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CHAPTER ONE


Marsha Cole loved to fuck. And, although she was not yet out of high school, she had done it plenty. Cocks were her hobby.
She had fucked classmates and strangers, anybody who seemed willing. Even four sailors at once on a wild night when she had let herself be gang-banged.
However, Marsha's sex life was not complete, as far as she was concerned. It wouldn't be until she had tried the one thing she hadn't experienced. It was just something she had to do.
Her goal? Marsha Cole would not be satisfied until she had fucked a member of her own family!
The more she thought about it the hornier she got about the idea. But at the same time her incestuous desire had the opposite effect on her feeling for ordinary guys. They were starting to turn her off. In other words, she was getting to the point where she wanted to fuck somebody from the family or nobody. It was really cramping her style.
Finally, Marsha decided to do something about her problem. She reviewed the likely prospects. Her older brother, Tad, was number one on her list. She had seen his cock when he was getting out of the shower and even limp it was especially big. Marsha guessed it went at least ten inches when it was hard. The only problem was that right now Tad was away at college.
Fortunately, though, Marsha had a cousin whom she dug almost as much as her brother. Her cousin's name was Jerry, the son of her father's brother. Marsha and Jerry were exactly the same age, sharing an identical birthday on which the whole family got together and celebrated every year. Because of this, the cousins had been thrown together since early childhood and knew each other very well.
Except that if Marsha had her way, Jerry was going to find out that he didn't know her as well as he thought he did.
One afternoon after school Marsha invited herself over to Jerry's for a swim in her cousin's pool. There was nothing unusual about this. The family ties between Marsha and Jerry were just about as close as they could be. And since Jerry's dad, Marsha's Uncle Roy, had made it big in the construction business, he was very generous about sharing his lavish house. Marsha had as full a run of his place as she did of her own home.
Now Marsha and Jerry stood beside the pool. Jerry took his shirt off to catch some sun. Marsha liked the way the muscles danced across his bare chest and back when he swung his arms. However she was a lot more interested in what the rest of him looked like naked.
"I'd better go change into a bathing suit," Marsha said to her cousin. "You going to take a dip with me, Jerry?"
"Sure. Why not?" Jerry answered with a shrug. "You know where my mom keeps her stuff. You can go borrow one of her suits while I'm putting on my trunks."
The cousins parted to go to separate dressing rooms. Marsha quickly took off her clothes, then slipped into the skimpy bottoms of one of her Aunt Rose's bikinis. However, she did not put on the halter. This she kicked under a chair so she remained nude from the waist up.
"Jerry," she called to her cousin through the thin wall between the dressing rooms, "could you come in here a second and give me a hand?"
"Just a sec," Jerry called back.
A moment later he appeared in the doorway, wearing his trunks. All that Marsha wore was the bikini bottom. She stood there facing her surprised cousin with her bare tits hanging free.
"I can't find a top to put on," Marsha cheerfully stated as though there were nothing out of the ordinary about her half-naked appearance.
"I-I thought you were dressed," Jerry stammered, his reaction to his cousin's exposed tits betrayed by the instant lump in his trunks from his stiffening cock. "M-maybe I'd better wait outside."
"Don't be silly," Marsha said. "You've got to help me look for a top. There has to be one around here someplace."
Marsha bent over at the waist to look at the floor. This pointed her ass in her cousin's direction. Now Jerry could see the bikini bottom catch between her plump ass cheeks and tug at her crotch. Wisps of brown pussy hair curled at the cutting ribbon of the taut fabric.
Jerry took a deep breath as his prick grew even harder in his trunks. He knew he should leave, or at the very least turn away, but his cock was doing his thinking for him at the moment, and he did neither. Instead he just kept staring at the scarcely covered view of his stooping cousin's ass and pussy, feeling his self-control melting while temptation mounted.
Meanwhile, Marsha spotted something under a chair. She reached for it, then stood and turned around to face Jerry, brushing her tits against his chest.
"Here's the top to the bathing suit!" she smiled, the garment in her hand. "Help me put it on, Jerry."
She handed the halter to her cousin. He was so nervous that he dropped it. Both he and Marsha bobbed down together to get it, their foreheads meeting. Suddenly Marsha kissed him.
"What'd you do that for?" Jerry gulped after abruptly straightening up.
"It just came over me," Marsha giggled. "You know, this is a funny thing to be saying to my own cousin, but you're cute. Bet a lot of girls would kiss you if you gave them half a chance. They might even go further than that."
Marsha paused, as her cousin blushed.
"Do you ever give them the chance, Jerry?" she purred.
"I-I'm kinda shy around girls," Jerry stuttered. "Always seem to get in my own way when I'm around them."
"Maybe you need some lessons," Marsha said. "C'mon, put your arms around me. Let me show you how to kiss."
When Jerry didn't move, Marsha snuggled up to him, pressing her bare tits against his chest so he could feel her nipples throb. Then she folded his arms around her waist, placing his hands on the cheeks other ass.
"Now, just lean your head down a little bit so your lips touch mine," Marsha murmured, "and the next thing you know…"
They were kissing again. This time Marsha used her tongue, filling her cousin's mouth with it. Down below she could feel the pulsing bulk of Jerry's cock and balls against her lower belly.
"Mmmm, that's better. Much better," Marsha sighed when the second kiss was broken. "You're learning fast, Jerry. Now, the next time use your hands while we're kissing. Don't be shy about where you touch me."
There was another kiss. This time it was Jerry's tongue that did the darting. And one of his hands slipped under Marsha's bikini bottom so it clasped her bare ass.
After this kiss ended Marsha was even bolder than before.
"Undress me," she told her panting cousin. "A girl is always hotter for a guy when she's naked for him."
"Are you sure this is what you want me to do?" Jerry rasped.
"Just strip me and you'll find out all about what I want," Marsha cooed, placing her cousin's hands on her hips so he could effortlessly pull down her bikini bottom.
Jerry closed his eyes, grabbed the fabric, and jerked his wrists. He could hear Marsha chuckle as the bikini bottom melted away. When he reopened his eyes she wore nothing but a grin.
"Like me?" she asked in a whisper that was as sexy as her nude body.
"Jesus, yes," Jerry panted with excitement, his rigid cock pushing put the front of his trunks so far that there was a pink flash of his quivering balls.
"Now it's my turn to strip you," Marsha said. "I just know your prick is absolutely huge."
Jerry stood there like a statue, while his trunks were lowered. No girl had ever seen his cock when it was hard. He hoped he wouldn't be too embarrassed.
"Oh, my God, it's a monster!" Marsha joyously exclaimed. "What a big, big prick!"
Jerry looked down at his jutting cock as though he'd never seen it before. He was just in time to watch Marsha take his prick in her mouth as she knelt before him.
"I've never had a girl suck me before," Jerry blurted out after his cousin had folded her soft lips around the knob of his prick.
"I can tell," Marsha replied with a mouthful of cock. "You're way too tense. Relax. Believe me, this isn't gonna hurt."
She started jogging her lips in the notch where her cousin's foreskin joined his cock-head. Jerry felt something snap inside him and his knees turned to jelly. Butterflies flew in a blizzard in his stomach. There was a weird sensation at the pit of his crotch, as he gritted his teeth and saw the room dance before his eyes.
"I'm coming!" he gasped in wonder. "Coming already! Right in your mouth, Marsha, right in your mouth!"
Marsha's reaction was to deep-throat her cousins's spurting cock to its thick root and gulp down the flood of hot jizz as fast as she could. By the time Jerry's climax was over, she had swallowed almost every drop of cock-juice. What was left dribbled down her chin.
"That was fast," she gurgled, strands of cum connecting her lips as she spoke. "I hardly had time to get set to drink it all."
"Sorry I got off so quick," Jerry apologized sheepishly. "I'm not used to this. Like I told you about me and girls… well, you know… I'm just used to jerking off."
He took another one of the deep breaths that were becoming a regular habit for him.
"You don't hold it against me that I'm cherry, do you?" he anxiously asked Marsha.
"I love it," Marsha answered with a sticky grin. "That way I can teach you all the right things to do. We're just getting started."
"Gee, I dunno," Jerry muttered. "I just came pretty hard and my cock probably can't get up again…"
"Oh, no?" Marsha laughed. "Just look." Jerry glanced at his crotch. His dripping prick was stiffer than ever, stabbing up in the air at a forty-five degree angle.
"Wow!" Jerry declared, clearly impressed by the continuing power of his cock. "After I jerk off my prick usually goes down just like that."
"You're not jerking off anymore," Marsha noted the obvious. "This is the real thing."
Then Marsha moved backward toward a cot. She slithered onto it and spread her legs. Her hands were at the crux of her thighs, fingering her pussy lips wide open. Female honey oozed from the pink slash of her yawning cunt and drooled down the split of her ass.
"Fuck me, Jerry!" she called to her cousin.
Jerry walked over to where Marsha lay. He gripped his straining cock as if he feared it would fly off his crotch if he didn't hold it in check. Clearly he was nervous about what he should do next.
"It's my first piece of ass," he reminded Marsha as he hesitated.
"It's just like going swimming in cold water," Marsha said. "You've got to plunge right in. Then everything warms up right away."
Jerry lowered himself onto the cot, carefully sliding his hips between Marsha's parted thighs. He eased his belly against hers, his chest flattening her tits. She raised her knees and rubbed his cock and balls with her furry pussy.
