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CHAPTER ONE


Vicki Wallace stared at Duke Morrison's stiff cock. Even in the semi-darkness the view was perfect. Duke's prick was throbbing in her face.
Vicki shifted her shoulders against the car door. But it was wasted energy because she couldn't really move. Duke had her trapped. It was clear he wasn't going to let her off the hook until he fucked her in the mouth.
There was no use fighting him, Vicki realized. She knew she had asked for this. Duke Morrison bragged to everybody that he only dated girls who put out. When she had flirted with him at school and all but dared him to ask her out, she had guaranteed that Duke would put the make on her.
It was just that Vicki hadn't expected things to be this rough. She knew Duke's reputation as a cocksman, but she hadn't expected him to be such an animal.
If only, Vicki thought, she could cool things down a little. There was nothing wrong with Duke's cock in itself. She wouldn't mind sucking it at all. It was just that she didn't care to be mouth-raped.
"Listen, Duke," Vicki spoke up, "why don't you take it easy? I'll eat your prick. Right down to your balls. But I take pride in what I do. When I suck a guy's cock, I like to take my time and get things right."
"Forget it. All that fancy sucking and licking takes too much time," Duke sneered. "I don't want just some crummy blow-job. Goddamn it, I wanna fuck some mouth!"
"Oh, you'll be fucking my mouth soon enough," Vicki purred. "And I'll be digging it. It's just that my lips and tongued like to get to know your sweet cock before I deep-throat it. C'mon, Duke, let me do my thing."
Duke laughed out loud.
"Never little cunt," he said between gulps of laughter. "You honestly think that Duke Morrison lets any chick tell him what to do?"
"I just thought…" Vicki began.
She didn't gets chance to finish. While her mouth was open in mid-sentence, Duke crammed his thick prick halfway down her throat.
"Eat my cock, bitch!" Duke demanded. "You know you dig it this way."
Duke's hips pushed against Vicki's face. His hard-on shoved, straining to bury itself to his fat balls in Vicki's mouth.
Then Duke relaxed. Vicki's soft lips were rinsing the root of his prick. She'd been forced to swallow his entire cock.
"Now the fun really begins," Duke leered. "I don't know how many cocks you've sucked, Vicki baby, but nobody's ever fucked your mouth the way Duke Morrison's gonna fuck it. I guarantee it."
Duke's hips began to rock, slowly at first. Thai the tempo picked up. Duke's ass rolled along with his hips, the lower half of his body shimmying in a classic screwing motion.
Vicki gagged on his cock and choked for breath. Her skull banged against the door window from the brutal mouth-fucking.
Duke's sour-smelling crotch cupped her face. Vicki's nostrils burned from the combined scent of stale sweat and piss that reeked from his wiry pubic hair.
Since resistance was impossible, Vicki knew that her best chance of freeing her mouth from Duke's cock was to take a load of hot cum down her throat. She guessed she'd have to swallow every drop of jizz in the bargain.
It was okay, Vicki decided. She could stand it.
She had already drunk enough cum to know a few ounces more could hardly hurt her.
Besides, she wanted to keep Duke happy, even if he was an animal. Let him fuck her in the mouth so long as he got around to fucking her where it really counted. For this was one of those nights when Vicki would do anything for a cock in her cunt.
Vicki didn't care about Duke's character. All she had ever been interest in was his prick. His prick and what it might be able to do for her once it was pumping in her tight pussy.
Vicki wasn't interested in relationships. Nor even in fucking in itself. What she was searching for was something, which went beyond mere sex.
Her first climax.
Vicki could not feel like a real woman, until she had come. And, so far, this had never happened. Her cunt ached for the first orgasm.
Somewhere, Vicki told herself, there was, a guy who could get her off. She just had to keep fucking all corners until Mr. Right's cock was finally in her pussy.
But, right now, there was a mouth-fuck for Vicki to handle. Duke was grinding his hips in her face, driving his thick cock down her throat.
"There are plenty of chicks who'd cut off their left tit for Duke Morrison to feed them his prick," he boasted. "Hope you know how lucky you are, bitch."
He reached behind Vicki and tripped the door handle. When the door popped open, Vicki's head snapped back. Duke was right on top of her, the top half of his body hanging out of the car.
Duke used Vicki's tipped mouth like a cunt, his ass bobbing up and down, his prick moving in and out with jabbing thrusts.
"Gonna come pretty quick," Duke warned. "Really shoot it into you, you lucky bitch. The hottest, thickest load of cum you ever tasted. More jizz than you thought could come out of a guy's cock. And you know what, Vicki baby?"
He grunted before answering himself, slamming his cock to the depths of Vicki's throat.
"You're gonna suck down every drop of my sweet cum. Suck my cock bone dry."
He grunted again. His prick lurched and his balls jumped against Vicki's chin.
A wad of cum belted down Vicki's throat. Then another, and another.
Duke's jizz was scalding. And he hadn't lied when he'd promised a lot of it.
Vicki gulped down the cum as fast as it spurted. It warmed her belly, but gave her no pleasure. As far as she was concerned she was just doing a job.
"Not bad, bitch," Duke said when his prick was drained. When be pulled his cock from Vicki's mouth, it glistened with her spit without a trace of leftover cum.
Vicki, however, was interested in another feature of Duke's prick. Weakened by coming, his cock was at half-mast. Vicki's crotch tingled in anticipation of the fuck her pussy craved, as she vowed to put the steel back in Duke's prick.
"Is that all you're going to do to me?" Vicki asked when Duke pulled from on top of her.
"I came in your mouth. What more do you want?" Duke coarsely taunted. "I'm satisfied. That's all that counts. Besides, don't want to wear out the equipment."
Grinning, he stroked his prick as though it were gold.
"Don't be cute, Duke," Vicki challenged him. "Boys aren't the only ones who listen to locker room talk. I could tell the girls a few things about my date with the great Duke Morrison."
"Like what?"
"Try this on for size. I was hot to trot and couldn't even get the great Duke Morrison to fuck me. All he wanted was a damn blow-job."
Vicki's brown eyes flickered, as she gave Duke her best shot.
"Shit, Duke, everybody knows that any fag could suck your cock. There are plenty of queers at school who could drink your cum well as I did. But there's no damn fag with a live, wet pussy between his legs."
"Are you calling me gay?" Duke snapped. "I don't know," Vicki smirked, propping herself on her elbows. "Let's find out."
She opened her legs in Duke's face. Her skirt slid up her spread thighs, revealing her crotch. Her flimsy panties were a blue ribbon in the crack of her cunt, her blonde pubic hair bristling and her pussy lips bulging.
"I'm wet," Vicki murmured. "Here, see for yourself."
She drew a finger up the slit of her cunt, snagging a glob of pussy juice. Then she passed it under Duke's wrinkling nose, before wiping it on his lips.
"Sweeeet," Duke automatically sighed.
His eyes were riveted to Vicki's cunt. She removed her panties from her crack and tugged than to one side, pulling a pussy lip along with them. Now her creamy cunt was wide-open. It and Duke drooled with arousal.
"Still satisfied with just fucking my mouth?" Vicki teased, as she showed off the pink interior of her cunt.
She was staring straight at Duke's crotch. He, too, glanced between his legs and sheepishly grinned. He had a hard-on that seemed even stiffer than the version he had shoved down Vicki's throat.
"Guess I'll have to fuck you." Duke shrugged and grinned.
"Then go to it, stud. This night air's chilly. I want some heat between my legs."
Vicki reached out for Duke's cock. But to her surprise, Duke slapped her hand away from his rigid prick.
"When I fuck a chick, I'm the boss," he said. "Have it your way. Play it any way you want, stud, just fuck me. Fuck me good and hard."
"You got it."
Duke thrust his hand into the well of Vicki's thighs, grabbing the crotchband of her panties. The cloth was so damp with pussy juice that it ripped apart with a single tug.
Having shredded Vicki's panties, Duke's hand clasped the mound of her pussy and squeezed. It hurt, but Vicki didn't complain. Duke couldn't be Duke without playing rough.
"Juicy," Duke said of Vicki's cunt, as the cunt juice oozed between his stubby fingers. "This looks like it's gonna be a sloppy fuck."
"Don't let all the pussy juice fool you," Vicki moaned from the pressure between bet legs. "My cunt's tighter than any you'll ever fuck. Don't worry, you'll feel the squeezing every inch of the way."
"We'll see… we'll see," Duke said.
He removed his sticky fingers from Vicki's cunt and guided his cockhead to the dewy space between her flared cunt lips. Slowly, tantalizingly, he rubbed the knob of his prick against the slash of exposed pussy. A couple of times he bumped her clit, sending a promising shiver up Vicki's spine.
"Stick it in," Vicki begged. "Shove your big cock up my cunt and fuck me."
Duke lurched forwards as his falling chest flattened Vicki's tits, his prick barged up the oily chute of her cunt. Male and female hips began to rock. They were fucking.
Vicki wrapped her legs around Duke's waist, holding on so forcefully that her ass rose from the car seat. Duke slipped his hands under Vicki's butt and grabbed the cheeks, holding her aloft.
Duke's cock jackhammered Vicki's raised pussy. In and out it went, the cock-strokes several inches in length. With her eyes closed, Vicki had the illusion she was being sawed in half as well as being fucked.
The car in which the teenagers fucked bounced on its axles from the action. Vicki's head and shoulders hung out the door, as she gasped for breath. When she opened her eyes, she could see the stays in the sky winking downs her. Away yellow moon leered. It was a night that seemed made for fucking.
"Still think my pussy's sloppy?" Vicki asked, as Duke's hard-on surged inside her and she cinched her cunt muscles into a vise of flesh.
"Mmmm," Duke responded, leaving his prick buried to his root in Vicki's cunt. "You're plenty tight all right. Squeeze me harder… harder. Turn my ass black and blue, you horny bitch."
Vicki kept the pressure on his cock with the jaws of her cunt. However, there was more to her fucking technique than just the friction her pussy supplied for her lover's prick? Vicki liked to do things with her hands, as well as her pussy.
With one hand she cupped Duke's balls and rolled them around like fat marbles. Her other hand was led by its extended index finger into the crack of Duke's butt. She dug into his gritty ass hole.
"Oh, man alive!" Duke cried out from the ball squeezing and ass-pronging. "You're something else, Vicki! Too fucking much!"
"Suck my tits," Vicki urged. "I want us to do everything to each other."
An eager Duke pushed up the bottom of her sweater with his nose. When Vicki's bare tits popped in his face, he ran his tongue from one sweet nipple to the other.
Duke couldn't decide on which of the twin peaks of soft tit-flesh to suck. So, releasing Vicki's ass, he squashed her tits together with his strong hands and took both nipples in his mouth at the same time.
"Aaaaah, that feels so good. Your tongue is like sandpaper," Vicki moaned. "Now use your teeth. Chew my tits up a little. Give me some pain."
Duke was happy to hurt her. He didn't think he'd really fucked a girl unless she suffered some by the time he had shot his wad. He liked to be remembered.
This was the first time, though, that one of Duke's conquests had actually begged him to play rough. Vicki's eagerness for punishment added a kinky element to the fucking that made other girls seem boring no matter how wide they were willing to spread their legs for him.
"God, I dig you," Duke slurred to Vicki with a mouthful of her spongy-tits.
Then he stopped talking and his teeth sank in. Vicki jumped with pain beneath him and never stopped wiggling as he chewed her tender nipples.
"It hurts so good!" Vicki cried out. "More, more! Eat my tits! Fuck my cunt! Make me come! Pleeeeaasssse make me come!"
Duke was surprised by her plea. Vicki's frenzied behavior had led him to believe that she was already coming up a storm.
What Duke didn't realize was that Vicki writhed in desperation rather than front sheer enjoyment.
If she had told him the truth, he would have never believed that she was still searching for her first orgasm.
Deep in her soul, Vicki Wallace lived with the constant fear that she was frigid. And it was this fear that made ha strive to be such a terrific lay. She was not wild so much as frightened that a vital part of her was missing.
"Don't worry, babe, I'll make you come," Duke promised. "We'll get our rocks off at the same time. Once you feel my hot jizzin your cunt, you'll think I switched on the Fourth of July in your head."
Oh, please, please, God let him be right, Vicki silently prayed. Let me come this time, God. Just one climax, Lord. Then I promise to be a good girl.
Anxious to prove what a macho stud he was. Duke pulled Vicki out of the car along with him. Now he was fucking her on the grass, holding be legs straight up in the air as his cock plowed in to the squeezing depths of her pussy.
"Harder, harder!" Vicki pleaded. "Faster, faster! Get me there, please get me there. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
A kneeling Duke drove his brawny shoulders against the backs of Vicki's thighs, standing her on her neck as he fucked her cunt to the limit with his powerful cock.
On and on it went. Duke had fucked girls this hard before, but never for so long with all stops out.
But no matter how much Duke put into the fucking, he still could not make Vicki come. He held back his jizz, trying to push her over the edge before his cock blew. But it was no use. Vicki didn't climax.
Now Duke's balls were aching like they were caught in a nutcracker. His jizz could not be contained any longer. He had to shoot his wad. It was like breathing. He could only delay the inevitable for so long and then his reflexes took over.
"Can't hold it any more," Duke gasped. "My prick's ready to explode."
"Wait! Please wait!" Vicki begged. "I need more time!"
"You bitch, why won't you come?" Duke raged with frustration.
He drove his shoulders into Vicki's upturned thighs with such anger that her legs flopped over her head and she was jackknifed. Duke was crushing her as his straining cock.
It was too late for Vicki. Duke's hot cum was gushing up her cunt and she still had not climaxed. "Come! Come, you bitch!" Duke screamed, as his spurting hard-on filled Vicki's fuck-hole with jism.
"I can't! It's impossible!" Vicki shrieked, not so much at Duke, but at the heavens. The winking stars and leering moon seemed to be taunting her now.
"I'll make you come if it's the last thing I do!" Duke vowed.
But it was a hollow promise. Time had run out on him. The last wad of cum squirted from his cock and his exhausted prick immediately began to soften in Vicki's cunt.
The instant she sensed this prick wilting in her pussy, Vicki knew she was through with Duke.
Having failed to make her come, he was suddenly a thing of the past to her. Just another faceless guy she'd spread her legs for who hadn't been able to satisfy her.
She pushed him away, freeing her pussy from his sow cock.
Vicki replaced Duke's prick with her hand. She finger-fucked her cunt. Pinched her clit.
"Maybe…" Vicki moaned deliriously. "Maybe this time I can do it to myself. I'm so close…"
But she was just torturing herself. Nothing that Vicki could do to herself could make, her come.
Duke laughed with contempt at her. "Jeez, I pity you," he said, as Vicki's useless hand-job on herself wound down. "If getting fucked by Duke Morrison can't get your rocks off, you might as well be dead. Christ, what a loser. Come on, bitch, pull your skirt down and I'll take you home. There's still time for me to pick up a normal chick with a cunt that works."
Vicki was too embarrassed to remain with Duke a moment longer. She struggled to her feet and stumbled away from him, tossing her wined panties into the bushes.
Duke's laughter ripped through the night as Vicki clumsily fled.
"Loser!" he called.
Picking up speed, Vicki ran from his accusation. "No, it isn't true," she puffed to herself. "Somewhere there's someone who can make me come. I know it. I've got to believe it."
She darted between some trees and sprinted up a hill. Then, across a vacant lot. Street lights greeted her. Her feet hit the sidewalk and she slowed down to a brisk walk. When she spotted a bus stop, she stopped and waited for a ride home. An odd thing happened when Vicki boarded the next bus. Although at this time of night there were several vacant seats, she was drawn toward one next to a priest. Something about sitting next to him made her feel safe.
He was looking put the window when Vicki sat down. Then the bus moved away from the curb and he faced toward her. Vicki almost fainted.
"S-something wrong, young lady?" the priest stammered, confused.
"No, no… Nothing, Father," Vicki lied, looking away.
But the priest sensed Vicki's pain. He put one hand on her shoulder and used the other to draw her face around until he was staring into her cloudy brown eyes.
"Please tell me what's wrong," the priest said softly. "It's my job to listen."
Vicki's eyes grew wider and wider. Then she slammed them closed. The resemblance was haunting. She couldn't take it.
"I-I can't talk to you," she told the priest. "I just can't."
She stood up and yanked the buzzer, getting off at the next stop.
As she began walking the rest of the way home, Vicki couldn't shake the image of the priest's face. It was incredible, but he was an exact double for her father.
It was terrible. As if her father were following around, spying on her. Knowing her secrets. Somewhere along her journey home, Vicki became almost hysterical, imagining that her father's eyes were tracking her every move.
"Daddy," she cried into the night. "What's wrong with me?"
A sudden wind answered her. It embraced her with its chilly gust, pushing her toward home like an instrument of fate.
Vicki calmed down and went along with the momentum. Before long she was in front of her house.
She had no choice but to go inside. The way she felt she just hoped nobody else was up. Especially her father.
Vicki couldn't shake the notion that the priest on the bus had been an omen. His striking resemblance to her father on the heels of another unsatisfying fuck gave off vibes she could neither understand nor ignore.
As Vicki slipped into the house, she felt a sharp twinge in her cunt. Impulsively, she pushed her hand under her skirt, up between her thighs. Her pussy was soaking wet with fresh juice.
While Vicki's fingers tested the sticky warmth of her cunt, her father's image hovered in her mind. She prayed that she did not run into him while she felt so weird. If she did, she had the eerie feeling something terrible might happen.
However, when she was in the hallway, and saw the bathroom light on and the door ajar. Vicki went right toward it.
Her father was on the toilet. She saw his face first, then the rest of him.
"Daddy!" Vicki gasped, both alarmed and excited. "What are you doing!"
She had stepped into the bathroom, getting an eyeful.
"My God, Daddy! What's got into you?" She closed the door behind her and felt her pussy spasm with heat. It was too late to turn back now.



CHAPTER TWO


Burt Wallace had awakened with a start. He had just been dreaming about his daughter.
"Vicki's in trouble," he muttered. He had just seen her with a boy. A longhaired punk with pimples, muscles, and a hard-on.
The punk liked to play rough. He had Vicki jammed up against the door of his car and was forcing his stiff cock in her face.
That's when Burt woke up. He couldn't stand to see his young daughter sucking someone's prick. Even if it was just in a dream.
He'd been having, these dreams a lot lately. Whenever Vicki was out on a date. It was extremely nerve-wracking.
In fact, Burt was starting to wonder if he was merely dreaming. The dreams seemed so real. Almost like ESP.
"Burt, are you all right?" Marsha Wallace interrupted her husband's trouble thoughts.
"Oh… uh… Marsha," Burt sputtered self-consciously, as though he were surprised to find himself in bed with his wife.
"Have another bad dream, honey?"
"No," Burt lied.
He didn't want to get into it with Marsha tonight. He just wanted to be left alone. But his wife was a persistent woman. Especially when she was horny.
"Well, since we're both up… and you don't want to talk," Marsha cooed, "maybe we, uh, could do something else."
Her hand was rubbing up Burt's thigh. Then it was exploring his crotch.
"Eureka!" Marsha squealed with delight. "A hard-on! Just what I need in my poor lonesome cunt. Come on, lover, let's fuck."
Burt was embarrassed. No man likes to find out he has a hard-on from someone besides his wife. Especially his wife, when he knows, down deep, that his cock was stiffened by erotic images of his daughter.
"Leave me alone," Burt snapped at Marsha, pushing her hand from his throbbing cock.
"Well, excuse me," she responded in a huff. "Imagine. A wife jumping to the conclusion her husband wants to fuck her just because he wakes up with his cock hard."
Then Marsha turned suspicious. "Say, just what kind of dream were you having, anyway, Burt?"
"Go back to sleep!" Burt snapped again. "I just have to piss. That's all. All I've got is a piss hard-on."
Marsha just glared at him.
Burt didn't have to piss at all, but the only way he could get Marsha off his back was to go to the bathroom.
"Go back to sleep," he hissed, as be got out of bed with his rigid cock jutting out of his pajamas.
"Son of a bitch," Marsha grumbled, then rolled over and covered her head with a pillow.
Gratefully leaving the bedroom, Burt felt his way down the dark hallway toward the john. He guessed he would sit on the toilet a while and read a magazine until Marsha had gone back to sleep. Maybe brush his teeth.
When Burt sat down on the toilet he never reached for something to read. The only thing he could concentrate on was the ache between his legs. As be looked down, his steely cock twitched with continued arousal.
"Gotta do something," Burt wheezed. "My balls are killing me."
