they were almost as broad as her shoulders.
Touching her hips, Patti cursed slightly. Three pounds. Maybe four, she thought. That's how many pounds she would like to lose. Of course, nobody else thought she needed to lose any weight, but the ultra-critical Patti did. All her life she had had to watch her weight carefully.
"Not a bad package," Patti mumbled under her breath.
She stepped into a pair of bikini panties that hugged her succulent ass like a second skin. After that she pulled a navel-length nightie over her head. Though the nightie was peach color with white lace along the straps of the seams, it was see-through. The large areolas showed through the sheer material faintly, with the nipples making large bumps. Patti was just about to slip into bed when she heard the doorbell ring. Instead of grabbing a robe to hide her near nakedness, she stepped into high-heeled slippers. Standing only five-foot-three, Patti had always been self-conscious of her diminutive stature. Being short and having monumental tits gave her an incongruously curvaceous figure while having petite facial features and small hands and feet.
Patti was almost to the door when the bell rang again. She checked the clock. It wasn't quite 10 P.M. – early for her to go to bed alone. She'd been in bed many times at that early hour of the evening, but very seldom did she go to bed alone at that time.
Opening the door wide, Patti was surprised to see her three nephews standing there, each holding a suitcase in his hand.
"Boys, what are you doing here?" Patti asked excitedly, stepping aside to give them enough room to slip past her.
The three boys, triplets from Patti's oldest sister, couldn't move. Patti was twenty-one, only a couple years older than they were, and they'd never seen anything quite so sexy as their aunt. Her blue-green eyes were dancing with excitement and her tits were jiggling beneath the nightie. And yet, despite the fancy apparel she seemed totally oblivious that or the lusty stares.
"Well come on in and tell me why you're here!" Patti urged.
Abel, Bruce and Carl walked past Patti slowly. None of them could say a word. When Carl stepped by Patti, she started closing the door and accidentally brushed her left tit against his biceps. The contact of titty flesh to his arm made Carl's skin burn. Even through her nightie he could feel the warmth and firmness of her voluminous tit.
"Sit down in the living room," Patti instructed, taking the three suitcases and stacking them neatly side-by-side near the door. She felt so comfortable being naked with anyone that she didn't even think about putting something less revealing on. "Would you boys like anything to drink?"
"Nothing for me, thank you," Abel said. He cleared his throat and worked his tongue around his lips. His mouth had gone suddenly dry when he gazed at his aunt's tits through the gossamer-thin nightie.
Patti sat on the floor with her legs crossed beneath her as she listened to Abel tell the story. Patti's sister, the boy's mother, had gone on vacation and they were to stay with her for two weeks. Patti had been written and told all this at least a week earlier, Abel said.
"Oh, I'm not very good at keeping up on my mail," Patti said, rising off the floor. She thumbed through a stack of unopened letters and found the one from her oldest sister. Opening it, she read the brief note that explained everything. "Is it there?" Abel asked, feeling uncomfortable as he gazed hungrily at his aunt's profile. Though her hips and thighs were a fraction more fleshy than they needed to be, Abel couldn't help but think that his aunt was the most beautiful, sexy, erotic woman he had ever seen in his life – with or without clothes.
Patti went back to the boys, her tits jouncing with each step, and sat Indian fashion on the floor facing them once again. A few curly strands of hair had strayed but of her skimpy black lace panties, but Patti didn't notice this. She did, however notice Carl staring at her pussy. She folded her hands in her lap, partially hiding her cunt, but did nothing more to discourage the boy's interest.
"So you'll be with your ol' aunt for a couple weeks," Patti said, nodding her head slowly. "There's nothing wrong with that, but there's really not much room." She touched her chin with her thumb and forefinger, thinking about where the boys could bed down. "If you don't mind sleeping together, you can all stay in my bed and I'll sleep on the couch. I'm sure you'll find there's enough room for everybody."
Patti showed the boys her bedroom and proved that she hadn't been lying. The bed had been specially made and was larger than any conventional bed on the market. It was square, measuring ten feet by ten feet. Patti smiled as she remembered how she had gotten the bed.
Three years earlier Patti had been sipping wine in a hotel bar. She had met a distinguished-looking gentleman. When he asked her up to his room, she complied without hesitation. In the elevator headed for the man's room, several other wealthy businessmen got on. Then, between floors, the elevator broke down and Patti found herself trapped with four handsome, wealthy, horny businessmen.
Since the first man she had met had already gotten her pussyjuice flowing and had ignited the wanton fire of lust in her cunt, Patti just couldn't wait until the elevator repair crew got things moving again.
Sinking to her knees, Patti pulled the man's cock out of his pants and – while the other three businessmen watched – gave him the hottest, wildest, most energetic blow-job of his life.
After that, Patti was a sex machine. The elevator was trapped for four hours and in those four hours she sucked and fucked all four men until they had all shot their wads at least twice. The horny brunette had knelt and sucked off three men at once, then turned her back and got her ass fucked as she leaned against the wall of the elevator. Over and over they pounded their hard, lusty cocks in to her curvaceous body until the slick, salty fuck cream was jetting out.
Later, Patti gave than her name and address and said they should look her up if ever they come back to town. On occasion she would see one of the four businessmen, but not very often. However, each of them gave her a special gift for the amazing time they had had in the elevator.
One man had given her the specially made bed, along with several sets of custom-made silk sheets. She also received a Corvette, a motorcycle and round-trip plane tickets to England.
"I've never seen anything like that in my life," Bruce exclaimed, walking slowly around the bed. At first when his aunt suggested he sleep with his two brothers, Bruce had thought it was a pretty stupid idea. After all, he was too old to be sharing a bed with them. But on such a huge bed, he wouldn't be crowded at all.
"Good! I'm sure everything will work out just fine for the next two weeks," Patti said. She took a pillow and a blanket from the closet and held them tight against her body, suddenly aware of how scantily dressed she was once she saw the bed. "I'll be sleeping on the couch. Good night, boys."
As was her custom at any family reunion, Patti kissed all three of them before going to the living room. Once she was stretched out on the couch, she wondered if she should have put more passion into her friendly, almost kisses.
Patti mentally chastised herself for thinking lurid, sexual things about her nephews. But as she slept, she dreamed about what it would be like to be beneath their young, muscular, athletic bodies as they fucked her into climaxing countless times.
She wasn't sure what had awoken her. One minute she was sleeping, dreaming of getting fucked, the next she was wide awake.
Patricia kicked her feet over the edge of the sofa, throwing the blankets off her supple body. Her mind was spinning as she tried to recall why she was sleeping on the couch.
Then it all came back to her. Straining her ears, she heard someone in the bathroom. Rising, Patti noticed that her panties were moist in the crotch. She smiled, touching the silk. Even sleeping, lusty thoughts could make her pussyjuice flow freely.
The innate, maternal instinct came to the forefront of Patti's mind. Was something wrong with one of the boys? Bad dreams while sleeping in a strange bed?
Patti waited outside the bathroom door until it opened. Then she found herself standing very close to Abel, who was wearing only his underwear.
"Is anything wrong?" Patti whispered.
"No, nothing is wrong," Abel answered. He felt uncomfortable being in his underwear with his aunt. Standing close enough to smell the sweet, enticing fragrance of her perfume sent his senses reeling.
"Are you sure? You can tell me the truth, I'm your ol' Aunt Patti."
In the dim light of the hallway, Patti couldn't help but notice the fine, almost statuesque build of her nephew. He had broad shoulders for a boy still in his teens, and the muscles of his stomach rippled like waves. The itching sensation in her cunt reminded her of how horny she was. She hadn't fucked anybody that day, hadn't gotten her daily allotment of cock, and the hunger of her pussy reminded her of what she had gone without.
"Yes, I'm positive. Everything is just fine, Aunt Patricia."
Patti, not wanting anything to go wrong while she was responsible for the three boys, was still suspicious. She pressed the issue, not knowing why Abel seemed so nervous. Then she knew why when she looked at his crotch – Abel's cock was tenting out his underwear, straining to be freed.
"I-I'm sorry," Abel said, his voice barely above a whisper. He felt terribly embarrassed for springing a hard-on in front of his beloved Aunt Patricia. "I didn't mean to."
Two different emotions went through Patti at the same time. One was pity – she knew that boys Abel's age were easily aroused and that they almost always had a hard-on. The other emotion was lust – her own. Patti was just as easily aroused and continually horny as any teenaged boy.
"You needn't apologize for it," Patti said, her fingertips lightly touching Abel's chest. "Step back. Go back into the bathroom. I want to talk to you."
Abel did as he was told, expecting to be scolded. Instead, Patti closed and locked the door, then turned to face him again. He noticed that her nipples were swollen, poking out through her thin nightie more than they had been.
"You can't go to bed with that thing the way it is," Patti whispered, nodding her head toward Abel's prick. "It's not good for a boy your age to be like that and not have any relief."
Abel's cock jumped in his underwear, threatening to tear the fabric it was so hard. He gazed lovingly at the shadowy image of femininity standing before him. Patti's black, wavy hair was a stark contrast to her pale skin. Her high cheekbones caught the light that filtered through the window from the streetlight outside.
"Listen to me very carefully. I want you to close your eyes and think of your girl friend. Think of her and only of her. Do you understand me?"
Abel's throat was dry, but a creaking "Yes" came out.
When Abel closed his eyes, Patti paused to look at his body. He was, she thought, a young Adonis. Tall, strikingly handsome with an excellent build, he was exactly the type of stud that made her pussy as hot as a furnace.
She sank slowly to her knees on the cold, tile floor. Patti's hands were trembling as she gently eased her fingertips into the elastic band of Abel's underwear. As soon as she had the garment down enough, his prick sprang out like a mighty cobra snake. Patti gasped in surprise. Abel's prick was even bigger than she suspected it would be.
At the first sight of Abel's cock, Patti's pussy began tingling fiercely, tightening involuntarily as the slick, lubricating oil seeped into her panties. She gazed at the cock, estimating it to be nine inches long. The head was big and bullet-shaped. All in all, Abel's cock, Patti decided, was just perfect for sucking.
She cupped his hairy nut sac in the palm of her left hand and wrapped her right hand around the base of his mighty cock. Leaning closer, Patti inhaled deeply. Her tits bulged out as she inhaled, straining against her nightie. She caught the mouth-watering aroma of cock-meat and her mouth, like her pussy, became even wetter with anticipation.
She paused to think about incest. Patti had never really thought about sucking a relative's cock before, and it surprised her that she didn't feel there was anything essentially wrong with it.
Sitting on the backs of her heels, Patti leaned closer and her luscious, moist lips made contact with Abel's cockhead. She kissed the bulbous knob, letting her tongue snake out from her lips. The slick, pink tongue toyed with the clefted underside of the pricktip, then worked ever widening circles around the head. Soon Patti had the entire pulsating surface of Abel's cockhead glistening with her spit, almost vibrating in her fist.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Patti moaned, forgetting entirely about the other two boys who were sleeping in the neighboring room. Nothing mattered to her any more except-the huge cock that throbbed in her fist and against her lips and tongue.
Abel balled his hands into large fists. He kept them at his sides not knowing whether his aunt would let him touch her or not. One thing he couldn't do was think of any woman but her. She was the most beautiful woman he knew, and thinking about anyone else while her tongue was grazing over his cock pole was nothing less than impossible.
Once the hot-blooded brunette was satisfied with her work on the pricktip, she raised the cock and opened her mouth wide, chewing with her lips on the broad shaft.
Patti nibbled gently on the stem of Abel's prick, moving slowly but steadily toward his balls. She gave them a loving squeeze, then began using her wet tongue on the wrinkled sac.
Abel quivered all over as he felt his adorable aunt's tongue gliding smoothly over his cum laden balls. His breath came in ragged gulps and his head felt dizzy.
Opening her mouth as wide as possible, Patti carefully tucked both nuts inside the hot, moist recesses of her oral cavern. Her cheeks bulged out, like a chipmunk storing nuts for the winter. As she basted Abel's balls with her spit, warming them, she felt his cock twitching excitedly against her cheekbone and forehead.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Abel sighed, then silenced himself. He didn't really know what was expected of him and he didn't want to make Patti angry. The last thing he needed was to make her angry enough to quit sucking his prick.
Strands of Patti's ebony hair stuck to the spitty head of Abel's cock as she mouthed his balls. When she released them, Patti shook her head, shaking her hair over her shoulders. The hair, parted slightly off center, came to just below her smooth shoulders.
Pausing with her lips near the tip of Abel's cock, Patti blew her warm breath over the fiery surface of Abel's prick. The cock jumped, wagging from his body. The skin was stretched tight around the huge, conical crown of the cock.
Pushing her face forward, Patti took the pricktip into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm!" she cooed lustily, her lips wrapping firmly around the shaft to form a perfect seal.
She took more of Abel's cock into her mouth, enjoying the meaty flavor of his young prick. When the cockhead was against the back of her mouth, Patti pulled away, dragging her hot, succulent lips over the ridge of his cockhead. She pistoned her face quickly, jerking back and forth just a few inches, taking the spongy bulb of delicious cock-meat in and out of her mouth. Her cheeks were sunken, conforming to the girth of Abel's prick-pole.
"Ohhhhhh! Ahhhhhhhh!" Abel sighed as the hot bolts of absolute ecstasy zipped through his body. He squeezed his eyes shut more tightly, fighting to hold the cum in his nuts, prolonging the intense pleasure of his Aunt Patricia's blow-job for as long as possible.
Patti twisted her face, chewing on the quivering, reddish column of cock-meat with her lips while her tongue whipped at the knob. When acrid-tasting pre-cum oozed onto her tongue, Patti knew that she couldn't stop mouthing Abel's prick until she had his thick, youthful spunk gushing against the back of her mouth, washing down her throat.
As Patti sucked, she pushed Abel's underwear down to his ankles. After that she gently scratched his tensed thighs with her long fingernails while she bobbed over the prick.
Stretching out from his body a full, throbbing nine inches, Abel's cock was more than a mouthful for Patti. She dragged her succulent lips over the cockhead and over several inches of the stem, but didn't take more than that into her mouth. The time wasn't right, not just yet. She was saving her deep-throat treatment, keeping it in reserve until Abel was ready to blow his nuts off. Then she'd give him a thrill the likes of which the lusty brunette was certain Abel had never known.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" Abel sighed, unable to remain silent. His cock was vibrating, flexing like a snake about to strike. He could feel Patti's fingernails scratching his thighs and asscheeks, sharp in contrast to the butter-soft pleasure her lips were providing.
Pussyjuice flowed freely from her cunt as Patti knelt before Abel, bringing her luscious lips to and fro over four inches of his mighty prick. Patti dropped a hand to her cunt, rubbing her lust-inflamed pussylips through the silk garment.
It was time, Patti decided, time to show her nephew all of her great cocksucking skills. Consciously relaxing the muscles in her throat, Patti rotated her succulent mouth around Abel's pricktip. Pushing her face forward slowly, taking in only an inch at a time, she sucked the prick deeper into her moist mouth. The cockhead rolled over her tongue until it struck the back of her mouth.
"Uh!" Patti involuntarily gasped as the cockhead made contact.
She continued on and the spongy, bullet shaped head of Abel's cock pushed downward, shoving into her throat, stretching the flesh to make room for its awesome girth.
Abel couldn't believe what was happening. He'd had plenty of teenaged girls suck his cock before, but nobody had ever gulped his cockpole into her throat. Now, as he stared in amazement, he watched his aunt swallowing his prick whole. Her red lips crept further and further down his cockstem, inching closer toward the root of his prick.
Patti could feel the pricktip throbbing lustily in her throat as she wrapped her arms around her nephew's hips, preventing him from pulling away from her. Not only did she enjoy giving pleasure to the young man with the monster cock, but it gave her supreme satisfaction to feel a huge prick expand her throat.
When the big-titted brunette finally had all nine inches of Abel's prick in her throat, she pressed her face hard against his crotch, squeezing his young asscheeks in her hands. Her pert, little nose was mashed in the curly bush of hair that sprouted above his cock. Her chin rubbed against his stuffed nut sac. Her throat was bulging out visibly, expanding to accept the huge cock.
"Ummffff!" Patti groaned. The sound came from deep in her chest. Her tits rose and fell quickly inside the see-through nightie, the nipples hard and pointed like pencil erasers.
"Awwwww! Aunt Patricia, I'm going to cum!"
Whatever pretense Abel had had of thinking about another woman was totally gone now. There was nobody in the world but his beautiful, enormously endowed Aunt Patricia, the young woman with the monumental tits, hot mouth and bottomless throat.
Patti whipped her wet mouth over Abel's cock, taking it between her lips from the cockhead to the root. She chewed hard on the fiery prick, kneading it with her lips. As she gulped the cockpole into her mouth, her head would snap back briefly when the cockhead slammed into the opening of her throat. Then, as it plowed into her throat, a low, hungry moan came from somewhere deep inside her lusty, wanton soul.
Abel's legs were like two quivering trees, immensely powerful, yet shaken by a force greater and more mighty than their own.
When Patti felt the prick jump in her throat, she pulled back to hold the cockhead on her tongue. She grabbed the thick, heavily veined staff with her hand and whacked on it, lavishing the clefted underside of the fleshy bulb with her tongue's wet caresses.
"Mmmmmmm!" Patti crooned hungrily as the first thick, powerful jet of spunk blasted from Abel's balls, racing through the length of his prick to splatter out of his cockhead.
To Patti, who hadn't sucked off a teenager in quite a while, the climax seemed endless. A torrent of the gooey cream spewed from Abel's cockhead, splattering over her tongue and against the roof of her mouth. She swallowed repeatedly, not wanting to lose even a single drop of the precious fuck-cream.
Abel grabbed Patti's slender shoulders for support as his body twitched. His prick reared and bucked in Patti's mouth, pumping out the thick jazz.
"Mmmmmmm! Ummmmmm!" Patti slurped, whipping the turgid cockpole with her tongue. She pistoned her face over just the pricktip and an inch or two of the stem, wanting to taste every rich, delicious drop of nut juice that Abel had to offer.
Swallowing and sucking hard, Patti's concave cheeks molded to the uneven circumference of Abel's pricktip. When she had lewdly gulped down all of Abel's jism, Patti came back to her senses. She looked up and saw the absolute ecstasy written all over Abel's face.
Bobbing forward, she deep-throated his prick several more times, carefully licking off any blobs of cream that might be sticking to the stalk of his cock. Then, letting it fall from her lips with an audible pop! Patti grabbed Abel's underwear and pulled them up. She carefully tucked his cock back inside the tight fitting garment, remaining on her knees.
"Keep your eyes closed," Patti whispered, planting a tender kiss on his shrinking cockmeat through his underwear. "Keep them closed until I'm gone. And remember, thinking of me is wrong. This was your girl friend tonight, it wasn't your Aunt Patricia. You must always remember that… and never tell anyone about this night."
Rising, Patti gingerly touched her cunt through the silk panties and thought of taking them off. She could finger-fuck herself, but that wouldn't be right. Not tonight, tonight was a special moment that she should savor in her memory. She had given intense pleasure to her nephew. It was his satisfaction that was important, not her own.
Near the crotch of her panties was embroidered the trademark of the beautiful young woman. "Foxy" was printed, along with the date, "June 21." Foxy had been embroidered on the panties by a machine, and Patti bought them from a special shop through the mall. She bought them several dozen at a time. The date she hand embroidered on herself. Patti liked to give her panties away as a souvenir to the men she fucked and sucked as a special something to remember her by. Patti left the bathroom and went back to the couch. Her black panties were clinging to the wet, lust-inflamed lips of her cunt. Sleep, she sadly realized, would been long time in coming.