"Now we're ready," Marsha whispered hotly in Jerry's ear. "Time to stick it in. Stick your cock in my cunt so you're finally fucking me."
She reached down and guided her cousin's cockhead into her waiting cunthole. The fit was perfect – a big prick and a tight pussy. When Marsha bucked her hips she suddenly had ten inches of thick prick inside her.
"Aaaahhh, that's it," Marsha moaned. "Your whole cock in my pussy. Now move it… yes, in and out, back and forth. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
"God, it's so easy," Jerry sighed. "Your pussy feels like it was just made for my cock."
"Oh, it is, stud, it is," Marsha moaned some more, wiggling her ass. "You're doing just perfect. Fucking me sooo goooooood."
"Are you gonna come?" Jerry asked.
"Mmmmm, I already am coming," Marsha answered huskily. "It just hit me."
She wrapped her legs around Jerry's waist, rocking him in the cradle of her thighs so his prick pumped her pussy with repeated thrusts. The constant friction in her cunt kept her climaxing until she was almost delirious with pleasure. When the orgasmic spell finally snapped, Marsha greedily urged her cousin to start all over again.
"I'm fucking you as hard as I can," Jerry told her. "What else can I do?"
"Suck my tits to go along with your cock in my cunt," Marsha instructed. "That'll get me going again."
Jerry lowered his face to Marsha's lush tits, running his tongue from nipple to nipple. Her nipples were stiff, red and sweet. Jerry took one in his mouth and bathed it in spit. Marsha quivered.
"Feels super," she murmured. "Now do the same thing to my other tit."
Jerry sucked the second nipple. Marsha kept quivering and murmuring.
"Now suck them both at the same time!" she requested.
Jerry pushed his cousin's tits together. His mouth closed over both nipples at once, massaging them with his tongue.
"I'm almost ready, to come again," Marsha announced. "Do something with your hands while you're sucking and fucking me and you'll push me over the edge for sure."
Holding both nipples in his mouth at the same time his prick jerked in her cunt, Jerry ran his hands down Marsha's hips until they reached her ass. He pulled the cheeks apart and dug into her crack. His two forefingers met at her asshole and tickled the pouting brown eye.
"Inside me," Marsha called. "Stick your fingers in my ass."
Jerry forced both fingers in the tight opening to their first knuckles.
"Deeper," Marsha urged.
The two fingers moved as one, stretching the ass canal until they were buried.
"Move them," Marsha panted.
Jerry began finger-fucking his cousin's ass, matching the rhythm of his cock in her cunt. And he still kept sucking her nipples. "That's what I need," Marsha groaned with delight. "Just what I need to come some more." She was climaxing again, stronger than ever.
Said she felt like she was flying, as she took Jerry's prick in her pussy, his mouth on her tits and fingers in her ass.
However, by this point, Marsha was not in the mood to fly solo. She wanted Jerry to join her. "It's your turn to come now!" she excitedly told him. "Fill my pussy with your hot jizz!"
This was just what Jerry was waiting to hear. He had been holding back as long as possible, trying to make up for the way he'd jumped the gun when he'd come so quickly in Marsha's mouth during the earlier blow-job.
"All right!" Jerry rasped. "Here I go!" He jammed his cock to the root in Marsha's cunt, twisting the head at her spasming depths.
"Come! Come! Come!" Marsha was now chanting.
And come Jerry did. His prick exploded with a torrent of scalding cream. One spurt after another bloated his cousin's cunt.
"Don't know where I'm getting all the jizz," Jerry gasped. "I've never come this much."
"Just keep it shooting as long as you can," Marsha answered. "There's no such thing as too much cum."
By the time Jerry's prick had delivered its final burst, Marsha's cunt was overflowing. The milky goo welled at the rim of her cock-stuffed cunt and trickled down her loins.
"Mmmmm, I'm a mess," Marsha giggled to Jerry. "Just feel."
She took her cousin's hand and placed it at the leaking connection of cock and pussy. It was like a miniature swamp down there, with the hair of both crotches matted with the excess cream.
Finally Jerry withdrew his hand. His fingers dripped with jism.
"Taste it," Marsha told him.
"My own cum?" he answered hesitantly.
"Sure. Haven't you ever wondered what it's like?"
Jerry gulped, "Yeah, but…"
Before he could finish speaking, Marsha pushed his sticky fingers into his mouth. Jerry took a short suck, then a longer one. His fingers emerged clean.
"Not bad," he admitted. "Kind of sweet."
"Even sweeter when you lick it out of a cunt you've just fucked," Marsha said. "Know what I mean?"
"You want me to go down on your pussy while it's still full of my cum?" Jerry replied, back to gulping.
"Won't take no for an answer," Marsha insisted.
Then she scooted back so her cousin's prick left her pussy. She pulled her knees against her tits so her crotch flexed between her raised thighs. Her cunt resembled a creamy wound, bleeding cum.
"Eat me Jerry, eat me," she commanded her cousin.
Jerry licked. Ns lips. And then he was there, feasting on Marsha's oozing pussy.
"Give me your tongue," Marsha called. "All the way up my cunt."
Jerry did as he was told. As his long tongue probed Marsha's cunt, his jizz was funneled into his mouth and he drank it thirstily.
Then Jerry had sucked all of the available jizz from Marsha's cunt and was swallowing something even sweeter – pussy juice. For now Marsha's cunt was producing fresh honey with seeping spasms.
"You've got me coming all over again," Marsha told her tongue-fucking cousin. "Coming right in your mouth."
Jerry reacted with one deep slurp after another. The pussy juice he wasn't swallowing dripped from his chin.
Then Jerry took things a step further. Taking charge of the action for the first time, he swiveled his tongue in Marsha's cunt as he swung his body around on top of her. He wound up straddling her head, his cock and balls in her face.
"Mmmmmm, a sixty-nine," Marsha voiced her approval. "Jerry, you're learning fast."
While Jerry continued eating her cunt, Marsha took her cousin's stiff prick in her mouth. She tugged it with her lips, rubbing the foreskin up and down the shaft.
Jerry's hips started to churn. Pretty soon he was pumping his prick in and out with deep-throating thrusts, fucking Marsha in the mouth. At the same time he kept up the oral pressure on her pussy.
The overburdened cot on which the cousins sixty-nined was creaking dangerously now. Suddenly it flew apart in collapse and Jerry and Marsha spilled to the floor. But they didn't stop sucking, Marsha bobbing up on top now as she used her mouth like a cunt on her cousin's cock and took his tongue straight up her real pussy.
However, although the incestuous lovers thought nothing of the splintered cot, the noise from its destruction prompted a different response from a third party. For the sharp sound of the wreckage had carried all the way into the house…
And there sat Linda, Jerry's younger sister, trying to do her homework, her eyebrows raising with alarm when she heard the crash.
"What's that?" Linda muttered to herself, setting aside her book.
She tried to forget about it, then remembered there's been trouble lately about neighbor kids sneaking into the pool without permission. She guessed she should investigate. Her father could get sued if one of those kids got hurt.
Linda reluctantly left her studies and wandered out to the pool. Nobody was there. But then she heard suspicious noises come from one of the dressing rooms.
"Better get to the bottom of this right now," Linda whispered to himself.
She approached the dressing room. The door was ajar. She looked inside.
She fainted.



CHAPTER TWO


Marsha was taking a mouthful of hot cum from Jerry's spurting cock when the thud at the door split the air. Neither cousin could help but hear it. All at once the sixty-nine broke apart with the same suddenness the ruined cot had just minutes before.
"It's Linda," Jerry gulped when he spotted his unconscious sister lying there. "She looks like she's out cold. Must've slipped on something and hit her head."
He paused, cringing in advance at the question he had to ask. "Do you think she saw us?" he said in a hush to Marsha.
Marsha nodded gravely, fresh jizz still trickled from her lips. "Linda didn't slip on anything," she stated with certainty. "When she walked in on us sucking each other off she fainted from the shock."
"Really think so?" Jerry muttered.
"Can't afford to think anything else," Marsha replied. "We'd be damned fools not to expect the worst. Let's face it, we've been caught in the act."
"What do we do now?" Jerry painfully said.
"Well, this is one time little Linda's going to keep her trap shut," Marsha vowed, fixing her fallen cousin with a calculating stare. "Permanently."
"Wha-what do you mean?" Jerry stammered, suddenly made more nervous by the prospect of what Marsha might do to Linda than by the threat of his sister blowing the whistle.
Marsha instantly caught Jerry's panicky vibes and turned to laugh at him. Now he was twice as frightened.
"What do you think I'm going to do?" Marsha darkly chuckled. "Kill her?"
"It crossed my mind," Jerry admitted.
"No, we don't need to go that far," Marsha reassured her relieved cousin.
"Then what?" Jerry anxiously asked.
"Something just about as drastic," Marsha chuckled some more, turning her cousin into a nervous wreck all over again.
Jerry stood there on wobbly knees, waiting for Marsha to tell him her plan. She took her time. "It's really very simple," Marsha finally drawled. "Actually, Jerry, I'm surprised you didn't think of it yourself right away."
Jerry opened his mouth to say something. Nothing came out.
"See," Marsha went on, "Linda has always been able to get away with being so high and mighty because she works so hard at never doing anything wrong herself. Straight A's, goes to church every Sunday, professional virgin. Absolutely nothing to be ashamed of."