He tuned stroking his stiff prick. Faster and faster.
"I can't believe it," he said, observing his action with wonder. "I haven't jerked off in years. Since I was a kid."
He had forgotten how good it felt to beat his meat. Closing his eyes, he zeroed in on an erotic fantasy to accompany the stimulation of his hard cock.
"Vicki," Burt murmured his daughter's name. "Vicki… Vicki… Vicki."
She was naked and spread-eagled in his mind, her wide-open cunt filling the lens of his imagination. Her pubic hair was sleek and golden, her pussy lips fleshy and flared. The meat inside her cunt was as pink as peppermint.
Up until now, Burt had confined his erotic images of his daughter to his dreams. This was the first time he had lusted over her firm, young body while he was fully conscious.
Burt knew it was wrong, but he could not stop jacking off as he envisioned his daughter naked, with her legs apart. There was no getting around the truth. He had just come up against the dark urge which lurks within every father of a teenage girl, but which only the weak let get out of control.
Burt Wallace wished it was otherwise, but he would not help himself. He wanted to fuck his daughter more than anything in the world.
There was only one way he could clear his mind. Jack off until he came. And if he still fantasized about Vicki's blonde, young pussy, jack off again. And keep on jacking off and coming until he was exhausted and could mercifully go back to sleep.
At the moment, Burt's prick was ready to erupt.
He squeezed it in his flat.
"Ooooooh," he groaned with release.
The hot cum squirted from his cockhead is a glimmering arc, lofting beyond his knees to the tile floor. His eyes closed, Burt imagined he was shooting his wad in his daughter's cunt.
Totally absorbed by his spurting climax, Burt ignored his, surroundings. This carelessness would change his whole life. For he did not notice until it was too late that he was no longer alone.
"Daddy!" Vicki Wallace gasped, as she looked in through the half-open bathroom door. "What are you doing?"
Burt thought he was hearing things. That Vicki's voice was part of his fantasy. Then he opened his eyes and realized the facts. His daughter had just caught him with his cock in his fist, jerking off on the toilet.
"My God, Daddy!" Vicki gasped as she entered the bathroom, closing the door behind her. "What's got into you?"
"Your mother's having her period," Burt lied unconvincingly. "I got so horny I couldn't help myself. Please don't say anything to her."
When he finished his alibi, he noticed for the first time how fixed his daughter's gaze was upon his cock. There was no way to hide it. Glistening at the head with dribbling juice, his prick remained as hard as a rock.
"God, Daddy," Vicki blurted, "you're so big! Really hung. I've never seen such a big cock."
"Just how many cock have you seen?" Burt automatically responded the concerned parent in him surfacing.
"That's for me to know and you to find out." Vicki suddenly turned coy. But she made no move to leave the bathroom. On the contrary, she edged closer to her father, licking her lips as she stared at his sticky hard-on.
"Can I touch it, Daddy?" Vicki asked Burt, reaching out so her fingertips were just inches from his throbbing cock.
Burt's tongue was tied. He knew it was wrong to let his daughter feel his prick. But, on the other hand, he craved her touch between his legs so badly that he would have surrendered five years of his life to have Vicki's slender fingers stroking his cock.
"There's nothing to be afraid of, Daddy," Vicki purred, slowly closing the distance between her hand and her father's stiff cock. "Mom's asleep. I heard her snoring when I was sneaking down the hall."
"Where've you been so late?" Burt stalled.
"With a boy," Vicki answered. "You know that."
"Did… did you…" Burt sputtered.
"Fuck? Sure. If a girl doesn't put out these days, she won't have many dates." Vicki matter-of-factly admitted. "But if it will make you feel any better, Daddy, I didn't come."
Her fingertips had reached her father's prick by now. She tickled them up and down along the thick shaft. Burt's balls tumbled like dice in their hairy sac.
"In fact, no boy has ever made me come," Vicki continued, loosely gripping her father's hard-on.
"I might as well still be a virgin."
She paused, breathing hard. The eyes of father and daughter met in a collision of lust. "I'll bet you could solve my problem," Vicki panted stroking her father's prick. "You could make me come, couldn't you, Daddy?"
"No… no," Burt protested, but it was protested, but it was pointless. His daughter was too young, too beautiful, and too eager for him to resist.
"Just thinking about your big cock my cunt makes me tingle all over," Vicki said. "My pussy's sopping wet. Look, I'll show you."
Her free hand twisted behind her back and undid the catch of her skirt. All of a sudden she was nude from the waist down.
"Wh-where are your panties?" Burt muttered the first thing that came into his head as he gawked at his daughter's luscious cunt.
"The gorilla I was out with tonight was so horny he ripped the crotch out. I threw them in the bushes." Vicki laughed. "Why? Don't tell me you've got a thing about ladies' underwear, Daddy?"
"I can… take it or leave it," Burt said in response to his daughter's teasing.
"Good because I don't like to wear it," Vicki said. "I like my cunt to breathe."
She propped a foot all the way up on the toilet tank and opened her thighs right under hot father's nose. He could smell her pussy as well as look right into its succulent pink center. Vicki's cunt was just as blonde and sweet as Burt had imagined it.
"Look good?" Vicki asked.
Her father just drooled.
"Want to eat my cunt, Daddy?"
"Yes, yes! Oh, God, yes!" Burt gushed.
"Mmmm, groovy. Just be sure you use a lot of tongue."
Vicki shoved her pussy in her father's face. His tongue squirmed up her gooey slit.
Vicki wiggled her ass and squealed, "Oh, Daddy, that's it. Tongue-fuck my pussy. Make me come in your face, Daddy."
Her crotch ground against her father's mouth. Just above his upper lip, Burt's mustache tickled Vicki's thrusting clit.
Vicki's cunt was taking nearly five inches of her father's stabbing tongue. It excited her more already than any cock that had ever fucked her pussy.
"Oh, Daddy, nobody's done this to me," Vicki moaned. "Lit such a fire in my cunt. I think I'm going to have my first climax right here and now. Mmmm, get me there, Daddy, shove me over the ledge. Make me come."
Burt's ears were burning with his horny daughter's raunchy plea. As her father, he was shocked by Vicki's boldness. But as her lover, he tingled from head to toe.
Burt had never made it with a girl so young as his daughter. Nor one so funky. Even if Vicki had been his daughter, eating her pussy would have been a unique experience for Burt.
"I've got butterflies between my legs," Vicki moaned some more. "My cunt never felt this way before. I'm going to come. I just know it. Tongue-fuck me, Daddy, faster… harder… deeper." Burt gave it everything he had. He imagined his tongue was a cock growing out of his mouth and did everything with it that a real hard-on would do up a young girl's tight pussy.
"Ohhh, God I'm right on the edge!" Vicki cried out. "Push me, Daddy, push me!"
Her asscheeks and thighs shook as her father's pumping tongue nudged her ever closer to the climax she had craved for so long. Her cunt got hotter and wetter by the second. Vicki gritted her teeth. She sweated and her heart thumped like a jackhammer.
Suddenly she saw stars. Heard chimes ringing. The crackling buzz she felt made her believe that she had a live wire running up her spine that connected her pussy to her brain.
"This is it!" Vicki announced. "I'm coming! Coming so hard! Goddamn fucking shit, I never knew it could be like this! Thank you, Daddy, thank you!"
Cunt juice flowed from Vicki's pussy. It coated her father's probing tongue and oozed into his mouth.
"Is my pussy juice sweet enough for you, Daddy?" Vicki gushed. "Are you sucking it all down? I want you to drink every drop."
Burt slurped in response. He was having the time of his life. Was there, he thought, anything on earth sweeter than a young girl's cum?
Gradually, as her father's tongue tired, Vicki began to slide from the mountaintop of her first climax. She was not concerned. Vicki knew the fun was just beginning – and she wasn't just thinking about tonight.
When her father's tongue was top sore to move, Vicki finally pulled her crotch away from Burt's face and stepped off the toilet. Quick as a cat, she was kneeling between her father's legs.
"I came in your mouth," she said. "Now it's your turn to come in mine, Daddy."
She had her father's hard-on in her hand. His cockhead throbbed less than an inch from her twitching lips.
"Has Mom ever deep-throated you, Daddy?" Vicki asked. "Sucked your prick all the way down to your balls?"
Burt shook his head. Vicki's mother had never sucked more than a few inches of his cock. And he had never come in her mouth.
"I've got kind of a reputation around school for giving head," Vicki confessed to her excited father. "But this is the biggest cock I've never eaten. Hope I can live up to my press clippings."
Then she stopped talking and started sucking. When the head of Burt's prick passed between his daughter's soft lips, he knew he was in for an extraordinary experience.
"Oh, baby, swallow, suck it on down," Burt urged. "I don't want just a blow-job. I want to fuck your mouth, baby. Really fuck it."
"You better," Vicki said with a mouthful of cockhead, then gulped down several inches of the shaft of her father's thick long cock.
"All the way," Burt groaned. "Eat my whole prick. I want to feel your lips kissing my balls while…"
"Here it comes!" Burt grunted.
His balls twisted in their sac. It was as if a faucet had just been turned on in his, crotch. Hot jism spurted through the pipe of his cock and gushed down his thirsty daughter's throat.
"Suck it up!" Burt encouraged his daughter to swallow his surging cum. "Drink it all down!"
Vicki gulped and gurgled. Now her father's jizz was coating her belly. His cum was so sweet, yet so sharp. The runny teenage spunk Vicki was used to seemed like dishwater in comparison.
Vicki couldn't get enough of her father's cum. She kept sucking and sucking, even after his cock slacked off. If there was a drop of fizz remaining in his balls, she would transfer it to her belly.
Finally, Burt had to call her off. His prick was drained for now. And if Vicki didn't stop doing a number on his cock, he might get too tired to keep it hard.
There was no way Burt was going to allow his hard-on to desert him now. For he was on the brink of fulfilling his deepest fantasy.
"Okay, that's enough sucking for now," he told his daughter, pushing Vicki's face from his crotch. "I'm not leaving this room until I fuck your cunt."
"Oh, Daddy, those are the sweetest words I've ever heard," Vicki bubbled, as Burt's cock left her mouth. "Like ten Christmas mornings and a dozen birthdays all wrapped into one. Daddy, you've just made me the happiest girl in the world."
She stood up, drawing herself to her full height. She was a slim, tall girl, towering over her stocky father as he sat on the toilet.
Vicki had still been wearing her sweater during the cunt-sucking and mouth-fucking. Now, slowly, she drew it up her lanky torso.
Her braless tits popped into view and made her father drool. Vicki's tits weren't large, but they were perfect.
The nipples were like ripe strawberries. So red. So firm.
Vicki's body, though lean and hard, had enough curves to predict what a stunningly beautiful woman she would one day become. Right now, however, at the peak of her adolescence, she was a teenage dream.
Firm muscles ripped down her belly, converging in the triangle of her sleek thighs. There was her cunt, golden and inviting. The blonde pubic hair was like a sunburst. The pink slash of her pussy licked up the bottom of her semi-open crotch.
Burt Wallace's rigid cock ached to get inside his daughter's luscious cunt.
"Sit down on me, baby," he gasped. "Let Daddy fuck you."
Vicki swung a long leg over one of her father's thighs. Now her cunt was wide-open. Fresh pussy juice sparkled on the dewy lips.
Vicki eased dawn, tantalizingly lowering her flared cunt toward the knob of her father's stand big prick. She stopped, just short of contact. A drop of pussy juice dripped on her father's cockhead.
Burt shuddered with ecstasy as the honey from his daughter's cunt dampened the crown of his prick. His crotch bucked with hunger, slapping his ass against the toilet seat.
All of a sudden, Vicki thrust her split cunt straight down. Its plunge sucked up the head of Burt's cock and most of the shaft. Then Vicki ground her hips and every inch of her father's big prick was in her pussy.
Sitting on her father's lap with his hard-on spearing her cunt, Vicki squirmed her ass. Burt Wallace's hips rolled in reply.
Burt and Vicki were more than father and daughter now. Something even closer. A man and a woman fucking.
"Do it to me, Daddy, do it to me!" Vicki squealed. "Jam your huge cock up my cunt!"
Burt did better than that. His cock shoved with such force that it lifted Vicki into the air and himself off the toilet. All of a sudden he was standing straight up, holding Vicki aloft as she wrapped her legs around his middle.
"What a great idea, Daddy!" Vicki gushed. "Nobody's ever fucked me standing up before. Nobody was ever man enough to dominate me the way you do."
As her father's big prick drove up her deep cunt, Vicki was confident that a climax would hit her very soon. If her father could make her come by sucking her pussy, it ought to be a snap getting her rocks off with his cock actually fucking her.
In Vicki's mind there was no way she could be denied the orgasm she desperately craved.
However, in her sex frenzy, she has turned out everything in the universe except her father and herself. Unfortunately, in reality, they didn't even have the house to themselves. Vicki didn't know it yet, but her orgasm would have to wait.
Half-asleep, Marsha Wallace stumbled along the unlighted hallway toward the bathroom. She had to pee so bad it felt like there was a knife in her side.
As Marsha felt her way along the wall in the darkness, all she could think about was mercifully squatting on the toilet and letting the hot piss gush out of her smarting cunt. It would feel so good to relieve the pressure inside her. The last thing on Marsha's mind was the rest of her family…
Until a crack of light from under the bathroom door caught her eye. And she heard the harsh breathing sounds from within.
"Burt? Vicki? One of you in there?" Marsha called, rapping on the door. "Hurry up, I have to use the john. Bad."
Vicki and Burt stared at each other with wide-eyed alarm. In their stand-up fucking position, their faces were so close their noses almost touched. Each could smell the perspiration of the other's sudden fear.
"If Mom catches us like this, everything will be mined," Vicki hissed to her dad under her breath. "I'll never get to fuck you again. What'll we do? Think of something, Daddy, please."
Burt cleared his throat, just as his wife impatiently began hammering on the door.
"Burt, is that you? Let me in there!" Marsha demanded. "I'll piss on the floor if you don't."
"Please, Daddy, please," Vicki begged in a jagged whisper. "Save it for us."
"I'm, uh, taking a crap, Marsha," Burt lied to his wife. "Can't you wait? It stinks pretty bad in here."
"I've got my hand between my legs, I have to piss so bad," Marsha Wallace complained. "Hurry the hell up!"
Inside the bathroom, Burt reluctantly withdrew his cock from his daughter's tight, wet cunt and put Vicki down. He gestured for her to hide in the bathtub.
When Vicki was hidden behind the shower curtain, Burt put his cock under the faucet in the sink and ran cold water over it to kill his hard-on. Then he flushed the toilet and kicked Vicki's clothes out of sight, before letting Marsha into the bathroom while he pulled up his pajama bottoms.
Marsha didn't even wait for Burt to leave before she plopped down on the john. The whizzing sound of water striking water filled the small room when she had finished peeing, Marsha noticed that Burt was still hanging around.
"All that pressure on my cunt made me kind of horny," she cooed. "I wouldn't mind a little action."
"What did you have in mind, dear?" Burt asked, willing to go along with anything to get his wife out of the bathroom before she discovered their naked daughter hiding in the tub.
"How about a box-lunch for a midnight snack, lover?" Marsha giggled. "All of a sudden I want my pussy eaten, in the worst way. How about it, Burt?"
She rose from the toilet, the cunt she wanted her husband to suck dripping with fresh urine. Burt thought he would gag, but somehow stifled the urge and managed to look eager.
"Sure, I'll eat you out," he forced himself to agree to Marsha's raunchy suggestion. "Let's go back to bed."
Marsha grabbed his arm, and they were gone.
Moments later, as she sneaked into her bedroom, Vicki was still trembling from the narrow escape. From down the hall she could hear moans as her father went down on her mother's sloppy pussy.
Vicki lay in bed, her mother's sounds of passion became louder and louder. Vicki burned with envy.
"It's not fair," she seethed to herself. "Daddy was fucking me so good. He was just getting ready to make me came when Mom walked in and stole him away from me."
Hopelessly frustrated, Vicki put her hand to her cunt and finger-fucked herself. It didn't give her the climax she craved, but at least it helped her to get to sleep.
"Tomorrow's another day," she whispered into her pillow just before dozing off. "Don't worry, Daddy, you'll get plenty of chances to make me came. Mom can't stand in our way. Tonight was just the beginning of something wonderful."



CHAPTER THREE


Vicki felt funny meeting her father at a motel. But, she had agreed with him that it wasn't smart to take unnecessary chances. If they were going to make it together, they had to play it safe.
"You mother's going through some kind of stage, Vicki," Burt Wallace had explained. "She's always horny lately. Likely to barge in at any minute with hot pants. We'll have to get out of the house to get my privacy. Rent a room someplace, I guess, if we want to get it on."
They picked a motel on the other side of town and agreed to go there separately so as not to arouse suspicion. Burt would get there first and rent the room, putting a pre-arranged signal in the window so Vicki would know which door to knock on.
Now, as she stood outside the right room, Vicki silently asked herself if this was what she really wanted.
"Yes," she answered herself aloud with a passionate whisper. "Oh, Daddy, fuck me. Please make me come."
The door opened without her knocking.
"Who were you talking to?" Burt Wallace asked his hard-breathing daughter. "I could hear you inside."
"Just myself, Daddy," Vicki said apologetically as she entered the room. "Getting up my nerve, I guess."
"Yeah," her father sighed. "I understand. This is a pretty big step we're taking."
He shifted his weight from foot to foot, looking down at the floor.
"It's still not too late to change our minds," Burt muttered. "We haven't done anything yet."
"What about the other night?" Vicki blurted, tingling from the memory of her father's big cock in her cunt.
"That was different," Burt mumbled self-consciously. "It was an accident. Could've happened to anybody on the spurt of the moment. But this time, there's…"
"No excuse," Vicki said firmly, suddenly calm and sure of herself. "We know exactly what we're doing."
She boldly backed her father across the motel room. When he was trapped between the bed and her, Vicki pushed him backward.
As Burt sprawled on the bed, Vicki began a slow, sensual strip.
"Tell me how much you want me, Daddy," she crooned when her blouse was unbuttoned and sliding down her shoulders.
Burt gazed at his daughter's perfect tits and gulped. His cock squirmed in his pants.
"Come on, Daddy, I want to hear it," Vicki continued.
The blouse drifted to the floor and Vicki unhooked her skirt. Instead of letting it drop, she inched it down her hips, teasing her father with the sight of her yellow bikini panties.
"Oh, God, Vicki, you're so damn beautiful," Burt croaked, his throat as dry as his prick was hard.
Vicki released her skirt, letting it fall at last. Now she was nude except for her skimpy panties. They were purposely about two sizes too small the crotch panel cutting into her cunt.
Vicki rubbed her pussy. Her panties were pushed into her crack and her pussy squished.
Burt couldn't stand it any longer. Springing from the bed, he grabbed his daughter. He stuffed his hand between her thighs, fumbling with the elastic of her damp panties.
"Rip them off me, Daddy," Vicki urged. "Make me naked."
The sound of tearing fabric filled the room as the ruined panties fluttered away. Burt Wallace's fingers gripped his daughter's bare, blonde pussy.
"I can't help it," Burt rasped in Vicki's ear. "When I see your body. I can't control myself. I guess I've always wanted to fuck you."
"Carry me to bed, Daddy," Vicki crooned. "The way you used to do when I was a little girl."
Burt's trembling stopped. He picked up Vicki with a swoop, cradling her in his strong arms.
When he put her on the bed, she spread her long legs in his face. The aroma of her open pussy made him feel drunk.
"Fuck me, Daddy. Please fuck me," Vicki panted. "Make me come."
Burt's fly whirred down. His pants and shorts drooped. As he stepped out of them, he twisted out of his shirt.
Nude, Burt climbed in bed with his spread-eagled daughter. Vicki grabbed his hard-on, pulling it toward her gaping cunt.
"Stick your cock in my cunt," she demanded. "Fuck me, fuck me. I want your prick in my pussy so bad, Daddy."
Vicki had pulled her father between her legs by now, using Burt's stiff cock like a handle. When she let go of his cock, it throbbed against her cunt.
"Let me have it!" she rasped with lust. "Put your big cock inside me, Daddy. Every inch. Fuck me…"
She interrupted herself with a squeal of delight as her wish was granted. The head of her father's cock had entered the slot of her cunt. It was ramming up her fuck-hole. Going deeper and deeper. "All the way, Daddy!" Vicki pleaded. "Fuck me all the way!"