CHAPTER TWO


Patti was sleeping when something warm and round touched her lips. Even in sleep she recognized the object immediately to be a cockhead and parted her lips slightly. When the cockhead came down and pushed her lips wider apart, she accepted the meat without reservation.
In the hazy world that separates sleep from consciousness, Patti was fully aware of sucking a cock, but she didn't know who the cock belonged to. She wasn't sure if she was dreaming, or if the cock fucking her ripe mouth was reality.
She blinked her eyes and saw Abel leaning over her, his whole body taut as he, quite literally, fucked her face. At first Patti wasn't sure that what she saw was real, but when she became aware of the heady aftertaste of Abel's cum, and of his prickmeat as it rolled over her tongue, she knew this was too good to be a dream.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm!" Patti sighed, tightening her lips around the cock's shaft as it pushed deeper into her mouth, the bulbous head wedging down her throat.
Patti's arms were at her sides, trapped there by Abel's thick, muscular thighs. She slipped her hands to the juncture of her own thighs, her fingers sliding inside the panties and through the curly triangular bush of jet-black pubic hair.
Abel groaned as he shoved more of his cock into his aunt's throat. He couldn't believe that anyone could swallow his cock the way she did. He rammed his meat into her face until only a couple inches of his monstrous prick jutted out of her mouth.
Whatever reservation Patti had of fucking her nephew was gone now. With his cock cramming her throat and her fingers splitting her cuntlips, she needed desperately to get fucked.
Her middle finger slipped full-length up her pussy, rubbing against her tiny, throbbing clit as it shoved in. Patti kept her bead still on the pillow, letting Abel fuck her face at his own pace.
She moaned when just the cockhead was ovaling her ripe, sensual lips. She gazed lovingly up into Abel's face, her red, moist lips wrapped firmly around his prickshaft. Her tongue moved restlessly, flicking and scraping along the broad underside of the cock.
With one root on the floor and the opposite knee pressing into the cushions of the couch beside Patti, Abel pumped his hips slowly, bringing his prick to and fro slowly over her lips. His thighs scraped over her firm, billowing tits, rubbing against the budding nipples.
Patti arched her back slightly, forcing her ultra-sensitive tits harder against Abel's thighs. Her tits, so large and round that they caught every man's eye, had always been ready for pleasure. When she'd first begun developing as a woman, Patti had been ashamed of the hugeness of her tits. The boys were always groping for them, shoving their hands up her blouse. Then when she realized how thrilling it was to have hands caressing her nipples, to have fingers digging deep into the plush, pliable globes of tit-flesh, she let the boys have their way.
Since that time Patti had discovered how much enjoyment her tits could give herself and her men. Her tits were, she realized, her most striking feature. And she wouldn't deny or apologize for their size and sensitivity.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm!" she slurped, rolling her head a little on the pillow. The lovely, sculptured features of her face became distorted with the thickness of Abel's prick.
"I-I want to fuck you," Abel whispered and he plowed more cockmeat down his aunt's throat.
He shoved into her until his balls rested against her chin. The vision of loveliness beneath him made him tremble. Aunt Patricia was a picture of contrasts, stark and vivid. Dark eyebrows and eyelashes surrounding blue eyes. Jet-black hair spilling over a white pillow. Brilliant red lips against his pale cock.
Patti plucked her finger out of her pussy, waiting for Abel to uncork his prick from her throat. She wanted him just as much as he wanted her – if not more!
When Abel stood, taking his weight off Patti, she raised her ass and quickly slithered out of her bikini panties. She dropped them to the floor, then sat up. After pulling her nightie over her head and tossing it across the room, she rubbed her tits, rolling the nipples and tugging on them.
"Fuck me, my darling," she whispered, her voice a husky purr of pure sensuality. "I want to feel you shoving your big, beautiful cock deep inside my cunt!"
Abel slithered into his aunt's arms, his hips surrounded by her thighs. As she wrapped her arms around his neck, he guided his spitty, pulsating prick into the mouth of her pussy.
"I love you, Aunt Patricia," Abel whispered, lowering his torso.
His cockhead pressed against the petals of her cunt. At first the prick seemed too gigantic to shove into the tight opening of Patti's pussyhole, then the cuntlips parted and his cockhead was surrounded by the liquid warmth of her cunt.
"Ohhhhhhhh! Yes, drive it in me, Abel! Fuck me, lover! Fuck me, darling!" she whispered, pulling him down.
When Abel's broad chest made contact with Patti's enormous tits, they flattened out slightly, becoming even more full. The twin globes of tingling flesh billowed out, bulging from under her arms, a warm, sensual cushion for Abel's weight.
Patti pulled her nephew's face down to her own, kissing him softly on the lips as his cockpole drove deeper into her feverish cunt. She opened her lips and waited for his tongue to enter her mouth, squirming on the couch, wishing he could impale her more forcefully with his cock.
With almost painful slowness, Abel pumped his hips, working just a few extra inches at a time into her juicy pussy. The teenager let her suck and nibble on his tongue as he gently worked all nine inches of his prick into the clutching, tight confines of her cunt.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Patti moaned. When the kiss ended, she pressed her cheek against Abel's and whispered, "Fuck me hard, Abel! You don't need to worry! You've got a big cock, but I think I can take it. Dive it to me. Give me everything you've got!"
Abel had wanted to hear exactly those words. His cock was screaming to be freed, to run wild like a stallion. Instantly his hips began jack-hammering the throbbing, cunt-stretching pole of lust-hardened prickmeat in and out of Patti's juicing cunt with incredible speed. He pounded the beautiful brunette mercilessly, nailing her with his cock to the couch.
"Yessssss!" Patti sighed, kicking her feet into the air. Her clit was sizzling, crackling with wanton, lusty life. Each insertion of cockmeat into her cunt sent more bolts of sheer ecstasy ripping through her trembling, curvaceous body.
Abel tasted the sweet nectar of his aunt's mouth, thrusting his tongue deep between her lips. They French-kissed passionately, tongues darting from one mouth to the other. When Abel slipped his hand between their bodies and squeezed one luscious, oversized tit, Patti squirmed even more frantically below him. Her nipple was a fiery little nub of desire that burned in his palm.
The lewd young woman locked her ankles together behind Abel's back, letting him pound her pussy with his prick as hard and fast as he wanted. She was getting her daily dosage of cock – something she hadn't gotten that day. Patti needed to get fucked every day – or at least give a hot blow-job – or she became cross and moody, tense with other people and hypercritical with herself.
The cock sluiced in her cunt until Abel's cum-filled balls slapped against her ass. The pussyjuice was seeping out of her cunt, trickling down her ass. The sounds of a hard, long cock being forcefully rammed into her pussy filled the living room. Patti's soft, passionate gasps mingled with Abel's as he reamed her hot cunthole with long, smooth, measured strokes.
"Lover, lover, lover," Patti purred, pushing her fingers through her nephew's closely cropped hair. She flicked her tongue out, letting the pink tip graze over his earlobe.
As Abel poked his aunt's cunt with his broad, long steelish cock, he couldn't help but wonder at his own luck. To fuck anyone as beautiful and shapely as Patti Fox was, he figured, supremely lucky. But to fuck someone so beautiful, and to have her be his aunt, was more fuck than anyone deserved!
He could feel every subtle contraction of Patti's cunt as it milked his cock. Whenever he pulled up, withdrawing all but the bulbous head of his prick from her pussy, Abel could feel Patti's pussylips sucking him. With his cockrod totally sheathed in her cunt, he could feel the silky walls squeezing and kneading his prick.
"I c-can't hold… hold b-back," Abel whispered, trying to remain quiet so his brothers wouldn't hear.
Patti didn't answer her nephew, though she would have liked to. When she moved her lips, trying to speak, no sound came out. Her pussyjuice was welling up inside her body, preparing to spew out mightily. Her throat was dry, but her cunt was wet and juicy, continually being fed the needed prick flesh that it craved.
"Oh, no! No! Nooooooo!" Abel hissed through gritted teeth as his scalding hot spunk roared through his cock, spewing into Patti's pussy. He reamed her cunt, his body in a frenzy of tumultuous passion.
When Patti felt her pussy being flooded with Abel's thick fuck-cream, she, too, was pushed over the edge of ecstasy. She bit down hard on her full bottom lip to keep from screaming as the cuntal fluids gushed from her. The slick, oily feminine cum seeped between her pussylips and Abel's ram-rodding prick to trickle over her asshole. She writhed in delirious, blissful agony, the intense satisfaction so great it was almost painful.
Incest! she thought. I'm fucking my nephew and cuming! This realization added fuel to her already burning body and she contorted her curvaceous body even more wildly on the couch.
Though Abel had experience at fucking, he'd never had anyone as erotically energetic as Patti. He had all he could do to just stay in the saddle, riding her like a bronco as she bucked beneath him.
When the ecstasy could last no longer, Patti stopped convulsing and she let her arms fall away from Abel. One arm dangled to the floor over the edge of the couch. Her cunt was completely filled – filled, in fact, to overflowing with Abel's rich cum.
"Abel, my darling, you were magnificent," Patti whispered, letting the teenager kiss her smooth, perfumed neck. His cock was still in her pussy, but shrinking slowly. "Just promise me that you'll never tell anyone about this… and that you'll never do it again."
"I promise," Abel said.
Patti sighed wistfully when Abel uncorked his cock from her pussy. He picked up his underwear from the floor and stepped into them. Patti picked her embroidered panties up and handed them to him.
"Here," she whispered, "here's something for you to remember this evening with. Don't ever show them to anybody though."
When Abel had tip-toed back to his bedroom to sleep with his two brothers, Patti pulled her see-through nightie back over her head. Her monumental tits strained against the sheer, smooth material. With anyone else, the nightie would have fit loosely, but not with Patti and her huge, billowing tits.
She knew she should sneak into the bedroom and put on another pair of panties, but Patti was too tired to do anything more than pull the sheet over her body and fall back to sleep.
As she slept, a peaceful smile curled her luscious, full lips.