Marsha paused, watching Jerry's curiosity mount. "Now, just suppose," Marsha said, "little Linda suddenly found herself with a deep, dark secret. Except that we knew about it, too. So that we had as much on her ass he has on us."
"Like what?" Jerry croaked. "You know Linda. Like you said, she never does anything wrong."
"Up until now," Marsha replied.
She bent down beside Linda and without further explanation began unbuttoning her cousin's blouse.
"What are you doing?" Jerry asked. "Undressing her," Marsha answered, stripping the blouse away so that Linda was down to her bra. "What's it look like?"
"What for?" Jerry gulped.
"You're going to fuck her," Marsha stated matter-of-fact. "When your little sister wakes up your cock will be in her cunt and her precious cherry will be gone forever."
"That's crazy!" Jerry protested. "Linda will say I raped her. Then what I did with you don't seem like anything. They'll send me to jail!"
"You do have a lot to learn, don't you?" Marsha laughed as she unhooked Linda's bra and let her cousin's tits spill free. "But wait until your little sister wakes up coming from your big prick in her cherry pussy and you won't recognize her. No reason to believe that, down deep, Linda's not just like any other chick. All she needs is a good fuck to straighten her out. Then all she'll want is more. Trust me."
While she was talking Marsha had unfastened Linda's skirt. Now she pulled it away, leaving her slender cousin in just her panties. "When was the last time you saw Linda's cunt?" Marsha asked Jerry.
Jerry shook his head, mumbling, "Never that I can remember."
"Well, there's a first time for everything," Marsha teased.
She peeled the panties down her cousin's narrow hips. And then it was time for Marsha to be as surprised as Jerry was. Nor neither of them had been prepared for the condition of Linda's pussy. It was shaved!
"Looks like little Linda is a lot more interested in what she has between her legs than we thought she was," Marsha noted after recovering from the discovery of her cousin's hairless pussy. "Maybe she gets off on all that soap and the razor on her cunt. Guess she's readier for her first fuck than we expected. Taking her cherry ought to be a piece of cake." Marsha rubbed Linda's smooth cunt, then poked inside and wiggled around until there was a squishing sound. She pulled her finger out and held it up to the light so it glistened with moisture.
"Fresh pussy juice," Marsha slurped, treating herself to a taste of her sticky finger. "This is one cunt that's just begging to be fucked."
"You really think this is going to work on Linda?" Jerry expressed his continuing doubt.
"You'll just have to go ahead and fuck her to find out. And from the look of things I'd say you were ready," Marsha said, staring pointedly at Jerry's throbbing hard-on.
Jerry glanced down at his jutting prick. "Yeah, guess I am."
"Come here, then. I'll get you started."
Jerry walked over, kneeling in front of his naked sister. Then Marsha raised Linda's knees and parted them. The unconscious girl's smooth cunt separated at the lips, pinkly yawning in wide open exposure.
Marsha reached out for Jerry's prick. She guided the stiff cock toward Linda's waiting cunt. Then she brushed Jerry's cock-head against his sister's clit so Linda's hips jerked in response.
"Mmmm, she wants it all right," Marsha noted.
Just then Linda moaned, "Oooooooh, what's happening? I feel funny down here." She touched her cunt.
Jerry panicked at the sound of his sister's voice. But Marsha was calm.
"You're just dreaming, honey," she told her murmuring cousin. "Relax and enjoy it. Nothing bad can happen to you."
"Promise?" Linda asked like a little girl, her eyes still closed.
"This will be the best dream you ever had," Marsha soothed, stroking Linda's long blonde hair.
Marsha held Linda's hand while silently motioning for Jerry to go ahead and stick his cock in his sister's cunt. Jerry took a deep breath and did it.
"What's that?" Linda whimpered, her hand squeezing Marsha's as her pussy took several inches of her brother's prick.
Marsha leaned over and lightly kissed Linda on the cheek while Jerry inched his cock farther inside his sister's hairless cunt.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" Marsha purred in Linda's ear.
"Oh, yes… yes," Linda sighed when her brother's hard-on had hilted her cunt.
"Move your hips, honey," Marsha advised. Linda squirmed from the waist down, twisting Jerry's prick in her pussy. As the friction grabbed hold she let out a little shriek of pleasure and wrapped her legs around her brother's waist.
"Know what's happening to you, Linda?" Linda's reply was far bolder than expected. "I'm getting fucked," she moaned, meeting one of her brother's cock-thrusts with a surge of her crotch.
Marsha and Jerry looked at each other, very surprised by Linda's raunchy language.
"Got a big, hard prick in my cunt," Linda swooned, wiggling her ass. "Think I'm gonna come."
She climaxed on the spot. And was so horny that she reached down into the tangle of loins and fingered her own clit just above where her brother's cock filled her pussy.
"What a dream!" Linda declared. "It's so real. Just like I'm really getting fucked by a great, big, strong cock!"
"Keep balling her as hard as you can," Marsha whispered to Jerry. "This is going even better than I expected. You've got her on the ropes already. She loves it."
Jerry had an odd expression on his face, as though he had something he wanted to say that he couldn't get out. But even if he'd been able to untangle his tongue he'd have had trouble getting in a word edgewise the way Marsha was pressuring him to step up the fucking. Then Linda herself took over the appeal.
"Fuck me harder! Harder and harder!" Linda sang out. "God, I'm coming so much!"
With his cousin and sister expecting him to perform like a machine, Jerry put his mind on hold and gave himself over to nonstop fucking. His long cock jerked in and out of Linda's cunt with ten-inch thrusts. He would pull back until only the knob of his prick remained in his sister's cunt, then rain her tight cunt to the hilt.
Marsha leaned back and admired the action. Although she had been putting out herself since her teens, this was the first time she had ever watched two other people getting it on. To her it was like going to a concert, looking at a painting in a museum, or experiencing any other work of art.
In fact, Marsha was so turned-on just from watching that her own cunt was swimming in its own juice. She decided to give it some attention.
Marsha's hand dropped between her thighs. She rubbed her sticky twat, feeling the moisture drench her fingers. The next thing Marsha knew she was finger-fucking herself. Then she made herself come.
Woozy from her climax, Marsha felt drunk. Details temporarily escaped her normally sharp eyes. One of them was crucial.
Jerry didn't spot it either. He was fucking his sister in such a frenzy that he could focus on was the thrill between his legs. He was almost ready to come.
Therefore when Linda opened her eyes and looked around, nobody noticed that she was now conscious. Or that she wore a smile from ear to ear, as if she couldn't have been more pleased.
However, if Linda did happen to be delighted, she decided to keep it a secret. When she called attention to herself she did it with a bloodcurdling shriek, just as Jerry's cock erupted in her cunt with a flood of jizz.
"Rape!" Linda cried. "I'm being raped! Raped by my own brother!"
Marsha and Jerry froze. The cum stopped spurting from Jerry's prick as though a faucet had been abruptly twisted shut at the pit of his crotch.
"How could you, Jerry?" Linda now sobbed. "How could you do this to your own sister?"
The last of Jerry's courage left him as quickly as his dripping cock yanked out of Linda's cumsoaked cunt.
"Marsha made me fuck you, Sis," Jerry whined.
"I didn't want to do it."
"Chickenshit bastard!" Marsha spat at her cringing cousin. "You're blowing everything we worked for!"
In a blind rage, Marsha flew at a startled Jerry. She clawed him with her nails and kneed him in the groin. When Jerry fell backwards Marsha was right on top of him, her hands at his throat.
It was left up to Linda to stop the violence. In their struggle neither Marsha nor Jerry noticed her flickering smile when she moved to break them up. What they would notice was that their so-called victim was suddenly as cool as ice.
"Stop it!" Linda hissed, the authority in her command at odds with her slender frame. She pried Marsha and Jerry apart with surprising strength.
"I'm gonna kill him!" Marsha vowed as she was held at bay.
"No you're not," Linda firmly insisted. Marsha made another move toward Jerry. Linda slapped her so hard her teeth clicked.
"I'm in charge now!" Linda snapped. "You two had better do whatever I say."
"Or?" Jerry muttered.
"I tell everything," Linda said. "That I saw you and Marsha sucking each other. That I was raped by my own brother."
Marsha had calmed down enough by now to realize that she and Jerry were at Linda's mercy. There was no use in fighting it. Besides, she was starting to get very curious about Linda's plans for revenge.
"Okay, you've got us," Marsha told Linda. "What do you want us to do?"
"Smart girl," Linda said. "It's very simple. You'll get used to being my slave – or else. Same with Jerry. Isn't that right, Big Brother?"
An ashen Jerry didn't know how to respond. Marsha shot him a sharp glance, wordlessly telling him to go along.
"Sure, S-sis," Jerry finally answered Linda with a rattling stammer.
"You were sucking Marsha's cunt when I walked in on you," Linda reminded her brother. "Now you're going to do it again."
Linda turned toward Marsha. "Sit on his face," she told her cousin.
Marsha obediently squatted over Jerry's head. His chin was quivering as she lowered her pussy against his mouth.
"Now eat her, Jerry," Linda instructed. "Use your teeth like you were trying to gnaw right through her."
Marsha winced when Jerry bit into her cunt.
"Hurting you?" Linda chuckled. "Yes," Marsha admitted. "Then let's make it hurt even more," Linda said.
Linda placed her hands on Marsha's shoulders, bearing down with all her weight. Marsha's pussy was gouged by Jerry's sharp teeth. She felt like she was snagged at the crotch by a barbed wire fence.