Burt ground his groin against his daughter's crotch until bone pressed bone. With his ten-inch cock buried in Vicki's cunt, be rolled his hips. Vicki's ass squirmed in response. The bedsprings squealed from the erotic movement of their human cargo.
"Ooooh, Daddy, that's it," Vicki groaned, as her father fucked her to the hilt. "Your cock feels huge in my cunt. Is my pussy tight enough for you?"
"Perfect… just perfect," Burt gasped. "I'll never fuck a tighter cunt."
While they fucked, Vicki slipped a hand between her legs and felt around. Her fingertips were her eyes, relaying a vivid picture of the union of cock and pussy to her brain.
In the meantime, Burt covered his daughter's face and tits with wet kisses. The feel of Vicki's bare flesh on his lips made Burt incredibly hungry for her body. He didn't want to just fuck her. He wanted to eat her up.
Sucking a nipple, Burt bore down, taking pray deafly Vicki's whole tit in his mouth. It was so firm, yet so soft.
Vicki writhed beneath her father. A man was fucking her, not some punk teenager. That was why, she knew, that her senses were tugging her toward the ultimate female experience. The climax that fucking had never before brought her.
"Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me!" she cried. "Make me come! Promise me you won't stop fucking me until I come!"
"I promise, baby," Burt answered with a mouthful of perfect tit. "Daddy won't let his little girl down."
He shifted his mouth to Vicki's other tit, while continuing to drive his big prick in her cunt. Vicki's long legs wrapped around his waist, her crotch bucking response to every cock-thrust up her pussy.
"It won't be long now, Daddy," Vicki's voice trembled. "Make it happen. Make me come."
Burt fucked his daughter faster and faster. His hands gripped her asscheeks, pulling them apart as his fingers dug into the crack of her butt.
"I'm almost there!" Vicki shouted. "So close!" Burt timed it just right. He was on the brink of coming himself and had only a couple of cockthrusts remaining before he would have to shoot his wad. His second-to-last surge unlocked Vicki's legs from his waist. The final lurch sent his limbs straight up in the air, as Burt hilted his straining prick one last time in his daughter's pussy and waited for his jizz to flow.
"Yeeoooww!" Vicki screamed.
It sounded like she was dying. But, in reality, she felt more alive than she ever had in her sixteen-plus years. Almost as if she had waited until adolescence to be born.
Vicki's big moment was here at last.
"I'm coming so hard!" she whooped with joy. "God, it's wonderful! Thank you, Daddy, thank you! Bless you for fucking me sooo goooood!"
At that instant, Burt Wallace's own needs were abruptly satisfied. As his daughter climaxed, his cock erupted into the depths of her spasming cunt.
The flood of hot jism in her pussy doubled Vicki's climax. A fire burned in her that would smolder in her memory forever.
"Oh, baby, your pussy's thirsty," Burt groaned. "I can feel it just sucking up my jizz. My balls are gonna be sure as hell sore when this is over."
"Don't stop coming in my pussy, Daddy! I don't ever want it to end!" Vicki yelped. "My cunt can't get enough of your sweet jizz!"
"Don't I just know it. Too bad I just can't keep coming forever."
Vicki swooned from the thought of it. She could imagine her pussy overflowing with jizz. As her father kept coming and coming inside her, his cum would spread from her cunt and wash over her entire body.
However, Vicki's fantasy of bathing in her father's jism was doomed by reality. Despite his stature in his daughter's eyes, Burt Wallace was only human. He had only so much cum to give even his little girl's magical cunt.
"My cock's going dry, baby," Burt warned Vicki.
"No, Daddy, no, please keep coming!" Vicki made a last-ditch appeal.
"Sorry, baby. I've got no more jizz to give you. It's just the way it is."
"It's okay, Daddy," Vicki sighed after a pause. "We can always start over again."
"Did I make you come hard enough, baby?" her concerned father asked. "Did I take you where you wanted to go, sweetheart?"
"Mmmm, you better believe it, Daddy." Vicki grinned. "That's why I never wanted it to end. I wanted to feel that way forever. Just greedy, I guess."
"Beautifully greedy, my darling daughter." Burt Wallace was at his tenderest. He framed Vicki's face with his hands and kissed her gently. "You're an angel," be said. "I've done two great things in my life. One of them was helping to bring you into this world. The other was fucking you."
"Daddy, you're a poet," Vicki purred like a well-stroked kitten.
Father and daughter kissed again. This time it lasted almost a minute, their tongues darting inside each other's mouths.
During the soul-kiss their hands roamed. When they broke for air Vicki was massaging her father's sticky cock and balls, while Burt fingered his daughter's tough little clit.
The results of the mutual stimulation were predictable. Vicki's pussy tingled anew. Burt's prick hardened.
"Oh, Daddy, I want to suck your cock," Vicki panted. "Will you eat my cunt while I'm going down on you?"
"Try and stop me." Burt smacked his lips.
Quickly father and daughter arranged their naked bodies in a sixty-nine. Burt was on top, diving between Vicki's spread legs. His fresh hard-on drove down into her slurping mouth while he ate her pussy.
Vicki and her father each concentrated on the same taste sensation – sweetness. Vicki thought of one of the all-day suckers she had loved as a little girl while she mouthed her dad's long, thick prick. As he tongued his daughter's cunt, Burt thought of cotton candy.
The sixty-nining was too intense for the sucking partners to remain still. They moved all over the bed and then Vicki came up on top. Now she was sitting on her father's face and moving her lips up and down his standing cock.
Not satisfied with even being on top of a sixty-nine, Vicki brought her fingers into play. With her right hand she squeezed her father's balls. With her left, she dug into his butt and finger-fucked his asshole.
Responding in kind, Burt pressed his fat thumb against his daughter's clit, while his other hand explored the downy crevice of Vicki's butt. Then he was finger-fucking her ass as deeply as she was his.
Vicki added another finger in her father's ass. Burt matched her.
Once again the incestuous lovers rolled over. This time they landed side by side.
They continued this way for five solid minutes of sixty-nining and ass probing. Since both their mouths were busy sucking, no words were exchanged. Only sighs and moans and slurps.
Eventually the oral and finger sex took its toil. Burt's cock was ready to explode again. Vicki felt like a pane of glass that was about to shatter.
"I'm gonna come in your mouth, baby," Burt warned.
"You're not the only one," Vicki slurred with a mouthful of cock.
Their climaxes happened at exactly the sine instant. As Burt's prick spilled hot jizz down his daughter's throat, Vicki's cunt produced its own brand of female cum.
Father and daughter greedily sucked down one another's juices as each came in the other's face. Through it all they kept their fingers working in each other's asshole. Vicki never stopped squeezing her father's balls, and Burt's thumb squashed Vicki's clit.
When the dual climax was finally fading, Vicki and Burt lay curled together listening to their shallow breathing. Birds sang someplace, but Vicki couldn't be sure if they were outside or in her head.
"Oh, Daddy, I love you so much," Vicki sighed. "So fucking much. I'd just like to stay locked up in this room with you forever."
"Yeah, it's a shame we ever have to leave this bed," Burt sighed too.
"Maybe we could run off somewhere together," Vicki suggested, surprising herself by how serious she sounded. "Just drop out of sight."
Burt Wallace chuckled at that. "Yeah, find a tropical island that's not on anybody's map," he said wistfully.
"You sound like you've thought about it before, Daddy."
"It's been a fantasy of mine for years. It's just that I didn't know the name of the beautiful girl I was stranded with until now."
"Your own daughter." Vicki giggled. "Won't the natives be shocked?"
Suddenly Burt turned serious, sitting up and staring down at his beautifully naked daughter.
"I lied," he said. "I just made up the bit about the tropical island. My fantasy was always to fuck you, baby."
"Daddy, those are the loveliest words I've ever heard," Vicki rejoiced. "Why did you wait so long to make your wish come true?"
"I-I thought it would be wrong somehow to fuck my own flesh and blood," Burt stammered self consciously. "Unnatural."
"I trust I've changed your mind about that," Vicki purred, reaching for her father's crotch.
"Mmmm, yes," Burt moaned as Vicki stroked his cock and balls. "You're a very persuasive girl."
"Then I shouldn't have any trouble in getting you to fuck me again, should I, Daddy?"
"How did you get so horny?" Burt laughed.
"Like father, like daughter," Vicki answered, squeezing her father's prick. "In case you didn't know it, Daddy, your cock is harder than a rock. If I didn't know better, I'd think you hadn't got your nuts off in months."
"Where do you want me to fuck you, baby?" Burt asked enthusiastically. "Mouth? Cunt?"
"Neither," Vicki replied. "I've got a little treat in store for you. As you used to say to me when I was a little kid and it was my birthday, just close your eyes and you will get a big surprise."
She leaned over and temporarily blinded her father with kisses on his eyelids. Then, scooting over to the middle of the bed, Vicki knelt in the most intimate position in which a woman can offer herself to a man.
When Burt opened his eyes. He was starting into the wide-open crack of his daughter's sweet ass. There was no doubt about what kind of fucking Vicki had in mind.
"Give me your big cock up my butt, Daddy," Vicki urged over her shoulder.
Burt glanced from the tiny rosebud of his daughter's asshole to his throbbing boner and shuddered at the mismatch in size.
"I don't want to hurt you, baby," he said with fatherly anxiety.
"You'd want to split me in two if you knew how much I wanted it," Vicki contradicted her father. "The pain will just make me come shake harder. And that's what it's all about, Daddy. C'mon, please, fuck me in the ass."
"When it comes right down to it, I'm like any other father, I guess. I can't say no to my little girl when she really wants something."
"That's the spirit, Daddy," Vicki crooned, wriggling her open butt. "Spoil me rotten with your big cock up my tight ass."
Burt got to his knees, aiming his hard-on at the luscious crevice of his daughter's round butt. Then his cockhead moved between the flared globes. The first touch of prick against asshole sent shivers of anticipation up the spines of father and daughter.
"What are you waiting for, Daddy?" Vicki called back. "Shove your prick up my butt."
"We've got to be careful," Burt cautioned.
"I don't want to be careful," Vicki pouted. "I want you to ram my ass with your big cock. Don't worry, I can take it. There's not an opening in my body that wasn't made to be fucked by your sweet cock, Daddy."
"Are you sure of this, baby?"
"I know what I want! Fuck my ass!"
"Okay, darling, you asked for it."
Burt closed his eyes and let the momentum of his crotch take over. It bucked. Suddenly the head of his prick was engulfed by unbelievable tightness.
"Push, Daddy, push!" Vicki cried. "I want your whole cock up my ass! Nothing less!"
Burt's crotch bucked again. He looked down. Half of his prick was buried in his daughter's ass.
Fascinated by the union of his huge prick with Vicki's narrow asshole, Burt watched the rest of the penetration. His cock shoved forward, disappearing inside Vicki's tightest opening inch by inch.
"Am I hurting you, baby?" Burt asked with concern.
"Oh, yes… yes," Vicki gasped with joy. "It hurts so good. Hurt me more, more."
With a lurch of his groin, Burt saw the last of his stiff cock enter his daughter's deep asshole. Now his crotch was flush against her asscheeks. His balls squashed against her fucking cunt.
"Oh, Daddy, you're killing me… ripping me in two!" Vicki screeched. "Daddy, I love it! Love your big cock fucking my butt!"
Burt's hips rolled. He was really getting into the swing. Knowing how much Vicki craved his cock's punishment up her ass, he was willing to give her the entire prick and all the pain she could handle. Anything that would make her cum. It made him swell with pride when Vicki climaxed because of him.
"Mmmm, Daddy, this is really going to be something," Vicki reported. "I can feel it growing… growing. I'm going to come so hard it scares me!"
"Just hold on, baby," Burt panted. "Daddy I'll get you where you're going before you know it."
He stepped up his cock-thrusts up his daughter's ass. They became violent. On the forward surges, the head of Burt's prick was lapped by the hot shit, which boiled in Vicki's bowels.
"I'm coming apart, Daddy!" Vicki screamed. "Ball me! Fuck me! Screw me!"
The organ hit her like an ice-water enema. Vicki howled. Her father just butt-fucked her harder. For Burt had his own climax to think of now. His cock felt like it had a thousand tiny pins sticking in it.
"All hell's about to break loose in your ass, baby," Burt warned Vicki. "My cock's ready to explode. Ready for my cum, sweetheart?"
"Give it to me, Daddy! Come in my ass!"
It happened before the echo of Vicki's plea had faded. Her father's cock as abruptly spurting. Cum splashed her insides.
Vicki cinched her ass muscles, squeezing all the jizz she could from her father's hard-on. There was so much of it, but as far as she was concerned, there could never be enough.
"More! More cum!" Vicki demanded. "It's so hot! So thick! The more jizz you shoot in my ass, the harder I come!"
At this point Burt was sorry he was a mere mortal. He wanted to keep creaming in Vicki's ass as much as she wanted him to continue. No moment would ever be as sweet as this one.
But, inevitably, Burt's cock slowed down to a dribble. The ass-fucking wound down, as fatigue replaced passion.
"Sorry, baby, I'm all used up for now," Burt sighed, draping himself over Vicki's back.
"Aw, nuts," Vicki good-naturedly complained. "I was just getting warmed up."
Father and daughter rested a while after this, lying side by side. Burt smoked a cigarette and they talked. Vicki brought up the subject again of them running away together.
"Why couldn't we do it?" she asked her father in all seriousness. "Maybe not the South Sea island bit, but a different city. New names. A fresh start. Nobody would know."
Burt slowly shook his head.
"You make it sound good, baby," he said with a touch of sadness in his voice. "But it won't work. If we just dropped out of sight, your mother would report us missing. Sooner or later, we'd get caught. And incest is a felony in every state. You'd wind up in an institution and I'd wind up in jail."
Vicki came down to earth, nodding in reluctant agreement.
"Then where do we go from here?" she asked her father in a tiny voice.
Burt shrugged.
"We leave it the way it is, I guess. I know they'll have to lock me up before I'll keep my hands off you, baby."
"And the rest of the family?"
"We'll just have to be careful. I know it's not perfect, baby, but it's the best we can do for now."
Vicki had another question she longed to ask, but she was afraid to. Keeping the status quo meant that her father would still be going to bed every night with her mother. Would they still fuck as before? It tore Vicki up inside to think a sharing her father with another woman.
"A penny for your thoughts, baby." Burt noticed Vicki's waffled brow.
"Uh, nothing… it's nothing, Daddy," Vicki lied.
Suddenly she turned bright again, rolling aver on top of her father.
"C'mon, Daddy, let's fuck some more," she purred, trapping Burt's cock between her thighs. "I want your cock inside me one more time before we have to go back to the cold, cruel world."
"You're something else, you know that," Burt said. His cock stiffened and jumped against his daughter's warm, willing cunt.



CHAPTER FOUR


"I hate Christmas," Vicki muttered with disgust.
She kicked one of the packages under the gaily-decorated tree. When she heard something break, she laughed bitterly.
The holidays had sneaked up on her. Vicki had been so busy getting it on with her father that for the first time in her life she was not looking forward to what had previously been the most special time of the year for her. She guessed she was growing up.
"Fuck Christmas!" she cursed. "Who the hell needs it!"
It was all such a big hassle. The family togetherness was driving Vicki straight up the wall.
"Sorry, kiddo, but we've just got to cool it for a while," her father had told her. "Rick will be home from college. The relatives be in and out. And I've got to work late at the office to get things in shape for the New Year. It's best for us to keep our distance until things settle back to normal."
"But, Daddy, what'll I do?" Vicki had protested. "I'll get so horny."
Her prediction had been right on the money. With over a week between her and her last fuck, Vicki was a prisoner of her aching cunt.
"God, what I'd give for Daddy's big prick in my pussy." She pouted as she threw herself in a chair.
Quickly, without really thinking about it, Vicki was playing with herself. She had to relieve the pressure in her cunt somehow.
Vicki's fingers slipped beneath the crotchband of her panties and wriggled inside the moist slit of her cunt. While her thumb jammed her erect clit, she finger-fucked herself for a long time. But no orgasm developed. Only her father could make her come.
The front door rattled. Someone was coming in. In a panic, Vicki tried to yank her fingers from her pussy. In her clumsy haste, though, she caught her hand in the bottom panel of her tight-fitting panties.
She was still struggling to free her fingers from her crotch when her brother Rick walked into the house.
"Well, well," he smirked when he noticed his little sister's spread legs. "What do we have here?"
"None of your dam business, creep!" Vicki snapped defensively, as her sticky hand popped free of her panties too late. "Just because the great Rick Wallace is home from college doesn't mean I have to give up my privacy."
"Maybe you should've thought of that before you started playing with your pussy in the living room," Rick said. "You have your own bedroom, you know. It still has a lock on the door, doesn't it, Sis?"
"You fucking asshole!" Vicki stormed. She jumped up from the chair and cut across the room.
"Wait a second, Sis," Rick called after her. "I didn't mean anything. Can't we be friends?"
Vicki wheeled around and glared.
"Up yours, cocksucker!" she seethed.
Vicki got so mad just thinking about how Rick had barged in on her that she charged toward him and slapped him across the mouth. In her anger she carelessly used the honey-coated, hand she had finger-fucked her cunt with.
"Mmmm, that's a sweet wallop you've got there, Sis," Rick said licking his bruised lips.
Realizing what she'd done, Vicki held her hand out and stared at it. The fingers still gleamed with a film of pussy juice.
Rick grabbed her hand. He pulled it under his nose and sniffed the sticky fingertips.
"My, my, you're growing up fast, aren't you?" he leered as he savored the pungent aroma of his sister's cunt.
"It's none of your damn business," Vicki replied, but her voice was losing its force. And she did nothing to pull her hand back.
"Tell me this, is my little sister still cherry?"
"It-it's none of your damn business, I told you." Vicki kept trying to hold her own, but now she was stammering.
"C'mon, Vicki, fess up to your big brother," Rick said. "Do you just finger-fuck yourself? Or have you had any cocks yet in that sweet, young pussy between your legs?"
Vicki tried to turn away, but her neck locked in place. Worse, her eyes rolled down in their sockets. The next thing she knew she was uncontrollably staring at the tell-tale bulge at the crotch of her big brother's tight jeans.
"You're really hot to trot, aren't you, baby sister?" Rick rasped.
He was pulling Vicki's hand slowly downward. She knew she should resist but she couldn't.
"Feel this and tell me you aren't ready to fuck anything in pants," Rick said, his voice gritty with lust.
He pressed his sister's hand against the throbbing mound of his crotch. Vicki could feel the outline of his cock and balls almost as well as if he'd been naked.
She didn't want to gasp, but she did. She was too turned-on to hide her feelings.
"H-how big is your prick?" she stuttered.
"Why don't you find out?"
Vicki hated herself for her lack of self-control.
"I'll suck your cock," she said in a rush, then tried to salvage some dignity. "But that's all. I won't let you fuck me."
"Don't burn your bridges, baby sister," Rick smugly replied.
"Come on," Vicki impatiently snapped. "Let's get it over with. Unzip your pants."
"I'd rather you did it," Rick answered. "In fact, I'm gonna let you do everything, baby sister. Not gonna lift a hand. How far you go is up to you."
"Bastard!" Vicki spat.
But with her hand suddenly released, she did not pull it away from her brother's swollen cock. The tab of Rick's zipper was pinched between her thumb and forefinger and she was pulling it down. Then her brother's open fly seemed to suck her fingers inside. When she touched Rick's bare cock, Vicki felt her pussy melt.
Now Rick's hard-on was out of his jeans. Vicki slowly stroked his long, thick prick, getting a feel of its size.
She sank to her knees. The head of her brother's prick was lined up with her mouth. Vicki's tongue licked her lips, blunt evidence of her runaway cockhunger.
Darting between her lips, Vicki's tongue poked at the knob of her brother's cock, just brushing it first. The taste of Rick's cockhead was sharp and tangy. Vicki was hooked.
Vicki opened her mouth just wide enough so she had to push her lips over the crown of her brother's prick in order to suck it then, as though she were nursing on a fat nipple she turned on the suction.
"You've done this before," Rick noted the obvious.
He was so arrogant. Vicki hated his guts.
But, she was forced to admit, she loved the salty taste of his big cock. The urge to suck it down to the root and have him come in her mouth was a reflex to Vicki as natural as blinking.
So suck Vicki did. Inch by inch she wriggled her lips down the shaft of her brother's pulsing hard-on.
His sister's oral stimulation sent a message to the pit of Rick Wallace's groin that flicked on a switch in his hips. They started rolling.