CHAPTER THREE


Bruce looked at his much-adored Aunt Patricia sleeping on the couch and a warm shiver of illicit lust shook his young body. She was on her back on the couch, and during the night she had kicked off the sheet. Her thickly furred pussy was exposed, and the voluminous tits were all but entirely visible through her nightie.
Stealing a look toward the bedroom door, Bruce was happy that Abel and Carl were still sleeping. Being alone gave him a chance to enjoy his gorgeous aunt's physical charms privately.
As he wondered what it would be like to ram his meaty prick into her cunt, Patti's eyes fluttered and he turned, soundlessly to the kitchen.
Patti awoke slowly, stretching her arms above her head. When she became aware of her exposed, naked cunt, she pulled the sheet over her body and looked around the living room. Finding herself alone, she breathed a sigh of relief. When the memory of the night's escapades filtered through her mind, she smiled. Running her tongue around in her mouth brought back the taste of Abel's salty, creamy jazz.
"Are you awake?" Bruce asked from the kitchen, speaking low enough so Patti could hear him, but not so loud that he would wake up his brothers.
Patti sat up on the couch and rubbed her face. She pulled the sheet over her lap, once again hiding her pussy and looked at her nephew. His face held nothing but pure innocence in it.
"Yes, I think so. Is anything wrong?"
"No, there's nothing wrong. I was just wondering if you'd like some coffee," Bruce said, peering around the corner as he stood in the kitchen. "I'm really quite good at making it."
"I'd love some. That's very sweet of you, Bruce, very thoughtful."
By the time Bruce came into the kitchen with two cups of coffee, Patti was fully awake. She wrapped the white cotton sheet around her body and sipped the coffee, pleased with the taste.
"Like it?" Bruce asked, a little saddened that Patti had covered her sensational body. He could look at her splendid loveliness for hours on end. There simply wasn't anything else like Aunt Patricia's body. It was truly unique.
"Yes, it's excellent." Patti sipped her coffee and nodded her head enthusiastically, exaggerating her appreciation for her nephew's benefit. "Where'd you learn to make coffee like this?"
"Mom taught me."
"Yeah, that figures," Patti said, a sardonic smile turning the corners of her glistening mouth. "She always was better at that sort of thing than me. Always keeps a clean house and look at this place. A real mess!"
"It's not that bad." Bruce bit his lip. It wasn't the right thing to say, he figured.
Patti shifted on the couch and the sheet fell away from her leg, showing her thigh all the way up to her full asscheek. She didn't notice the sudden display of flesh. But Bruce caught it right away.
"Would you mind doing me a favor?" When Bruce shook his head, Patti flashed him her most becoming smile. "In the bedroom there's a chest of drawers. In one of the drawers I keep my panties. Would you bring me a pair, along with the sewing kit?"
Bruce walked on tip-toes into the bedroom. Abel and Carl were still sleeping soundly on the huge, spacious bed. He found the sewing kit immediately. It was on the chest of drawers. When he checked there were countless garter belts, corsets, teddies and various other sexually suggestive clothing. In another drawer Bruce found an enormous dildo.
"Holy cow!" Bruce whispered, inspecting the lewd articles. "I can't believe this."
When Bruce opened another drawer, he found it crammed with black, silk and lace panties. Each pantie had "Foxy" embroidered in the front, just above where the snatch would be. He pulled one out and went back to the living room, hoping, in his excitement, that he wouldn't spring a hard-on and embarrass himself in front of his sexy aunt.
"Thank you, dear," Patti said, taking the kit and panties from Bruce. She talked casually with him, working with the needle and thread to put "June 22" on the panties. As she worked, the sheet slipped away from her tits slightly, showing off her creamy cleavage almost to the light brown areolas.
While the boys were busy arranging their clothes and other belongings in the bedroom, Patti slipped into her bikini bathing suit. The top held her tits high and together, creating an almost unreal, mouth-watering cleavage. The bottom half of the outfit hardly covered up her curly bush, and didn't even quite cover her asscheeks.
"Well, boys, I'm about to lay down the law," Patti said happily as she collected a plastic bucket and a sponge from the kitchen. "Two of you must clean this place up. If you're going to live here, you're going to do your fair share of the work."
Bruce couldn't tear his eyes away from Patti. She was on her knees, looking under the kitchen sink for the rest of the things she needed to wash her car. Bent over, her bountiful tits were nearly spilling out of the twin cups of the bikini.
"I volunteer to do anything but clean, as along as you need only two to do that," Bruce said quietly.
"Well, Bruce, as long as you were so kind as to make me coffee this morning, you can be the one to help me wash the Corvette." Patti put a second sponge into the bucket and stood. "Okay, gentlemen, let's all get to work."
Bruce watched as Patti's tits sloshed in her bikini as she rubbed car polish onto the hood of her red Corvette. She was leaning forward to get toward the middle of the hood, and with her short stature, was giving her nephew a breath-taking view of tit-flesh.
Patti was happy to have her nephews around. She smiled whenever she thought about the blow-job she had given to Abel, and when the memory of her fierce climax from his cock filtered through her head. But as she rubbed wax into the surface of her car, she was totally unaware of how turned-on her other nephew, Bruce, was getting. She did not realize that her tits were wiggling and jiggling in the skimpy bikini.
After Patti had the entire car coated with a thin film of wax, she left it to dry thoroughly.
"I'll be back out in a bit," Patti told Bruce. "I'm going inside to put my hair up. It's too hot out here to have it down."
As soon as Patti went in the house, Bruce ran to the side of the house that was hidden from the street. He stood near a tree, staying in the shade, and pulled down his cut-off jeans. His cock was already as long and hard as it had ever been. Only staying close to the 'Vette and keeping the car between himself and his aunt had allowed him to hide the bulging of his pants.
"I've got to get off," Bruce whispered as he started whacking feverishly on his cock, "If Aunt Patricia sees this hard-on, she'll probably tell mom! Goddamn, mom would kill me!"
Patti felt better with her hair piled loosely on top of her head. The ebony strands fell down the sides of her face, framing her in misty swirls. With each step she took, her monumental tits jiggled and swayed, stretching but not escaping from the halter of her bikini.
"Hmmmmm," she hummed when she noticed that Bruce wasn't near the car.
The big-titted brunette was just about to start polishing the Corvette when she heard a strange sound coming from the side of the house. She crept silently to the corner and peered around. There, partially hidden by a tree, was her nephew. Patti's eyes went immediately to his huge, pale-skinned cock that wagged in Bruce's beating hand. A tiny drop of pre-cum oozed from the slitted tip of Bruce's prick, catching the sunlight and glistening like a diamond. Patti's mouth began to water as she looked at the pre-cum.
Keeping the tree between herself and Bruce, Patti advanced toward her young nephew. She knew why he was beating off. Although she was anything but an egotist, Patti was aware of her staggering physical charms. She felt, in a direct way, responsible for his turmoil. Patti figured that Bruce must have been pretty horny to have to beat off right there in the middle of the afternoon!
When she was at the tree, now not three feet from Bruce, Patti stepped aside and showed herself. The look on Bruce's face when he saw her was nothing, less than absolute, total horror.
"No, don't be afraid," Patti whispered urgently, moving closer to Bruce and putting her hands on his shoulders. His cock was just as long as Abel's, and the cockhead was nearly touching her stomach. "Don't say anything, Bruce. I think I know what you're going through… and I think I'm the one to blame."
"Aunt Patricia, I'm sorry. Honest I am. It's just that when I saw… and then it came up… and then I knew that if I didn't do something about it it would never go down."
Patti touched his lips with her fingertip, silencing him. "It's my tits, isn't it, Bruce? That's what gave you the hard-on. I'm sure it is. It's my fault for wearing this tiny bikini." Bruce didn't know what to think. His cutoffs were down to his thighs and his prick – all nine inches of it – was pointing at his aunt. The only thing he was really certain of was that his prick would not go down until he shot his nuts off.
Patti cleared her throat, stealing a quick look at Bruce's cock. It looked positively delicious! A real mouthful of prickmeat if ever there was one. Big cocks, she decided, must run in the family.
Different emotions were going through Patti's mind as she cast her eyes up and down Bruce's body, appreciating his youthful vigor, big cock, and athletic physique. Although she would have liked nothing more than to sink to her knees in the grass and whip her hot lips back and forth over the cock until she gulped down Bruce's fuck-cream, Patti didn't want to go round seducing all her male relatives.
When the idea came to her, it was as though the proverbial light bulb had suddenly been turned on. She reached behind her neck and grasped the clasp that held her bikini up.
"Bruce, you want to suck on my tits, don't you?"
Bruce turned his eyes down. He couldn't look at his Aunt Patricia. He felt terribly ashamed – and horny, finally he nodded his head.
"I'm the one responsible for getting you into the mess you're in now, I should be the one to get you out, too. Now there's really nothing wrong with my tits. I mean, if you suck on them while you jerk off, that's not really like incest, at least it's not in my book." Patti unfastened the clasp and pulled the bikini down, freeing her tits, letting the straps hang down the front of her body beneath her tits. "Go ahead and suck on them if you want."
Bruce gawked at the twin mounds of succulent tit-flesh. They hung slightly apart, the ripples long and distended, surrounded by large, light-brown areolas. The tits were even bigger than he had thought, full and round, yet hanging midway between her arms and navel.
"Go ahead. I won't stop you," Patti said, trying to sound calm, yet waiting impatiently for the feel of his hungry lips working on her responsive tits.
Bruce bent forward and sucked as much of his aunt's right tit into his mouth as he could. While chewing on the resilient flesh, he grabbed his cock and whacked with maniac speed. This was more than he had expected! So much more that his breath came in wheezing gulps as he nibbled and bit the firm but soft tit.
Patti pushed the fingers of both hands through Bruce's hair and guided his face from one tingling nipple to the other. Hot, lusty bolts of pure desire sizzled through her veins, making her pussy moist and dewy. She thought of letting Bruce finger-fuck her wanton pussy while he jerked off, but then decided against it. She was trying to remain as reasonably cool about Bruce and what he was doing as possible.
"Ummmmm! Ohhhhhhh! Ummmmm!" Bruce moaned as he took turns sucking on one nipple, then the other.
His cock was a red-hot poker in his beating fist as he pounded it from the pricktip to the root. His balls swung between his legs, knocking against the edge of his fist whenever he pushed down on his cock.
Patti wanted to see Bruce cum. She was so horny that even watching his creamy jism spewing in jets out of the tip of his cock would be satisfaction enough. Bringing his face between her tits, she released his head and grabbed her tits, pressing them to both sides of his face. Bruce's face was trapped between the warm, firm, fragrant globes of feminine titflesh.
"Go, Bruce! Don't hold back!" Patti urged, fighting to keep from sucking his cock. She knew herself well enough to realize that the longer she waited, the more likely it would be that she would sink to her knees and give her nephew a blow-job. "Your brothers might come out! Shoot your cum, my precious darling!"
As if on cue, Bruce opened his mouth wide and sunk his teeth deep enough into Patti's succulent tit, making her squirm. Then his cum started flying, shooting out of his cockhead like liquid bullets. The long, stringy blasts arched through the air and splattered wetly against Patti's trembling thigh and calf.
"Yesssssss! That's it, my precious darling," Patti purred as she felt but did not see the jazz striking and clinging to her thigh.
The flow of spunk seemed endless. Five or six streams of cum spewed from the angry cockhead, the jets so long that they struck Patti's full, trembling thigh even before the last of it was out of the cock.
Patti was ripped apart by the different sensations going through her. Bruce was definitely biting her tit too hard, causing pain. But the tongue slashing across her firm nipple added just as much pleasure as the teeth brought pain.
When he finally stopped cumming, Bruce leaned against the tree, still holding his prick. Patti stepped away slightly to get a better look at him. She smiled at the boy, but he wasn't looking. His expression was one of satisfaction and embarrassment.
"Don't worry about a thing," Patti whispered, kissing him on the cheek. "I know what it's like for boys your age. You're always excited… and I haven't helped matters any. Just don't tell anyone about this and everything will be just fine."
Patti fastened her bikini up again, then rubbed the cum that clung wetly to her leg into her skin. She worked the white, creamy fuck cream around until it was smoothed out, like cold cream or sun tanning lotion.
"Come on now, let's finish polishing the car." Patti walked away from Bruce nonchalantly.
But in her cunt was a glowing ember of desire that would only get hotter until finally it was burning out of control. And the only thing that would stop that fire was pussyjuice, lots and lots of pussyjuice like what streamed out of her humid cunt whenever she came.
Patti decided that she would leave the boys alone that night and get dressed up in some sexy outfit. Then she'd hit the town and find some suitable stud to service her wanton needs.



CHAPTER FOUR


The glowing ember of Patti's cigarette was the only light in the room. She was sitting on the couch, smoking in the dark as she contemplated the immediate future.
The boys were asleep in the bedroom. Despite the fact that all three boys were close to six feet tall and all quite muscular, they had plenty of room in her custom-made bed.
Patti didn't know what to do. She was horny, very horny. After Bruce had jacked off while sucking on her tits, Patti had wanted to suck a cock and finger-fuck herself until her cum spewed out in slick waves. But she really didn't want to fuck any of her nephews. Patti decided that she had already done too much with Abel and Bruce, so a stranger would have to be the one to provide the cockmeat she needed so desperately.
Patti crept soundlessly into the bedroom. The boys were still sleeping and that's the way she wanted it. She had to get dressed and head out to one of the nearby bars to find a handsome stud willing to give her his cock.
Pulling her nightie over her head, Patti dropped the garment in a drawer and took out a lacy blue bra. She tucked her monumental tits into the cups, hitching the clasp between the cups. She pulled her tight-fitting bikini panties down her legs arid stepped out of them. Strapping a blue garter belt around the sweeping curves of her hips, Patti grabbed two blue silk thigh-high stockings. As she pulled them up her legs, she cast a quick glance toward the bed. None of the boys appeared to be awake, which pleased her.
Carl's heart was pounding like a jackhammer as he watched his Aunt Patricia through slitted eyes. He was at the edge of the bed, nearest her, and his cock was getting harder by the second as he stared at her naked pussy. She looked positively stunning in bra, garter and long stockings. Carl was a little disappointed when his aunt pulled her panties back up, covering her cunt.
The visual stimulation was too much for Carl to remain unaffected. His cock was growing steadily, stretching out, making an obvious tent in the blankets. When Patti turned her back to him, looking in the closet for something to wear, he realized it was time to roll onto his side. If he remained on his back, she'd surely notice his raging hard-on.
When Patti heard movement, she wheeled around quickly. Carl had rolled onto his side and was facing her. She waited, her heart thudding in her chest as she stood in her lingerie. The last thing she wanted was for one of the boys to wake up. Not only didn't she want to be seen as scantily dressed as she was, but if one should wake up, he'd ask her where she was going. To be certain, it would be difficult for the big-titted brunette to explain to a nephew that she was dressing to find a stud to satisfy her craving for cock-meat.
Looking at the tight asscheeks encased in the black panties, Carl couldn't help but grab his big cock and stroke it. His aunt, with her hair piled in a loose bun atop her head and tits that seemed to move of their own will, was too gorgeous to look at without wanting to get off.
Patti took a dress out of the closet and gave it the once-over. It had a plunging V-neck that showed off her beautiful tits, and the bottom hem was cut high enough to reveal a daring display of thigh flesh.
When Patti took the dress off the hanger and turned around, she saw the blankets moving at Carl's waist. Then the movement stopped abruptly and Patti knew that Carl was both awake and jerking himself off. She stood motionless, looking at her nephew. Her tits were bulging out from the tops of her bra as she took in deep drags of air.
The moment seemed to hang in space, tense and motionless, like the two people involved. Patti looked at Carl, knowing he wasn't asleep, as he pretended to be. She also knew – or at least suspected – that he was looking at her through slitted eyes.
Slowly, with planned ease, Patti dropped the dress to the floor and walked closer to the bed. She stood facing Carl, her heart pounding like a drum in her chest.
"You don't need to pretend you're sleeping," Patti whispered. "I know you're awake, Carl. And I know you've got a hard-on."
Carl's hand was around his prick as he watched Patti kneel beside the bed, her face close to his. He started stroking the cock again, uncertain of what his aunt intended to do.
Patti kissed Carl's cheek first, then turned his face to hers and brought her lush, ripe mouth down on his. She parted her lips and accepted his slithering tongue.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Patti purred, her tongue dancing an erotic pattern against Carl's. Her tits were rubbing against the side of the bed, and even through the tight-fitting bra, tingles of wanton lust came from her budding nipples.
Carl opened his mouth wider, sucking Patti's tongue in. As he nibbled on her delicious tongue, he stroked his pulsating hard-on faster, the cum sizzling hotly in his nuts. For the horny teenager, it was like some dream or fantasy that was coming true, only he was awake and this was really happening.
"Carl, I'm going to do something for you," Patti whispered. She let the tip of her tongue graze lightly over his earlobe. "But you've got to remain as still as possible so you don't wake your brothers up."
"Okay," Carl replied, still not knowing what his Aunt Patricia had in mind.
Patti took off her bra and rubbed her tingling nipples. The chocolate-colored buds were itching, craving fingers to knead and tug on them.
"I'm going to give you the best blow-job of your life, Carl," Patti whispered, rolling over so she sat on the floor. She raised her ass briefly and pulled her panties down her legs. The lips of her cunt were already inflamed and puffy with lust. "Just try and remain as still as possible."
Carl moved so that he was right on the edge of the bed. His cock was pointed at Patti, hidden beneath the blankets.