But it wasn't all bad. Marsha found herself excited by the pain, wondering if that's what Linda intended.
"The kinkier it is, the better you like it," Linda told Marsha. "Isn't that right? You're starting to get off on the pain. The worse Jerry hurts you, the more you dig it. Yes, you're a real freak."
Linda had it exactly right, Marsha realized. The spasming sensation at the core of her brutalized cunt didn't lie. A climax was brewing within her.
"You feel like you're going to come, don't you, freak?" Linda asked.
Marsha nodded that it was true.
"A little more encouragement and you'd come right in Jerry's mouth, wouldn't you?" Linda said.
Marsha nodded again.
"I see," Linda purred. She took Marsha's tits in her hands and ran her palms over the stiff nipples.
"Feels so good," Marsha moaned.
"You're getting very, very excited," Linda told Marsha as if she had her cousin under hypnosis. "The pressure to come is building inside you."
"God, yes!" Marsha gasped.
"I can feel your heart beating a mile a minute," Linda noted, as she pressed her own small tits against Marsha's much larger one. "If I say the word you'll come, won't you? You'll do anything I say."
"Anything," Marsha agreed.
"Then when you come you have to do more than just fill my brother's mouth with pussy juice," Linda said, whispering hotly in Marsha's ear so Jerry couldn't overhear.
"What else?" Marsha asked with wild anticipation, completely under Linda's spell. "Just tell me and I'll do it."
"When you come," Linda answered, "you're going to come right in Jerry's mouth."
The instant Linda gave the command, Marsha felt her bladder ache. Suddenly it had to be emptied. The urge to piss was now just as strong in Marsha as the urge to come, the two tied together as if they were part of the same involuntary reflex.
"Come and piss, Marsha. Come and piss," Linda insistently whispered. "Come and piss in Jerry's mouth."
For emphasis, Linda slipped her hand into Marsha's crotch and expertly fucked her cousin's clit. That was it. The switch that triggered Marsha's climax and bladder.
"It's happening!" Marsha squealed orgasmically. "What a trip! I'm coming and pissing soooo hard!"
"So I see," Linda voiced her approval.
Linda had moved back to get a good view of the bizarre results her coaxing had produced. She saw Marsha's pussy drenching Jerry's face with its steaming yellow flood. Jerry thrashed like he might drown as the hot piss poured into his breathing passages.
"I can't stop coming! Can't stop pissing!" Marsha cried. She really believed what she was saying. So when her cunt quit spasming and gushing, she was disappointed that it was all over so soon.
This phase of the action finished, Linda helped Marsha dismount from Jerry's face. His features were red and swollen as a result of all the rubbing from his cousin's wire-haired cunt. His skin glistened from the sheen of female urine.
"You liked getting pissed on, didn't you?" Linda said to her dripping brother.
Jerry looked up into the cold steel of his sister's eyes and knew he'd better give her the answer she wanted. "Yes, Sis," Jerry choked, the bitter taste of pee in his mouth.
"But you'd like some of Marsha's shit even better, wouldn't you, brother dear?" Linda asked patiently.
Jerry flinched, but said yes.
"You know how to get it?" Linda chuckled.
Jerry stared at his sister blankly.
"You fuck her in the ass," Linda said, the raw tone in her voice seeming to surface from some gutter within her. "You stuck your big cock as far up her butt as you can go – until she screams that you're ripping her to pieces. But you keep fucking and fucking her ass until she thinks she's dying. Then you're ready to come."
Linda paused, enjoying the effect she was having on her brother and cousin. For her obscene description of what was going to happen had Jerry and Marsha breathless.
"But when you come you're not going to do it in Marsha's ass. You're going to pull out at the last minute," Linda continued. "That's where all that nice slimy shit comes in. Because when it's out of Marsha's ass your prick will be filthy. Then you're going to jack your shitty prick off so you shoot all over yourself. You'll be a real mess. All that crap and cum. But don't worry, Marsha will lick you off."
"You're sick, Sis!" Jerry blurted out.
Brother and sister locked eyes, temporarily ignoring their cousin.
"We'll leave it up to Marsha," Linda finally said to Jerry. "You don't have to fuck her in the ass if she says no."
Now Jerry and his sister turned toward their cousin. But Marsha wasn't where she had been.
There she was, leaning over a chair, kneeling with her ass in the air. Now she reached behind herself and pulled her ass cheeks apart. Her asshole throbbed in exposure, seeming to glow.
"There's your answer, Jerry," Linda told her brother, pointing toward Marsha's flared butt.
"Fuck me, Jerry! Fuck me right where I shit!" Marsha cried over her shoulder. "I want your cock in my ass so bad!"
Jerry was stunned. However, his prick was working properly. It leapt out from his crotch in twanging arousal.
"I love it in the ass!" Marsha was shrieking. "It hurts so good!"
"Give the little freak what she wants," Linda snapped to her brother. "Ten inches of prick where the sun doesn't shine."
Jerry stumbled forward, seeming to be pulled by the power of his hard-on. Then he was at Marsha's ass. Linda joined him, guiding her brother's cockhead to their cousin's asshole and fitting it into the rosy cunt.
When Jerry hesitated, Linda goosed him. His crotch bucked forward and he winced as the tightness of Marsha's ass grabbed his plunging prick. When he looked down half of his cock-meat was buried in Marsha's asshole.
"More! More!" Marsha begged. "More cock in my ass!"
"You heard her, Jerry," Linda said.
She goosed her brother again. Jerry wound up with his prick hilted in Marsha's ass chute.
"Can you feel her shit?" Linda asked her assfucking brother.
Jerry nodded.
"It's hot and slimy, isn't it?" Linda said. "Like worms crawling all over the head of your cock?"
Jerry gagged. His sister slapped him hard across the ass.
"Move it!" Linda ordered Jerry with another ass-reddening slap. "Work that shit loose inside Marsha so it smears all over your cock!"
Jerry's hips began to roll. Slowly at first. But then Marsha was tugging at his prick with the muscles of her ass and he was into a ass-fucking groove whether he liked it or not.
Now Linda turned her attention back to Marsha. "Hurt enough for you, freak?" she asked her panting cousin.
"Hurts just super!" Marsha wailed. "Like I'm gonna die! God, I love it! Hope it kills me!"
"You heard your cousin, Jerry," Linda said. "Fuck her ass like you were trying to destroy her."
Jerry didn't need any more prompting. His cock was pistoning automatically in the first ass it had ever fucked. The cock-strokes were as long as they could get.
"Gonna come!" Jerry soon gasped, reacting to the nut-wrenching friction.
"Pull out!" Linda barked. She grabbed a fistful of her brother's hair and yanked his head back.
Jerry's prick popped free of Marsha's ass. Just as Linda had predicted, it was covered with shit.
"Jack off." Linda snapped.
Jerry wrapped his fist around his brown cock. The shit oozed between his fingers. A single jerk and he was creaming all over himself.
Then Marsha wheeled around and was all over him, lapping away the crap and cum. Her tongue was all over his fingers, cock, balls, and crotch. She didn't stop until the slime was all gone. When she was finished her mouth was smeared at the corners with brown and white as though she had been eating fudge and marshmallows. She smacked her lips with triumph while Jerry sagged with exhaustion.
"Fantastic!" Marsha sighed, feeling dirtier than she ever had in her life.
She turned to thank Linda for pushing her to the limit. However, her cousin was not there to thank. "Linda's gone," Marsha murmured to Jerry with a shake of her head. "Just like that. Just like she was never here and we imagined the whole thing."
"There's one thing I didn't imagine," Jerry finally spoke. "Something I know for sure."
"What's that?" Marsha asked.
"When I was fucking Sis I noticed it right away," Jerry said. "I tried to tell you, but never got the chance."
"Yeah?"
"Sis wasn't cherry," Jerry told Marsha. "Her cunt felt just like yours when my prick was in it. She's been fucked before."
"Hmmmm," Marsha replied after a moment of thought, "looks like little Linda has as much to hide as we do. Maybe more, if the kinky number she laid on us today is a sample of where she's really at. She knew just what she was doing, that's for sure. God, what I'd give to know the whole story!"
"Leave me out of it," a frowning Jerry hissed. "I feel like I've dodged the bullets from a firing squad. I'm going back to being normal."
"Suit yourself," Marsha told her cousin. Then she warned him, "Just don't get in my way. It may be over for you, but it's just the beginning for me."
Jerry took a deep breath to brace himself, then got up and left without looking back. But all he saw ahead was trouble.



CHAPTER THREE


Marsha just had to know the truth about Linda. At first she asked around school in an attempt to pick up some information about her supposedly innocent cousins secret life. But as far as anybody knew, Linda was as pure as the driven snow.
It didn't take long for Marsha to conclude that she was just going to have to go right to Linda if she wanted the truth. This was easier said than done, though. Linda was such a puzzle, so unpredictable. But Marsha was determined to get at the facts. When she saw Linda sitting by herself in the school library she decided to make her move.
Marsha went to where her cousin was studying and took a chair on the other side of the table. Her nose in a book, Linda didn't look up, even when Marsha cleared her throat.
"I've got to talk to you," Marsha finally whispered.
Linda ignored her.
In frustration Marsha drummed her fingers on the tabletop. Linda went on reading. Marsha realized she had to take the direct approach, force her cousin to pay attention to her.