Vicki wasn't just giving him a blowjob. He was fucking her in the mouth.
The longer she deep-throated her brother's salty cock, the more Vicki's emotions boiled. Her fingers ran up his thighs, past his crotch, and met at Rick's belt buckle. Within seconds, Vicki was pulling her brother's jeans down, relishing his muscular nudity from the waist down.
While Rick fucked her mouth, Vicki touched her brother all over. He'd gone to college on a football scholarship and his athlete's body was an erotic feast for a horny young girl.
Finally, Vicki's fingers came to rest on her brother's ass, a hand on each full, firm cheek. She pulled the globes apart and dug into his butt.
Vicki couldn't resist. A fingertip poked the pucker of Rick's asshole. Then pushed inside. Surging deeper, deeper.
"Nnnngghh," Rick panted, as Vicki fingerfucked his ass.
As a college football star, Rick Wallace knew plenty of chicks who were willing to go down on him at the drop of his fly. But his own little sister was the first chick who'd ever lit a fire in his butt while she was giving him head. The fresh experience made him feel like a wide-eyed kid again, instead of a big man on campus.
"Oh, man, Sis, you're the most!" Rick boyishly exclaimed.
Vicki responded by jabbing a second finger up his ass and sucking his cock even harder.
"Come!" she moaned at her panting brother. "Come in my mouth!"
"My cock's about to blow," Rick groaned. "Gonna shoot my cum in your mouth, baby sister. Ready for my jizz?"
Vicki nodded as well as she could with a cock pronging her throat. At the same time, she bent the two fingers up Rick's asshole into a claw and ripped them from his butt with a loud pop.
Rick's crotch buckled. As his hips pushed against Vicki's face, he clasped the back of her skull. Deep in Vicki's throat, his big cock exploded with scorching man.
"Drink it, Sis!" Rick blurted. "Swallow my jizz!"
He might as well have told a fish to swim.
There wasn't more than a few seconds of space between the time Rick's cock stopped spurting and his sister gulped down the last drop of his cum. When Vicki released her brother's prick from her mouth, it was sucked clean, gleaming with her spit.
And still as hard as a rock.
"Oh, Ricky… Ricky," Vicki bubbled her brother's childhood name. "I never dreamed you were such a stud. You've got to fuck me."
"I thought you drew the line at a blow-job, baby sister?" Rick had recovered his wits enough to smirk.
"It's a woman's right to change her mind," Vicki mewed. "Or, that is, her have her cunt change it for her."
She bent backward, lifting her knees into the air as her shoulders hit the carpet. Opening her thighs, she tore her clothes from her body.
She was nude. Spread-eagled before her hard-cocked brother. Her hot cunt was a gaping slash. A pink, wet dream.
"Fuck me, Rick," Vicki stated simply. Rick fell to his knees and moved between his sister's legs. His hands clutched her tits as his rigid cock drove into the squeezing warmth of her pussy.
Vicki wrapped her legs around him immediately. Their crotches collided as Rick's prick slipped into her cunt.
Brother and sister fucked. Hard and deep. With everything they had.
Vicki didn't think about coming until she was on the brink of a climax. Feeling disloyal to her father, she slowed down her half of the fucking.
"What's the matter, Sis?" Rick noticed the change.
"I-I'm afraid to came," Vicki told more than she wanted to.
"What? That doesn't make any sense. We're already fucking, Sis. My cock is up your cunt. Whether you come or not isn't going to change that. We're already in this so deep that we can't get in any deeper. Relax and enjoy it."
"You don't understand," Vicki protested.
"Try me. That's what big brother's are for."
"I-I have a lover," Vicki choked. "He's the only one who's ever made me come. It doesn't seem right for somebody else to get me off."
"Anybody I know?"
"Just a guy," Vicki lied.
"And if he were around, this would have never happened. You and I wouldn't be fucking. Is that what you're trying to tell me, Sis?"
"Right. Oh, Rick, tell me that you understand. Don't make me come. Please don't make me came."
"You're the only one who has control over that, Vicki," Rick said.
"No, no!" Vicki lied again, this time hysterically and for her own benefit. "I didn't want this! You made me fuck you!"
"You and I both know that isn't true," Rick answered calmly. "My prick is in your cunt because you wanted it there. I didn't spread your legs for you, baby sister. Like I told you before you ever sucked my cock. Anything we do together, you make the decisions. If you don't want to come, just stop fucking me. Go on, I dare you."
Vicki could have unlocked her legs from Rick's waist. She could have thrust her knees against his chest and pushed him away. Gotten up and put on her clothes and fled the house.
She did none of this.
Her brother's cock seemed welded inside her cunt. Even when she lay still, the presence of Rick's prick in her pussy rattled her senses.
"I don't want to cum," Vicki sobbed.
But her hips started to move again. Her ass shook until it bounced on the floor.
She put her hand to her crotch and felt her pussy lips ebb and flow as they encircled her brother's rhythmic hard-on.
When Rick began to suck her tits she made no attempt to stop him.
"More!" Vicki heard herself cry out. "Fuck me harder… faster!"
Rick said nothing. He was letting Vicki call all the shots. His kid sister was the most fascinating piece of ass he'd ever had.
"Deeper! Stronger!" Vicki shrieked. "Split me in two with your big cock!"
Rick powered into her. His sister had the deepest, tightest, dampest pussy he'd ever fucked. When he went back to college he would think about her a lot during those long, lonely nights when he was cramming for exams and probably wind up beating his meat.
"I'm almost there!" Vicki shouted. "Almost coming!"
Her pulse boomed. Her breath gusted.
"Too late to turn back," she gasped. "Gotta can't stop it… no choice… gonna come so fucking hard."
"Me, too," Rick chimed in. "My balls are killing me. Let's go over the edge together, Sis."
His cock, strained. Vicki's pussy muscles spasmed.
Brother and sister came as one.
As Rick's hot jizz poured into her cunt, Vicki's legs shot up toward the ceiling and she pivoted on her ass. Within her, fireworks raged.
"It's so good… soooo gooooood," Vicki moaned, long and drawn-out like her climax.
Words failed Rick. He expressed the ecstasy of his erotic release with spurting jizz and animalistic grunts. No cunt had ever sucked so much cum from his balls.
Instead of weakening, Rick picked up strength. The instant his prick had shot its load, he was ready to start fucking his sister all over again.
Vicki wanted it too.
What happened next fell into place so smoothly it was if brother, and sister had rehearsed, it in advance. The harmony of their lust was so perfect that neither needed to say anything to the other.
Their loins separated, but only for the briefest time. In a pulling stroke, Rick removed his hard-on from Vicki's cunt. He angled his cock down a notch as Vicki hung her knees, over his shoulders splitting herself wide-open to her asshole.
Driving his cock forward, Rick entered his sister again. Once more they were fucking. Only this time Rick was fucking Vicki in the ass.
Her brother's big cock was inside her butt so deeply that Vicki thought for a while she might crap all over the floor. But she hardly minded. She relished the feeling of helplessness.
As it turned out, Vicki's gurgling shit held. Not so with her senses, though.
They were on a rampage. After Rick had made her come the first time by fucking her pussy, the second climax from driving prick up her ass welled fast, hart and continuously.
"I'm coming so much." Vicki reported to her brother. "It's even better in my ass than it was in my cunt."
"Yeah I can feel it," Rick panted. "Every muscle in your ass is doing a number on my cock."
"Your prick ready to blow?"
"Pretty soon, I'm holding back as long as I can. I'd fuck your ass forever if I could."
"I wish."
However, the test of the lovers? Stamina was to be abruptly cut short. Outside of their private universe the real world was ready to reclaim their attention.
Radial tires squashed the gravel in the driveway alongside the Wallace house. The top of a green Oldsmobile posed by the window. It was luck that Rick Wallace happened to be glancing in that direction and saw it when his cock was only a couple of strokes away from coming in his sister's [missing text].
"Mom's home," Rick panicked, his prick freezing in Vicki's ass instead of erupting.
"What?" Vicki muttered confused by the sudden paralysis of her brother's prick when she had been expecting a flood of his hot jizz up her butt.
"Mom's home." Rick gulped. "She's pulling into the garage. She'll be in the house in a minute. Quick, we've got to stop fucking."
However, Vicki was too far-gone to respond the way the situation demanded. Rick had to push her away, fighting to free his cock from her grasping ass. But when his prick was finally loose, it had been squeezed so hard and so long that it was beyond his control.
Twitching wildly, Rick's cock exploded with unwanted cum. Shooting in a long arc, the flying jism reached all the way to Vicki's face, then splashed a jagged trail across her tits and down her torso to her crotch.
After what seemed an eternity to him, Rick's prick slowed to a dribble. Still totally out of it, Vicki was smearing his wayward cum all over her body, moaning that it was like silk against her skin.
"Jesus, what a mess!" Rick croaked.
He gathered his scummy sister up in his arms and carried her from the living room, running as well as he could with the burden of her weight. The bathroom was the only place he could think of to take her. He threw her into the tub and turned on the water just as he heard his mother walk through the kitchen door.
"Anybody home?" Marsha Wallace called.
Rick fled from the bathroom, closing the door behind him. He was in the living room, just back into his jeans when his mother appeared and asked him if pork chops were all right for dinner.
"Yeah, sure, Mom, sure, they're one of my favorites," Rick tried to sound as normal as possible. "When are we going to eat?"
His mother didn't answer. Her eyes suddenly left him and surveyed the room.
There it was a sharp edge as her voice as she asked, "What are your sister's clothes doing all over the floor?"
Rick panicked all over again.
"Uh, Vicki's taking a bath," he answered, somehow keeping his outward cool.
Marsha Wallace shook her hand and put her hands on her hips.
"That girl wouldn't pick up after herself if her life depended on it," she said with disgust. "God help the man she marries."
"Aw, Mom, Vicki's just a kid," Rick sighed with relief. "She'll grow out of it."
"I hope so," Mrs. Wallace said. "But sometimes I wonder. She's so immature. Sometimes she acts like she's still ten or eleven. It's hard to believe that Vicki will be a full-grown woman in just a couple of years."
"Yeah, it is," Rick replied. "Seems like she'll always be my baby sister."
Mrs. Wallace shifted her weight from one foot to another, thinking about something.
"Well, maybe it's all for the best," she said. "With all the trouble that teenage girls can get into these days, maybe I ought to count my blessings I've got one who refuses to grow up. Some of my friends' daughters are driving them nuts. Helen Kellogg found some birth control pills under Cindy's mattress last week."
"I don't think you have to worry about Vicki on that score, Mom," Rick expertly lied.
"I hope not," Marsha Wallace said after a pause, walking toward the kitchen and talking as much to herself as to her son. "It would kill her father if he found out his little girl wasn't a virgin."



CHAPTER FIVE


Hosting the New Year's Eve party had gotten to breaking of tradition for Burt and Marsha Wallace. Their first one had been ten years before with no particular intention to make it an annual event. But their friends and relatives had had such a good time that it was just taken for granted from then on that the Wallace's was the only place to be when the New Year rolled around.
Since the first party was held back when she was but six years old, Vicki had been fast asleep long before the drunken adults let it all hangout at midnight.
Vicki's first "grown-up" New Year's Eve had been quite a shock to her. Although she was by far the youngest person present, she was shocked and embarrassed by the childish antics of the so-called adults. It was fascinating too, though. She felt very superior as she watched her elders behave like silly fools.
Year in and year out, the worst offender was Vicki's Uncle Ken. He was her mother's brother, and the black sheep of the family. When he had married Aunt Peggy, people assumed he might settle down, but it hadn't happened.
"I know Ken is my brother," Vicki's mother would say, "but my sympathy is with Peggy. She's such a nice, respectable girl. Why she married that louse is beyond me. It's a terrible thing to say, but sometimes I feel like Peggy is my sister and that Ken is the outsider."
On this New Year's Eve, Vicki was thinking about her mother's observation as she hung back in a corner and nursed a Pepsi. Her Uncle Ken had long since had too much to drink and was operating on alcoholic energy. No woman's ass was safe from his pinches. As usual he was doing his best to be obnoxious.
"God, I hope he doesn't come over here," Vicki muttered to herself.
Still, she could not take her eyes off her uncle.
Because, for all his flaws, Ken had one quality that was difficult to ignore. He was exceptionally handsome. Sort of a tall Paul Newman. If she wanted to avoid her uncle, Vicki should have kept her eyes to herself. "Vicki!" he suddenly blurted out from across the room. "How's my favorite niece?"
He weaved toward her, his ever-present drink sloshing in his hand. Although smashed, Ken was surprisingly fast on his feet. Before Vicki could collect her wits, her uncle had her trapped in a corner.
He looked her over, up and down.
"Looks like my little niece is growing up," he slurred.
Vicki was getting ready to say she had to go to the bathroom when the lights went out.
"Ten seconds to midnight!" someone shouted.
"Nine… eight… seven… six…" The countdown to the New Year began.
"Gonna give your old uncle a little kiss, Vicki baby?" Ken whispered under the chant.
"I… I…" Vicki stammered, as her uncle's hot breath closed in on her.
"Three… two… one…" The chant grew in intensity. "HAPPY NEW YEAR!"
All of a sudden Ken's wet lips were grinding against Vicki's mouth. She tried to wriggle away, but he had her in a bear hug. The more Vicki struggled, the harder her uncle kissed her.
His knee strayed into her crotch. One of his hands pawed her tits. His tongue darted into her mouth. The lights were still out when Ken broke the kiss for air.
"You turn me on," he drunkenly rasped. "Let's you and me go someplace and welcome in the New Year in style."
Vicki started to tell him to let her go. But she was so flustered that her speech was halting.
"Please…" was the only word she was able to get out. Naturally, her horny uncle took it the wrong way.
He pulled her out of the room and then down the hall. When Vicki finally did get the rest of her protest out, her uncle laughed at her.
"I saw the way you were looking at me," he said. "I know when a pretty young girl has the hots for me. Don't think it hasn't happened before."
They were in the kitchen, at the back door. Ken opened it and pulled Vicki into the yard.
"Those bushes over there," he grunted. "They look nice and private. Let's go."
He pushed Vicki in front of him. When she tried to run away, he twisted her arm around in back of her.
Her uncle shoved Vicki into the bushes. There were just enough thorns in the tangle to rip her skirt when she futilely tiled to escape. Now the full moon gleamed on a bare thigh.
"Mmmmm, you're sure as hell growing up," Ken drooled. "Where does the time go? My little niece is practically a woman."
Vicki made another attempt to get to her feet. Her uncle pushed her back down. The thorns ripped her skirt even more, as the full impact of her fall spread her legs. Her crotch was showing.
"What a cute little pair of panties. Tight, too. Looks like they can hardly bold you all in."
Vicki tried to cover herself, but her uncle kicked her hand away. Then he stepped between her legs so she couldn't close them.
"Are you blonde all over?" Ken leered.
When Vicki refused to answer, he sank to his knees.
"If you won't cooperate," he said, "there's only one way to find out."
Ken's hand brushed the inside of one of his niece's open thighs, raising goosebumps. Then his fingertips pushed under the elastic of the crotchband of her panties.
Vicki's uncle was too drunk and too eager to do the job smoothly. His strong fingers tugged too hard and the elastic snapped. Laughing, he totes the bottom panel of the panties away, as though it were tissue paper.
"Mmmm, is there anything sweeter in this world than teenage pussy?" Ken slobbered with lust. "Especially cunt that's golden as a summer's day."
He covered Vicki bare cunt with his big hand and rubbed.
"Gimme some pussy juice, sweetheart," he snorted. "Your favorite uncle likes his pussy nice and wet."
One of his fingers slipped into Vicki's cunt and started squirming. Then his thumb pushed at the top of her pussy, connecting with her clit on the first try.
Vicki couldn't help it. All of a sudden her cunt was damp.
"Bet your old uncle's the first man to make your pussy wet, huh, little girl?" Ken grunted.
He paused, his gusting breath whistling through his nostrils.
"Don't answer that question. Even if I'm not the first to light your fire, I'd like to think I am. Keep it all in the family, so to speak, heh, heh."
His hand kept working on Vicki's cunt. Her pussy was getting wetter and wetter. The finger wriggling within it caused a rhythmic squishing.
"Okay, let's take a look at your tits," Ken said.
His free hand grabbed Vicki's blouse and tore the front apart, stripping the buttons.
"You could've fooled me," Ken said. "I thought you were wearing a bra. Your tits must be just about perfect."
He leaned dawn, taking a nipple in his mouth. He sucked like an overgrown baby. In spite of her disgust, Vicki could feel her nipple stiffening with arousal against her uncle's scraping tongue.
After he had thoroughly sucked both nipples, Ken pulled away, even removing his hand from Vicki's cunt. Then he stood, silhouetted in the moonlight.
"I've seen what you've got," he said to his niece. "Now it's your turn to see what I've got."
One hand unbuckled his belt, then the other unzipped his fly. His pants fell to the ground, as he chuckled something about never wearing underwear.
His hard prick curved up from his mossy crotch. It was thick, long and throbbing. He stroked it affectionately.
"How does little Vicki like her uncle's cock?" Ken preened. "Big enough for you, baby?"
Vicki could not conceal her awe. She had truthfully not known that a man's cock could grow so large. Her uncle was hung like a stallion.
"Yes, my darling niece, your uncle's cock is real." Ken chuckled. "Oh, man, you should get a load of the expression on your face."
Vicki tried to look away. She couldn't.
"Want to suck me off, baby?" Ken said. "Bet you an ice cream soda you can't swallow more than half of my cock."
He put his hands on his hips, as he loomed over his sprawled niece. With the moon at his back, his jutting hard-on cast a shadow across Vicki's face.
"Get up on your knees, little girl," Ken commanded. "You may not be able to deep-throat my cock, but I'm gonna make sure you give it a try."
Vicki knew what it was like to be hypnotized as she moved to obey her uncle. Despite her hatred of him, she could not resist the lure of his massive cock. The challenge it presented to her mouth was irresistible.
The thorns that had snagged Vicki seemed to melt away as she'got up. There she was, nude from the waist up, her skirt in tatters, kneeling before her uncle. Her fingers barely encircled the shaft of his immense prick as she closed her lips over his fat cockhead.
Always before when she had sucked someone's prick, it had been the taste that struck Vicki first. But this time it was the size that activated her senses.
"So big… sooo biiiig," she moaned when his enormous cockhead filled her mouth.
"Just the tip of the iceberg, honey," her uncle said.
Ken crotch bucked. The crows of his prick shoved down Vicki's throat. She gagged and he laughed some more, giving his cock another brutal push.
Now Ken relaxed for a while, giving his niece the chance to get used to the half of his cock he had crammed in her mouth.
"Use your tongue," he said. "Squeeze your lips."
Vicki did. She knew only one way to react when she had a cock in her mouth. It was a female reflex to suck it, lick it, and bathe it with her warm spit.
"Mmmmm," her uncle voiced his approval. "You're better at this than I expected. Maybe I'd better give you more material to work with really bring out the best in you."
This time when he thrust his crotch, he clasped his hands in back of Vicki's skull. His big wet surged down her gullet.
"You're a hungry little bitch, aren't you?" Ken snickered. "You know, little girl, I think I'm gonna lose our bet. I'm beginning to think you can swallow my whole prick."
He paused flexing his fingers against the back of Vicki's skull.
"Let's find out."
He jerked Vicki's head forward at the same time his crotch lurched. Vicki saw stars and her windpipe seemed to disintegrate as the last half of her uncle's gigantic hard-on was force-fed to her.
"Gotta hand it to you!" Ken whooped. "I didn't think you could do it, but you sure as hell did. Little girl, you've just swallowed a foot of cock. Seems to me you've earned yourself a bonus."
One of his hands left the back of Vicki's skull and he rubbed his balls, obviously gearing up for something.
"A simple blow-job doesn't do justice to your talents," he said. "So Uncle Ken's gonna give his favorite niece a special treat. Little girl, you don't need to bother about sucking any more because from here on in, I'll do all the work for both of us. I'm gonna flat-out fuck your mouth."
With the hand that was still behind her head Ken grabbed Vicki's long blonde hair and jerked her down to the grass. Then he sprawled on top of her, his hips grinding in her face, his cock using her mouth like a cunt.
Vicki was savagely mouth-fucked by her uncle for what seemed like an eternity. But she didn't regret a second of it, feeling that she was accomplishing something by deep-throating his immense hard-on that no other woman on earth could measure up to.