Smiling, Patti licked her lips with anticipation. Not only was she going to get the cock that she needed, but it was doubly exciting to give Carl a blow-job with his brothers so nearby. Patti had always had something of an exhibitionistic streak in her, anti it was coming out now.
She carefully peeled the blankets back and exposed Carl's cock. Not surprisingly, it was almost identical to his brothers' pricks. Patti gawked at the big pole of lust-hardened cockmeat and licked her lips. She brought her knees under her again, keeping level with the bed so that Bruce anti Abel wouldn't see her should they wake up.
"I-I've never had anyone put their mouth on it before," Carl whispered. He was afraid he would shoot his cum too soon and somehow disappoint his aunt.
"You haven't? Hell, with a cock that big I would think that the girls would be fighting each other for the honor of sucking you." Patti grabbed her nephew's prick and caressed it softly. The cock was hard and hot against her palm. "Well, my precious nephew, this is going to be a first for you then. Just close your eyes and enjoy it."
Patti kissed the reddish tip of the cock, enjoying the musty aroma. She flicked her tongue out and caught the flavor of his cock. After that, there was nothing that could stop the gorgeous brunette from sucking cock until she had a mouthful of creamy jism.
The sensuous cocksucker licked slowly around the pricktip until she had all of it moist with her spit. Grabbing Carl's balls, Patti gave them an affectionate squeeze and took the cockhead into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm!" she purred softly, rolling her tongue around the fleshy knob. Her tongue slithered over the pisshole and along the ridge that separates the head from the stem.
Patti wasn't in the mood to make the blowjob last as long as possible. She just wanted to drink his cum at the same time her own pussyjuice started shooting, and since she was so hot already, she knew that it wouldn't take long before she came.
When Carl felt Patti's lips moving along his prick, he trembled from head to foot. His cock felt like it was in an oven, Patti's mouth was so hot.
As Patti squeezed Carl's nuts, she sucked more of his delicious cock-meat into her mouth. Her right hand was busy rubbing the lips of her pussy, heating it up. The slick girl cum was making her pussy humid, ready for her fingers to come sliding deep into it.
Turning her face to the side, Patti took Carl's cock between her teeth and cheek. The side of her face stretched out lewdly and a trickle of spit ran down the opposite corner of her mouth. She chewed lightly on the cock, letting the sharpness of her teeth be a subtle and erotic contrast to the moist softness of her lips.
She shoved one finger up her cunt, rubbing the sizzling clit with her thumb. The fingernail, immaculately filed and tapered, scraped along the walls of her cunt, adding more excitement and pleasure to the finger-fucking.
"Mmmmmff!" Patti slurped, letting the cockhead rest against her tongue as she shoved a second finger full-length up her cunt.
With two fingers in her cunt, pussyjuice trickled down her hand. Patti mentally prepared herself, twisting to face around the cock. Pushing her face forward, her tits mashing against the edge of the bed, Patti swallowed the nine inch cock down her throat. An impassioned moan was silenced by the huge cock as it plugged her throat.
"Ohhhhhhhhh!" Carl sighed, unable to remain silent. His asscheeks were taut, every muscle in his body flexed as he struggled to remain still.
It was exactly as Patti wanted it to be. Her throat was stretching to accommodate the cock, and her clit was crackling with lusty desire. She finger-fucked herself faster, jabbing the juicing pussyhole with two fingers.
She pushed her face even harder against Carl's body, her lips chewing on the root of his prick. Her tongue was mashed against the bottom of her mouth.
Patti brought her succulent lips slowly back and forth over the entire length of Carl's cockpole. She tongued at the cockhead, licking off the pre-cum that seeped out, enjoying its rich flavor. Her cheeks hollowed, squeezing the shaft of the cock while the pricktip wedged against the back of her mouth.
Squirming on the floor, Patti finger-fucked her lusty cunt faster, prying apart the cuntlips as she tantalized her throbbing coral-colored clit. By mashing her tits against the side of the bed, Patti aroused her fiery nipples.
"Hey, what the fuck are you doing, man?" Abel groaned sleepily. "I'm trying to get some sleep."
Patti didn't move. Her eyes were open wide as she listened carefully, wondering if Abel could tell that she was there. Her throat was stuffed with Carl's cock and her fingers were shoved deep into her pussy.
"Nothing… go to sleep," Carl whispered.
"You're jerking off again," Abel hissed angrily. "Goddamn it, I've never known anyone who had to jerk off as much as you do."
Abel rolled onto his side, turning his back to Carl. He didn't want his brother to see him smiling. Egotistically, Abel told himself that he didn't have to jerk off because his luscious aunt had serviced his needs and gotten him off twice.
When Patti finally needed fresh air, she pulled back and got Carl's cockpole out of her throat. Shaking her shoulders, she rubbed her nipples back and forth against the bed, sending electric bolts of pure passion ripping through her veins.
As she finger-fucked her pussy, Patti nibbled on the tip of the cockhead. She chewed lightly with her lips, occasionally letting her teeth scrape gently over the inflamed, throbbing, steelish pole of lip-stretching prick.
Carl could feel the cum rising in his nuts. He squeezed his hands into fists, hoping that he would remain motionless while he came. He could neither afford to wake his brother up again, nor embarrass himself and Patti.
When the flow of pre-cum became very heavy, Patti prepared herself for a mouthful of jism. She tossed her face back and forth, dragging her hot, full lips over the ridge of the cockhead with lightning speed. Her tongue slapped and whipped the spongy, drooling tip, licking off the cum.
When her cunt started its spasms, Patti lunged at Carl's cock, impaling herself upon it. The cockhead stabbed down her throat and she remained like that, her red lips ovaled around the base of the cock as she fingerfucked herself with great intensity. The pussyjuice, like a darn breaking, came pouring out of her cunt. The cum flooded her beating hand, dripping to the carpeted floor.
Keeping the cock down her throat, Patti rammed two fingers to the hilt in her cunt. Her throat contracted around the prick's shaft and head as the cock started flexing and bucking. A moment later, though she couldn't taste it, Patti felt Carl's cum jetting down her throat. She swallowed hungrily, afraid to choke on the gooey, thick cream that pumped through the long tube of her nephew's cock.
Pulling back, uncorking the cockpole from her throat, Patti whipped the cockhead as thc last dregs of Carl's cream seeped out. She swirled the spunk around in her mouth, savoring the rich, salty flavor before swallowing it.
It was a fantastic climax for the hot-blooded brunette. She took great pride in her ability to suck cocks, and knowing that she had pleased her nephew – and did it with his brothers sleeping so close. It gave her a supreme sense of satisfaction.
Letting the cock, which was beginning to soften, slip from her mouth, Patti crawled to the head of the bed and kissed Carl on the tip of the nose.
"Thank you, my precious," she whispered in his ear. "You've got a wonderful cock. I really loved sucking it. Maybe sometime you can fuck me. Would you like that?"
Carl nodded his head. When Patti kissed him, he trembled and slipped his hand out from under the blankets, letting his fingertips graze tenderly over her eraser-like nipple. The mental image of himself on Patti's curvaceous body, pounding his prick into her cunt, came to him and he groaned quietly.
"Get some sleep now," Patti whispered. "I'll see you in the morning."
Patti crawled on her hands and knees out the bedroom door. Once she was certain that she could not be seen, she got to her feet and went to the living room. There, smiling like the cat who ate the family canary, she made herself a drink and began wondering about an orgy with her three nephews. So far she had managed to seduce all three of them without getting caught. She imagined what they were thinking, each one believing that he was the only one to stick his cock in her cunt or mouth.
"Patricia Fox," she said, "you're a whore. A cocksucking, incestuous slut!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Patti was in the kitchen making supper. Since all three of the boys had shot their rocks off in her ever-horny body, each of them wanted to help her prepare the meal. But Patti wouldn't have that. Too many cocks spoil the broth, she told them. Abel was the lucky one to help her. Patti told Bruce and Carl that they had to stay out of the kitchen.
"This smells delicious," Abel said, lifting the cover off a pot of bubbling spaghetti sauce. "You're really a good cook."
"Well that's very sweet of you to say," Patti replied, stirring a pot of spaghetti, checking its consistency. "My mother taught me to cook. Now there was a lady who knew what to do in the kitchen."
"I can think of something to do in the kitchen that I'll bet she never did," Abel said, a lurid, lusty look in his eyes as he took in Patti's sweeping profile.
Turning to her nephew, Patti shook her finger at him. She whispered, "Don't be silly, you horny fool. You've got two brothers who would flip out of their minds if they caught us!"
"I don't care." Abel grabbed Patti's tit, squeezing the firm globe through her dress. "You make my cock hard."
"Don't talk so crude," Patti hissed, slapping his hand off her tit. The last thing she wanted to do was get fucked in the kitchen. There just wouldn't be any way she'd be able to screw Abel without Bruce and Carl hearing. There just wasn't any possible way… which is what made the prospect so exciting.
Abel pulled down his zipper, reached inside his pants, and brought out his big prick. It wasn't even half-hard yet, but it was still big – certainly larger than most cocks.
Patti stared at Abel's cock, not wanting to get involved with him in the kitchen, yet feeling her willpower fading quickly. She backed away from Abel, her eyes seemingly glued to his cock, until she hit the wail. Cornered, Patti felt like a trapped animal about to be devoured.
"I'm going to fuck you again," Aunt Patricia, Abel said quietly, advancing with a diabolical gleam in his eyes.
When Abel grabbed Patti's tit again, digging his fingers deep into the resilient, pliable mounds of succulent flesh, she didn't push his hand away. Hot, lusty streaks of passion zipped through her veins like electrical current, making her cunt moist.
"Ohhhhhhh!" she purred quietly, closing her eyes, giving in to the wanton need that simmered in her cunt.
"Damn you, Abel," Patti whispered as her nephew massaged her full, firm tit.
Standing only five-foot-three, Patti was much shorter than the six-foot Abel. His cock, now jutting out the fly of his pants like a ramrod, was at stomach-level to the brunette. Patti tilted her head back, her lips moist and parted for him. When Abel kissed her, thrusting his tongue in her mouth, Patti grabbed his cock and began stroking it, rubbing the pricktip against her stomach.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" Patti sighed as they kissed. She worked both hands over the long prick, surprised that she couldn't touch her fingers to her thumb with the meat in her fists.
As Patti worked her hands smoothly back and forth over his iron-hard cock, Abel began unbuttoning her dress. The buttons ran down the front of her dress and Abel's fingers quickly unfastened all of them.
Patti opened the knee-length dress, exposing her naked tits. She released her nephew's cock and grabbed the twin mounds of succulent flesh, raising them as she pushed them together in offering.
"They're unbelievable," Abel hissed as he dipped his head down, sucking one lush nipple into his mouth. He lavished the throbbing bud with his mouth's hungry caresses, gently biting and licking the hardened tip that was centered on the melon-like tit.
When Abel sank to his knees and dragged Patti's black silk panties down past the swell of her hips, she knew what was coming next. A startled gasp came from her throat and she bit her full, trembling bottom lip to remain silent.
"I'm going to eat your cunt, Aunt Patricia," Abel whispered as he stared at the triangular patch of ebony hair, divided by a narrow pink crease. "The favor will be repaid."
Patti began rolling both nipples feverishly, leaning against the wall and spreading her legs wider for Abel. She wanted to give him plenty of room.
Rubbing the pink clit with his fingertip, Abel watched as the pussyjuice oozed from between the petals of his aunt's pussy. He shoved his middle finger two-knuckles deep into the tight, warm, moist cunthole, then kissed the top of the gash.
Patti's pussy was humid and slightly salty. Abel at first touched the lust-inflamed cuntlips cautiously. Then, with the first heady taste of her pussyjuice, he attacked the cunt with his lips and tongue. Dragging his tongue through the moist cunt gash, Abel scooped up the rich, delicious oil that seeped out.
Patti hissed soulfully, her knees quivering as she mauled her tits. The electric flashes of pure sensuality seeped though her body, starting at her cunt and slowly working all through her. Abel's tongue was tickling her fiery, drooling clit perfectly. He shoved two fingers into her pussy, spreading the cuntlips wide as he continued to whip her clit with his tongue.
Catching the pink, erect clit between his lips, Abel sucked on the bud hungrily. Pussyjuice made his face wet from cheek to cheek. He reamed his aunt's tight cunt with the first two fingers of his right hand, sliding the long digits full-length into her hot pussy.
Patti slipped her right shoe off and put her foot on Abel's shoulder. As be tongued her wanton cunt, his hair rubbed against her tender thigh, added more passionate thrills to the brunette's already overexcited body.
Stabbing his tongue deep into the succulent, tender meat of Patti's cunt, Abel tasted the slick oil and shivered. He sucked hard on the clit, wanting to devour his aunt in ways she never thought possible. Only a few nights earlier, when she had sucked his cock until he blew his nuts thick cream down her throat, he promised himself to one day return the pleasure. And now he was doing precisely that.
Patti put a hand to her mouth, sticking on the middle finger like it was a small cock. She was hot, and the fire in her cunt was burning more intensely with each passing second. Her clit was a red-hot, glowing bud of tantalized flesh that rattled her nerves, frying them until they crackled like dry wood in a bonfire.
The frisking tongue continued to work its wonders on her clit. Patti sucked on her finger and squeezed her tits, adding more lusty fuel to the raging inferno that burned inside her. The sounds of Bruce and Carl laughing in the living room filtered through her jagged-edged nerves and she was faintly aware that at any given moment she could be caught by them. With this in mind, the big-titted brunette held her breath as the pussyjuice began streaming out of her cunt and gushing onto her nephew's thirsty, probing, gouging tongue.
"Mmmmmfff!" Abel slurped, attacking the cunt even more energetically with his mouth as his aunt came on his face. He thrust his tongue deep between the hairy petals of her pussy and slick oil splattered against his face, making his cheeks and chin glisten wetly.
Patti's mouth, so ripe and red, was open wide, forming a perfect O. But no sound came out. Her monumental, tits rose high on her chest, caught there with the breath that seemed to refuse to leave her body. Her supple hips twitched, pushing back and forth only a few inches, but beating very quickly. She staggered, teetering on one high-heeled shoe as her other foot slipped off Abel's shoulder, falling down his back.
When the moment of supreme ecstasy finally ebbed and Patti came back down to the real world, she took her foot off her nephew's shoulder. Leaning back against the wall, her tits jiggling with the heavy breathing, Patti flashed him a weak, satisfied smile.
"That was heavenly," she whispered as he rose to his feet. When she kissed him on the lips, Patti could smell and taste her own pussyjuice. "You're really quite a lover."
"I'm not done yet," Abel said, pushing his pants down to his knees. He grabbed one of Patti's firm tit-globes while, with the opposite hand, he guided his cock stick to her sloppy, tight cunt.
"Abel, don't!" Patti hissed, trying weakly to push him away. It seemed like every muscle in her body had suddenly refused to follow her mind's commands. The climax had drained her of all energy. She simply couldn't fight her nephew, couldn't deny him the cunt his cock desired so ardently.
As soon as Abel's pricktip was firmly and securely placed at the mouth of Patti's cunt, he rammed it home, jabbing his cock completely into the tight, wet confines of her pussy. The force of his impaling cockpole almost knocked the wind out of the young woman's body as she was slammed against the wall, her creamy tits mashing against his chest.
Patti sighed quietly. She slipped her arms over his shoulders for support. Her legs felt weak, and having only one shoe on made balance difficult. Also, Patti stood only five-three, and her nephew was nearly six feet tall.
Grabbing two handfuls of her ass, Abel hoisted his aunt up, lifting her as his prick stabbed deeper into her seething cunt. Her feet dangled down as Abel carried her, his prick still stretching her pussylips, to the counter. When Patti's butt was on the edge of the counter, Abel raised her right knee and began pummeling her humid pussyhole with lightning-like strokes of his cock.
"Ug! Ug! Ug!" he grunted, punctuating every invasion of his cock into Patti's clutching, milking cunt. His hairy, cum-filled balls slapped against her asscheeks. The heat and tightness of Patti's pussy wouldn't take long to get Abel's prick to become overheated. He'd be spewing his nuts fuck-cream after only a few more strokes.
Patti's head rolled on her shoulders. Her body, normally so vibrant and full of life, was trembling, shivering, tossed about by her nephew's rampaging cockpole. When Abel kissed her neck and gouged his fingers painfully deep into her tit, a low, soulful moan escaped her lips. She had, by this time, forgotten all about Bruce and Carl in the living room.
"Aw, Goddamn it!" Abel hissed in a choked voice. He rammed his cock home, stabbing it to the hilt in Patti's cunt as the cum began flying, splattering against the walls of her pussy, flooding her womb.
The delirious sensation of having her cunt filled with manly fuck-cream sent Patti twitching and shivering through another climax. Though the pussyjuice gushed out, the cum wasn't as hard as the first one. But having cum twice in such a short time had drained the poor, over-fucked woman of whatever energy she had left.
When Abel pulled his fiery prick out of his aunt's cunt, she fell to the floor, landing on her knees then rolling onto her side. He knelt beside her head and grabbed his cock, squeezing it from the base toward the head, working out a thick, gooey drop of cum.
"Lick it off," he commanded.
Patti's eyes were closed as she gulped in refreshing air. She heard Abel, but she couldn't make her body move. She felt him rub the wet tip of his cock against her lips. Licking them, she tasted his salty spunk and remembered how delicious it had been when she had sucked him off and taken all of his cum in her mouth.
"Is everything all right in there?" Bruce called out from the living room. "What was that thumping?"
"It's nothing!" Abel answered, standing and hitching up his pants. "I just slipped. Dinner will be ready in just a little while."
He grabbed Patti's black panties from the floor and stuffed them in his pocket.
Patti eventually buttoned up her dress and put on her shoe. Her thigh-high stockings were askew, one down nearly to her knee.
"I'll be right back," she whispered to Abel. "Don't wait for me. Start dinner without me."
"Just hurry. They don't suspect a thing," Abel replied. The tired look on Patti's face pleased Abel. It was an ego-stroke to know that he could wear out a woman as experienced in the art of fucking as the great Patricia Fox.