She took a piece of paper from her notebook and wrote a message on it. Then she passed it across the table so that Linda couldn't read her book without seeing it.
The note said, "Jerry says you weren't cherry when he fucked you. I believe him. You knew what you were doing the other day. Let's be friends and talk about it."
Linda read the message without changing her expression. Then she crumpled it into a ball and dropped it into her purse. After that she got up and walked toward the restroom. When she briefly lingered at the door and shot a glance back at the table, an excited Marsha jumped up and followed her.
When Marsha entered the small bathroom her cousin was already in the single stall.
"I'll wait until you're through," she called to Linda when she heard the toilet flush.
The door to the stall swung open.
Marsha saw her cousin sitting on the toilet, her skirt and panties down. However, the flush had just been a device to attract attention. For Linda could not have been actually using the toilet for its normal purpose, since the lid was closed and supporting her bare ass.
Marsha didn't know what to think. She started to say something, but swallowed her words in surprise at what her cousin did next.
Linda kicked away her skirt and panties. Then, nude from the waist down, she spread her thighs so her hairless cunt was showing. She fingered her pussy lips apart.
As she stared between her cousin's legs, Marsha's own cunt began to tingle. From there it got warm and sticky.
"Are… are you telling me you want me to get it on with you?" Marsha gulped.
Linda didn't say anything. She didn't have to. Her inviting pussy told the story.
"I've done a lot of things," Marsha muttered, as much to herself as to her spread-legged cousin. "But I've never really made it with another chick."
Linda just kept sitting there, showing her shaved cunt.
Marsha laughed nervously. "But I guess, down deep, I've always had some dyke in me," she said.
Marsha moved toward the stall. She was so turned-on by now that she could hear her wet pussy squish every time she took a step.
Then she was there, standing before Linda. Marsha dropped to her knees. Now she was so close to her cousin's cunt that she could smell it. As her nostrils flared from the sweet scent of another girl's pussy, Marsha hungrily licked her lips.
"Got to eat it," Marsha panted.
Linda nodded in agreement.
Marsha lowered her face between her cousin's open thighs. Now her eyes were full of nothing but cunt. Her cousin's smooth pussy was the most gorgeous thing she had even seen.
Flicking her tongue out, Marsha treated herself to her first taste of someone else's pussy. It was like a drug, a drug so powerful that addiction was immediate.
Marsha drew her tongue down Linda's gash, from clit to asshole, then back up again. When her cousin sighed with pleasure, Marsha was completely sure that she was doing the right thing.
Now it was full-steam ahead. Marsha sealed Linda's cunt with her mouth, then forced her fat tongue into her cousin's delicious pussy slit.
"Ooooh, that's it," Linda moaned out loud speaking for the first time. "More, more! Fuck my pussy with your beautiful, long tongue."
Marsha made her tongue as stiff as it could get, then she pumped it like an oral cock in her cousin's cunt. Linda's pussy juice oozed in response. Marsha gulped down all the female honey she could. What she didn't swallow drooled down her chin.
Now Linda grabbed ahold of Marsha's hair. She jogged Marsha's head at the crux of her thighs, forcing the tongue-thrusts as deep as possible in her boiling pussy. It could only be a matter of seconds before Linda came.
"My pussy feels like it's going to explode in your mouth," Linda announced.
Marsha drove her tongue as far as it would go into her cousin's cunt. Then she slowly withdrew it as Linda's came, unleashing a tide of hot pussy juice.
The pussy juice spilled down Marsha's throat. She couldn't get enough of her cousin's sweet female cum. And Linda provided plenty of it, climaxing for almost a full minute.
When it was over, both cousins knew the lull was only temporary. They lusted for one another like a pair of hard-core lesbians, all-girl sex coming as naturally to them as breathing.
Now it was Marsha's turn to strip. She stood before her seated cousin and pulled her sweater over her head. She wore no bra and the nipples of her bare tits were so red it seemed as if she had colored them with lipstick.
Linda reached out to feel her cousin's perfect tits but Marsha stopped her.
"Don't touch me yet," Marsha puffed. "Let me tease you a little bit first. Get you so hot you can't stand it."
Linda eagerly nodded. "Go ahead," she panted. "Drive me crazy with your body."
Marsha's hands slid down to her waist. She unfastened her jeans with tantalizing slowness, seeming to lower the zipper a notch at a time.
Her panties showed at last. They were skimpy bikinis, slung so low that a fringe of pussy hair showed above the elastic. Marsha shook her hips and the jeans fell all the way down her legs. She stepped out of them, completely naked, except for her tight panties.
The sheer fabric of those panties hugged Marsha's crotch so snugly that the outline of her cunt was beautifully obvious. She rubbed herself through the clinging yellow nylon until it was darkened by a spreading stain of pussy juice.
Now Marsha tugged the bottom of her panties up into her gash. Popping into the open, her pussy lips glistened and throbbed. Puffs of brown hair bristled at the hollows of her crotch.
Marsha worked the ribbon of her panties in the groove of her cunt until the juice was running down her inner thighs. "If I keep this up," she chuckled, "damned if I'm not gonna make myself come."
And then come she did.
As she climaxed, Marsha quickly peeled her sopping panties away. Then she thrust her spasming cunt into Linda's face. Linda immediately started sucking, expertly prolonging her cousin's orgasm with her busy tongue.
"Oooooh," Marsha whimpered with joy as Linda ate her pussy, "keep me coming. Can't get enough of your mouth on my cunt. Your tongue's licking me in all the right places."
After several seconds of total bliss, Marsha momentarily thought that her orgasm had run its course. However, it was swiftly replaced by an even stronger climax. Marsha's cunt was now leaking so much juice that she felt, like she was pissing in Linda's mouth.
Then Linda left the toilet where she had been sitting. Her face still between Marsha's legs, she forced her cousin to the floor. Then she swung her body around, twisting her tongue in Marsha's pussy in the process.
Linda wound up astride Marsha's head, the shadow of her cunt across, her cousin's face. Marsha looked up into that vertical smile and drooled with pussy-hunger.
"Mmmm, sixty-nine," Marsha spoke directly to Linda's hovering pussy. Then she lowered the hairless cunt slit to her mouth and began fucking it with her tongue, the same as her cousin was already doing to her at the other end of the action.
The bathroom floor was hard and cold, but to Marsha and Linda it seemed like, a waterbed with satin sheets. As they sucked each other's cunt they rolled around in a writhing frenzy, taking turns on top of the sixty-nine.
They came so many, many times, usually together. For Marsha it was like a door opening to a whole new world. When she got off with a guy she was always aware of the physical differences between male and female. But a climax shared with another girl was like becoming a part of someone else. For as long as the dual orgasm lasted, they were the same person.
And, best of all, in lesbian sex the fact that your partner had come didn't mean the action had to come to a halt. There was no cock that needed time to recover after it shot its wad. Cunts could just keep going and going. One orgasm just paved the way for another… and another… and another.
"We're going to eat right through each other if we don't stop this," Linda laughed, finally ending the sixty-nine.
"Mmmm, guess I would have gone on sucking you forever," Marsha sighed, stretching out on the floor while her cousin bobbed up from on top of her.
"Suckings fine. But we don't need to get in a rut," Linda said after a pause, obviously hinting that she was ready to move on to something else.
"What are you trying to say?" Marsha asked. "This is the first time I've ever made it with another chick so you'll have to spell things out for me."
"I'll do just that," Linda chuckled. "Spell it out for you."
She went over to her purse and took out a lipstick. Then she stood before the mirror and grunted four block letters.
"F-U-C-K!" Marsha read them aloud. Then breathlessly gushed to her grinning cousin, "God, I hope you're serious, Linda, 'cause I'm ready for anything. Just show me bow to fuck you and I'll do it."
"I'm very serious," Linda assured Marsha. "Just watch."
Linda went back to her purse. The object she withdrew almost caused Marsha's eyes to pop out of her head.
"Where did you get that thing?" Marsha blurted. "It looks just like a cock!"
"It is a cock," Linda answered. "A cock for two women who want to fuck each other. It's made out of vinyl with a head on both ends so it can fit into a pair of cunts at the same time. They call it a dildo."
"Jesus! And I thought I'd been around," Marsha bubbled in wonder. "Who told you about this? Some lesbian you've been making it with? Whew, I'd like to meet her."
"So you think I'm a dyke?" Linda cut her cousin off.
"Aren't you?" Marsha gulped. Then nervously added, "I mean, listen… don't get me wrong… after today I can dig it. I mean, you know…"
"There is no other woman," Linda interrupted her cousin again. "I'm just like you. This is my first time this way." Now Marsha was really confused.
"But, jeez," she gushed. "You know all the right things to do to get me hot. And that dildo in your purse? Where did you learn it all if you're just as cherry with other chicks as I am?"
"I read about it," Linda said. "You can get more out of books than just good grades, you know. Like shaving your pussy to make it more sensitive. Or that weird stuff I pulled on Jerry and you at the pool. It's all in books. If anybody ever did it, somebody wrote about it. You just have to know where to look."
"And the dildo?"
"I saw it advertised in the back of one of my dad's sex magazines. Sent away for it."
"Have you used it on yourself?"
"You better believe it," Linda readily confessed. "Can get at least a foot of it in my cunt."
"So that's how you lost your cherry!" Marsha declared.