Finally, the brutal act was nearing its completion. Ken was breathing so hard it sounded like the night wind was gusting. Sweat poured from his thrusting crotch, stinging the pores of Vicki's face with its rank saltiness.
"I'm gonna come," Ken announced what was already clear. "Shoot my jizz in your mouth. And, sweetheart, if you don't swallow every drop, your Uncle Ken's gonna be very disappointed in his favorite niece."
Vicki tingled with anticipation. Would her uncle's cum do justice to the huge cock from which it would erupt? She wondered. She expected a flood of jism from such a magnificent prick.
There was so much jizz. And it was hotter than hot. The only thing Vicki could compare her uncle's gushing cock to be a live volcano.
Such a big prick spurting so much cum tend Vicki's female reflexes. Her cheeks ballooned with her uncle's sizzling load. But she gulped it all down. It would have seemed unnatural not to.
Her Uncle Ken was impressed.
"Wow," he breathed deeply, after rolling off his niece's face, his drained cock at half-mast. "My balls feel like they've been sucked inside-out. You're a woman, Vicki. A real woman."
"Better than Aunt Peggy?" Vicki blurted out, surprising herself with her bluntness.
Her uncle broke up, laughing so hard that his cock flapped against his thigh. Yet, there was a sad undertone to his laughter.
Vicki couldn't figure out her uncle's strange response to her question. Her Aunt Peggy was so coolly beautiful and sophisticated. The kind of woman who turned every head when she walked into a room.
"Let me tell you about your Aunt Peggy," Ken finally settled down enough to say. "She's a cold bitch."
"I don't believe it," Vicki said. She had always admired her aunt so much. Wanted to be like her.
"Why do you think I drink so much?" Ken responded, the laughter now completely gone from his voice. "Oh, I try to make a joke out of it, but down deep I guess I don't think it's funny at all. Here I am, with a cock any guy sell his soul for, and my dear, darling wife treats me like a clown. Vicki [missing text]."
He was sitting up now, clutching Vicki's arms, staring into her eyes.
"Your Aunt Peggy and I haven't touched each other in five years."
"Why do you stay married?"
"I don't exactly know. Maybe it's just the convenient thing to do. She lets me go my way, and she goes hers. We just live under the same roof is all."
"Does she have affairs?" Vicki asked, fascinated by what she was hearing.
"Who knows? I've never asked. We lead separate lives. Strangers, really. Peggy could be a lesbian, a swinger, and a closet nun. Anything. Everything. Nothing. I just don't know."
"And you wish you didn't care," Vicki sympathized. "But you do."
"Yeah, I guess I do," Ken answered, his voice catching. "I guess a shrink would say it's a blow to my manhood and all."
"And that you still love Aunt Peggy," Vicki said with certainty.
Her uncle looked away, embarrassed.
"Well, I'm not Aunt Peggy," Vicki cooed. "But I'll bet I can make you forget about her for awhile, Uncle Ken."
She reached down and rubbed her uncle's big cock and fat balls.
"Would you like to start off the New Year by fucking your favorite niece, Uncle Ken?" she whispered.
Her uncle's response was wordless but crystal clear. His prick jumped against Vicki's hand.
"Mmmmm, yes, you want to fuck me all right," Vicki purred.
"God, do I," her uncle finally spoke, facing Vicki again.
"Nothing's stopping you," Vicki murmured, then foil back, parting her legs and stripping away her torn skirt.
The lips of her cunt were pulled open, exposing the pink inner meat. Soft, sucking noises from within her wet pussy could be heard.
"Your cunt… it's so young… so beautiful," Ken gulped with awe at the sight of his niece's spread pussy. "Are you cherry?"
Vicki could see that whether she was a virgin meant a lot to her uncle.
"Yes," she lied. If her uncle wanted her to be cherry, she would be.
"Me… are you sure you want to take this step?" Ken anxiously asked.
"Just crawl on top of me and slip your big cock inside my cunt and judge for yourself."
To underscore her invitation, Vicki reached into the well of her thighs and snagged her pussy lips, pulling them apart even further. Moonbeams glistened on the juice that oozed from her wide-open cunt.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Vicki chanted.
Her uncle came to her with his stiff prick in his hand. She lifted her legs as he eased down between them.
"Ooooh, that's it," Vicki moaned as her uncle's fat cockhead entered the moist wound of her awaiting cunt. "Put it in me… deeper deeper."
"A girl's first fuck is usually rough," Ken said. "I don't want to hurt you."
"You'll have to if you want to be the first one to fuck me," Vicki purred. "When I spread my legs for you, I knew what was going to happen."
Her voice rose.
"Pop my cherry, Uncle Ken! Give me my first fuck! Don't hold anything back!"
Vicki was a natural actress. So convincing that, if she didn't totally trick herself into temporarily believing she was cherry, she was at least capable of whipping her physical reflexes into those of a virgin.
When her uncle pushed his cock deeper into her cunt, Vicki squeezed back with stubborn pussy muscles. Her uncle was certain he was fighting her cherry.
"Tight," Ken grunted, as his prick shoved into the taut recesses of his niece's cunt.
"It hurts so fine," Vicki groaned in reply. "Give me more. More pain… more cock… fuck me all the way to your balls."
"What a girl!" Ken responded.
His hard cock battled far more space in Vicki's narrow cunt.
"Wrap your legs around me, sweetheart," Ken urged. "I'm going for the whole thing."
"Don't take it easy on me."
"I'm not. This is it."
Vicki's legs were wrapped around her uncle's waist. Ken's crotch surged. His cock drove forward, as Vicki's pussy muscles pushed back.
For a moment, the tightness of Vicki's cunt battled her uncle's hard-on to a standstill. Then, at the core of Vicki's being, something snapped.
The walls of Vicki's pussy slackened just long enough to suck up the rest of her uncle's cock. When they recaptured their tension, the penetration was twelve inches deep.
Ken was joyously deceived, certain he had just popped his niece's cherry. He was so pleased with what he thought he had done that the absence of blood did not register with him.
"How does it feel to be a woman?" he breathlessly asked Vicki.
"Ohhhh," she moaned, still acting up a storm. "At last… at last."
Now that Vicki had her fictitious cherry out of the way, she concentrated on fucking back as good as she got. Her ass shook, her hips churned. The fuck was deep, hard and ceaseless. A driving cock in a spasming cunt, male and female in perfect harmony.
A single fucking position could not contain the lovers' passion. They rolled on the grass, taking turns on top.
While they fucked, Ken did things to his niece's tits with his sucking mouth that went with his cock in her cunt, like cream with strawberries. Vicki, in turn, rubbed her uncle's balls, then finger-fucked his ass.
It wasn't long before Ken exclaimed, "I'm going to come! A hot load in your cunt, baby! Ready?"
"Oh, yes… yes!" Vicki gushed. "I've never been so ready for anything in my life! Flood my cunt with your thick jizz, Uncle Ken!"
She raised her legs straight up in the air, pushing the seams of her cunt flush against her uncle's thrusting crotch. As big as it was, his cock seemed to expand within her cunt.
"Mmmmmm," Ken grunted, as he clutched the cheeks of Vicki's ass. His huge prick exploded in her pussy. Boiling cum drenched her fuck-hole.
"More! More!" Vicki pleaded. "More cum in my cunt!"
With more cum in her cunt, a shuddering climax had struck Vicki, a female orgasm to match her uncle's masculine release. A cold sweat bathed her I burning flesh, catching her in the crossfire of her raging senses.
Soon, Ken's prick dribbled dry. He had shot his wad. But Vicki kept coming, so horny that she fingered her clit, stretching put her climax as long as possible.
"Give me more cock!" Vicki frantically cried. "Fuck me again!"
"The spirit's willing, but the flesh is weak," Ken answered sheepishly doubled her knees.
In an orgasmic frenzy, Vicki against her uncle's chest and pushed him away. She replaced his drained cock in her cunt with her fingers.
A nervous chord was struck within Ken when this happened. His own sexual needs finally satisfied, he became concerned when his writhing niece did not cool off.
"Settle down, baby," he soothed. "Maybe word better get dressed and get back inside before somebody misses us."
Vicki ignored him. She was fist-fucking her cunt, totally out of it.
Rattled, Ken got to his feet and wandered around the yard, flying to get his bearings. Although mere moments had passed since he had shot his wad, he suddenly viewed his seduction of Vicki from an uneasy distance that was not affected by alcohol or lust.
Inevitably, it was dawning on him what he had done. He had used his sob-story about his wife to get into the pants of more sympathetic females than he could count. But Vicki was not just another piece of ass.
"I fucked my own niece," Ken muttered, as the reality of incest chilled him.
He looked down at the spread-eagled child of his sister, then turned away. This beautiful girl who had taken his cum in her mouth and cunt was now a threat.
Having actually fucked Vicki, Ken's desire for his teenage niece had changed to fear. The kind of fear that comes to a man who has made a career of sliding through life, and than realizes he has committed the error of rocking the boat.
He wished he had a stiff drink, then shook off the urge. Ken knew that wouldn't help this time.
He flashed on a picture in his mind. He saw somebody wandering into the backyard, finding him there, standing over his cum-soaked niece with his cock still wet and red from the cunt of his sister's daughter. It was just his imagination at the moment, but it could easily be real if he didn't heed the warning in his head.
Ken thought about that drink again and vigorously shook his head. For once in his life, he was glad he was sober.
Finding his pants, he clumsily struggled into them as he backed into the darkness. Panic had set in.
There was no time to say goodbye, just to get away. Circling his sister's house, Ken broke into a sprint, running like a thief from what he had done.
Alone with her lingering climax, Vicki didn't know for several minutes she had been abandoned. It was only after she had finally stopped working her cunt that she called for her uncle. When there was no answer, she was too tired to figure out what had happened to him.
"Maybe it was all a dream," she sighed, her sudden fatigue smothering her like a velvet blanket.
Curling up in a ball, Vicki let go of her consciousness. As the darkness of her mind replaced the darkness of the night, she lost all track of the line between fact and fantasy and blissfully slept.



CHAPTER SIX


About three o'clock in the morning, a north wind started to blow. Its cold fingers grabbed hold of Vicki's inked body and shook her awake.
"Wh-what am I d-doing out here?" She shivered as she looked around the dark yard.
She struggled to her feet, trying to remember. The wind gusted again, driving the cobwebs from her mind. "Uncle Ken," she muttered, a sharp twinge in her cunt.
She put her hand between her legs and felt the stale cum that crusted her crotch. Suddenly her pussy ached.
"Uncle Ken fucked me," she whispered as if she were afraid someone would overhear. "And I came."
Vicki weaved across the yard. However, when she reached the back door of the house, she stopped short. Lights were still on inside. She could hear drunken laughter. Her parents' New Year's Eve party was still going on.
"They're probably too smashed to notice I've been missing," she reasoned. "If only I could get to my room without anybody seeing me, nobody would know the difference."
But a glance through the kitchen window quickly convinced Vicki that it wasn't that easy. Her mother was standing in front of the stove with an apron on, scrambling eggs for the last of the partygoers. Vicki concluded there was no way she could sneak through the house without being noticed.
In the meantime, the early morning cold was eating into her bones. At this point all Vicki wanted was someplace to hide against the wind.
The garage seemed the best place to go. Maybe she could find a sleeping bag in the family camping gear. Then she could curl up and sneak into the house later. The rear of the family stationwagon was roomy enough, almost as good as a bed when the seats were down.
Vicki slipped into the garage, relieved to have a place where she could. Be alone. She needed to think.
What did it mean, she wondered, when her brother and now her Uncle Ken had been able to make her come so easily? She had been so certain before the holidays that her father was the only one who could take her to the heights and the evidence to the contrary made her feel guilty.
Deep in thought, Vicki was running her hand along the wail, searching for the light switch, before she realized she was not alone. The rating and the murmurs had probably been going on all along. She had just not noticed them until they were too loud to ignore.
At first Vicki assumed it was Mitzi, the family cat. Mitzi had been getting awfully fat lately and it was always possible she had had another litter of kittens.
Then, just before she would have turned on the light and tipped off her presence, Vicki recognized a familiar voice drifting from the back of the stationwagon and froze.
"Oooooh," her Aunt Peggy moaned, "do it to me some more. It feels so good."
Vicki stared at the stationwagon, afraid to peer through the window. Then she caught a glimpse in the rear view mirror of what was happening inside and realized that she had to get a clearer look.
Aunt Peggy was in the rear of the stationwagon. Even in the limited space of the mirror, through the gloom of the unlighted garage, Vicki saw the unmistakable flash of bare flesh.
Vicki knelt by the side of the car, lifting her eyes just up past the bottom of a window. If she was careful, in the dark garage she could see without being seen.
Vicki had never seen her beautiful aunt with no clothes on. She had that opportunity now.
Peggy was sprawled in the back of the stationwagon, propped upon her elbows. She was completely naked, her knees up. A man had his head between her spread thighs. He was eating her cunt.
"Use your tongue." Peggy urged her lover. "Wiggle, it around inside my pussy. I'm so hot I'll come in your mouth."
Vicki was hypnotized by what she saw. Even though her Uncle Ken had strongly hinted that her aunt played around on the side, Vicki was nonetheless shocked by the reality of it. Concentrating entirely on the gorgeous aunt whom she had admired since she was a little girl, Vicki didn't even ask herself at this point who the man eating Peggy's cunt might be.
"Mmmmm… aaahhh!" Peggy groaned, then rasped. "I'm getting there! Give me all of your tongue!"
Even outside the car, Vicki could clearly hear the wet sound of tongue inside pussy. Her own cunt tingled as she listened to the moist slurping.
"Oooooh!" Peggy squealed, falling flat on her back and squirming on her ass.
"She's coming," Vicki silently whispered to herself. "God, it's so beautiful."
As she watched her aunt climax, Vicki realized she was fingering her own pussy…
"Don't stop tonguing me," Peggy murmured inside the car, clasping her lover's head with her strong thighs. "I've waited all night to come like this."
Peggy was so tuned-on that she grubbed her tits. They were large mounds of creamy flesh, clearly firm but still soft enough for gouging sink, into than. The nipples were miniature red cones, vivid even in the murky interim of the stationwagon.
Wanting her voluptuous aunt getting off, Vicki felt like a scrawny kid. She had always admired her gorgeous aunt, but now she experienced a feeling approaching worship.
Vicki rubbed her own tits. They seemed so puny in comparison to her aunt's rounded tits.
In the car, Peggy was winding don from her climax. The unknown man sucking in pussy was slurping more slowly now.
"Mmmmm, that was wonderful," Peggy eventually sighed. "I really needed that. What a way to start the New Year."
The man peered up from the well of Peggy's crotch, showing his forehead and eyes. Still spying, Vicki realized she was about to find out who her aunt's lover was.
"I thought we'd never slip away from the party," he said, and Vicki gulped with a shock of recognition.
"Better late than never." Peggy laughed, running her long fingers through her lover's bushy brown hair. "How's your cock holding up? I checked out your crotch about ten o'clock and had to bite my lip to keep from breaking up. You had a hard-on even that early."
"Yeah, I had to sneak into the john and run cold water over it." Burt Wallace said, "My balls are sore as hell. What we used to call 'lover's nuts' when I was a kid."
"DAD!" Vicki mentally screamed at her father.
"Lover's nuts, eh?" Peggy chuckled at her brother-in-law's predicament. "When I was growing up, the boys used to call it 'blue balls'. I used to picture the guys who used to make out with me going home with their balls looking like Easter eggs."
"I always suspected you were a prick-teaser," Burt Wallace said.
"Could be," Peggy said dryly, then grinned. "But times change, and so do people. Especially proper young girls who grew up in the uptight fifties. I'll give you a demonstration of how far I've come, if you'd like."
"Right on!"
With her heart pounding, a stunned Vicki watched her horny father crawl out from between her aunt's legs and display his stiff cock and twitching balls. He beamed as Peggy reached out and stroked his prick and balls.
"Oh, Burt, what a disappointment!" Peggy put on a mock frown. "I really expected your balls to be blue."
Burt Wallace shrugged and leered.
"Can't have everything," he said. "But if you want to get fucked in the mouth, I promise all spread the word around so nobody ever call you a prick-teaser again."
"Deal!" Vicki all but whooped, then hornily pulled Vicki's father on top of her. "I've had cum on my mind all night. Every time I sipped a drink I wound up setting it down because it wasn't thick and sweet enough. Must have left squat of yaw Scotch inching ice cubes around the home."
Peggy topped talking and took her brother-in law prick in he mouth. Burt had crawled up so his crack was centered with her face. A tilt of his hips was getting his cock sucked.
Watching in pain, Burt's daughter felt her heart break.
"No Daddy, no," Vicki muttered under her breath, father fucked her aunt in the mouth. "Aren't I good enough for you? Didn't I satisfy you, Daddy?"
Vicki remembered bow sweet her father's cock had tasted the many times she had sucked it. It almost killed her to witness someone else deep-throating his big prick. Especially the aunt she had admired all these years.
Her father was using her aunt's mouth just like a cunt now, the same as he had so often done to her. The invades of Vicki's throat spasmed, exactly as they did when her father had fucked her in the mouth. The tastebuds on the bed of her tongue tingled from the armory of the cock that was no longer her private property.
And yet, despite her sadness, Vicki was not angry. The reason for this was her Aunt Peggy. For when Vicki compared herself with her glamorous, self-assured relative; a feeling of inferiority cloaked her. Down deep, she could not blame her father for his betrayal. Aunt Peggy is a real woman, Vicki thought gloomily. Let's face it, I'm just a kid.
In the meantime, Burt Wallace had stepped up the tempo of his cock-thrusts in his beautiful sister-in-law face. His pale ass bobbed up and down as he fucked Peggy's mouth faster and faster. Peggy was clutching his balls, trying to help him come down her throat.
"Gonna give it to you," Burt panted. "Get ready for a bellyful of cum."
He raised his ass one last time, cocking his hips for a final surge of his prick before he shot his wad. Then his hairy crotch flattened Peggy's face, his straining hard-on hilted between her squashed lips.
"Mmmmmm," Peggy moaned with a mouthful of throbbing cock, anticipating the onslaught of her brother-in-law's hot cum.
"Here it comes!" Burt blurted. "More jizz than you can swallow!"
A sad laugh caught in Vicki throat as she monitored the action. She knew there was no chance in the world that her beautiful aunt would fail to swallow every drop of her father's cum. But Peggy wouldn't gulp the jizz down. It would be almost as if she were sipping it like a glass of champagne, no matter how fast it spurted.
It happened pretty much that way. When his cock erupted, Vicki's father was as unruly as a rutting animal. But her aunt remained like something but of a poem, even in the midst of her lover's sucking orgasm.
Vicki knew from experience how much cum her father's prick produced. But her aunt's cheeks didn't even swell. As she watched Peggy expertly drink her dad's gushing jizz, Vicki burned with frustration.
Vicki had the sudden urge to jump into the car, revealing her presence and declaring, "Daddy, give me another chance! I'll make you forget all about Aunt Peggy! Let me suck your cock!"
But, even had she been bold enough to make such a move, Vicki would have remained where she was. For, in her mind, such a declaration would have been totally false. A boast she could not make good on, with her inability to live up to it leaving her more depressed and humiliated than she already was.
The best she could do for now, Vicki decided, was to merely watch. Hopefully, she would learn something about how to really satisfy her father from her Goddess-like aunt. Satisfy him more than a teenage girl could do.
Someday, Vicki vowed, she would win back her father. If she was to realize this goal, she would have to do it as a woman not a girl. As painful as it was for her to accept, the best teacher she could hope to find was the aunt who had just finished stealing her father's cum.
So, swallowing her pride, Vicki watched. She made straight A's at school, but now it was time to be a student of something far more important than geometry or grammar.
Vicki saw her aunt pull out from under her father and sit up. Peggy was smiling like an erotic Mona Lisa, as Burt sprawled, catching his breath after coming so hard.
"You know what I feel like?" Peggy said, almost to herself.
Burt rolled over and grunted, "What?" His drained cock was red, sticky and limp.
"A prick in my ass," Peggy matter-of-factly stated.
She drew up her knees and slipped a finger between her asscheeks. She stuck it up her asshole, squirming and murmuring.
"Mmmmm, sweet," she sighed when she passed the glistening finger under her nose. She even tasted it, but there was nothing vulgar about it, even when she smacked her lips.
"You're something else," Burt Wallace said, his prick swelling.
"I do my best," Peggy purred.
She fingered her ass again and gave Burt a whiff of the result.
"Like to dip your cock into some of that?" she could.