CHAPTER SIX


After Patti had changed clothes and washed I her face with cold water, she felt a little better. The climaxes – two so close together – had really drained her precious bodily fluids.
The food was delicious, and Patti ate just as hearty as the three boys. Later, when the meal was finished, Patti started clearing the table. Since all of them wanted to help her, but there wasn't room for four people in the kitchen, Patti said that Carl could help her.
"That was fantastic," Carl said as he watched Patti working her hands in the soapy water, washing a plate clean. "I'm stuffed. I can't cat another thing."
"That's good," Patti said, handing the clean, wet plate to Carl to dry. "You're growing boys – all of you. You need good meals to grow even bigger and stronger."
Carl dried the plate and put it away in the cupboard. When he headed back to Patti's side, he naturally looked at the full, swollen curves of her ass. The lewd memory of her sucking his rampaging prick until he shot his balls off down her throat came back to him like a movie projector suddenly being switched on. Instantly his cock began to twitch in his slacks, stretching down his leg, becoming thicker and harder.
When Patti changed clothes, she had returned to the kitchen wearing a white blouse with a knee-length wrap-around skirt. She added a garter belt to help hold up her stockings.
From behind, Carl had a mouth-watering view of Patti's ass, encased in the tight skirt. He rubbed his prick through his pants, getting excited as he stepped closer to his aunt.
"I must confess that when I first found out you boys were going to be staying with me, I didn't like the idea," Patti said, rinsing soap off a cup before putting it in a draining rack. "But it's all worked out rather fiercely, don't you think?"
Carl slipped his hands under Patti's arms, cupping both milky tits. He pressed his fingers into the pliable, firm tit-flesh, caressing the nipples with his palms.
"You're not wearing a bra," Carl whispered in Patti's ear from behind.
"Carl, stop this!" Patti whispered urgently. She still had her hands in the soapy water and couldn't really defend herself much without making a ruckus that Abel and Bruce would hear.
"Why? You sucked me off when they were sleeping right next to me." Carl kissed Patti's ear, inhaling the fragrance of her perfume deeply as he massaged her tits. "They're in the other room now. We shouldn't have any trouble at all."
Patti squirmed in Carl's grasp. Despite herself, her nipples were sending hot tingles all through her body, making her pussy moist and dewy. One thing she hadn't done was put on panties, and she was afraid that if Carl would shove his hand up her skirt, he'd think she was ready and waiting for him.
"I want to fuck you," Carl whispered, unbuttoning his aunt's blouse. He reached inside and rolled her naked nipple between his fingers, rubbing his cock against the plush half-moons of her asscheeks. "What do you think about that?"
"I think it's absurd, that's what I think!"
"Come on, I know what kind of horny streak you've got inside you," Carl hissed, biting softly on Patti's earlobe. "Remember how you sucked me off the other night? Do you remember how you seduced me and took my big prick into your mouth? You sucked and sucked until I squirted like a fountain, then you swallowed it all. Every last fucking drop of my cunt."
Her nephew's obscene language, combined with the warmth of his hands kneading her tingling tits, and the feel of his cock pulsating against her ass, made all of Patti's defenses fade away. She closed her eyes and let her head hang clown, her chin nearly to her chest as Carl unbuttoned her blouse to fondle the twin, milky tits that provided so much pleasure for herself and her lovers.
When Carl unbuttoned Patti's skirt, it slipped down to her ankles. He was surprised to find that she wasn't wearing panties. Caressing her ass, he rubbed the lacy garter belt with his thumb, liking the feel of the material in combination with the warmth and smoothness of her flesh.
"I'm going to fuck you now," he hissed, jerking the throbbing pole of blood and muscle out of his pants.
Patti was all set for him. Her curvaceous, voluptuous body quivering, she waited impatiently for his long prick to come charging up her pussy.
Then an idea struck her with the force of a punch to the stomach. Abel had already fucked her cunt and left his cum there! If Carl would fuck her now, he'd surely realize that she had fucked Abel!
"Wait, not there," Patti hissed. "Let me suck you off! I know how much you enjoy blow-jobs."
"No way! I want to fuck."
"I don't want you in my cunt, damn it!"
"Fine," Carl said.
His cock was already like a steel beam, jutting from his body without any give to it at all. He clamped his left hand over Patti's mouth, pulling her head back slightly. With his right he aimed the bullet-shaped tip of his cock at her asshole.
Patti didn't know what was happening at first. She thought Carl intended on fucking her pussy despite her protests. That, she figured, was why he was holding his hand so tightly over her mouth. But when she felt the huge, bulbous head of his cock pressing against the tight, almost virgin asshole, she knew what her nephew had in mind – and it scared the hell out of her.
The big-titted brunette had fucked and sucked countless cocks in her lifetime. But getting ass-fucked was something that she had done only a few times, and only with men who didn't have cocks nearly the size of Carl's enormous prick. His cock was too big for her tiny asshole; Patti was absolutely certain of that. The enormous column of cock-meat just wouldn't fit into her ass without tearing her apart.
"Ummmmm!" was the choked moan as she felt the cockhead jabbing harder against her tender asshole. Her beautiful, big, blue-green eyes were open wide, filled with the primal horror that she felt.
Carl was too turned-on to stop. Even if he hadn't had his hand over Patti's mouth to silence her, her words of protest and pain wouldn't have stopped or slowed him. His awesome, bone-hard prick needed to be buried full-length in her body, and he had chosen her ass to sink it into. As horny as he was, there was no turning back, no possible way to change his plans.
"Ug!" Carl grunted, putting more force behind his cock. With a savage thrust he impaled his aunt on his prick, sinking the enormous pricktip and an inch or two of the shaft up her ass.
Patti's eyes fluttered as pain ripped through her abused body. She was positively certain that her nephew's big cock had torn her ass apart. Actually, the cock wasn't doing any real damage to the big-titted woman, but that didn't stop her pain-induced visions of horror from taking control of her senses.
Clawing at Carl's hand, Patti dug her fingernails into his flesh. The deeper and harder she clawed at his hand, the more he pulled her head back until she was bent slightly backward.
Spreading his feet wide, Carl had his cheek against Patti's. His cock was five inches deep into her asshole. Bending his knees slightly, then straightening them as he pulled Patti's upper body backward, he lifted her off the floor. The firm, round cheeks of her ass parted more and she slid down his cockpole until every throbbing inch of his cock was up her ass.
Patti hissed as the wind gushed from her lungs, whistling through her nostrils. She quit clawing at Carl's hand. The pain, which was immediately so intense that every nerve-ending was frazzled, became a dull throbbing in her ass. Her toes pointed downward, one shoe falling off as she was suspended in midair, held up by Carl's cock and the hand, that remained clamped over her mouth.
Once he was completely buried in the humid, tight fuck-hole of his aunt's ass, Carl held her steady, keeping her off the floor as he enjoyed the firm contractions of her ass on his cock. He bounced slightly, rocking on his heels, and his cock went even deeper.
"Tight," he groaned in Patti's ear, bending his knees. When his cock pulled out a couple inches, he leaped again, plowing his prickpole into her ass, pushing the dizzy woman off the floor.
Patti's mammoth tits jiggled and swayed on her chest, the hard nipples poking out from large areolas. She held onto Carl's wrist passively, her other hand dropping to her side.
When Carl let her down and unplugged several inches of his cock from her asshole, she had just enough strength to hold herself up. Then, almost as soon as she felt the dull relief of having the cock withdrawing from her abused ass, the long, broad prick came charging into her again. She felt Carl's hips smack against her asscheek and her feet once again come off the floor.
"Ug! Ug! Ug!" Carl grunted as he reamed his aunt's asshole deeper than it had ever been reamed before. His hot breath hissed over her ear, seemingly burning her flesh. The awesome, ass-stretching prick of muscle between his legs stabbed relentlessly into her time and time again.
The pain was gone now, replaced by a feeling of having something long and hard shoving into her body. She felt totally filled with cockmeat, more filled than she had ever been before. The dizzying pain had subsided and was replaced by a semi-conscious knowledge of being ass-fucked. Patti knew that tomorrow she'd be sore. But now she would take the cock up her ass until Carl shot his nuts off because she had no real choice in the matter.
From what seemed like miles away, Patti heard Bruce and Abel laughing about something that was on the television. She was dangling on Carl's cock, suspended there, her arms flopping at her sides, her feet several inches off the floor. Carl's left arm was around her waist, holding her tight to him as he rocked on his heels, working his cock around inside her asshole.
Carl's heavy balls swung between his taut thighs, then pulled up tight to his body. There was a nerve-tingling moment that Carl thought would never end, then the cum started screaming through his long cock tube. The creamy jism gushed into Patti's ass, inundating her asshole completely. The asshole, already overfilled with his prick, couldn't hold anything else. The cum trickled down the insides of her thighs, mingling with her blue silk stockings.
Patti was only vaguely aware that Carl's cock was spewing out the fuck-cream that, under almost any other circumstances, she would have been deliriously happy to have. All Patti felt was relief at knowing the impassioned ass-fuck would soon be over.
When Carl withdrew his cock from her ass, he rubbed the spermy knob along the crack of her asscheeks, wiping off what blobs of jism stuck to his flesh. Once that was accomplished, he gingerly tucked his cock back into his pants and zipped up.
When Patti collected her senses, Carl was in the living room with his brothers, watching television. She buttoned up her blouse, leaving enough buttons unfastened to show off the milky mounds of her tits almost to the areolas. Stepping back into her shoes, she grimaced as her asshole began to throb.
"I'll be there in a minute, boys," she called out, making sure that none of them stepped into the kitchen.
After she slipped her skirt back on, Patti went into the living room and sat with the boys until it was time for bed. She hoped that none of them intended on fucking her that night. She just couldn't take any more cocks into her body. The three young men with their mouth stretching, mind-blowing nine-inch cocks had fucked Patti into complete exhaustion.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Patti was exceedingly angry with herself. There was a certain, almost delicious throbbing in her asshole that always reminded her of the brutal way Carl had fucked her. That didn't bother Patti though. She knew that the next time she had a big, powerful cock ramming up her ass it would feel nothing less than heavenly. In fact, she was looking forward to putting some oil on her puckered asshole and asking one of the boys to ram his meat in to the hilt.
What made Patti so angry was that she had gained a pound from the huge spaghetti dinner that she made and then devoured. Always one to have to watch her weight, Patti carded a few extra pounds, but did them in a sexy way. However, the balance was a tenuous one, one that needed to be constantly maintained and monitored.
The following day Patti stayed away from the boys and didn't eat anything. Whenever she dieted, her horniness grew twofold. It was Patti's philosophy that if she couldn't eat, the least she could do was chew on some delicious cock-meat.
Somehow Patti never quite managed to get alone with any of the three boys. All of them wanted to be with her, never letting her out of their sight. In consequence, none of them had the chance to fuck her, eat her pussy, or have her deliver one of the special Patricia Fox Supreme Deep-throat Blowjobs.
The next morning Patti awoke with two intense needs – hunger and horniness. She kicked her feet over the edge of the couch and stretched her arms over her head. Her mountainous tits wiggled tautly, the darkened areolas pointed with throbbing erect nipples that tingled and itched for attention.
Walking into the bedroom, Patti decided to be casual for the day. She pulled from her drawers a pair of cut-off jeans that showed off all of her legs and nearly all her ass, and a tank top that was a size or two too small.
Patti was almost sad that none of the boys awoke when she went into the bedroom. She would have, without a moment's hesitation, knelt at the edge of the bed and sucked one of them off. The big-titted brunette was so hot for cock-meat she probably would have fucked and sucked all three of them at once, dropping the pretense of being the sweet young aunt and letting the boys know that none, of them had exclusive rights to the pleasures her body could and would provide.
But it didn't work out that way, so as Patti made her morning coffee she embroidered "July 3" on her panties and then got dressed. The tank top seemed to mold perfectly to the enormous swells of her creamy tits, stretching tight around the mounds. The material, being stretched as it was, did not completely hide her areolas. If one looked closely, the dark areolas were plainly visible. The nipples, in Patti's aroused, excited state, were constantly poking out, making sharp dents in the shirt.
As Patti prepared breakfast for the boys, she thought about Bruce. He seemed to be the innocent one, the one who had the least experience in fucking. When Bruce had sucked on Patti's tits and jerked off, Patti had felt almost maternal. She decided then that he would be the one to fuck her, or at least get his rocks off with her help.
"Maybe I should keep playing the game," Patti said aloud, thinking of the role she had played – the one of the woman hoping the boy get through difficult times while not really enjoying the sexual aspects of the task.
"What was that?" Bruce asked, stepping out of tile bedroom.
Patti wheeled around, her eyes wide with shock. The movement caused her tits to jiggle and slosh on her chest.
"Oh! You frightened me!" Patti said. "I didn't know you were up."
"I'm sorry, Aunt Patricia. I didn't mean to. I thought you were saying something to me." Bruce went to Patti and kissed her lightly on the cheek. He did not resist the temptation to accidentally rub his body against her tits. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra, and his prick was paying attention, becoming hard inside his trousers and underwear. "Mmmmm! Breakfast smells delicious… and so do you."
Patti was too horny to be patient. She took Bruce's large hand in hers and looked tenderly into his eyes.
"Are you all right, Bruce? Is everything okay with you?"
"Sure! Everything's just fine."
"I mean… is all of you calm and satisfied? Is there anything I can help you with?"
Bruce now understood what his lovely Aunt Patricia was hinting at. He immediately blushed crimson, balling his hands into tight fists at his sides. He figured his aunt had let him suck on her tits only because she felt guilty about giving him the hard-on. Not for a second did he believe that she would assist him in getting his rocks because she wanted to. Or because she was horny.
He cast his eyes down to her swollen nipples the areolas showed through the straining shirt. It hugged her curvaceous body like a second skin, showing off everything she had to offer. Looking directly at her tits, Bruce's cock grew to enormous proportions, bulging out the front of his pants. He cursed himself for getting a hard-on, but also realized that there was really nothing he could do to stop his maddening, continually horny urges.
"I'm sorry, Aunt Patricia," Bruce said, unable to look into his aunt's beautiful blue green eyes. "I don't know what's wrong with me. I look at you and… it comes up."
"It's not your fault," Patti said tenderly. Her mouth watered as she gazed lovingly at the huge tent at Bruce's crotch. That cock, she knew, was going to do something wonderful to her body soon. "It's mine. It's the way I dress. It's because you're a young man, a virile young man who has strong needs. I understand completely… and I'll help you. Don't you worry, my precious darling, I'll help you."
Patti was just about to drop to her knees and suck Bruce off right there in the kitchen when she heard a sound coming from the bedroom. She quickly turned to the stove and resumed cooking as Bruce darted into the living room. A moment later Carl, looking very sleepy, walked out.
By noon Patti was so horny the pussyjuice was making her panties cling to the lips of her cunt. She was certain that if she got any hotter, the slick oil that seeped from her pussy would stain her cut-offs and make it all too obvious to her nephews that she was horny for their cocks.
When the mail came, things looked even worse for Patti. There was a letter from her niece, explaining that she would arrive July 4 via car to pick up her three older brothers and take them home.
Upon reading the letter, Patti's heart sank. She had forgotten that the boys were scheduled to leave July 5. The wanton brunette with the enormous tits had just two days left with them – and on one of the days she'd have to contend with their sister, who would undoubtedly make it more difficult for her to get fucked and eaten secretly.
Desperate now, Patti instructed Carl and Abel to clean up the bedroom – which was a mess – while she and Bruce went to the store to pick up some extra groceries and other essentials.
"I want this place clean when your sister arrives," Patti told them. "Your mother has always criticized me for being messy, and the last thing I need is for your sister to bring you back home and tell her that I'm a slob!"
Bruce sat on the passenger's side in the Corvette, admiring his aunt's legs as she fired up the engine and sped out of the driveway.
Zooming through the suburban streets, Patti shifted gears deftly, moving well over the speed limit. She headed for the freeway, needing some private place to take Bruce where they could service his rampaging hard-on in style and comfort.
"You can touch me if you need to," Patti said, not looking at her nephew. "I'll understand. I think it would be wrong if I did anything to you, but I don't think there's anything wrong with you touching me. There have got to be certain ground rules for proper conduct that must be followed."
"I agree," Bruce said, lying. What he really wanted to do was shove his big prick so deep in his aunt's cunt that she couldn't see straight. But since she had already stated he could do what he liked with her body without actually fucking her, he'd be content with that.
Twisting sideways on the seat, Bruce rubbed his prick through his pants. It had remained in a half-hard state since he first saw his aunt that morning, and now it was raging like a stallions cock. With his right hand he reached out and cupped one lush, firm, full tit. His fingers pressed into the pliable, resilient titflesh, feeling the warmth and energy of Patti's wanton body. The nipple, even through the tank top, dug into his palm and excited him.
Patti flinched as the bolts of pleasure, like searing pokers, burned through her body, exploding in the fiery recesses of her juicy cunt. She kept looking straight ahead, pretending to be totally disinterested in what Bruce was doing to her.
Actually, she was fighting with herself to keep from fucking the young boy. Patti didn't know exactly why she wouldn't let herself fuck Bruce, but she knew that she mustn't. For some reason she wanted to have at least one of the three boys think that she was something other than a cocksucking nymphomaniac.
"Do whatever you have to do, Bruce," Patti said as his hand roamed freely from one swollen, lust-inflamed tit to the other. "I fully understand the almost continual need for gratification with boys your age. There's nothing wrong with facing a problem and dealing with it in whatever means necessary."
Patti couldn't say any more, and she didn't have to. Bruce was rubbing both of her nipples until she could hardly sit still in the Corvette. As she drove, she searched her mind for a secluded place to take her nephew. The thought of watching him jerk off sent a shiver of anticipation zipping through her passion hungry body though were plenty of cars nearby as they drove down the highway, Bruce didn't pay them any attention. The only thing that concerned him was his pulsating cock and his aunt's luscious body. He pushed his pants down to his knees, not caring whether anyone in the passing cars could see his prick or not, and started stroking his cockpole as he caressed Patti's gigantic tits. He rolled the hardened nipples between his thumbs and fingers, noticing that the buds of tingling flesh became longer and harder under his gentle caresses.