"No way else but," Linda giggled, clearly delighted to have someone to share her secrets with. "The blood ran down my legs in rivers. Had to burn the damned sheets. Hurt like hell. And you know what?"
"What?" Marsha anxiously asked.
"A few minutes later I was fucking myself all over again with that monster," Linda sighed. "Ever since I've been carrying it around in my purse in case I get horny. It's great just before an exam. So relaxing."
Linda paused, stroking the dildo as she trained her gaze between her cousin's legs. "But this is what I've really been waiting for," she said.
"Yes?" Marsha replied, as her cunt spasmed with anticipation.
"Another girl to fuck me while I'm fucking her," Linda purred, offering one end of the dildo to Marsha. "And now I've found her – my own cousin."
"Ooooh, have you!" Marsha squealed with delight. She brought her half of the dildo to her mouth and hungrily ran her tongue over the vinyl cock-head.
Now Linda left the whole dildo in Marsha's hands and scooted over to the bathroom door, locking it so there wouldn't be any intruders. When she returned, Marsha had lowered the mail-order prick to cunt-level.
"Can't wait to get this monster inside me," Marsha panted excitedly as she rubbed her clit with one of the dildo's cock-knobs.
"Then you go first," Linda suggested.
"Don't look until I tell you I'm ready," Marsha said. "I want everything to be just perfect when you see me."
Linda agreed and turned away.
Now Marsha slipped one of the vinyl cock-heads into the slot of her cunt. Inch after inch of shaft followed. The dildo went in easily, yet was thick enough for a tight fit.
When Marsha's pussy had taken its fill, the effect was spectacular. It wasn't just that she was stuffed with her share of the dildo. For the other half, itself the length of a normal prick, loomed from her crotch. It looked very much as if she had just grown herself a hard-on. She was delighted, stroking her new tool like it was actually part of her body.
"Now you can look at me," Marsha told her cousin.
Linda wheeled around. "Oh, my God!" she yelped. "Marsha, are you hung!"
"What'd you expect, bitch? I'm a stud," Marsha rumbled in an imitation of a guy's voice. She knelt, flexing her crotch so the exposed half of the dildo twanged like a live hard-on.
"Got to suck you," Linda vowed. "I know it's not a real cock, but I swear you'll feel it if I blow you."
"BC my guest," Marsha answered, offering her new prick to her cock-hungry cousin.
Linda pounced on the dildo, taking the head in her mouth and bearing down until she had forced it down her throat. She wound up swallowing every available inch of cock. Then she slid her lips back and forth along the shaft.
Marsha knew her hard-on was make-believe, but, damn, she thought, if she didn't swear she could actually feel the sucking female mouth on her cock-meat. Phantom balls tightened at the base of her crotch. She started rolling her hips in a reflex action, fucking Linda's mouth and feeling every surge of it throughout her entire body.
Actually, Marsha's response was not all in her mind. Because she had just as much dildo inside her cunt as in her cousin's mouth. So when there was any movement, Marsha automatically felt it at the depths of her cunt. No wonder she came.
"God, what a trip!" Marsha exclaimed to Linda. "Feels like I'm shooting a wad right in your mouth!"
Linda pretended to swallow some invisible jizz. That just made Marsha climax all the harder.
When the blow-job was over, both cousins were hornier than ever. Now Linda fell back, spreading her legs for Marsha. Her hairless cunt was wide open.
"Fuck me, Marsha, fuck me!" Linda begged. "Fuck my pussy with your big, strong cock!"
"Oh, baby, you got it," Marsha answered in a man's rough voice. "Your pretty little cunt will be so full of my hard cock you'll think I'm splitting you."
"Yes, that's it! Rip me! Rip me!" Linda cried.
Marsha fit her hips between her cousin's thighs just as so many boys had done to her. Then she fit her fat cock-head into Linda's waiting pussy. She shoved and sank her big cock in deeper and deeper until it was buried in tight pussy.
However, this was as far as the macho role playing went for Marsha. Once she had plunged half of the dildo into Linda's cunt the other half surged in her own pussy, reminding her that she was a woman. Suddenly Marsha was getting fucked by Linda just as strongly as she was giving it to her cousin.
"It's amazing!" Marsha swooned. "Like I have a cock and a pussy at the same time. Do you feel the same way, Linda?"
"Absolutely!" Linda whooped, rocking Marsha in the cradle of her thighs so the dildo sawed between their cunts. "Now, c'mon, let's bear down and see if we can come together."
"I'm ready any time you are!" Marsha declared. Linda delivered a cock-surge in her cousins' cunt. Marsha sent one back. Then the girls' crotches crunched together, hips swiveling, equal lengths of dildo twisting in each pussy.
"I'm coming!" both cousins cried in a single voice.
They kept it happening for each other, their pussies playing tug of war with the dildo. Leaking pussy juiced dripped on the floor, a brand of female cum just as thick and sticky as the male variety.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Marsha and Linda were now chanting back and forth. In their lust they couldn't stop driving one another to greater and greater orgasmic heights. They were in a world of their own.
But they should have been more careful. Their mounting cries of pleasure had carried like a siren's wail. Intensified by the echo effect of the bathroom, their sounds of fucking now filled the ordinarily quiet library. The head librarian was furious over the disturbance. She charged toward the source.
"Open up in there!" the librarian angrily ordered from outside the noisy bathroom, while beating on the locked door which was all that stood between Marsha and Linda and disaster.
"Gotta move," Marsha whispered. She pointed toward a window that was over the sink.
The girls removed the slippery dildo from their cunts and picked up their clothes. There wasn't time to both dress and escape. They had to flee in the nude.
Standing on the sink, Marsha unlatched the window. She hoisted herself onto the sill and dropped bare-assed into a walkway between buildings. A moment later Linda had joined her. Then the two cousins started running just as they heard the bathroom door burst open behind them.
Neither girl was anything like an athlete. But now they both become sprinters, twin blurs on campus, dashing so furiously that passers-by did double takes trying to decide whether what they'd seen was really a couple of naked coeds.
They made it to the gym, the perfect place to be nude. Mingling in with the sweaty members of the girls' volley ball team, they slipped into the showers and safety.
Then, as they stood under the water, Marsha and Linda looked at each other and broke up with laughter.
"Damn," Linda summed it up, "I feel like we just pulled off the perfect crime!"
Marsha happily agreed. Her only regret was that she and her naked cousin had so much company in the showers. Otherwise, they could celebrate by getting it on all over again.



CHAPTER FOUR


After their wild adventure, Marsha and Linda were no longer just cousins – or even merely lovers – they were best friends. One evening Marsha was staying over at Linda's house. The late night talk turned to sex, the way it so often did.
"You know," Marsha said to her cousin, "I've sucked and fucked my share of guys, but when I started hitting on my own family it was like starting all over again. I really wonder if I could make it with an outsider again and get off enough to make it worth my time."
"That's what they say about incest," Linda replied. "Once you start, you can't stop."
"Who says?" Marsha asked with keen interest.
"The books I've read about it," Linda answered with a studious tone. "Some experts claim that one of every four families have members getting it on with each other. It's actually quite common."
"No shit?" Marsha sighed in wonder. "Maybe I'll have to read more books."
"You don't need to read about it," Linda laughed. "You're already one of the statistics."
"Look who's talking," Marsha giggled. "Each of us is one for the books."
Linda nodded. Then turned serious. "The only question now," she said to Marsha, "is, what's next for us? Now that we've both fucked each other and Jerry, where do we go from here?"
"Uh-oh, I know that look in your eye," Marsha told her cousin. "You're getting at something, aren't you, Linda?"
"It's only logical that we take the next step," Linda stated calmly. "Now that we've passed the point of no return, we might as well take advantage of it and go all the way with this thing. After all, we've only scratched the surface of what's possible."
"So there's somebody else in the family you've got the hots for, huh?" Marsha bluntly asked. "That's what you're trying to tell me, isn't it?"
"Me you any different?" Linda said, answering her cousin's question with one of her own.
"No," Marsha admitted. "My pussy gets wet every time I think about making it with my brother Tad. His cock is huge!"
"Mmmm, that's just who I was thinking about," Linda revealed. "I've had a crush on Tad ever since I was a little girl. Now that I know what it's all about, I'd fuck him in a minute."
"If he were in town," Marsha sighed with regret, reminding Linda that Tad was off at college. "In the meantime, though, how do we keep busy?"
"I know," Linda said. "What we'll do is write down the names of who's available on slips of paper, then each take one from a hat to find out who we should fuck next."
"I'm game," Marsha declared, readily agreeing to go along with her cousin's kinky plan.
A few minutes later and the cousins had each drawn a family member's name. They both grinned as they unfolded the pieces of paper.
"I've got your dad," Linda spoke first.
"And I've got yours," Marsha answered. "Is that wild? We're going to fuck each other's father. Who goes first?"
"Well," Linda said slowly, "we are at my house, after all. And my father's name is on your slip of paper. And he is just downstairs, all by himself in his workshop…"
"I'm way ahead of you," Marsha eagerly interrupted.
"You're going to do it then?" Linda bubbled. "Right now?"
"Just try and stop me," Marsha firmly replied. "Is that all you're wearing?" Linda called as her cousin started for the door.
"Know any better way for a girl to give her uncle a hard-on than showing up in his workshop in her thinnest nightie?" Marsha answered.
Linda said she guessed she didn't. And then her cousin was gone on her incestuous mission.