"What do you think?" Burt panted, his prick jutting to full hardness again.
"Then what are you waiting for, stud?" Peggy shifted over onto all fours. When she spread her asscheeks her asshole shined like a ruby at the top of her silken crack…
Vicki was so taken by the beauty of her aunt's spread ass, that she could not keep her fingers out of her own. She knew that she would not be able to resist pumping her own asshole in response to the erotic spectacle unfolding before her eyes.
In the car, Burt Wallace closed in on his sister-in-law's flared asscheeks. His rigid prick was like a sword in his hand.
"I'm gonna go in quick," he told Peggy.
"Wouldn't have it any other way," she replied. "I've never liked it easy in my ass. The harder you fuck me, the harder I'll come. The only thing you need to worry about is your cock. If you don't watch out, I'm liable to twist if off at the root."
"That's what I've always liked about you, Peggy," Burt said. "You never sell yourself short."
"Would you, if you had my body?"
Burt shook his head in awe at her pride.
"What a woman," he sighed. "The day you married into the family was the luckiest day of my life."
"Compliments are nice," Peggy answered, "but they just get in the way when a woman wants a man's cock up her ass. Right now I want your prick inside me not your damn flattery. Tell me how great I am after you've filled my ass with your hot cum."
Panting with desire, Burt placed his hands on Peggy's asscheeks and pried them apart as far as they would go. Placing the tip of his cock in the dent of his sister-in-law's asshole, he shoved.
As she watched her father's cockhead disappear inside her aunt's luscious ass, Vicki jammed a couple of fingers up the tight opening of her butt. They were certainly not the equal of a stiff prick, but at least she could stir up her senses enough so as not to feel, completely shut-out while her aunt got the benefit of her father's hard-on.
Burt Wallace was pushing that hard-on forward now, getting deep within his sister-in-law's ass. Reacting to the penetration, Peggy put her head on the car floor and moaned something about the joy of the pain she was experiencing.
Then Peggy was demanding, "Deeper! Deeper! Fuck me all the way! Don't hold back! Give me all of your cock!"
"Here it is, baby." Burt grimaced and lurched. "All ten inches!"
"Is that all?" Peggy shot back as her ass was filled with far more cock than a woman can safely take.
On the sidelines, Vicki knew from experience how good it must feel. She tried to match it in her own ass with her fingers, but had to be content with a buzz instead of the wrench in her guts that only a big cock up bet butt could bring.
"Fuck me Burt, fuck me! Fuck my ass!" Peggy was gasping in the car.
Burt's prick moved back and forth in his sister-in-law's asshole. His hands roamed from her rippling asscheeks and dug into her cunt below. The stationwagon swayed on its axles from the frantic action within.
Vicki swayed, too. Finger-fucking her ass, she lost her balance and tipped backward, losing sight of her father and aunt for the first time. Sprawled and spread-eagled on the garage floor, she relied on her ears to follow the action in the car while taking care of her own urgent needs as well as she could.
"Oh, God, it hurts, Burt your big cock hurts so much in my ass! God, I love it!" Vicki's aunt moaned from the car, and Vicki silently repeated the words as quickly as she heard them.
Vicki added the rest of her fingers to her ass.
Then they were clenched. A pumping fist inside the channel of her butt, stretching the walls to the ultimate. Still not as good as her father's cock, but the best substitute available.
Vicki could feel her hot stilt rumbling in her bowels as she fist-fucked her ass. It pleased her, knowing that her aunt must be experiencing the same sensation from her father's big prick.
Vicki held off her climax as long as she could, wanting to come along with her aunt. By now her focus had changed completely from her father to Peggy. Vicki wanted nothing more than to share an orgasm with her aunt, even if she would be the only one to know about it.
"Mmmmm… ooooohh… aahhhhh!" Peggy gasped from the car, wind in her throat. "I'm coniminnng! Yesssss… it's always best in the ass!"
Catching up with her aunt, Vicki climaxed with her own hand. Biting her tongue to stifle an orgasmic cry, she writhed on the floor, banging her skull and elbows and thrashing hips against the concrete as she came and came.
Vicki was still squirming when she heard her father yelp that his climax had finally arrived. Vicki yanked her shitty fist from her ass and struggled to her knees. She just had to see her aunt take her father's cum.
It was better than Vicki had expected. Peggy had just pulled away from Burt Wallace's spurting cock and had flipped over on her back. As Vicki's father shot his wad, the creamy arc was targeted on Peggy's face.
Peggy wagged her head from side to side and up and down. She caught the flying jizz with every inch of her face. The only feature that wasn't obscured was her dazzling smile.
"God, she's beautiful," Vicki murmured, as her father's cum dripped from her aunt's high cheekbones.
Now Vicki slunk away. She had seen enough. She wanted to think. Her future, which had seemed so positive when her father had began fucking her, was now up in the air.
When it came down to it, Vicki couldn't fault her dad for getting it on with her aunt. Peggy was such a knockout. Vicki guessed she would have given in to the same temptation as her father if she were a man.
When Vicki finally went back into the house, she made no attempt to avoid the last of the drunken party guests, although she was still nude. But they did not notice her. It was as though she were invisible.
Curled up in bed, Vicki thought until morning about what she wanted to become instead of who she was. The constant repetition of her Aunt, Peggy's name on her lips was her guiding light.
Before tonight Vicki had, believed she was a woman. What she had seen in the garage had taught her differently.
Anyone could have a man far just a few moments by letting him fuck her. To possess him on your own terms took more than merely spreading your legs. Fortunately, at her age, Vicki had plenty of time to learn.
The only requirement was courage. Her Aunt Peggy could give her the answers, if only she could swallow her pride and summon the nerve to ask for them.
Vicki made up her mind that she would accept the challenge. This satisfied her restless soul enough so she could finally close her eyes. Her dreams were hopeful. As the expression went, tomorrow was the first clay of the rest of her life.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Gee, I hope you don't me barging in on you like this, Aunt Peggy," Vicki said.
"Don't be silly," her aunt warmly responded. "I'm always happy for a visit from my favorite niece. We hardly got a chance to see each other at your mom and dad's New Year's party. Do you just feel like some girl-talk or do you have something special on your mind, clear?"
"Uh, are we alone?"
Peggy chuckled. "Don't worry about your Uncle Ken," he told her niece. "He started the New Year off on a bender and he's been drunk ever since. He'll come wandering in like a stray dog in a couple of days. In the meantime, I've got the apartment all to myself. So it's just us girls."
"Good," Vicki responded, then got flustered. "Uh, I don't mean that it's good Uncle Ken's drinking again, but…"
"You're glad he's out of the way," Peggy cut in. "Don't be embarrassed. I feel exactly the same way. Especially when I have a chance to be alone with my favorite niece. Why don't you come over here and sit next to me, dear?"
Vicki went over to the couch – and sat down at the opposite end from her aunt.
"No, no, come closer, darling," Peggy urged. "I want to get a good look at you. You're such a lovely girl. I hope you won't take this the wrong way, but you remind me so much of myself when I was your age."
When Vicki scooted over on the couch, her aunt ran her fingers through her hair.
"I've always wished I had blonde hair like yours," Peggy sighed.
"Y-you could always dye it," Vicki stammered, nervous from her aunt's attention.
"No, I'm talking about being a natural blonde," Peggy laughed. "All over. If you know what I mean."
Peggy stopped laughing, but her smile stayed fixed on her face as she stared into her niece's eyes.
"You are blonde all over," she said evenly. "Aren't you, Vicki?"
"Well, uh, yes…" Vicki self-consciously answered.
"Mmmm, perhaps I shouldn't say this, but that turns me on," Peggy cooed. "All of a sudden I have this picture of you in my mind that just won't go away. I think you must know what I'm talking about."
"You mean… without any clothes on?" Vicki gulped some more.
"Say 'nude'," Peggy said. "It's such a sexy word. It fits you."
Continuing to stroke Vicki's hair, Peggy slid her other arm around her niece's waist.
"I'll bet you're beautiful in the nude," Peggy whispered body in Vicki's ear.
"I-I really can't say," Vicki sputtered, as her aunt's breath tickled the tiny hairs on her neck.
"Want to know exactly what I'm thinking, darling?" Peggy pushed things farther.
Vicki didn't know how to answer, so said nothing. She wondered if her aunt could hear her pulse booming.
"I have this picture of you in my mind," Peggy reiterated. "You're lying on satin sheets. Nude. All alone with just your private thoughts. You spread your legs and your beautiful blonde cunt is wide open. You put your fingers between your thighs and stroke your golden pussy. Just right. The way a woman can only do to herself."
Vicki started to say something. Maybe that her aunt had the wrong idea why she had come here. But all that came out of her mouth was a long, throaty moan, prompted by her tingling pussy.
"Your cunt is so soft," Peggy went on. "Wet and throbbing. When you touch your clit, you come all over your hand."
Vicki couldn't believe what was happening. Her aunt swords affected her as strongly as if her pussy were really being fondled.
"Mmmm, yes, your cunt is so beautiful," Peggy purred. "You wish you had someone to share it with. Someone who really understands a woman's needs."
Now Vicki spoke.
"Oh, yes… yes," she murmured.
"Only another woman can understand how you feel… what you want," Peggy cooed.
"Aunt Peggy… would you… would you…?" Vicki sighed in a broken gasp.
Peggy's reply was to kiss her trembling niece flush on the lips. Vicki answered with her tongue.
They sprawled on the couch, Peggy on top. Her hands expertly loosened her niece's clothing in such a way that Vicki felt unnatural being anything other than nude in her aunt's presence.
Peggy broke the kiss to finish stripping her writhing niece. When Vicki was naked, she instinctively spread her legs, proudly, showing her pussy.
The next kiss was Peggy's mouth on Vicki's open cunt. A long, lingering kiss with plenty of tongue. Vicki came on the spot. As she climaxed, the sound of her aunt slurping up her pussy juice was music to her ears.
"Take me to bed, Aunt Peggy," Vicki moaned, knowing that the sheets would be satin.
Then Vicki was being carried to the bedroom. Her aunt was all woman and as strong as a man.
To Vicki, in her agitated state, it was the perfect combination for a lover.
Spread-eagled on the satin sheets, Vicki raised her knees and let herself be eaten out as she had never been eaten out before. Her aunt's tongue was a marvel, more expert in its probing than any cock could be.
Vicki came repeatedly. Every time she seemed in danger of sliding from her orgasmic peak, her aunt did something new to her cunt.
Gradually, Peggy swung her body around so her knees were straddling Vicki's head while she continued to suck her niece's pussy. Looking up under the tent of her aunt's skirt, Vicki realized that Peggy wore no panties. The silky triangle at which she was staring was pure cunt.
Lifting her hands, Vicki quickly got rid of her aunt's skirt. With no shadows to obstruct her view she could see into the pink slash of Peggy's spread cunt. A drop of pussy juice splashed on Vicki's nose as she begged for her aunt to sit on her face.
"So sweet," Vicki gurgled as the lips of Peggy's luscious cunt spread across her mouth, completing a lesbian sixty-nine.
Although she was completely inexperienced at eating another woman's pussy, Vicki performed like a hardened lesbian. All she had to do was follow her aunt's lead, copying the movement of Peggy's tongue stroke for stroke. Whatever her aunt did to her cunt, Vicki did back to Peggy's sugary pussy.
Vicki and her aunt climaxed repeatedly, sharing one another's orgasmic vibrations. Their pussies oozed juice continuously, and the female lovers thirstily lapped it up. Slurps filled the air, sounding as though waves were lapping on a shore somewhere nearby.
The thing about an all-female sixty-nine, Vicki realized, was that no one was dominant. The partners were equal, with the needs and responses of the cunt's in perfect harmony. There was no waiting on some guy's cock to blow, then having to start all over again because he's shot his wad.
Once Vicki and her aunt had started coming, there was nothing to make them stop. Each climax just prompted a fresh one. Vicki and Peggy sixty-nined on and on, no ego involved, just sheer orgasmic joy.
The mutual cunt-eating stopped only because Peggy was anxious to show her niece another side to lesbian sex. As much as she loved sixty-nining, Vicki was eager to move on. With a teacher like her aunt, Vicki would have been a fool not to learn everything she could about the special ways two women can express their lust, far each other.
"What are we going to do now, my beautiful gorgeous aunt?" Vicki sighed when Peggy had withdrawn from between her legs and was stroking her tits.
"Try this on for size, my darling little niece," Peggy answered. "How does a nice, long, deep fuck sound, baby?"
"Sounds groovy," Vicki playfully responded to what she thought was just a joke. "There's only one problem. Which one of us is going to grow a cock on such short notice?"
"There are ways," Peggy said, suddenly serious. "I-I don't understand," a surprised Vicki stammered.
"Ahhh, that's one of the things I like so much about girls your age." Peggy smiled again, but this time with a leer. "You have so much to learn."
"Teach me," Vicki eagerly begged.
Peggy got up from the bed and left the room without a word. When she returned she backed in through the door, obviously is concealing something. Vicki had no idea what to expect next.
Then Peggy wheeled around, an almost wolfish grin splitting her face. It wasn't her aunt's face that Vicki gawked at.
"My God! What's that?" Vicki gasped, stunned by the thing in Peggy's grip.
"I take it you've never seen one of these," Peggy said. "It's called a dildo. This one happens to be a very special model."
Vicki's cunt burned as she picked up the details of the device. Shiny black, it was about two feet in length, with the ends mushrooming into replicas of cockheads.
"A two-head cock!" Vicki blurted with such force she started coughing.
"And what do you think of your aunt's little toy, Vicki darling?"
Vicki was tongue-tied with amazement.
Her aunt came to her as Vicki fumbled for the right words to express her emotions. Standing by the side of the bed, Peggy offered one end of the dildo.
"Me… are you trying to tell me that we can both fuck with this monster, at the same time?" Vicki muttered as she fondled the rubber cockhead. It was so realistic she wore she could feel it throb.
"There's a foot of prick for each of us," Peggy said.
Vicki squirmed as her aunt's words sunk in. Just the idea of fucking and being fucked by another woman had her on the verge of a flash orgasm.
"Lie back on the bed and spread your legs," Peggy instructed. "I want your beautiful pussy wide-open. Your old auntie is going to give you a lesson in love you'll never forget."
Vicki flattened her shoulder blades against the mattress. Slipping a pillow under her ass, she bent her knees and parted her thighs. A glob of pussy juice tickled from her yawning cunt into the crack of her butt.
"Mmmm, love that pussy," Peggy sighed. "Oh, to be eighteen again."
Then Peggy was on the bed, kneeling between her niece's spread legs. With expert fingers she stretched the soggy lips of Vicki's cunt even farther apart. Placing one huge end of the dildo at the pink center of the luscious teenage cunt, Peggy gently applied pressure.
"Oooooh," Vicki groaned, as the black bar slid into her moist fuck-hole. "Oooooh, Aunt Peggy, it's going to go all the way through me."
"You wish," Peggy teased, as she carefully stuffed about half the long rod into her niece's cunt.
The walls of Vicki's pussy stretched like elastic, swallowing the horny teenager's share of the artificial cock. It was so tight, so deep within her.
"Ahh, that's it," Peggy said when she had filled her niece's corn with twelve inches of rubber meat. "Now for yours truly."
The free end of the dildo curved out from between Vicki's spread thighs with twitching realism. With the other half-rooted deep in her cunt, it appeared as if she had suddenly grown a big, black cock. It was an illusion which Vicki's fuck-hungry aunt knew how to exploit to the fullest advantage.
Peggy moved forward, straddling Vicki's hips. Her raised crotch hovered just above the jutting dildo, dripping pussy juice onto the exposed length of black rubber. Peggy smiled down at her niece as she prepared to fill her cunt with its share of the life-like prick.
"You're going to see my pussy swallow your tool just like you were a man," Peggy told Vicki. "Only you're going to feel it like a woman."
"The best of both possible worlds," Vicki answered, thrusting her crotch so the free end of the dildo snapped impatiently at her aunt's flared cunt.
Peggy brushed the knob of the rubber prick against the creamy slot of her open pussy. Then, closing her eyes in bliss, she stuffed the huge black cockhead between her pussy lips. Mewling with lust, Peggy lowered her crotch toward the crux of her niece's loins, jamming her cunt with ebony cock.
"Mmmmm," Peggy rasped, as her juicy cunt slid down the black pole to smack wetly against her niece's awaiting pussy.
The dildo had all but vanished from sight. Only a thin dark band of rubber gleamed between the lips of the joined cunts of aunt and niece. Peggy and Vicki began to fuck.
"Move with me, baby," Peggy urged. "Shake your ass. Rock your hips."
Vicki writhed beneath her aunt. The thrashing momentum of two sets of hips drove each end of the dildo savagely into the cunt it was fucking.
However, deep cock-thrusts were not all this special fuck was about. For, at the middle of the immense two-way prick, the lovers' cunts were welded together. The erect buds of their clits poked like sharp needles.
"I still can't believe this is happening to me," Vicki moaned as she and her aunt powerfully fucked each other.
"It's happening all right, baby," Peggy said, giving a brutal thrust of her crotch. "I guarantee it's no dream. Here, I'll pinch you if you're not convinced."
Peggy plucked one of Vicki's nipples and almost twisted it off her tit.
"Oh… yessss!" Vicki hissed with welcome pain. "Sock it to me, Aunt Peggy. Do everything to me you can."
"Not so fast, Vicki darling your aunt's getting too old to do all the work. I think it's about time to put some of your youthful energy to work."
Without further warning, Peggy grabbed the cheeks of Vicki's ass and flipped her niece over. All of a sudden the fucking positions were reversed, with a surprised Vicki looking down on her aunt.
"How do things look from on top?" Peggy asked her niece.
"Groovy!" Vicki quickly adjusted to the situation. "It feels just great."
"Well, then take advantage of it," her aunt prompted.
"Beg me," Vicki leered.
"Fuck me, fuck me harder!" Peggy cried on cue. "Split me in two with your big, black cock!"
As she rammed the end of the cock she controlled into her aunt's pussy, Vicki realized what it was like to be a stud. The power that came from driving between a woman's spread legs was electric. Now she knew how it felt to dominate a woman's cunt with a hard-on.
But, at the same time, she couldn't ignore the female viewpoint. And that was what made the whole thing so extraordinary. Because, for every cock-thrust Vicki delivered in her aunt's pussy, the other half of the dildo stabbed to the core of her own cunt.
Half-man, half-woman, Vicki relished the unique experience of simultaneously giving and receiving twelve inches of stiff cock. The two sides to fucking added a flavor to sex that would be stamped in her mind forever. She would never fuck a man again without part of her invading his soul.
But the learning had yet to exhaust itself. Vicki's aunt was full of tricks.
Peggy had just finished shrieking from an orgasm, when she struggled out from beneath her pumping niece. Slithering out of her cunt, Peggy's share of the dildo suddenly lashed in midair like an angry black snake.
Vicki didn't know what to think. Just when she'd thought she was in complete charge of the action, her aunt seemed abruptly to be taunting her. She couldn't understand it.
"What did I do wrong?" Vicki blurted, confused. "Wasn't I fucking you right?"
"You can always do better," Peggy replied, hoisting herself to her knees.
Instantly Vicki felt better. Her aunt's ripe ass could be spreading in her direction for only one reason.
It was so logical. Vicki was embarrassed she hadn't thought of it on her own. But, thank God, she thought, for Peggy's direct approach.
"Fuck me in the ass!" Peggy commanded. Vicki's aunt opened her cheeks as far as they would go. Her asshole stretched invitingly, its dark center begging for the huge cock her niece controlled.
Vicki thought of the times she had spread her ass for a butt-fuck. No wonder, she realized, no man was able to resist shoving his prick up a woman's tightest opening. The female asshole was a beautiful thing. Like a dewy rosebud in comparison with the orchid of the cunt.
"Yes, I'll fuck you in the ass, Aunt Peggy," Vicki panted lustily. "But I warn you, it's going to be hell. I'm going to use every inch of my big cock."
"Is that a threat or a promise?" Peggy laughed. "The more you hurt me, the harder I'll come."
Vicki laughed, too, recalling how many times she had said that to a lover determined to force more cock inside her than she could safely take.
Kneeling at the shrine of her aunt's ass, Peggy slipped the head of the dildo into Peggy's gaping ass. The black cockhead resembled a force of evil as it pushed against the feminine anal blossom.
"Shove it!" Peggy yelped. "Hurt me bad! Don't take it easy!"