Patti got off the freeway, heading for a small park she knew of. There were many trails through the center where she would be able to keep herself and her horny nephew hidden. He'd be able to shoot his nuts fuck cream off in comfort there, outdoors, just like the first time when he sucked on her tits and jerked off at the side of her house.
Pulling Patti's tanktop out of her shorts, Bruce shoved his hand under the clinging garment and squeezed her naked tit. His prick leaped in his hand, stretching out even further, the cockhead so huge and now it looked ready to explode at any second.
"You've got such magnificent tits," Bruce whispered, as much to himself as to his aunt. "They're perfect, absolutely perfect."
Patti pretended to ignore Bruce's hand and his words. But deep inside her body, the cuntal juices were flowing, making her pussy hotter than it had been. His hand on her tit, the fingers digging in deeply and rolling her nipple, was driving her crazy with cock hunger.
"You'd better pull your… get yourself presentable," Patti said, approaching the parking lot for the park. "We've got a walk to take, and then we can handle your problem."
Bruce hitched up his pants again, having difficulty getting his nine-inch cock to bend downward, stretching down the leg of his pants. He had himself at least partially presentable by the time Patti pulled the Corvette into a parking place and shut off the engine. Anyone looking at him would immediately see that he had a hard-on, but there was no way to disguise that.
After tucking her tank top back into the skin-tight cut-offs, Patti got out of the car. Her scissoring thighs caused the denim material to rub against her cunt, creating more list tingles to crackle through her veins and excite her already glowing clit.
"Follow me," Patti said.
There weren't many people in the park, Patti figured, because there weren't many cars. So she thought it would be no trouble to find an out-of-the-way place to take off her clothes. She chose a winding, narrow trail through the trees and moved quickly. Her long, thin heels sank into, the soft earth as she walked.
Following his aunt, Bruce stared hungrily at her full asscheeks as they swished back and forth inside her shorts. He could see the line of her bikini panties and his cock jumped in his shorts, straining to be freed.
Patti went deep into the park, then got off the trail and made her way slowly through the thick woods. When she was finally satisfied that nobody from the trail could spot her, she turned around and waited for Bruce to catch up. She was at least as horny – if not more so – than he was.
The area Patti had chosen was only about ten feet square where, for some reason, no trees had grown. On the ground was a plush blanket of grass which she decided would be comfortable enough to kneel or even lay in.
"Okay, now I know what you're going through and that you have to have an orgasm quickly, so these are the ground rules that I'm setting. If you violate them, we're going back to the car immediately and you can worry about your problem yourself," Patti said, trembling all over she was so horny. When Bruce nodded his head, she continued. "The way I see it, if you don't put your… er… thing in me, that's not incest. It's only incest if you put it in me. I'll do whatever you say, but I'm going to be passive. I'm only here because I feel somehow guilty for your perpetual erection."
"Okay, I'll do whatever you say."
Patti raised one eyebrow and shook her head slowly, causing her glimmering, ebony hair to flow over her shoulders.
"And I'll do whatever you say."
Patti tried to keep from smiling as she watched her nephew undressing. She remained – at least outwardly – calm and collected, standing with her feet slightly parted, hands at her sides.
Once he was completely naked, Bruce moved closer to his luscious aunt. His hands were trembling as he put them on her slender shoulders and gazed down into her lovely eyes. His cock was nearly touching her stomach.
"This is a wonderful thing for you to do," he said, wondering if the words had come out right.
Slowly, like he was unwrapping a Christmas present, Bruce pulled Patti's shirt over her head. Her voluminous tits jiggled and swayed, the nipples distended, once the twin mounds of milky tit-flesh were freed. A groan of absolute pleasure came from deep in Bruce's chest as he gawked once more at her succulent tits.
"C-can I take off your pants, too?" Bruce asked, taking a step back to get a better look at his aunt.
"You can do with me whatever you want," Patti replied without looking at him.
Bruce dropped to his knees in the grass in front of Patti. For a moment he stared at her navel, then looked up her body. The tits hung just above his face and, through the valley of her tits he saw Patti's face. She was looking straight ahead, apparently oblivious to everything he was doing.
With trembling hands Bruce unsnapped Patti's jeans and pulled them by the full, sweeping curves of her hips. When he had them down to her ankles, he took off her shoes, then helped her step out of the shorts. Next he slipped his fingertips inside the elastic band of her panties. He paused a moment, seeing the dark stain in the black silk where her pussyjuice had been blotted by the cloth.
"You're so beautiful," Bruce purred as he pulled her panties down and caught his first look at his aunt's black, curly, triangular bush. It surprised him that she had "July 3" embroidered on her panties and he thought of asking her why, but decided against it for fear of breaking the sensual mood.
As Patti stepped out of her panties, she let her head roll back on her shoulders. The sun was bright and warm on her face, and over her itching nipples. She could feel a cool breeze working against the moist, inflamed lips of her pussy. It was nothing less than thrilling to be Bruce's sex toy, to do whatever he asked without actually taking his cock inside her body. Though she didn't know exactly what her nephew had in mind, she knew it would be exciting.
Bruce stood, his cockhead rubbing against Patti's dimpled stomach. He bent down, wanting to kiss her on the lips, but she turned her face away. Undaunted, Bruce pleased himself by kissing the arch of her neck, his tongue flicking out to taste the sweetness of her warm, smooth, perfumed flesh.
Kneading one ripe, oversized tit, Bruce pushed the fingers of his other hand through Patti's black, wavy hair. He smelled her perfume and nibbled on her earlobe, rubbing the hair against his face. Her silken hair was a soft, gentle caress that made him shiver all over.
Reaching to the juncture of Patti's full, warm thighs, Bruce brought his palm to her hungry muff. Instantly he felt the pussyjuice making his hand wet, and he knew that even though she appeared to be cold as a statue, she was seething with lusty desire inside.
She's only doing this because I'm her nephew and I've got a hard-on, Bruce told himself. He was amazed that Patti, who obviously didn't want to fuck him, would go to such great lengths to please him. Sighing, his lips searching and finding a nipple, Bruce sucked as much of her creamy tit-flesh into his mouth as he could.
"Mmmmmmm!" he moaned, his tongue sliding over the heated nipple. When his middle finger grazed over Patti's clit, her entire body tightened. Her legs quivered, the thighs flexed, the sides of her asscheeks hollowed.
Patti felt Bruce's finger begin to push into her cunt. She wanted to have him finger-fuck her, but that wasn't what she had originally agreed to. Almost sadly she whispered, "Bruce, not inside, remember?"
Taking his hand away from her pussy, Bruce straightened his arm again, putting it around Patti's neck. He held her close and tight, enjoying the way his cock was squeezed between their bodies. The firmness of her tits as they flattened against the lower part of his chest delighted the teenager and made his cock even harder.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Bruce sighed, working his hips in a circular motion.
Patti shivered in his arms. Her nipples were sizzling, digging into the muscular flesh of Bruce's stomach. His long, thick, hard cock was rubbed against her stomach, sending its heat throughout her body. She started to suck his cockpole until the rich streams of jism gushed mightily in her mouth, but once again she forced herself into continuing to play the role of the dutiful aunt who was only there because she felt guilty for the poor teenager's raging hard-on.
When Bruce released Patti, he moved behind her and started rubbing the spongy pricktip along the crack of her ass. He felt her asscheeks tighten around his cockhead, squeezing the huge bulb of prickmeat.
When Patti felt the pricktip pressing against her asshole, a shiver of fear ripped through her hungry body. Her ass was still tender from the brutal way Carl had fucked her. But still, the thought of taking Bruce's cock up her ass wasn't without appeal. In fact, Patti was thinking about how full she had felt when Carl had forcefully rammed his mighty cock full-length into her ass. She was certain that the next time she spread her asscheeks for a man's cock, she'd enjoy it even more.
Reaching around her body, Bruce cupped the twin tits and mauled them in his powerful hands as he pumped his hips, running his cock along Patti's luscious asscheeks. His balls were getting hotter by the second, the jism simmering in them, preparing to spew out in gooey, creamy jets.
Remaining behind his aunt, Bruce put his hands on Patti's shoulders and pushed down. At first the luscious brunette didn't know what he hinted at. Then, her mouth salivating, she dropped to her knees in the thick grass.
Patti sat on her heels, waiting anxiously for Bruce to do whatever it was he intended on doing. She put her hands on her thighs, the long, tapered fingernails gouging slightly into her pale flesh. This was a sweet torture for her. To have a hard cock so close and handy, yet being unable to fondle it, was both better and worse than anything she had ever experienced.
Bruce took a handful of his aunt's ebony hair and wrapped the wavy strands around the shaft of his cock. He stroked his cock, the silken strands providing a strange and exciting new feeling to shake his muscular young body.
Patti sighed softly as Bruce used her hair to jerk on his cock. Occasionally the pricktip would rub against the side of her face and she could feel its head. Her breathing quickened, the huge, hard-nippled tits rising and falling faster and faster on her chest.
When he began pushing the spongy crown of his cock against her shoulders, Patti closed her eyes, concentrating only on that part of Bruce that was touching her wanton, needy body. The pussyjuice was nearly streaming out of her now, and as she knelt, a few spears of grass were touching the inflamed cuntlips.
Standing directly in front of his aunt, Bruce's pricktip wagged in her face. Patti stared hungrily at the cock, the reddish colored knob, the skin stretching tightly around the swollen inner core of meat. From the tiny eye of the cock, a glistening, opaque drop of pre-cum oozed out, catching the sun. Patti had to fight with herself to keep from licking off the pungent fuck-cream.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Patti sighed whoa Bruce brought his cock to her mouth and smeared the pre-cum onto her full, quivering lips like lipstick.
It was absolute ecstasy and sheer agony, all rolled into one. Bruce began rubbing his cockhead against Patti's face, and she had all she could do to keep from, opening, her lush lips and sucking the cock right down her throat. To feel Bruce's nine-inch cock stretching her throat would be nothing less than glorious.
Bruce stroked the shaft of his meat pole. He pressed the cockhead against Patti's beautiful face. He rubbed the pricktip against her eyelids and over her cheeks. A trail of gooey pre-cum glistened from one cheekbone and over the bridge of her nose to the opposite cheekbone. As ho pushed his throbbing cockhead against her face, Bruce's knees knocked against her firm, free tits, sending them swaying slightly.
"Is this okay to do?" Bruce asked, his hand twisting in a circular motion around the veined shaft of his prick as he pushed the spongy bullet-shaped tip against Patti's eyebrow.
Tilting her face back, Patti looked up at Bruce. Her eyes now glassy, limpid pools of passion.
"Yes," she whispered, her voice hoarse. "Yes, this is okay to do. You can do anything you want to with me. Anything at all. I'm yours, Bruce. Yours to do with what you like."
She could smell the musky aroma of her nephew's cock-meat. The scent made Patti all that much more hungry for the taste of his cock, and she stabbed her fingernails deeper into the tingling flesh of her thighs. Control, she kept thinking, I've got to keep control!
Holding his feverish prickpole by the base, Bruce stroked the shaft, as he pressed the cockhead against his aunt's smooth, slightly hollowed cheek. When he slapped her cheek with his cockhead, tingles rushed all through his body.
"Is it okay to do this?" Bruce asked, striking Patti's cheek with his cockhead again.
"Yes, my precious darling," Patti purred as Bruce pressed the tip of his cock against her lips. All she would need to do was flick out her tongue to taste the huge, rigid, hot pole of manly muscle. "Beat me with your cock if you want, I won't stop you. You can do anything you want, anything at all. My body is yours to do with what you like."
Bruce groaned deep in his chest and assailed Patti's face. Each time his cockhead struck her cheek, the smacking sound he heard sent tingles rushing up his spine. He pummeled her face, smacking one cheek and then the other.
A thousand furious emotions were bouncing around inside Patti's head. She whimpered with need, mewling like a cat in heat, needing a stud to satisfy her hunger.
Lacing his fingers together behind Patti's head, Bruce shoved his prick against her face. His cock was pointed upward, the hairy nut sac against her chin. He pumped his hips, rubbing the underside of his meatpole against her face. Bruce's big, throbbing prick pressed against the side of her nose, the cock warming Patti's face from her chin to her forehead.
Inhaling deeply, Patti smelled Bruce's balls. It was so strange to have him rubbing his cock against her face, so different and exciting. She squirmed in the grass, wanting to shove a finger into her cunt. She thought that maybe Bruce wouldn't think she was as lusty as she appeared to be if she didn't finger-fuck herself.
"Lay in the grass," Bruce hissed, his cock dancing from his waist. The cockhead was almost purple now and his balls were close to his body, nearly ready to gush out their salty wad of fuck-cream.
Patti sat down, then stretched out in the grass, folding her hands, one over the other, on her thick cuntbush. Her biceps pressed against the sides of her tits, pushing the huge globes of flesh together.
"You're so beautiful," Bruce said, looking down at his aunt.
On her back, her mountainous tits separated slightly and became even more full and round.
Her ebony hair spilled out around her head. Her blue-green eyes shone brightly, reflecting the sun's brilliance.
As the boy stood, his rock-hard cock jutting out of a meaty fist, he was surprised at the incredible perfection of Patti's body. As she lay on her back, he could see the slight gap between her front teeth. An almost imperceptible space that added to her beauty by making her somehow, in some indefinable way, less than absolutely perfect the slight outline of her ribs. Her sunken stomach and dimpled navel. The generous, dark-brown areolas and the nubby buds that had given him such pleasure to suck on. The thin, dark eyebrows and the richness of a red mouth. The thick patch of curly black hair that was just as large – but no larger – than necessary to cover the lust-swollen cuntlips.
His hand moved slowly, running full-length along his huge, meaty cock. Bruce stepped away from his beloved aunt, now looking at her from the side. He noticed that her tits doubled the thickness of her body. The distance from her back to the front portion of I her ribs was exactly the same as from her ribs to her nipples. Extraordinary tits! The best, most mouth-watering tits in the entire world. And they were his to enjoy, his to kiss and caress and fuck. Fuck her tits? thought Bruce.
Fuck!
Patti did not know what had happened, or why Bruce had suddenly stopped groping her hot body. The sun was warming her and she wanted to feel the velvet-like smoothness of his cockhead rubbing against her cheeks and lips. Her fingers moved of their own will, pressing harder against the dewy cuntlips, sending electric current through her veins.
Licking her lips, Patti looked at Bruce through slitted eyes. She wanted his cock pounding her again, slapping against her face lewdly. She wanted to watch his jism flying out of the angry-looking cockhead. The taste, feel and smell of his cum would delight her. Patti suspected that she would probably cum without even touching her cunt if he just would jerk off on her.
"Is it okay if I put my…" Bruce's voice trailed off as he searched for the right word. "Is it okay if I put my cock between your breasts?"
Patti put her small hands on the huge globes of tit-flesh. Her hands couldn't come close to holding all of the succulent, tender mounds. With her palms on the upper surface of her tits, she pushed down and together, forming a tight valley for her nephew's cock.
"Of course, my precious. Anything you want. Anything at all."
Bruce was shaking as he put one foot over Patti's prone body. He paused a moment to look past his cock to her face. Slowly, his eyes locked onto hers, Bruce lowered his body. Patti separated her tits briefly. Then, when his cock was flat against her body, she pushed the tits together again, trapping his huge cockpole.
"I've never done this before," Patti said, not telling the entire truth. Men had shoved their cocks between her tits before, but nobody had done it until they climaxed. Her tits had always been her main feature, and pow she was using them to her fullest advantage.
"Then I'll be the first."
Bruce was surprised at his own voice. It sounded strong, confident. He leaned forward, his hands pressing into the grass above Patti's head. Putting his feet out and spreading them, Bruce began tossing his hips to and fro, sliding his huge prick in and out of the milky cleavage of his aunt's tits.
"Yesssss! Yes, my precious darling," Patti purred, pressing her tits tighter around the jack-hammering thrusts of cock-meat.
Each time Bruce teamed his prick full-length through the cleavage, his cockhead struck Patti's chin. She purred, enjoying getting titty fucked, staring with absolute fascination at the mushroomed cockhead whenever it appeared through the juncture of her tits.
"Ug! Ug! Ug! Owwwwww!" Bruce groaned as his hips lurched.
Patti released her ills and worked her hands under Bruce's thighs. She simply had to fingerfuck herself. The sight smell and feel of her nephew's cock reaming her tits was too exciting for her to ignore her wanton, fiery cunt.
Bruce grabbed the twin moons of pale, feminine tit-flesh and pushed them together, trapping his cock once more. As he titty fucked Patti, his balls rubbed against her body.
"I'm going to cum," he sighed, gritting his teeth, fighting to keep the jism in his balls for as long as possible. Pleasure this intense must be enjoyed for hours on end.
Patti heard Bruce's words, but they sounded far away. She slipped two fingers into her wet cunt and began finger-fucking herself furiously, stabbing her fingers deep into her pussy, enticing her clit to become overheated.
"Ieeeaaahhhhh!" Bruce howled as the jism rose in his nuts. He punched his cockpole through Patti's tits as the first long stream of jism erupted from his nuts. His cockhead was just above her chin when the cum shot out.
"Oh!" Patti chirped when she saw the white, thick, sticky cum shoot from his pricktip.
The cum shot through the air, making a slick white line from Patti's ebony hair, down her forehead, following the bridge of her nose and finally trailing over her lips and chin. The cock disappeared between the huge tits and when it reappeared, Patti turned her face up, exposing her neck. A bullet of cum splattered against the underside of her chin and pooled up in the hollow of her neck. Again the cock disappeared between her lush tits, and again it shot out cum when it slid full-length through her pillow-like cleavage.
Bruce released his aunt's enormous tits and began jerking on his spewing, red-hot prick. He pounded the cock, partially sitting on her stomach. The long streams of jism exploded from his cockhead, some landing on Patti's face, more cum falling on her trembling tits.
Patti groaned as her pussyjuice streamed out of her cunt. She had a difficult time with reaming her pussy because Bruce had his weight on her, but she was so excited that he couldn't have held her down and prevented her from rubbing her clit until she came even if he had wanted to.
The milky gobs of cum stuck to Patti's face, trickling down her cheeks. It matted with her hair, stark white against the jet-black strands. Bruce leaned over her face, shaking a last drop from the tip of his cock's crown. The jism landed on her lip and he was surprised to watch her lustily lick it off, then run her tongue around her lips in hopes of swallowing more of his spunk.
"Wonderful," Patti purred, a weak, satisfied smile spreading across her cum splattered face. "My precious darling, you were absolutely wonderful. I can't remember the last time I had a cum shower."
Bruce got unsteadily to his face, surprised at his aunt's coarse language. He thought, if she'll lick my cum off her lips, why won't she take it straight from the source – my cock?