Marsha slipped down the stairs after checking to see that her Aunt Rose was asleep. The house was quiet and dark except for the hum and glow from the workshop in the basement.
The door was ajar. Marsha peeked inside and saw her Uncle Roy bent over a lathe. She took a deep breath and entered, closing the door behind her.
Roy Cole looked up and saw his niece. He started to say hello, then gulped when he realized how little Marsha was wearing. There was an instant bulge at the crotch of his khaki pants.
"Cat got your tongue, Uncle Roy?" Marsha spoke first.
"Sh-shouldn't you put on some clothes?" Roy stammered to his scantily clad niece.
"What for?" Marsha answered, approaching her flustered uncle.
"I-I can see too much of you," Roy stammered.
"Don't you like what you see, Uncle Roy?" Marsha purred. "I'm pretty enough, aren't I?"
"Maybe too pretty," Roy choked, his eyes fastened on his niece's shapely, teenaged body. "That nightgown's just too much for me, I guess."
"No problem. If it bothers you, I'll just take it off," Marsha said.
Before her uncle could stop her, Marsha was naked. She pivoted around in a circle, showing all of herself off.
"You've got to get out of here before something happens we both regret," Roy rasped in desperation as he hungrily stared at his naked niece.
"I don't think I'd regret anything except leaving you all alone down here with a stiff cock you can't use," Marsha boldly told her uncle.
"Stop it," Roy pleaded.
But he just stood there when Marsha reached out and unzipped his swollen fly.
Now Roy muttered to his niece, "What are you going to do?"
"Take out your cock and suck it until you come in my mouth," Marsha stated bluntly. "That ought to get you into the mood to fuck me."
"You're crazy," Roy whispered.
"No, just horny," Marsha replied.
And then she dropped to her knees before her trembling uncle. She pulled his pants and shorts down to his ankles. Raising her face to his crotch, she folded her lips around the red knob of his jutting prick.
"Mmmmmm, you're really hung," she told her uncle with her mouth full of his cock-head. "Your prick is even bigger than I expected. Wonder if I can swallow the whole thing."
"Something tells me you won't have any trouble at all," Roy answered.
"Only one way to find out," Marsha said.
She took a slurping gulp of prick, forcing the head all the way to her throat. Her uncle's hips surged in reaction. The rest of his long cock hilted Marsha's mouth under its own power.
Now Marsha began sliding her lips back and forth along the thick barrel of her uncle's cock. Roy's response was automatic. His hard-on started jerking back and soon he was fucking Marsha in the mouth.
"I could go to jail for doing this to my own niece," Roy mumbled to himself. "But, damn, I can't stop! Never had my prick sucked so good."
This was just what Marsha wanted to hear. She knew now that her uncle was completely hooked on incest. She could make him do any thing she wanted. And what she wanted right now was a sixty-nine.
With his cock still in her mouth, Marsha pulled her uncle to the floor. Then she climbed on top of him, swinging her naked body around so she straddled his face while she went down on his cock.
Roy looked up into Marsha's open cunt and felt his heart thump. Never had he seen anything that excited him more than his niece's teenaged pussy. He had to eat it, especially after some cunt juice dripped into his mouth and he tasted how sweet it was.
Roy put his hands on Marsha's ass cheeks and lowered her hairy crotch to his face. When the lips of his mouth sealed the lips of her pussy, he knew there was no turning back. He was ready to go as far with his niece as she would let him, and that promised to be to the ultimate in sucking and fucking.
As his prick was devoured at one end of the sixty-nine, Roy used his tongue in Marsha's cunt at the other end. He hadn't eaten pussy in a long time because his wife didn't like it, just as she wouldn't blow him. But the many years of oral inactivity hadn't left Roy at all rusty. He'd been an expert as what was known as muff-diving during his hitch in the Navy, and now he felt like he'd rolled the clock back and was a horny kid again.
Some guys tried to use their tongues like cocks when they were eating pussy. But Roy used his like a snake. It wriggled and squirmed in his niece's cunt until she was so juicy that her honey dribbled down his chin.
"Gonna come!" Marsha let up on her cocksucking just long enough to announce.
When Roy heard that he took his niece's pussy lips and clit inside his mouth and turned on the suction. Marsha climaxed and her hot cunt juice poured down his throat. Roy swallowed every drop of female cum, then went after more with his swabbing tongue inside that spasming, teenaged cunt hole.
While she came, Marsha sucked her uncle's prick harder than ever. She wanted her uncle to come, too, wanted him to shoot his wad in her mouth so she could feast on his rich jizz.
"Sweet fucking Jesus!" Roy cried abruptly at the pussy-end of the sixty-nine. "My prick's ready to blow!"
"Let it go, Uncle Roy!" Marsha called back. "Drown me with cum!"
Marsha had released all of her uncle's prick now except the knob. This she treated just like a large nipple, giving it the hungriest suction possible, as if she were a greedy infant.
Roy's cock-head responded with a milky eruption that was so strong it took his niece by surprise, even though she was expecting plenty of cream. The jizz spurted so fast that Marsha had trouble swallowing it. Her cheeks swelled, but she was determined to drink every bit of her uncle's cream, regardless of how much juice his prick delivered.
"Don't know where I'm getting it all," Roy gasped while he came, admitting he was just as astonished as his gulping niece at how much jizz his prick was unloading in her mouth.
There was one last burst of cum. Marsha fought to keep a single drop from leaking, even though her breathing passages were now clogged with the thick goo and she was gagging.
Roy pulled his drained prick free. The extra room in her mouth was all Marsha needed. She took a long, deep swallow and the backed-up jizz slid down her throat like maple syrup. She not only wound up downing all of it, but wished there was even more to drink.
In the meantime, Roy had broken up the sixty-nine. Kneeling beside Marsha, he watched her consume the last of his cum. He boastfully imagined that he must have fed her at least a pint of cockjuice.
"God, I feel like a stud!" he exclaimed, his dripping prick still as hard as a rock.
Marsha looked up at her excited uncle with a sticky smile. "Mmmmm, you're cute," she told him.
"You know how long it's been since anybody called me that? Cute?" Roy laughed.
"When, Uncle Roy?" Marsha gurgled as a stray glob of jizz caught in her wind-pipe.
"I was in the Navy," Roy said. "I picked up this girl in a bar. She said I was cute."
"Did you fuck her?" Marsha asked.
"All night long!" Roy bragged. Then, abruptly, he turned sheepish.
"What's wrong?" Marsha said.
"Uh… well… this girl I'm telling you about. I just remembered."
"Yes?"
"She was nothing but a whore."
"And you think that bothers me to be compared to a whore?" Marsha asked.
"Doesn't, it?"
"Nope. And I'll tell you why. Bet you that was one whore who wouldn't take your money."
"How'd you know?" Roy muttered in wonder. "Every woman's a whore, down deep," Marsha explained. "And every whore needs to remind herself sometimes that she's a woman with no strings attached. A cock like yours brings out the best in anybody, no matter who she is. If you're talking about money, Uncle Roy, I'd pay to suck and fuck you."
"Whew," Roy sighed, "that's a helluva lot better than being called cute. I think you're blowing smoke up my ass, but, Christ, I love it."
"Then show me," Marsha cooed. She parted her legs. Then fingered her pussy lips open. "Fuck me, Uncle Roy. Fuck my cunt with your beautiful, big cock."
"Oh, will I!" Roy whooped. "Better than I've ever fucked anybody! You'll swear my cock's a foot long once it's in your tight pussy."
"Isn't it?" Marsha said seductively, teasing her uncle about the size of his prick.
"You'll find out," Roy panted.
Then he moved between his niece's spread legs. The head of his prick was immediately poised at her cunt.
"Stick it in me," Marsha urged. "Fuck me out of my mind."
Roy's cock surged. It plunged into his niece's waiting pussy, traveling deeper and deeper until it was buried to the root.
"Ooooh, your prick really does feel like it's a foot long!" Marsha squealed with delight now that her cunt was hilted. She wiggled her ass, starting the friction between cock and pussy, forcing her uncle to move on top of her.
"God, this is fucking!" Roy gushed. "We've just started and already it's the best piece of ass I've ever had."
"Better than that whore you fucked for free when you were in the Navy?" Marsha asked.
"Shit, she was dead below the waist compared to you," Roy said.
"Hmmm, now who's blowing smoke up whose ass?" Marsha chuckled. "But I love it too."
She wrapped her legs around her uncle's waist, grinding his crotch against her pelvic bone. His cock dug into her cunt so she could feel every inch of it, and Marsha swore she could count twelve.
Now Roy asked, "Where do I stand when it comes to the other guy you've fucked?"
"I always think whoever's fucking me is the best," Marsha answered. "But, right now, I'm thinking about better than best."
"That gives me plenty to live up to," Roy said.
"You're doing just perfect," Marsha moaned just as she climaxed.
"You're coming, aren't you?" Roy rasped as his niece writhed beneath him.
"Like crazy," Marsha whimpered with joy. "Keep it happening for me, Uncle Roy. Rip my cunt with your huge cock!"
"This might get rough," Roy warned, lifting his niece's knees over his shoulders so he could drive forward with all his strength.
"It better!" Marsha replied.
Roy bent Marsha's body back over double. Now his prick was angling practically straight down in her cunt. The cock-strokes were brutal, delivered faster and faster until Roy's prick was a blur as it pistoned in and out of his niece's cunt. "Still coming, baby?" Roy asked.