Unleashing the beast within her, Vicki gored her aunt's ass with the head of the dildo. The cockhead ripped inside Peggy, pulling several inches of ebony shaft along with it. With wide eyes, Vicki watched six thick inches of brutal dildo disappear up her aunt's asshole with a singe thrust.
"More! More!" Peggy begged. "I want the whole thing! Every inch of your big, black cock up my ass! Pushing! Ripping! Killing me!"
"You horny bitch," Vicki smugly cackled, enjoying the power that came from shafting a woman's butt with a cock. "You can't get enough can you?"
"Shove the rest of that prick up my ass and we'll see who can't get enough," Peggy snapped back.
Vicki pushed. The last part of the dildo didn't go in as smoothly as the first six inches, but the struggle was an eye-opener.
For with the forced entry of the final inches of the dildo up her aunt's tight ass, Vicki was reminded with every surge that for every action there is a reaction. In this case, it involved the second half of the dildo. The end anchored in Vicki's cunt.
Each additional shove of one end of the dildo in Peggy's ass jammed the other half all the more tightly in Vicki's pussy. Vicki couldn't butt-fuck her aunt to the hilt without punishing her own cunt.
Suddenly Vicki was the one groaning with pain. And doing everything she could to increase it. The hurting orgasms were the best, as she already knew, but it was sheer joy to be reminded of it so. "Vicki, don't forget," Peggy said, picking up on her niece's growing agony. "It's as much my cock as it is yours."
"Amen!" Vicki gasped, then buried the last of the dildo in her aunt's asp to the ripping delight of her own cunt.
Now the lovers were pussy-to-ass. Their fingers joined at the junction. They could feel the swollen ridges of Peggy's asshole buried in the lush folds of Vicki's cunt lips.
Their climaxes were just as close as their fuckholes. Neither Vicki nor her aunt missed male cum as they absorbed the constant orgasmic vibrations flowing through the dildo. A man shot his wad and that was it. Two women could come indefinitely.
"I love it! Love it!" Vicki cried, as she drove a foot of cock up her aunt's ass at the same time she took the same length of hard prick to the depths of her cunt.
"I knew you would, baby," Peggy rasped in reply.
"Did you really, Aunt Peggy?"
"We wouldn't be fucking each other if I hadn't been – shit, I don't like to force any thing on anybody. No matter how good it might be for them."
Vicki was too breathless from coming to follow up on her aunt's statement while they were still getting it on.
But later, when the overworked dildo had finally been put away, Vicki brought up the subject of her sort mastery of her mind and body again.
"It's a funny feeling when somebody knows yet better than you know yourself," she told while she and her aunt nestled in each other's arms. "I thought I just came here for some advice. I never dreamed we'd wind up as lovers. How did you know I wanted it so bad, when I didn't realize it myself?"
"It was in your eyes. In the way you moved your body when you were near me," Peggy explained. "An experienced woman is always on the look-out for someone who's young and eager to learn."
"You make it sound so simple, Aunt Peggy."
"It is." Peggy grinned. "When you know what you're doing."
Vicki sighed with contentment. It was so reassuring to know that she had come to the right place. Troubled when she had walked through her aunt's door, she now would have willingly placed her life in Peggy's hands.
"Mind if I bend your car a little, Aunt Peggy?" Vicki asked.
"Why not? I listen as good as I fuck."
And so Vicki started talking. For the first time another person shared the bizarre details of the incestuous course her life had taken during the last several weeks.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"So that's the story," Vicki said, after telling her aunt everything. "When I came here I thought all I wanted was to get Daddy back. Now it all seems so complicated."
"I'm so glad you opened up – in more ways than one," Peggy said sympathetically.
"But I'm so mixed up, Aunt Peggy. The more I find out about myself, the more confused I get. What is it I really want?"
"Only you can answer that question, Vicki."
"It's so hard."
"Try. Come on, Vicki, tell me how you really want things to be."
"Well, I guess I wish people understood, Aunt Peggy," Vicki answered. "Right now you're the only one, and I can't keep running to you every time I have a problem."
"Go on, baby," Peggy urged.
"Like, for instance, everybody expects me to love Daddy, right? But if I really want to show that love in the best way I know how, by fucking him, I have to keep it a secret. As if there were something unnatural about the way I feel toward my father."
"Did it ever occur to you, Vicki," Peggy said knowingly, "that you aren't the only one in the family who has these feelings?"
"What are you getting at, Aunt Peggy?"
"I could tell you a little story about your mother and your Uncle Ken that might convince you you're not as alone as you think."
"Mom, and her own brother?" Vicki gasped, stunned. "They-they've fucked? I don't believe it."
Peggy nodded.
"It only happened once," she said. "When they were both teenagers. Your mother got pregnant and had to have an abortion. Neither Marsha nor Ken has ever gotten over it. That's why Ken drinks so much."
"H-how do you know?"
"Ken told me the night we were married. He got blind drunk on our honeymoon. And he's been getting smashed ever since because of the same thing. I tried at first to help him, but it was no use. That's why I started going my own way. I realized that I had my own life to live and there was only one person who could straighten Ken out."
"Mom?"
"Exactly," Peggy said with certainty. "You might be surprised how much understanding you'd get from your mom if you could ever get those two back together again. In fact, I've been thinking about ways to bring it off for years. For Ken's sake. After all, he is my husband and I want what's best for him."
Vicki let her aunt's astounding news sink in.
"Are… you trying to tell me," she said haltingly, "that if we could get Mom and Uncle Ken to start fucking again, everything would fall into place?"
"Something like that. It's worth a try, isn't it?"
Vicki was forced to nod in agreement.
"This could be a beautiful family. Full of love," Peggy resumed, "if only we could wake them up to how they really feel about each other. All the guilt would just melt away. But it all starts with your mom and Ken."
As the conversation continued, Vicki became increasingly comfortable with her aunt's analysis of the situation. As the talk grew franker, a bold plan developed.
Vicki's uncle and mother didn't know it yet, but the fire of their brother-sister romance was about to be rekindled.
"I'll let you know when Ken shows-up from his latest binge. If things work out, I guarantee you it'll be his last," Peggy confidently told Vicki. "You just produce your mom when I give the word. Between the two of us, we'll get them fucking."
Vicki knew it was crazy. But it all made so much sense.
A couple of days later when the call came from her aunt, Vicki approached her mother with the message that her brother wanted to see her.
"Aunt Peggy says it's real important, Mom," Vicki said. "Uncle Ken is out of his head. He's seeing things. Aunt Peggy's afraid he might do something drastic unless you talk some sense into him. He keeps saying your name over and over."
"He's a lush, pure and simple," Marsha Wallace replied to her daughter. "I wash my hands of him."
"But he's your own brother, Mom," Vicki pleaded. "You have to go. You love him."
Mrs. Wallace muttered something, but Vicki pretended to ignore it as she got her mother's coat and the car keys.
"Please, Mom," Vicki wheedled.
"Oh, all right," her mother answered. "But I'm going to tell that bum just what I think of him."
When Vicki and her mother arrived at Peggy's and Ken's apartment, Peggy came to the door. Her face looked drawn as she thanked her sister-in-law for coming and told her that her brother was in the bedroom. However, when Marsha Wallace went to Ken, Peggy winked at Vicki to let her niece know that everything was going as planned so far.
"How's Uncle Ken!" Vicki whispered to her aunt.
"He's asleep," Peggy whispered back. "But his cock's wide-awake. I just sucked it for ten minutes straight. When your mom walks into that bedroom, she'll run into the biggest hard-on she's ever seen. It's sticking out of his pajamas like a flagpole."
"But if Mom thinks we're here she won't do anything."
"That's simple," Peggy said, then called loudly to her sister-in-law: "Marsha, Vicki and I are going out for coffee. Just do your best to talk some sense into Ken's head."
Peggy opened the door and slammed it. But, standing in anxious silence, neither she nor Vicki budged from the apartment.
Hopefully, they listened.
"Oh, my God!" Marsha Wallace blurted.
Then there was only the sound of her heavy breathing, drifting clearly all the way from the bedroom. Followed by a moan: "Oooooh, Ken, look at you!"
"She's hooked," Peggy whispered to Vicki.
"Let's get a better look," Vicki suggested under her breath.
Aunt and niece crept toward the slightly ajar bedroom door. As they, did so, Marsha Wallace started murmuring.
"What a beautiful cock!" she sighed to her sleeping brother. "The biggest cock I've ever seen. Still, after all these years." Her voice caught on the snag of the past. "I'll never fuck another man without closing my eyes and imagining it's you, Ken. Why did you have to be my brother. We could have been so happy."
When Vicki and her aunt peered through the crack in the door, Vicki's mother was kneeling by the side of the bed, fondling her brother's cock and balls.
"Suck… my… prick," Ken sleepily responded to the stimulation, talking to someone he thought existed in a dream.
"I-I can't," Marsha Wallace stammered. "I-I'm your sister. It's wrong."
"It's all right," Ken answered. "I'm just dreaming you're here. No one will ever know. Take my cock in your mouth and suck it all the way down to my balls. The way you did, Sis… that wonderful… so long ago."
"Twenty-five years ago," Marsha Wallace sighed.
"You were the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen. My sister. God, I loved you, Marsha. God, I still do."
"I love you, too, Kenny!" Marsha blurted uncontrollably.
As she clung to her brother's throbbing hard-on, Marsha's trembling lips dipped nearer and nearer to suck Ken's prick.
"I want to fuck your mouth, Marsha," Ken rasped in his sleep. "Come down your throat. It's just a dream. How can it hurt anyone?"
"Oh, yes. Kenny, yes, I'll suck your cock!" Marsha gave in with a gush. "And drink your cum. You've just got to promise me one thing."
"Anything, Sis."
"You'll fuck we afterward."
"Thatta girl!"
Then Marsha was on the bed. She wasn't going to just suck her brother's cock. As she crouched on top of him, her face at his crotch, she straddled his face with her open thighs. Up came her skirt, down came her panties. When she finally went down on Ken's stiff cock, Marsha sat on her brother's face with her bare cunt.
"They're sixty-nining," Vicki whispered to her aunt at the bedroom door.
"They're a gorgeous couple, aren't they?" Peggy responded in a hush. "I'm so happy for them. Look at the way your mother's deep-throating your uncle's big cock. I couldn't do better myself."
"Mom's pussy is spread all aver his face," Vicki sighed. "I'll bet Uncle Ken's tongue is pumping up her cunt like a cock. I can't wait until Mom comes."
"It won't be long," Peggy predicted under her breath. "Look at her sweat. Watch the way her ass is moving in Ken's face. I'm sorry to say this, Vicki, but I've never realized until now what a beautiful woman your mother is."
"Neither have I," Vicki admitted.
Peggy grinned. "Well, if everything turns out all right, that's something for both of us to remember for the future."
"You mean, make it with Mom?"
"Why not?"
"Yes, why not?" Vicki silently mouthed the words. Horizons were opening for her like Christmas packages.
In the bedroom, Vicki's mother climaxed as though she were tuned in to the conversation outside the doer.
"Aaaah!" she yelped. "I'm coming! It's wonderful! More tongue, Kenny, more tongue!"
"Keep sucking my cock," her brother replied with a hairy mouthful of cunt. "I'm gonna come, too. Deep-throat me, Marsha I'll give you a bellyful of jizz."
Marsha squeezed Ken's balls along with swallowing his prick to the hilt. Her brother's crotch buckled with such force that his bouncing ass made the bedsprings squeal.
"Come, Uncle Ken, come," Vicki breathed with excitement from the hallway. "Come in Mom's mouth. She wants your sweet jizz so bad."
"Mmmm, I wish I had a brother," Peggy whispered alongside her niece.
"I'm gonna blow!" Ken blustered.
His straining cock jumped so powerfully that his sister's head snapped back. But Marsha didn't yield an inch of his cock.
"Ooooh… ooooh, God," Ken groaned.
Vicki and Peggy knew he was coming because they could see Marsha's cheeks swell with the gushing load. Even with nearly a foot of cock down her throat, the corners of her mouth turned up in an obvious grin.
"She loves his cum," Peggy murmured.
"Jizz or pussy juice," Vicki murmured back. "It's always sweeter when it's from somebody in your own family."
In the meantime, Marsha Wallace gulped down her brothers hot cream as fast as she could. When she'd finished sucking, she sat up with a lip-smacking grin. The reason she was beaming was not just the load of cum she had just swallowed. The fact that her brother's cock remained as stiff as a board despite its eruption was an equal reason for joy.
Marsha got off of Ken's face and swiveled around on top of him. Quickly she was centering his tireless prick with her wide-open cunt.
"You're going to fuck me now, Ken," Marsha purred to her brother. "I've had two babies, but my pussy is as tight as it was twenty-five years ago. Just being with you like this makes me a girl again."
She stuffed her brother's big cock into her cunt, her pussy lips stretching to accept the fat head. Then she wriggled down, driving with her hips.
"Tight… tight," Ken gasped, as his hard-on disappeared up his sister's moist cunt. "Squeeze me, Marsha, squeeze me. Squeeze my cock with your pussy. Rub my balls. Stick your finger in my asshole. Do it all to me. The way you did that day so long ago. Nobody's ever fucked me like you did that day."
"My darling brother," Marsha crooned as she did all the things Ken asked.
One of her hands massaged her brother's balls. The forefinger of the other probed his ass. The result turned on a switch in Ken's crotch that made his cock piston in his sister's cunt as if there were a motor between his legs.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Marsha chanted.
With her brother's prick ramrodding her clutching cunt, Marsha swayed like she was riding a cloud. So delirious with joy was she that she did not notice something that her eaves dropping daughter and sister-in-law observed from all the way across the room.
"Look," Vicki whispered with alarm to Peggy, "Uncle Ken's eyes are open."
"He's awake," Peggy agreed. "The shit's really going to hit the fan once your mother catches on. She can't pretend it's a dream then."
"I can't wait?" Vicki held her breath, chewing on her fingers in anticipation. "This is it. The real test."
Marsha Wallace finally glanced down at her brother. His wide-open eyes stared back up at her like two pools of truth. Marsha abruptly stopped moving. A stammer fluttered across her lips as she tried to deny her sudden fear.
"Y-you're not a-awake," she insisted to her staring brother. "L-like you said… this is all a dream. N-not really happening."
"Yes, Sis, I am awake," Ken answered firmly. "My cock is in your pussy, Marsha. Just the way it was twenty-five years ago. I am fucking you. My beautiful sister. The only woman I've ever loved. Don't fight it, Marsha."
"It-it's wrong, Ken. I have to fight it. How could I live with myself if I didn't?"
A smug grin crept across Ken's face.
"Then why," he said to his sister, "if what we're doing is so wrong, is my cock still in your cunt to my balls? Why, even now, can I fell the walls of your pussy against every inch of my prick?"
Marsha looked down at her crotch. Sitting on top of her brother she could plainly we the junction of Ken's hard-on and her cunt. And inside, she could feel the heat, the tightness of a fuck that she desperately wanted.
"Why?" she wailed. "Why did this have to happen to us, Ken? Why couldn't we have loved two other – people the way we love each other?"
"Oh, baby, forget that we're brother and sister," Ken soothed. "Put everything out of your mind except how much we want each other. Need each other. Just concentrate on that, Sis, and fuck me like your life depended on it. It was meant to be."
He reached up and unbuttoned his sister's blouse. He gently stroked her tits right out of her bra as Marsha began moving her hips again in the classic fucking motion.
"Ooooh. Ken," Marsha moaned. "Your hands are so soft on my tits. Your cock is so big my cunt."
"Still think it's wrong, Sis?"
"It may be," Marsha swooned, "but there's nothing I can do to stop the way I feel. Fair better or worse. I love you. I can't stop fucking you."
Then she cried out with raw lust.
"Fuck me, Ken! Fucking the way I've been waiting twenty-five years to be fucked again!"
"You got it, little sister."
Ken rolled them over. Now be was on top, plunging between his sister's spread legs. His cock drove into her pussy as he took over the dominant role in the incestuous fucking.
Through the crack in the bedroom door, Vicki and her aunt were captivated as they watched the action. Marsha and Ken fucked non-stop.
"It's just beautiful to watch them fuck," Peggy whispered. "Sort of restores your faith in humanity."
"I'm so happy for Mom," Vicki sighed. "She's waited so long for this. I hope she climaxes soon. I'm dying to see the expression on her face when she comes."
As if on cue, Vicki's mother abruptly kicked her feet up in the air and shrieked, "God, Ken, I'm exploding inside! Coming so hard! So fucking Goddamn hard! Make it last! Forever! Don't stop fucking me!"
"Never, baby," Ken panted. "My cock belongs to your cunt. As long as you want it."
"Oooooh, Ken! Mmmmmm! Aaaaahhh!"
"Just hold it right there, Sis! Now I'm gonna come, too! The hottest load of jizz you've ever taken!"
"Yes, yes, Ken! Come in my cunt! Fill my cunt with your sweet jizz! Let your cock explode inside my pussy!"
Ken grabbed his sister's upturned legs and forced them back until Marsha was jackknifed. Burying his face between her tits, he blasted one… two… three brutal cock-thrusts to the inside of her pussy.
With the third surge of his hard-on, Ken left his prick hilted in Marsha's cunt. His sister clutched his balls as he dug his fingers into her raised butt.
Ken's breath gusted like he had the wind in his lungs. Sweat streaked his face while he grimaced as though he were pushing a block of granite. His crotch was locked in a mighty flex.
"Now! Now!" Marsha screamed. "Give me your cum!"
It happened. Ken's spine snapped. His balls jumped out of his sister's grip and clung to the root of his straining cock. He was coming in his sister's deep cunt for the first time in twenty-five years.
"Sooo hot," Marsha groaned as her brother's fizz spurted into her pussy. "God, I've waited so long for this."
Brother and sister embraced each other, her legs sliding down to wrap around his waist, as he shot his wad in her cum-hungry cunt. The springs of the overworked bed on which they fucked squealed beneath the lovers as though they were a third party in the action.
At the crack in the doorway, Vicki was thinking ahead on her mother's behalf.
"DO you think Uncle Ken's cock will still be hard when he's finished coming in Mom's cunt?" she whispered to her aunt.
"If it isn't," Peggy answered, "your mother will get it up again."
"You think Mom wants it in the ass?"
"Wouldn't you?"
Vicki's reply was a knowing grin.
In the meantime, Ken's prick had slowed down to a dribble. When it slipped out of his sister's cunt, Marsha put her hand to her crotch and smeared the jizz leaking from her cunt from thigh to thigh.
"What a fuck!" she murmured. "So much sweet cum."
She put her sticky fingers in her mouth and sucked off her brother's jism.
"I'm already dying for more," she sighed. Ken looked sheepishly down at his half-hard prick.
"You'll have to do the work this time, Sis," he muttered apologetically. "The last twenty-five years have taken their toll. I'm not eighteen like I was the last time we got it on."
"Don't worry about a thing," Marsha said confidently. "I can get your cock up again without even touching it."
She rolled over on her belly. Then, slowly, she raised her plump ass in the air, slipping a pillow under her crotch when there was enough room.
Now with her brother's eyes riveted to her ass, Marsha gripped the cheeks and pulled them apart as she spread her thighs. Her asshole glistened, red and round as a ripe cherry.
As he gazed into the flared treasure of his sister's ass, Ken's cock stiffened like it was being hoisted by invisible wires. Even on that reckless day of twenty-five years before, he had not dared to go as far as Marsha was now encouraging him to. The part of herself that she was now offering him went beyond even his most deep-seated incestuous fantasies.
"Fuck me in the ass!" Marsha demanded.
"Are… are you sure, Sis?" Ken gulped. "My cock is so big. Your ass is so tiny."
"Isn't that the general idea?" Marsha smirked over her shoulder.
"It'll hurt you."
"The more the better!"
Taking his revived hard-on in his hand, Ken approached the luscious split of his sister's ass. He was very careful as he slipped his cockhead between her spread asscheeks and centered it with the pouting anal rosebud.
"Please don't be gentle," Marsha impatiently pleaded. "I want it rough. Your big, strong cock jamming up my ass. Ripping me to pieces."
Eavesdropping at the door, Vicki grew increasingly excited waiting for her uncle to give in to her mother's horny demands.
"Ram her!" she rasped.
"Shhhh," Peggy quieted her. "You don't want them to overhear us now. We'll miss the best part. Don't worry, Ken will come across. Then we'll let them know we're here."
"We will?" Vicki asked, puzzled.
"Of course," her aunt answered. "It's all part of the plan. What's the point of arranging all this if we don't guarantee that it works to our advantage."