CHAPTER EIGHT


Kim wasn't much like her brothers. She was quiet, tender, naive, polite to a fault and respectful of her elders to a point that had, on occasion, made Patti feel uncomfortable. Also, she did not look much like the others. Kim, a year younger than her triplet brothers, had straight blonde hair that came down to her waist, ripe. Pleasantly sized tits that she carefully kept hidden with baggy sweaters, a narrow waist and hips that had yet to swell out in a womanly fashion.
When she arrived at her Aunt Patricia's house that afternoon, Kim's first thought was envy. By comparison, her body was sadly lacking. Aunt Patricia's tits were monumental mounds of feminine flesh that stretched and strained the sheer blouse. And though her Aunt Patricia carried a few extra pounds, her waist was small and her hips full and curved, like a woman's hips should be.
"You boys get all your things out of the bedroom," Patti said happily, picking up Kim's small overnight bag. "Your sister's only going to stay one night and she's going to do it in comfort. Besides, it's time I slept in my own bed again." Then, to Kim, Patti said, "You don't mind if we have to share a bed for the night, do you, sweetheart? I'm sure you'll find there's plenty of room for both of us."
"No, Aunt Patricia," Kim replied quietly. "I don't mind. Anything's fine."
Patti was a little tipsy when they returned from the fireworks display. It was July Fourth and she had taken Kim, Abel, Bruce and Carl I to watch the fireworks in the park camp grounds.
Beer was sold at a stand, and Patti had bought plenty of beers for herself. She even bought a couple of beers for the boys and for Kim, who only sipped hers slowly.
On the way home Patti had stopped to buy a case of beer. She was giddy and being with the three boys without being able to touch them had, instead of making her frustrated, made her feel impish. More than once during the evening's spectacular fireworks display Patti had looked at Kim's profile.
The girl was young, but she had a fine body with ripe, promising curves. Her tits were certainly large enough for a woman's body, but Patti knew they would get larger. Just as the boys all had big cocks, the women in the family all had big tits. Kim's honey-blonde hair often caught the light from the multicolored explosions, and Patti wondered what it would be like to use that hair to caress her own nipples with.
"Well, should we play cards, or something?" Patti asked as Abel busied himself with putting the beer in the refrigerator. "I think I've got some playing chips and cards in the closet."
"Yeah, that'd be fun. We could play poker!" Carl said quickly.
An inexperienced drinker, the few beers he had drank had given him a pleasant glow and released what few inhibitions he had left. Since his sister had arrived, he had thought about shoving his big cock up her asshole.
Abel swept the last of the chips off the center of the kitchen table into his scattered pile. He now was in possession of all the chips.
"Well, what should we play for now?" he asked triumphantly, savoring the victory. "Clothes? Maybe a little strip poker?"
"Oh, for goodness sake, Abel!" Kim scolded. "You shouldn't talk that way in front of Aunt Patricia! She'd never go for something like that!"
"Who says?" Patti chirped in, swallowing the last of her beer, "What's wrong with that? Since we're all family here, I really don't see anything wrong with it."
Kim was surprised at her aunt. She never for a moment thought that Aunt Patricia would agree to playing strip poker. The teenaged virgin looked at her aunt, her eyes involuntarily moving down to take in the giant, swollen tits. She noticed that Patti's nipples were poking proudly through her blouse.
The beers were working on her, and Patti kept thinking about Kim's luscious, young, lithe body. Over the years Patti had made it with a few women, but she had never initiated the action. And mostly it was the other women who ate her pussy. Patti rarely did more than suck on another woman's tits. But tonight was different. She wanted to taste her niece's sweet nipples and bite them softly, feeling her body, squirming with passion.
Crossing her legs at the knee, Patti shuffled the cards and prepared to deal.
"Okay, the rules are these: the loser of a hand – the person with the lowest hand – has to take off one piece of clothing. We'll play five card stud. Oh, yes, and when you lose, someone else takes off your clothes. The person to your right. I'll deal out the cards and we'll sit in order of high to low." Patti was just about to deal the cards when she realized the number of men to women wasn't even. On a whim she added, "We'll also deal a dummy hand. If that hand wins, we all take something off."
After arranging themselves, Patti found herself sitting between Bruce and Abel. Kim was between Abel and Carl. The dummy hand was between Bruce and Carl.
"Are we ready?" Patti asked, dealing out the cards slowly.
Bruce whispered, "I'm ready for anything." Patti smiled, knowing exactly what her nephew was hinting at. She was glad that none of the others could hear what he said.
Bruce had a pair of kings, Kim a pair of sixes. Patti didn't have anything at all, and she hoped she wouldn't pair up on her last card. She had already lost both of her shoes, and the next article of clothing to go would be her blouse. She drew a two and groaned her disapproval, though she was secretly happy about it.
"You lose, Aunt Patricia!" Abel howled happily. He was sitting to her right, and had already taken off her shoes. "What comes off?"
Patti pushed herself away from the table. She was blushing slightly, not so much from embarrassment as from horniness. This was the moment that she had waited for. Once her blouse was off, she'd be able to tell how Kim would react to taking off her own clothes. An orgy, Patti realized, might possibly ensue if everything worked out as she hoped.
"Hang on a sec," she said, walking to the refrigerator. "I need a fresh beer on this one."
When Patti returned, she remained standing. Her breathing had quickened with excitement. Abel was looking at her with rampaging lust in his eyes.
"Your stockings?" Abel asked, also standing. He was barefooted, having lost his shoes and socks.
"Yes."
Abel dropped to his knees and pushed his hands up Patti's skirt. But before his hands got to her garter snap, she stepped backward. "No, I don't want your hands there," Patti said quickly, pretending to be shy. "Maybe you'd better just take off my blouse." Abel's fingers moved quickly and smoothly opening the buttons. He pushed the blouse off Patti's shoulders and she dropped it to the floor.
"If this isn't embarrassing, nothing is," Patti said softly. She sat down and started dealing the cards again, feeling the hungry gaze of the three boys on her tits that squeezed out the tops of her lacy bra cups.
When Patti looked at Kim, she noticed the young blonde was staring just as wantonly at her tits as the bays were. Excitement rippled through her curvaceous body, making her hands tremble slightly as she dealt.
"This is the last of it," Patti said softly as Abel dropped her panties onto the heap of clothes that she had been wearing.
She was completely naked now. The three boys were almost completely undressed, too. Kim was sitting in her bra, but was still wearing her slacks. She had been the luckiest of the card players.
Bruce's cock was throbbing in his underwear. He was afraid to stand because then everyone would see how turned-on he was at seeing his aunt's luscious, womanly body. He cleared his throat and cast a sidelong glance at Kim's tits. They were larger than he had suspected they would be, and he wondered why she never failed to wear clothing that concealed rather than highlighted her beautiful body.
"What are you playing for now?" Carl asked his Aunt Patricia as the cards were slowly played out. "You haven't got any clothes left."
"Dares! She'll have to do our dares if she loses!" Abel said quickly.
His words were slurred a bit from the beer. He had plenty of dares in mind, both for his lovely aunt and his sweet, virginal sister. The things he intended on making them do made his cock hard just thinking about them!
It took four more hands before Patti lost again. She waited impatiently, wanting desperately to lose so she would find out what wild things her nephews had in mind. When she lost, she leaned closer to the table, her huge, creamy tits resting on the table almost in offering to the boys. She was a little drunk, too.
"Well, what do I have to do?" she asked. Abel, the unofficial leader of the three boys, if for no other reason than that he was more forward than Bruce or Carl, reached out and gently rolled Patti's right nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
"I think you should suck on Kim's tits," he said slowly. "That's what I think you should do."
Kim shivered in her chair, sitting in her cotton panties. She heard other girls in school talking about boys and making out and how the boys sometimes sucked on the girl's tits. They always talked about it as though it were something fantastic, but Kim – though she had been out kissing with a boy or two in her lifetime – had never let a boy get that far with her.
"That's okay with me," Patti said, walking over to her niece.
When Kim stood up, Patti instantly dipped her head down and caught one taut nipple between her lips. She didn't want to give the girl time enough to back down or become so frightened that she wouldn't enjoy having her nipples sucked on.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Kim purred, closing her eyes. She pretended in her own mind that her brothers weren't around the soft, sensual feelings coming from her nipple made her squirm and she put her hands on Patti's naked shoulders.
"Mmmmmm!" Patti moaned, swiping at the nipple with her tongue in side-to-side lashes. She opened her mouth wide, sucking more of Kim's pert, delicious young tit-flesh. The nipple was hard against Patti's tongue. "Aunt Patricia, this feels so…" Kim's words trailed off as Patti sucked her other nipple into her mouth.
Though the young blonde was a virgin, it wasn't because she still thought that men and boys were evil, or that sex was wrong. She was a virgin because the boys who had tried to get her to spread her legs or get down on her knees were clumsy and overly forceful. Since the mood had never been right, she had remained a virgin, but often thought about what it would be like to have, a man's cock sliding deep into her hot, tight body.
"So good, sweetheart," Patti said, alternately kissing one nipple, then the other. "Your tits are beautiful. They're not like my big things."
"Aunt Patricia, you've got beautiful breasts. They make me look like a little girl."
Patti brought her head up. Slipping one hand under Kim's long blonde hair at the back of her neck, she brought the girl's face down to her right tit, raising it in offering.
At first she didn't want to. But then, once the lust-inflamed nipple touched her lips, Kim opened her mouth and drew the fiery little joy button into her mouth.
Kim slurped, hungrily mouthing the huge tit. She reached up and cupped her aunt's other tit in her hand, pressing her fingers into the pliable moon of feminine flesh. Kim was amazed that Patti's tits were as firm as they were. She had heard that big-titted women were always flabby, and now she knew otherwise.
Though nobody said a word, everyone knew what was about to happen. The boys stripped out of what remained of their clothes as Patti and Kim walked hand-in-hand to the bed room.
"Me you a virgin?" Patti asked softly, her eyes drinking in Kim's extraordinary beauty. She looked so soft and sincere Patti wanted to hug her and protect her from all harm, while at the same time thirsting for a taste of the teenager's tight cunt.
"Yes I am, Aunt Patricia," was Kim's meek reply.
"That's okay. There's nothing wrong with that. Tonight, here on this bed, you'll lose your virginity and you'll learn all about how great sex is. Your brothers and I will teach you everything you need to know to really enjoy yourself." Patti kissed her niece lightly on the lips. "I promise you, this is going to be an evening that you'll not soon forget. One that you'll remember fondly for the rest of your life."
Though Kim was nervous about what it would be like to get fucked – and since she had never in her craziest dreams thought that losing her virginity would take place with her brothers, she felt better knowing that her protective and most-trusted aunt was there. Crawling onto the bed and sliding to the center, Kim raised her succulent, slender ass a little and allowed Patti to take off her panties.
"Now, you boys don't you do anything unless I say it's okay," Patti said sternly. "We're going to be real tender with your sister and she's not going to get hurt. Is that clear?"
The three boys agreed in unison.
Patti moved to the center of the bed so she was half resting on her niece's body, their tits touching. She looked down into Kim's lovely, frightened blue eyes and smiled.
"Sweetheart, just close your eyes and try to relax. I'll make it wonderful for you."
Kim rested in the crook of Patti's arm. Gently, her hand moving very slowly, she squeezed one ripe, huge tit. The tit-flesh felt warm in her hand, the nipple hard and throbbing.
"I love you, Aunt Patricia," Kim whispered. She closed her eyes and felt Patti's lips touching hers. Opening her mouth, she was surprised when her big-titted aunt thrust her tongue into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Patti moaned, exploring the girl's mouth, tasting her sweet juices. She slithered her tongue against Kim's, waiting for a response. Getting none, Patti slipped her hand between Kim's slightly parted thighs, pressing her palm lightly against the sparsely haired cuntal mound. That got her the reaction she had been looking for. Instantly Kim began squirming in her arms, pressing her fingers deeper into Patti's tit.
It didn't take long for Patti to get Kim completely warmed up and begging for relief. Patti moved lower on Kim's body, kissing the warm flesh on her way down. She tongued the teenager's dimpled navel as her fingertips grazed over the moist virginal pussylips. Her middle finger rubbed lightly over Kim's hard, erect clit, causing her to moan and squirm even more frantically on the massive bed.
"Ohhhhhh! Oh, God! That's feels so good, Aunt Patricia." Kim gasped. She spread her legs naturally, still not knowing what her aunt intended to do.
"Raise your legs and put them on my shoulders," Patti instructed, looking hungrily at her niece's pulsating, moist cunt. "I'm going to eat your pussy, darling."
"People do that?"
"DO as I say," Patti said, sternly but without malice. "I know you're going to enjoy it. I haven't done this very often, but I'm ready to get better at it. Practice makes perfect, right?"
Kim thought it was very strange. Not just that she was being caressed and kissed by another woman, but that anyone would put their mouth to her cunt. But she was too hot to deny her aunt anything, so she put her feet on Patti's shoulders and closed her eyes once again, thinking only about her cunt and how good it felt longer. She arched her back and the pussy juice gushed from her feverish body in slick waves.
"Uhhh! Eeeeaaahhhhh! Eat me! Ohhhhh! Eat my pussy, Aunt Patricia!" she screamed, clawing at her own tits, pulling so hard on the nubs that they actually hurt.
Patti never expected her niece to be so sensitive. Her lips surrounded the small, erect clit when Kim started cumming. Attacking the tight cunthole with her lips and tongue, Patti licked up all the cum as it spewed out. She went positively crazy over the oily, clear feminine fluid, enjoying the crisp, almost sweet flavor. Stabbing her tongue as deep as possible through the hairy cuntlips, Patti scooped up all the cum Kim had to offer, then continued licking, wanting her to cum once more.
"So fast," Patti purred, kissing her niece's pussy. "I never thought you'd cum that fast. You've really given my confidence a hell of a boost. I was afraid I wouldn't be any good at this."
Kim couldn't say anything. The first time she had cum, it was because she had fingerfucked herself. But this time – cumming because her aunt's lips and tongue and driven her to the edge of ecstasy, then pushed her over that edge – was a thousand times better than anything she could do to herself.
"Is it over?" Kim asked as Patti lightly ran the tip of her tongue over the girl's cuntlips.



CHAPTER NINE


"I don't know if I can do this," Kim said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Are you sure it's all right?"
"Have I ever let you down?" Patti asked, nudging the girl's shoulder with her own. "Listen, if you like having your cunt eaten, you'll love giving head. There's nothing that pleases a man more than having a gorgeous girl – I mean young an – giving him a blow-job. They blow their nuts off so hard in your mouth it's incredible!"
Standing before the two kneeling women were Abel, Carl and Bruce. All of them had hard cocks standing out from their bodies, the flesh dry but ready for a hot mouth to wet it.
Patti wrapped her fingers lightly around Abel's cockpole and began stroking the massive prick. She worked the soft skin back and forth over the hard, pulsating core of steelish muscle inside.
"Shouldn't I – I mean, make love first?"
"No. First you've got to get used to cocks so that you're not afraid of them. After that you can take one of these three pricks into your cunt. Once you know what they're like and become confident that they're not going to hurt you, you'll enjoy it much better."
Patti continued to stroke Abel's cock, until she worked a drop of pre-cum to the tip. Smiling, a low, animal-like purr came from her throat.
"Now that's not his cum, but it's kind of like it," Patti instructed. "It's delicious. First you've got to lick the cockhead and make wet, then you can start sucking it. And don't be afraid to experiment. Just make sure that you don't scrape your teeth too hard. Cocks are very sensitive. Just watch me and I'm sure you'll get the hang of it in no time flat."
When Abel moved forward slightly, Patti kissed the spermy tip of his cock. The cum smeared off on her lips and she licked them, savoring the salty flavor. Her pink tongue slithered out from between full, red lips to flick against the bulbous head of Abel's prickrod. She tongued around the pisshole until the entire conical crown was moist with her spit.
"This is kind of teasing it. The men love it because it makes their cock really hard, but you can't do it for too long. If you're going to tease them, you've got to give them the real thing eventually or they'll get bored. Now watch me suck his cock. Try to relax your throat and you'll be able to deep-throat his prick just as well as I do."
Kim was kneeling beside her aunt, watching with total rapture as she taught her how to suck cocks. She twitched on the floor, restless to try sucking cocks herself, but wanting to do it right the first time.
"I'm watching," Kim said softly. "I'll do it just like you do."
After kissing the tip of Abel's cockhead, Patti pushed her face forward, letting the point of his cock split her lips wide. She paused with just the knob in her mouth and let her tongue play on the clefted underside of the cockhead.
"Mmmmmmm!" Patti moaned, turning her eyes toward her niece. She wanted the teenager to know exactly how pleasurable it was to hold a cock in her mouth.
"Goddamn it, Aunt Patricia, you've got the hottest fucking mouth!" Abel groaned, watching the way his cock ovaled the good-looking woman's supple, moist, rosy lips.
Moving her hand back and forth as she swirled it from side to side, Patti stroked the stem of Abel's prick. She fisted the cockpole while lavishing the cockhead with the slick, wet, sensual caresses of her lips and tongue.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, turning her face slightly sideways, stretching her lips out even more.
Removing her hand from the prickshaft, Patti sucked more of Abel's delicious cockpole into her mouth. When the pricktip was at the back of her mouth, she cupped his balls in her palm, squeezing them lightly.
"D-does it taste good?" Kim asked.
When her aunt nodded her head without taking the cock out of her mouth, Kim was positively certain the older and obviously, more experienced woman was telling the truth. Hoping nobody was watching, Kim tickled the lips of her cunt with her middle finger, finding the gash moist and ready for excitement once again.
"Goddamn I'm horny," Bruce hissed, fighting to keep from stroking his prick as he watched Patti sucking on his brother's prick. "I can't stand much more of this."
Patti ignored the words of the people around her. She forgot about everything but the big, strong, lusty column of delicious cockmeat that was stretching her lips and flattening her tongue against the bottom of her mouth.
Patti moaned again, louder than before. It was nearly ten o'clock and she hadn't been fucked yet that day. For hours she had been dreaming about sucking cock, and finally she was able to do it. Hungrily, like the man-eater that she was, Patti swallowed Abel's prick deep into her throat until her red lips were trapped tightly around the base of his cockrod.
"My God! Look at her throat!" Kim exclaimed, amazed that her aunt could fit all nine inches of Abel's cock into her. "You can see it swelling out with his cock! Look at that!"
With the cock completely buried in her throat, Patti shook her shoulders. Her big tits wobbled on her chest, slapping against the boy's knees. Her nipples were itching, sending hot thrills ail through her body – especially to her cunt, which would need at least one prick sluicing through it before she'd be completely satisfied.
Patti pistoned her head and shoulders back and forth quickly. Whenever the tip of Abel's cock slammed against the back of her mouth, her forward momentum stopped momentarily. Then she plunged forward again, taking the dark deep-throat the way she knew the boy liked it. Her ebony hair, once immaculate it placed in a delicate bun at the top of her head was now slightly askew, strands falling down the sides of her face, fucking to and fro with her hurried movement.
The lewd, impassioned, slurping sounds of Patti's luscious blow-job filled the spacious bedroom, adding fuel to the teenagers' burning excitement.
Grabbing the huge tits that wiggled and swayed erotically on her chest, Patti jerked on the nipples and pressed her long fingernails into the tingling orbs. She had an audience for her succulent blow-job, which made her even more cock-crazy than she normally was.
Abel groaned, his balls flopped between his tensed thighs, slapping against Patti's chin as she mouthed his cockpole. He laced his fingers together behind her neck, beginning to pump his hips, fucking her luscious face. His cock felt like it was burning up. Patti's lips were chewing on it while her tongue blazed over everything, caressing and enticing him to shoot out his jism.
Choked moans came from Patti's throat as it got invaded repeatedly by Abel's cock stick. She met his lunges with matching fury, impaling herself on his big cock. Her throat enlarged and contracted with the driving, skewering prick, milking it.
"Fuck! Ahhhhhh! Fuck! Suck meeeeeee!" Abel screamed, his hips tossing frantically moving by their own will to stab the flexing cock down Patti's throat.
With her lips ovaled around the base of Abel's cock, Patti worked her throat frantically to swallow the jism into her stomach. With his cock buried full-length in her throat, if she didn't swallow his cream, she'd surely drown in the goo.
Kim was literally shivering as she knelt beside her deep-throating aunt. There seemed to be cocks everywhere around her. Bruce's cock was hovering near her face and she could smell the musky aroma that came from his prick. The glistening, opaque drop of pre-cum that rolled down the head to the underside of the knob, only to be smoothed around for lubricant by his hand, looked delicious.
"Is it my turn now?" Kim asked, both frightened and excited beyond her wildest dreams.
When Patti pulled her mouth off Abel's cock, she had a dreamy look of satisfaction in her eyes. "Yes," she told her niece. "It's your turn now. Who do you want – Bruce or Carl?"