"You mean blackmail?" Vicki gasped with surprise.
"With love." Peggy chuckled. "There's no better way to get somebody to see your point of view than by having something on them. Your mother will be begging you to fuck your dad if you have Ken to hold over her head. Believe me, dear, there's nothing like a little insurance."
"And just exactly what do you expect to get out of all this, Aunt Peggy? Somehow I never thought to ask you that."
"R-i-c-k," Peggy silently spelled out the name of Vicki's brother, while tracing the outline of an imaginary hard-on with her graceful fingers.
Vicki couldn't think of anything to do but shake her head and grin at her aunt's devious methods. Peggy would never cease to amaze her.
"It wouldn't surprise me if it turned out you were already drawing up the plans for a family orgy," Vicki finally sighed.
"Aren't you?" her aunt leered. Then Peggy put a finger to her lips and whispered. "Now, shush. Let's watch the rest of the action before we make our move."
Vicki and Peggy turned their attention back to the lovers, just as Ken had completely buried his cock in his sister's ass. He had grabbed her ass and was guiding her butt in a rocking motion.
"Your prick is killing me! Tearing me up inside!" Marsha cried.
"Am I hurting you, Sis?"
"Yes! Yes! God, it's wonderful! Can't get enough of the pain! I'm going to come harder than I ever have in my life from your big cock up my ass!"
"I'm ready to come, too," Ken grunted. "My balls are on fire!"
"Arrgghh, here I go!" Marsha croaked.
Her body might have been wired for electricity the way it jumped. Every muscle was twitching. Marsha's arms and legs thrashed, while her swivel big neck twisted her head in a looping circle. Her ass was a blur, whipsawing her brother's cock.
Then it was Ken's turn to announce his climax. "I'm coming!" he blurted with stark simplicity. He draped himself over his sister's back, clutching her tits as his crotch repeatedly whammed home against the swell of her squirming butt.
"Your jizz is so hot in my ass!" Marsha gasped. "So thick. Creamy. There's so damn much of it."
"Heh, heh, heh," Peggy cackled on the sidelines. "Look at them. They're helpless. This is it, my darling niece. Let's go pick them apples. Just leave everything to your old auntie."
Before Vicki could linger with any second thoughts, her aunt grabbed her arm, kicked the door open, and pulled her into the bedroom to confront Ken and Marsha.
"Smile, darlings," Peggy whooped at the ass-fucking lovers. "You're on Candid Camera!"
It was outrageous. Vicki covered her face she was so embarrassed. But also to keep her uncle and mother from noticing how hard she was laughing.



CHAPTER NINE


Burt and Marsha Wallace didn't need the excuse of New Year's Eve to host another get-together. The happy state of their lives was reason enough for celebration. And they wanted to share it with those to whom they were closest.
It was a small affair. Just relatives. A sort of intimate family gathering, really. A very special sort.
Rick Wallace had come home from college to spend the weekend at his parents' urgings without knowing exactly what to expect. When he pulled up to the dark house Saturday morning after driving all night, he assumed everyone was in bed and decided to slip in without knocking. However, he was just inside the front door when the lights flashed on and he was surrounded by loved ones.
"Surprise!" everyone cried.
Rick looked around, stunned. His mom and dad were there, along with his sister. So were his Aunt Peggy and Uncle Ken…
They were all nude.
"What… the… hell?" gasped.
His sister came up to him. Vicki's naked body was flushed with excitement.
"We're having a party," she purred like a kitten, then rubbed against her startled brother like an alley cat in heat. "Hope you're not too tired from driving all the way home to have a good time."
Just like that Vicki flipped a bare tit in her brother's slack-jawed face. Everyone else in the room laughed as her erect nipple tickled Rick's wrinkling nose.
"Suck my tit, big brother," Vicki cooed.
When Rick gulped with astonishment, Vicki thrust her swollen nipple into his mouth. At the same time, she dropped her freehand to the crux of his thighs and rubbed his crotch.
"He's hard as a rock," Vicki announced to the onlookers. "No problem here."
Now Vicki embraced her mind-boggled brother, leaning against him with all her weight. Rick bent like a willow, trying to keep his balance, but it was a losing battle against his determined sister.
Rick toppled backward. His naked sister was on top of him all the way. When he landed on the floor, Vicki's hips were grinding between his legs. The juice of her thrusting cunt had already dark cried the faded denim at the crotch of his jeans with a spreading stain.
"My God, what's happening?" was all Rick could think of to say.
"Silly boy," Vicki whispered body in his ear. "What do you think?"
As Rick wondered in disbelief, his sister clawed at his belt buckle and fly. Then Vicki was pulling his jeans and shorts down his legs. More incredibly, his mother and father and aunt and uncle were watching Vicki's every move, smiling and chuckling with approval.
Rick's hard cock sprang into the open. All of a sudden Vicki was stuffing it into her wet cunt. Rick felt his prick going deeper and deeper into his sister's sucking pussy. He didn't understand why or how this was happening to him, but he was fucking her in full view of his family.
But more unbelievable was what Rick over heard his mother saying to his father.
"Gosh, they're such beautiful kids, aren't they, dear?" Marsha Wallace sighed.
"How could they miss?" Burt answered his beaming wife. "They've got everything going for them. After all, just look at who they have for parents."
Burt and Marsha Wallace hugged, congratulating each other on their offspring, as their son and daughter fucked less than six feet away.
"Hey, you two," Marsha's brother interrupted the proud parents. "You're getting a little too lovey-dovey for comfort."
Ken was laughing as he said this, but he was also serious.
"Yes," Peggy joined in. "If you're going to start making it with the person you're married to, what's the point of us all being here?"
Ken and Peggy joined forces and pulled Burt and Marsha apart.
"You two can do a number on your own time," Peggy said. "This is supposed to be a party."
"Well, uh, just what did you two have in mind?" Marsha dead-panned.
"Poor Vicki and Rick are all alone over there," Peggy said. "Just the two of them. Maybe we should give them some help."
Vicki overheard and called, "Oh, you're just jealous, Aunt Peggy. You've got the galloping hots far Rick and you know it, you horny cunt."
"Feel like sharing with your old auntie like a good little niece?" Peggy chirped back.
"Sure. Why don't you come sit on Rick's face? He's not going anyplace."
"Well, I've got my pride," Peggy pretended to hesitate. "But, then again, I don't seem to recall where I left it."
She was over to her niece and nephew like a shot, crouching over Rick's face. All of a sudden, Rick stared up into a cunt so spread that it blotted everything else out with its hairy seams, flared lips, and strawberry pink center. Pussy juice dripped on his nose.
Rick's tongue was sucked out of his mouth by the lure of his aunt's ripe cunt. Once in the open, it hardened like an oral cock, then thrust like one. Right into the sugary trap of Peggy's cunt.
"Mmmm the tongue-fucking me," Peggy told the others what they could already see. "Gooood boy. If he keeps up the good work, his horny old auntie's going to come right in his mouth."
"What about your mouth, Peggy? I notice it's empty," Burt Wallace called to his hip-grinding sister-in-law. "Feel like drinking a little cum, babe?"
"Is my dear, sweet brother-in-law suggesting that he might like to fuck me in the mouth by any chance?" Peggy coyly trilled.
"What do you think?" Burt grinned, stepping forward with his fiery hard-on in his hand.
"Suits me fine," Peggy cooed, playing it cute. "But only with your wife's permission. Marsha?"
"Fuck Peggy in the mouth, Burt," Marsha stated without hesitation. "The quicker we all get it on with each other, the better time we're going to have. There's no jealousy in this house. Love is like money or fertilizer. The more you spread it around, the better."
"Thanks, hon," Burt said, blowing his wife a kiss.
He went to Peggy, gripping her shoulders and turning her around so her wet pussy swiveled on Rick's face with a twisting squish. Then Burt fed his stiff prick to his sister-in-law soggy gobbled his hard-on like a hungry child attacking an ice cream cone.
"Go to it, Peg!" Ken whooped his encouragement to his wife. "Suck that cock!"
Peggy slurped down to the root of her brother-in-law's big prick. The head of his prick was somewhere down her throat, bobbing like an Adam's apple.
About a foot behind her aunt, fucking her brother, Vicki decided Rick's cock in her cunt was no longer enough to satisfy her.
"Hey," she complained. "What about me? I wouldn't mind a prick in my mouth either."
Vicki's Uncle Ken made a move, but Vicki's mother held him back.
"Since when is a cock the only thing a girl can suck?" Marsha Wallace reminded her daughter.
"Why, Mother, whatever are you talking about?" Vicki giggled.
Mrs. Wallace swept toward her daughter. There she was, all at once, stepping in between Vicki's face and Peggy's back, straddling her son's belly and bending her haunches just enough to put her glistening cunt on a line with her daughter's mouth.
"Oh, Mom," Vicki gushed, "feed me your pussy. Your sweet, sweet pussy. I'll give you so much tongue you won't believe it."
Marsha Wallace thrust her crotch forward, closing the distance between her steaming pussy and her daughter's drooling mouth. Contact was made with the loud squish of stiff tongue pushing its way up the squeezing tunnel of her cunt. Immediately, shimmering ribbons of pussy juice trickled from the corners of Vicki's sucking lips.
Only Ken remained without a partner. His big cock protested with pulsing stiffness. His hand automatically stroked his complaining prick, only making the agony between his legs more intense.
Ken went to the fucking and sucking quintet in the middle of the living room floor, searching for an opening for his straining hard-on.
He spied his sister's mouth.
And Marsha caught sight of her brother's throbbing cock.
"What are you waiting for, Ken?" she urged. "If you keep beating your meat like that you're going to waste a whole load of beautiful cum. Fuck my mouth before it's too late. Hurry up!"
A grateful Ken approached his sister from the side. As Marsha tuned her head toward his advancing crotch, he thrust his prick in her face. She slid her lips over his cockhead, then turned on the suction. Within seconds, Ken's cock had been swallowed to his churning balls.
Now there were six people getting it on at once. A family. And as close as a family could get.
Ken fucked his sister's mouth with his big cock, while Marsha fed her cunt to her daughter. In the meantime, Vicki squeezed the muscles of her pussy around her brother's hilted prick, while Rick tongue-fucked his aunt's cunt. And Peggy sealing the last link in the chain, deep-throated Burt's ten-inch hard-on down to her brother-in-law's hairy balls.
There was a harmony at work that no amount of planning or rehearsal could have achieved. What was happening was the result of sheer love. These six people had found something in their family ties other people searched for and couldn't find because society's rules defeated their common sense.
At the anchor of the family orgy, Rick climaxed first. His prick jumped so high within his sister's cunt that Vicki thought she could feel his cockhead next to her heart.
Rick's jizz spurted straight up inside his sister's pussy. As Vicki's cunt filled with jizz, she buried her stiff tongue even deeper in her mother's cunt. Marsha responded by diving over the orgasmic edge, abruptly coming like a house on fire. Her pussy poured almost as much hot juice into her daughter's mouth as her son's prick was shooting into Vicki's cunt.
Coming so hard herself, Marsha couldn't help but trip the switch in her brother's loins with her fluttering mouth. Ken's crotch, bucked, with such force that it snapped his sister's head back, so hard her neck cracked.
Burt and Peggy remained. The last two to come.
Peggy went first. She had her nephew's tongue in her pussy to push her over the line. As Rick's cock spewed its juice in his sister's cunt, his tongue surged with equal force up his aunt's sweet pussy. Peggy got the message loud and clear that it was time to get her rocks off.
Peggy spasmed from head to toe. She shook with an orgasm. She put such pressure on her brother-in-law's cock with her cunt-like mouth that Burt felt his balls explode.
The final climax. Burt Wallace draining his prick down Peggy's throat. Giving his sister-in-law a bellyful of scalding cum.
And so the entire family had come. This phase of the action began to wind down.
Having sucked his Aunt Peggy's cunt dry, Rick Wallace finished his input with one last burst of jism in his sister's cunt.
Vicki gulped down a final load of her mother's sweet pussy juice.
And Marsha Wallace swallowed the dregs of her brother Ken's jizz.
Six people. Electrified by coming. Satisfied, but still wanting more.
Now it was time for the family lovers to pair off. There would be no jealousy. No hurt feelings. Just good, hard fucking and sucking.
Vicki set the pattern. She crawled over to her dad. Burt was on his back by this time, gasping in the aftermath of a ball-draining climax. His cock was flabby from coming so hard, but his loving daughter knew exactly what to do about that.
"Ooooh, baby," Burt moaned, looking up to see his little girl going down on his limp prick.
"Gonna make you hard again, Daddy," Vicki promised with a mouthful of her father's spongy cock. "Then you know what?"
"You call the shots, darling," Burt sighed.
"You're gonna fuck me in the ass," Vicki declared.
"Oh… yeah," Burt sighed some more, his cock already hardening in his daughter's mouth, as he grooved on the image of Vicki's tight, young butt in his mind's eye.
A couple of feet away, Peggy grabbed Rick before his mother could claim him first. She'd taken his tongues in her pussy already, and now Peggy wanted her nephew's big cock pumping to the depths of her juicy cunt.
"Your auntie wants you to fuck her," she said as she fondled his thick prick and meaty balls.
"Anytime, Aunt Peggy," Rick rasped. "I jacked-off for years thinking about getting it on with you."
"Too bad I didn't find out about it sooner," Peggy cooed. "God, I'd have loved to catch you playing with yourself. I'll bet you were hung like a stud even then."
"You better believe it," Rick's mother blurted as she watched her son's big prick being petted by his horny aunt.
"Mom!" Rick let out with a boyish squawk. "You looked… at my cock?"
"Every chance I got," Marsha Wallace confessed. "Why do you think I was always there to hand you a towel when you took a shower, Son? You've always had a beautiful prick. And a mother's got her pride when her son turns out so well."
"And this aunt's got the hots," Peggy got the last word.
Peggy released Rick's cock, but only so she could fall back in a spread-eagled position. Her sleek thighs were gaping, while her fingertips snagged the lips of her pussy, pulling them so far apart that the pink meat at the core of her cunt scented on the verge of spilling out.
"Fuck me, Rick," Peggy crooned. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Shove that big cock up my cunt and fuck me until I screw."
Rick looked one last time toward his mother, as though seeking her permission.
"Go ahead and fuck your aunt, Son," Marsha calmly urged. "After she warms you up, then you'll be all the more ready for me."
"And I'll be right there cheering you on when you fuck your mother," Peggy told Rick. "But only after I've got my own cunt full of your hot cum. Come on, Rick you heard your mom, fuck me."
Rick obediently crawled between his aunt's legs, offering Peggy his stiff prick. His aunt wrapped her legs around his waist and tugged, sucking his cock into her cunt to his balls.
Reacting to the damp spasms of his aunt's tight pussy, Rick rocked his hips. Peggy wriggled her ass.
"Mmmm, look at them fuck," Marsha Wallace noted to herself. "My little boy's grown up."
So, of course, had her daughter. And now Marsha wandered over Vicki's way to watch her youngest child take a cock up her butt – her father's cock. Ten full inches.
"Sock it to her, Burt," Marsha encouraged her husband to prong their daughter's beautiful ass with his big cock.
Marsha stood alongside Vicki and ran her hand along the smooth hump of her daughter's squirming ass. Then she cupped her husband's churning balls, as Burt's prick pistoned between Vicki's asscheeks.
"I love my family so much," Marsha sighed, before leaning down to kiss the squishing union of her husband's hard-on and her daughter's crimson asshole.
"Don't forget about me," a gentle voice from behind Marsha made her straighten up. "I'm your family, too."
"Oh, Ken." Marsha turned and faced her grinning brother. "It's all so wonderful, isn't it?"
"Fucking you right now, Sis, would make it just about perfect," Ken said.
"Oh, yes, Ken, yes," Marsha murmured with arousal. "I can never fuck you too many times. Twenty-five years without your cock is a lot to make up for."
Marsha was so horny that she didn't even take the trouble to lie down. Bumping up against her brother, she tugged his hard prick between her thighs and stuffed it up into her cunt.
Brother and sister embraced, kissing passionately. At the crux of their thrusting loins, Ken's cock rhythmically moved in the squeezing channel of Marsha's pussy, as they fucked standing up.
The house was quiet except for the squishing sound of cocks surging within moist female fuckholes, along with the moans of the women being fucked and the hard breathing of the men humping them. A hushed symphony of incest. Vicki and her father, ass-fucking. Rick Wallace scissored between his gorgeous aunt's long legs, driving his prick to the depths of Peggy's cunt. And Marsha and Ken, fucking on their feet, swaying dreamily as though they were lovers dancing to a slow, romantic ballad.
Outside, the wind lapped gently against the shutters of the Wallace house. The streets were deserted as most people slept, dead to the world and ignorant of their hidden desires except, perhaps during the brief span of a forbidden dream.
An anxious father might awaken in a cold sweat, trying to deny that he had just imagined himself fucking his own daughter. A mother would wince as she tried to forget the lust for her son's big cock that had made her writhe in her sleep and left her with an aching pussy. A brother and sister sat up in bed, gazing with frustration at the wall separating their rooms, each wondering if the other secretly yearned to fuck their own flesh and blood.
In the average family, the members never dared to exchange these secret desires with one another. Incest was wrong, they believed. The urge to express their love to the ultimate with those who shared their blood was unspeakable. Something to be ashamed of. To erase from their minds.
So these frustrated people somehow reined in their emotions and struggled back to sleep. A nightmare, they believed, was better than dreams of sex with their loved ones.
When they got up the next morning to go through the paces of their daily lives, they told themselves that they were good people. Decent, responsible people. But, always, there was some thing missing at the center of them.
Their friends and neighbors assumed the Wallaces, along with Ken and Peggy, were like they were. Regular folks who marked time in the everyday rat race just like everyone else.
But if anyone took the time to look into the eyes of Vicki, Marsha or Burt, Rick, Ken and Peggy, they would see something there they could not explain. A glow of inner happiness that the average person did not possess.
However, its source would forever remain a mystery to outsiders. Because of society's rules, people would never learn the secret of this remarkable family's inner joy.
It was too bad about all the uptight people in the world, Vicki thought, as her dad's loving cock drove up her tight ass. He was just getting ready to come inside her, and Vicki wished that she could somehow share the thrill of taking her own father's jizz with the rest of humanity.
But she knew that, of course, it was an impossible wish. Only the members of her family would ever know how special she felt when her father's big cock erupted within her.
"I'm gonna come in your ass, baby," Burt Wallace told his daughter. "Ready for Daddy's hot jizz, sweetheart?"
"Oh, give it tome, Daddy!" Vicki shouted for all to hear. "Shoot your sweet cum into my ass!"
Burt Wallace fully realized what a lucky man he was, as his cock began to flow deep within his daughter's tightest opening. Vicki's ass just sucked up his spurting cum. She could never get enough of his jizz, whether she was taking it in her ass, cunt or mouth.
Burt was not the only lucky man in the room, just as Vicki was not alone in sopping up incestuous cum. For Rick was now shooting in his aunt's pussy, while Ken flooded his sister Marsha's cunt with his scalding jizz.
The three women cried out with joy in what sounded like a single voice. With their men fucking them all at the same time, Vicki, Peggy and Marsha had climaxed simultaneously.
And after their men's pricks had finally been drained and removed, Vicki, Peggy and Marsha were drawn to each, other. Curling up together in the center of the room, they licked up the leaking jizz from between each other's legs to prolong their orgasms, while Burt, Rick and Ken looked on with approval.
"I love you, Mom," Vicki moaned as she sucked her mother's sopping pussy.
"I love you, too, baby," Marsha Wallace answered.
"And Peggy," Vicki sighed, as her aunt corkscrewed her asshole with a raspy tongue.
It was left to Peggy to sum it all up best.
Puffing her sticky face from the split of her niece's asscheeks, she sat up. Slowly shifting, her eyes took in the entire family with a loving gaze.
"We're really something. Something very, very special," Peggy said. "I wouldn't trade my place in this family for all the money in the world."
"Amen!" Vicki cried.
The others joined in, finally drawing together in a mass embrace, kissing, touching; exploring the magic of each other's naked bodies. Radiating love.
Eventually, the fucking and sucking would resume. The combinations would shift, but there would be no drop-off in passion. If anything, the next time around would be even more satisfying for each person, regardless of who was fucking whom.
The reason why was obvious to Vicki, her mother and father, her brother, and her aunt and uncle. Fucking was pure love, the glue that held their family together. And with love, things could only get better and better.
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