CHAPTER TEN


Kim tossed her long, straight blonde hair over her shoulders so it would be out of the way. She was squirming, hungry for her first taste of cockmeat. If Aunt Patricia can do it, so can I, she told herself.
"Come on, Sis, take me," Bruce hissed, his tone holding an edge of urgency to it. "I'm almost ready to pop!"
When Kim nodded her head and turned her face to his throbbing, awesome prick, he jabbed it at her. The pointed, resilient cockhead skimmed against her lips, forcefully splitting them apart as it drove into the hot, wet recesses of her virgin mouth.
Kim squealed as her mouth got violated. The pre-cum was a sharp taste on her tongue. The innocence of her face was suddenly shattered by the lip-stretching thickness of her brother's mighty prick.
As soon as Bruce felt his cockhead being engulfed in his sister's hot mouth, he knew that he would cum. The visual stimulation of seeing his beautiful younger sister with a cock – his cock hammering in her mouth was just too much for the teenager!
He lunged at Kim, trying to shove more of his vibrating prickpole into her hot, wet, virginal mouth. As he shoved forward, the conical head of his cock slammed against the back of her mouth, threatening to invade her throat.
Kim choked as her throat constricted, preventing entry of her brother's cruel cock. She tossed herself backward, hitting the side of the bed. Turning her face to the side caused the cock to stretch and pull Kim's lips even more, now totally shattering whatever innate innocence her face held. But, to Kim's great relief, she managed to get Bruce's prickpole out of liar oral cavern.
Since Bruce had already titty-fucked Aunt Patricia and jerked off on her succulent flesh, he wasn't in the least bit hesitant to do it with his sister. The cum was already rising in his nuts, screaming through the throbbing prickshaft.
"Don't!" Kim hissed as her brother pushed the head of his prick against her temple.
"Stop it, Bruce!" Patti said weakly, still too deliriously exhausted from the hot blow-job she had given Abel. She watched with voyeuristic pleasure as the cum started shooting onto Kim's face and in her long blonde hair.
Kim had her arms trapped at her sides by Bruce's thighs as he fisted his spewing cockpole. She felt the sticky, hot spunk splatter against her temple and in her hair. Another thick, rich stream of gooey jism splashed on her cheek, hitting her just under the right eye.
"Don't! Don't!" the frantic blonde teenager hissed as more jism from Bruce's balls unloaded on her face. She felt the splattering eruptions lessen in force and turned her I face to Bruce's, keeping her mouth above his cockhead. "Not too deep!"
Bruce was still jerking on his cock, working the last dregs of fuck-cream out of his balls when his gorgeous sister looked up at him. A jet of spunk spit weakly out of the throbbing I crown of his cockrod, flying just a few inches I to land on her chin. When Kim opened her lips, he raised his body slightly and inserted just the cockhead into her mouth.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Bruce sighed as his balls released what little cream they had left onto Kim's slithering, urging tongue.
Kim was surprised that she enjoyed the feeling of Bruce's cockmeat as it slid deeper into her mouth. Her pink tongue curled around the prick's stem. The pungent, salty taste of Bruce's hot fuck-cream delighted her. For a moment she was frightened that he'd try to ram his prick down her throat, like Abel had done to Aunt Patricia, but Bruce stopped when his cockhead was at the back of her mouth.
"Mmmmmm!" Kim moaned soulfully, her shoulders against the side of the bed, legs kicked out beneath Bruce, spread wide to expose her wet, cock-hungry pussy.
Patti watched as Bruce worked his hips slowly back and forth to push just the apple-sized cockhead and several inches of shaft into his sister's mouth. Kim looked odd and terribly erotic. A face of absolute innocence, splattered with cum. Smooth, almost flawless facial features twisted to accept a huge cock.
"When you're done sucking cock," Patti said, slipping her knees beneath her and sliding closer to Kim so she could get a better look, "I'll take you into the bathroom and clean you up. Then Carl can fuck you." Kim mumbled something indistinct and continued to nurse on the head of Bruce's prick, her lips chewing tenderly as cum trickled down her face.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Kim and Patti came out of the bathroom after several minutes, both of them looking I clean, refreshed and ready for more action. Carl, the only one of the three boys who hadn't gotten his rocks off, still had a huge hard-on jutting from his waist as he sat on the edge of Patti's massive bed. Bruce and Abel were reclining on the bed, their satisfied cocks hanging limp between muscular thighs.
"Now Carl, I want you to be gentle with your sister," Patti said, softly but sternly. "I don't want you acting like Bruce!"
"I'm sorry already!" Bruce said defensively. "I got carried away, that's all."
Kim's long, straight blonde hair was brushed away from her face. Her pert, erect nippled tits jigged with each step she took. She carried herself with obvious determination as she crawled onto the bed, sliding into Carl's arms.
"Come on, Brother, let's get with it," she said, her voice tremulous and sincere.
Reaching down, Kim grabbed Carl's cock and began stroking it. As she did this, he put his hand on her tit, rubbing and caressing the throbbing nipple. Before long Kim's pussy was hot and juicy, ready for his cock.
"You're so hot," Carl whispered into Kim's ear as he slipped a finger into her pussy. He shoved it in until his palm was against her clit and she was pressing as much of her lithe, trembling body against him as possible.
"Take me now, Carl," Kim hissed breathlessly. "No matter what happens or what I say, don't stop. I want your big cock inside me."
Kim rolled onto her back, raising her knees and spreading them, forming a smooth valley for her brother's hips. As Carl got in place above her, she grabbed his prick again and guided the throbbing, apple-sized cockhead to her tight, moist cuntlips.
"I've never had a virgin before," Carl sighed.
He eased his weight down upon his sister, enjoying the way her lush tits flattened against his chest. When he felt the pussyjuice warming his cockhead, a low, animal-like groan came from deep in his chest.
"Push, Carl! Push your cock in me!"
Kim was surprised at herself. Quite suddenly and quite naturally she was talking about cocks and begging to get fucked. Such coarse language would have been – not all that many hours earlier – impossible for her to use. And now she used it because it was the most appropriate thing to say.
Putting more force behind his steelish cockpole, Carl ground the head of his prick against Kim's virginal cuntlips. There was a moment when he thought his enormous cock wouldn't fit into Kim's clutching pussy. Then the cuntlips parted and his cockhead jabbed just a couple inches into her hot, juicy cunt. Putting force behind his iron-hard cock, Carl crammed more of his flexing prick into Kim's pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Kim sighed as she felt the big, hard cock invading her body. She'd never taken anything that big in her body before, and the feeling of being filled with a long piece of cockmeat flooded her senses. "Deeper! Put your cock deeper in my cunt!"
Putting her hands on Carl's firm asscheeks, Kim pulled his ass toward her, forcing his cock to stab more deeply into her cunt. She felt the cockhead striking something inside her body. A moment later that something burst and Carl's cock slipped completely into her cunt. There was a momentary explosion of pain that caused brilliant lights to flash in her head. But then, just as quickly as the pain came, it subsided, being replaced by total, sheer ecstasy.
"Yesssssss!" Kim hissed in Carl's ear, squirming beneath him to get more friction against her sizzling clit. "Now fuck me, Carl! Fuck meeeeee!"
He had been wanting for her to say that. As soon as Kim gave Carl the go-ahead, he started pistoning his hips with lightning speed. His hips jack-hammered, see-sawing his long, throbbing prick in and out of her firm, tight, milking cunt. His cum-filled balls slapped against her upturned asscheeks as she locked her ankles together around him.
Crushing his mouth down on hers, Carl teamed Kim's juicy cunt with all the energy in his body. He pummeled her with long, jerky strokes of his prick. Carl's tongue invaded Kim's luscious, sweet mouth to explore and excite.
Kim moaned, clawing at Carl's asscheeks as he fucked her. She was almost ready to cum, oven though he had slicked his prick into her cunt only a few times. The teenager's clit was so sensitive that she had pumped out her pussy juice almost as soon as Patti's tongue had touched it. With a big cock stretching her cuntlips and rubbing against her clit, she was almost at the brink of ecstasy again.
"Uh! Ohhhhhh! Kim, your cunt's so tight! Goddamn it, I can feel your pussy milking the cum right out of my balls!"
Kim kissed her brother's neck, then sank her teeth into his muscular shoulder. She was so turned-on the emotions going through her were nearly frightening. Suddenly, without warning, all the muscles in her stomach tightened and her cuntal juices began streaming out of her pussy.
"Fuck meeeeeeee!" Kim wailed, her tone high-pitched and urgent.
Then she was ripped with convulsions, jerking and thrashing beneath Carl, who kept her pinned to the bed. The pussyjuice flowed from her cock-filled cunt to trickle down the crack of her ass, causing a large, round wet spot on the blanket.
Carl could feel his sister's pussy contracting around his driving cock. He concentrated on other things, thinking of anything but how good his cock felt. He wanted to keep fucking Kim, at least until she came one more time, and if he thought about his prick, or looked down at her passion-distorted face, he'd lose all control.
Shivering, every nerve in her body crackling with life, Kim rode the wave of ecstasy until her body had been drained of all her pussyjuice.
"Wait," Kim whispered in Carl's ear. "Please wait just a minute. Put your cock in me all the way, then just rest there a moment. I've got to catch my breath."
Plunging his fiery cockpole into her cunt until their curly bushes were mashed together, Carl smiled. He had out-fucked his sister and proven to himself – if to no one else – that he was quite a young stud.
Having watched the young couple fucking, Patti's juices began flowing again. She still hadn't gotten her cunt filled with hard cockmeat, and her pussy was hungry for the taste and feel of teenaged prick.
"Are either of you boys ready to go again?" she said, her eyes burning with desire as she looked at Bruce and Abel. "I'm ready to fuck up a storm."
"I am!" Bruce and Abel said in unison.
Leaping happily onto the bed, her big tits jouncing crazily, Patti crawled beside Kim and Carl.
"You don't mind if I get fucked at the same time, do you?"
"Of course not," Carl said. "Enjoy yourself. We sure as hell are!"
Bruce and Abel kneeled by Patti's head as she settled down. Each tried to shove his cock into her mouth, and the big-tittied brunette snickered at their clumsy advances.
"Don't be in such a hurry," Patti said, kissing the head of Bruce's prick. "I'll get you both hard and then you can sandwich me."
"Sandwich you?" Abel asked.
"Yeah. You'll love it. One of you can fuck me while I suck the other one." Patti's tongue snaked out, rolling along the underside of his cockhead. "If you're really into fucking, one of you can fuck my ass while I use my pussy on the other."
Catching the cockhead between her lips, Patti drew a tight suction on Abel's soft meat. The cock stretched out, flaccid and rubbery. As her tongue curled around the wrinkled shaft, Patti's cheeks sank in, squeezing the cockhead.
"Mmmmmmmm!" she purred happily, sucking all of his prick into her mouth without taking it down her throat. As she sucked on Abel's prick, Bruce rubbed the spongy, soft tip of his cock against the side of her face.
Sliding her hands between their legs, Patti squeezed her nephew's asscheeks, turning her face from side to side as she sucked one cock, then the other. Before long both dicks were wet with her spit and standing out from their bodies, hard and proud.
"I love sucking cock," Patti sighed, licking from Bruce's balls, along the underside of his cockshaft, then over to Abel's prick. She tongued the hairy, wrinkled nut sac while his cock warmed the side of her face and made it wet.
Bruce grabbed one of Patti's enormous, warm, trembling tits and squeezed it. He couldn't believe that any woman could have tits the size and shape of hers. They were nothing less than perfect, he concluded, nothing less than absolute, total, complete perfection.
"You've got such a great body," he said, watching his aunt dragging her full, supple lips along his cock. "I've never seen anyone with a body like yours."
Patti winked at Bruce, her lips ovaled around his thick prick. Taking the cock out of her mouth, she said, "I'm mostly tits and I know it. That's what turns the guys on. Too much weight though. I've got to lose five pounds, or so."
"Well don't worry about this meal," Bruce said, shoving his cock into her mouth until the pricktip was at the opening of her throat. "You won't gain an ounce from eating my cock."
Abel, who felt he was being ignored, moved away from Patti's face and slid between her thighs. He put her ankles on his shoulders and centered his cockhead against her pussylips.
"I can't wait any longer," he said quietly. "It's time for fucking… not talking."
"Mmmmmmmmm!" Patti moaned when nine solid inches of hard cock was shoved into her cunt. Her knees pressed into the firm half moon tits, flattening them. Patti's nubby, responsive nipples sent hot tingles all through her body.
Kim, her cuntlips, still stretching around Carl's cock, watched as Aunt Patricia took two big pricks into her body. Watching the lovely sight of such a beautiful woman having her mouth filled with a cock made her pussy hot again, exciting her.
"Okay, Brother, let's get with it," she purred, the tip of her tongue gliding over his earlobe. "I'm ready to start fucking again."
"Fantastic! I knew you'd come around before very long."
Putting his hand between their bodies, Carl squeezed Kim's luscious tit hard as he withdrew all but the head of his prick from her pussy. He paused, hearing Kim inhale deeply as she readied herself for the invasion of his cock into her young, almost virginal cunt.
"Your tit feels so good in my hand," Carl whispered. "And your pussy is so damn tight around my cock. I'm going to fill you with my cum soon. Do you want that?"
Kim turned her blue eyes to Carl, away from Patti. "Yes," she replied softly, "that's exactly what I want. I want your cum inside my pussy. I want to feel it inside me."
He tried to go slow, but his fiery prick wouldn't let him. After sliding his prick full length into Kim's cunt once more, he became a fucking machine. His undulating hips rocketed the nine inches of cockmeat in and out of Kim's young pussy. They literally bounced on the bed, fucking with all the energy in their bodies.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Kim chanted, twisting and churning her ass on the bed as Carl slammed his prick home with lightening speed in her pussy.
"You beautiful baby," Carl groaned, kissing the arch of Kim's neck as he impaled her lithe, svelte body with his prick. "You're going to make me cum! Awwwwwww! Goddamn it, you're going to make me cummmmmmm!"
They reached the tumult together, young, lust-hungry bodies groping, searching for even greater pleasure. Pussyjuice and spunk mixed and mingled, spewing out at the same time. Thick bolts of Carl's fuck-cream splattered against the walls of his sister's cunt, deluging her tight crease, filling it to overflowing.
"Ieeeeeaaaahhhhhhhhh!" Kim wailed, her ripe, young body twisting in the beautiful agony of yet another orgasm.
As Carl slammed his body down on Kim, his stomach struck hers and made a sharp slapping sound. His balls leaped between her legs, gushing out their load of jism. His cockhead felt like it would explode. He came harder than ever before in his life, jetting out a seemingly endless river of gooey jism.



CHAPTER TWELVE


It was seven o'clock in the morning. Patti and her niece and nephews had been fucking and sucking and eating pussy steadily since ten the previous evening. Patti had spewed out her pussyjuice so many tunes she lost count.
Naked, Patti slipped off her huge bed and walked into the bathroom, desperately needing a shower. Her body had become overheated too many times in the past hours to remain fresh and sweet.
"I can't believe I've seduced them all," she mumbled under her breath as she stepped under the shower's blast.
On the bed, Kim was on her side with one leg cocked in the air. Bruce was gently sliding his prick in and out of her pussy from behind. Abel was leaning over Kim's face, feeding her luscious mouth a goodly portion of his prick.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" Kim purred sleepily, swirling her tongue over the delicious cockpole. She had just eaten Patti's pussy after Carl came in her cunt, and her face was glistening in the morning light that streamed through the window, pussyjuice and blobs of fuck-cream clinging to her cheeks and chin.
"Get ready," Abel croaked, struggling to keep from ramming all nine inches of his cock into her mouth. He knew that Kim couldn't deep-throat his cock like their extraordinary Aunt Patricia could.
A stream of jism splattered over Kim's slithering tongue and against the roof of her mouth. She swallowed the cream thirstily and tongued the cockhead, hoping for more cum. But it wasn't to be. Abel had shot his nuts off so many times that his balls couldn't produce the corn fast enough.
"Mmmmmmm!" the girl sighed again, swallowing her reward of cum. She kept sucking on Abel's prick until Bruce slammed his cock full-length into her and splattered her pussy with his corn.
"Arrrrrgggghhhhh!" Bruce groaned. He, too, had cum so many times that it almost hurt to shoot his nuts off again.
The car was packed and the suitcases were in the trunk. Bruce was in the back seat with Kim, both of them nearly asleep. Abel was behind the wheel, with Carl sitting on the passenger side.
"Now you drive carefully home," Patti said, leaning on the car door. Her big tits were resting on her forearms. She was sad to see them leave and her eyes were misty. "I don't want anything bad to happen to you."
"We'll never forget this," Bruce said. "This was the best two weeks of my life."
"And I'll never forget having you here." Patti leaned in the car and kissed Bruce lightly on the lips. She slipped her hand down between his legs and gave his limp cock an affectionate squeeze through his pants.
Bruce put his hand over Patti's, keeping her palm on his prick. Despite the number of times that he had cum, and despite his lack of sleep, he could feel the tingles of desire coming from his balls, making his prick twitch and begin to grow.
"Ohhhhhh! Your hand feels good there."
"How would you feel if I put my mouth there?" Patti asked, grinning at him.
"Like I'd be getting the greatest blow-job in the world."
Patti giggled, wondering if there were any neighbors watching. It was early afternoon and the sun was bright and warm on her naked legs. She had slipped into a pair of hot pants and a T-shirt. Catching the tab of Bruce's zipper, she worked it down and then squeezed her hand inside his pants, wrapping her fingers around his slumbering prickpole.
"You want another blow-job?"
"You know I do."
"Maybe we should go back in the house?"
Abel was totally exhausted and a little annoyed with his brother. They had a long drive ahead of them and he wanted to get on the road. Sleep was making his eyes burn and feel heavy.
"Bruce, you can't still be horny," Abel said. "Goddamn it, she's already sucked your prick a dozen times!"
"One more time isn't going to hurt!" Bruce snapped as Patti pulled his prick out the fly of his pants.
Patti felt a little silly stroking Bruce's prick. She had done a lot of crazy and dangerous things in her life, but sucking a man off in her driveway wasn't one of them. Giggling, she tried to kiss the tip of Bruce's cock, but couldn't reach it because of the car door. At five-three, she just wasn't tall enough to reach his cock.
"Wait a second," Patti said. She pulled her head and shoulders out of the car, then opened the door. Kneeling at the side of the car, Patti put her head in Bruce's lap, taking his cockhead into her hot, moist, hungry mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm!" Patti purred, taking Bruce's cock into her throat. Her lips pressed against the jagged edge of his zipper as her throat tightened around the bulbous pricktip.
"Aw, fuck it!" Abel hissed angrily, watching his beautiful aunt bring her face up and down on Bruce's cock. "Let's go in the house. Aunt Patricia, you can call mom and tell her we're going to be a day late."
Patti released Bruce's cock, from her mouth with an audible pop and stood up. The five of them nearly ran to the house. The orgy was starting all over again!
Picking up the telephone, Patti's hands were shaking slightly as she dialed her sister's number. After several rings the line was connected.
"Hello, this is Patricia!" she said, recognizing her sister's voice. "How did the vacation go?"
"Fine, just fine. I hope the children weren't too much bother for you."
"No, they were no bother at all," Patti said. As she spoke, Kim was pulling down her hot pants. As soon as Patti's bush of black, curly hair was exposed, the young girl buried her face in the cunt, stabbing at the crease with her tongue. Patti shivered as her clit got lashed with the pink tongue.
"They've sure got good appetites. All of them."
Patti watched the three boys stripping out of their clothes and she smiled.
"Listen, there's been a little car trouble," Patti said as Bruce started rubbing her tits through the T-shirt, "so they're going to be a day late. Don't worry, it's nothing major."
"It's really no trouble that they stay another day?" Patti's sister asked.
"No trouble at all. In fact, I love having them here."
The conversation lasted a while longer, then Patti couldn't concentrate on what her sister was saying because Kim was shoving a finger into her cunt while nibbling on Patti's fiery clit.
"Hurry up, Aunt Patricia, I need you to suck my prick," Abel whispered, stroking his prick.
Patti hung up the telephone and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide for Kim as Abel knelt beside her head, shoving his cock into her hot, luscious mouth. As Patti sucked cock, she was already thinking of some way to convince her sister to let Kim, Abel, Bruce and Carl stay for another couple weeks.
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