"Stronger than ever," Marsha gasped. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
"Can't keep it up like this for long without coming myself," Roy wheezed after a half-dozen surges of his prick. "Can't hold back the jizz much longer."
"Then let it go!" Marsha cried. "Nothing I want more than a cuntful of your hot cream!"
She tugged Roy's cock with her pussy muscles, locking every inch of it inside her. Rotating her hips, she applied all the pressure she could on her uncle's straining prick-meat. And for good measure reached into the crush of loins and squeezed Roy's swollen balls to prime their cum supply.
"Now! Now!" Marsha called for the jizz she craved. "Come in my cunt, Uncle Roy!"
"Yes! Yes!" Roy answered feverishly. "I'll flood your cunt!"
His cock erupted with a torrent of liquid heat in his niece's cunt. Marsha's pussy was swiftly swamped with cum and she knew male cream would be leaking down the crack of her ass by the time Roy's prick was finished spurting.
And now Roy had just unloaded his final wad of cock-juice. His orgasmic tension snapped, he lay on top of Marsha as if he were sprawled face down in a hammock. His prick, so hard a moment ago, was shrinking in his niece's oozing pussy.
"Ahhh, what a fuck," Marsha sighed. She put her hand down to the junction of their crotches and moistened her fingertips with the sticky goo.
"So much cum my pussy just couldn't hold it all. I'm a mess."
"A beautiful mess," Roy dreamily replied. "Your cunt's so wet I feel like I'm floating between your legs."
Marsha took her dripping fingers from her crotch, offering them to her uncle so he could taste his own jizz. Roy licked her hand, not at all shy about sampling the excess cream from his cock. In fact, it turned him on so much that he was immediately thirsty for more.
Slipping down Marsha's naked body, Roy fit his head into the crux of her thighs. Then he was eating her out, sucking his own cum from her freshly fucked cunt.
Now it was Roy's tongue working in Marsha's pussy instead of his cock. Marsha could hardly tell the difference. Her hips began to squirm all over again as her uncle reamed her out. Before long she was climaxing once more.
Roy didn't stop going down on Marsha's cunt until he had lapped it clean of cum. At this point his prick had regained its hardness. He knelt and showed his revived hard-on to his niece, proudly gripping it in his fist so it jutted like a weapon.
"What're you gonna do with that, Uncle Roy?" Marsha teased.
"I'll let you decide that," Roy teased back.
"Well, hmmmm, let's see," Marsha playfully replied.
She seemed to be thinking, things over, scratching her head. Actually, she already knew exactly how she wanted to take Roy's big cock next. But it was fun going along with her uncle's little game, pretending that she was just a little bit innocent in the ways of sex.
Hesitating just enough to make herself seem girlishly unsure of the course she was taking, Marsha rolled over and knelt on all fours. After a pause she parted the cheeks of her raised ass, still appearing to be not quite certain of her actions. Now her cunt was spread from the rear so she resembled a bitch in heat. She made her thighs quiver and purposely stepped up her breathing, as though she had never offered herself this way to a man before.
Roy, of course, recognized the position immediately. "So you want me to dog-fuck you, huh?" he said excitedly, stroking his hard-on in anticipation.
"Is that what they really call doing it from behind? Dog-fucking?" Marsha gulped as if she had never heard the term before. "Gee, that sounds so dirty."
Marsha was so convincing that her uncle couldn't tell whether she was kidding or serious. He decided to assume that dog-fucking really was something new for her – which was just what Marsha wanted.
"I'm not sure we should be doing it like this, after all," Marsha lied, with an expertly manufactured flutter of doubt in her voice. "We're people, not animals."
"Trust me," Roy firmly answered. "Just do what I say. You'll get used to it real fast, I guarantee it."
He patted Marsha on her ass. Then placed his hand against her cunt and rubbed the furry mound until it squished with moist arousal.
"Mmmm, that feels good," Marsha moaned, rocking on her knees while her uncle massaged her pussy.
"My cock'll feel even better," Roy promised. "Just got to get you in the right frame of mind for this kind of fucking. Listen to what I say, sweetheart."
"I'm all ears, Uncle Roy."
"Okay, then. Close your eyes. Forget I'm your uncle. Think of me as a big, hairy dog," Roy said. He growled for emphasis.
"Oh, it's so realistic," Marsha replied. "You sound just like a German shepherd."
Roy growled some more, and scratched his fingernails like a dog's claws across his niece's back.
"Wow, I'm really getting into it now," Marsha panted. "I feel like a little white poodle who hopped the fence."
This was just what Roy had been waiting to hear. Without delay he thrust his prick into his niece's cunt from behind. Marsha yelped as his cock drove into her. Roy began fucking in earnest and Marsha whimpered in response while her uncle's big cock drilled her rear-spread cunt.
The transformation was complete. Temporarily Roy and Marsha no longer uncle and niece. He was a horny German shepherd and she was a stray poodle in heat as they fucked like dogs. Once the fucking began there was no further reason for Marsha to pretend she didn't know exactly what she was doing. It was time for her to buck back as good as she was getting it.
The thing Marsha liked best about dog-fucking was how deeply her cunt could take a cock. The maximum penetration gave her the opportunity to do things with her cunt that would make a guy's cock sore for days – leave her stamp on him so he couldn't get her out of his mind.
Turning on the pressure, she tightened her pussy muscles, then relaxed them. Tightened and relaxed them, relaxed and tightened them. Over and over again. The rippling effect on Roy's cock made him think Marsha's cunt was sucking his balls inside out.
Suddenly Roy was human again. "Gonna come!" he shouted.
When he said this Marsha started climaxing herself. Her uncle had to hold onto her tits to hang on for the ride she was now giving him. And it was while his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her tits that his hilted prick exploded with jizz in her dog fucked cunt.
"Oh, shoot it, Uncle Roy, shoot it into me!" Marsha urged as the squirting cum scalded her womb.
Roy had one last blast of jizz in him. After it was delivered his bones turned to rope and his muscles to jelly. All at once he was dead weight on. Marsha's back. Marsha wiggled out from under him and he collapsed face down on the floor. There he lay, catching his breath and collecting his wits, not just his cock fucked limp, but his whole body. Finally Roy looked up, expecting to see his niece.
However, Marsha wasn't there. When he looked around and couldn't find her. A woozy Roy briefly wondered if it had all been a dream.
Then he felt between his legs. His sticky prick was sore to the touch after two trips up that tight, young cunt of Marsha's.
"I fucked her all right," Roy sighed with a combination of pleasure and awe. "Fucked my own niece."
In the meantime, Marsha was on her way back upstairs. As it turned out, she wasn't making the trip alone. When she had slipped out of the basement she had run right into an eavesdropping Linda.
"So you saw the whole thing, huh?" Marsha whispered to her cousin as the two of them tip-toed in the darkness.
"How could I resist?" Linda giggled. "It isn't every night a girl has a chance to watch her dad and cousin fuck."
"I know," Marsha chuckled, already looking forward to a front row seat when her own father and Linda got it on. "Tomorrow night you're staying over at my house."
"My overnight bag's already packed," Linda answered excitedly.



CHAPTER FIVE


Marsha's parents were pleased that Linda was going to be an overnight guest in their home. To Jack and Sharon Cole their niece was just the kind of person they wanted as an influence on their daughter.
"I'm so glad those two have decided to be friends," Sharon Cole said to her husband while the girls were in the den watching television. "Maybe some of Linda's good habits will rub off on Marsha."
"I hope so," Jack Cole answered. "Marsha worries me. With her it's just boys, boys, boys."
"Maybe Linda's example will change that," Sharon Cole said with crossed fingers. "She might get Marsha's mind off boys and onto something more worthwhile."
"We'll see," Jack Cole sighed. "I just hope it doesn't turn out the other way around. Don't forget, Linda can learn just as much from our little Marsha as she can teach her."
"Oh, don't be silly, Jack," Sharon laughed. "Linda is a saint."
"Which Marsha mast definitely isn't," Jack said, getting blunter. "Let's face it, the girl's a tramp."
"That's a terrible thing for a father to say about his own daughter," Sharon replied. But there was no real anger in her words because she knew that her husband spoke the truth.
Now Jack and Sharon Cole fell into silence.
Whenever they discussed Marsha they always reached this point. They were both aware that their daughter was anything but a virgin, but neither of them had any idea what to do about it. It was time to either change the subject or end the conversation entirely.
Finally Sharon said she was going to bed to read. Jack answered that he'd be up later. They parted, leaving Jack downstairs with the girls.
As he walked down the hall toward the den where his daughter and niece were, Jack wondered why he hadn't just gone to bed with his wife. He'd told Sharon he had something to do downstairs, but that wasn't really true – or was it?
Jack found himself at the entrance to the den, eavesdropping on Marsha and Linda. The door was ajar so it was easy for him to overhear what they were saying. He got an earful.
"What difference does it make what's wrong and what's right?" one of the girls told the other. "All I know is that I love to fuck. Like they say, if it feels good, do it – that's my motto."
While he listened to this, Jack Cole just assumed at first that it was his daughter speaking. But the second voice he heard turned out to be Marsha's, as she protested against what Linda had actually said.
"Oh, Linda, get wise to yourself," Marsha snapped at her cousin. "I've been through that whole trip and believe me it's not worth it. Putting out for guys winds up leaving you feeling just like… well, pardon my language, but just like a cunt."
"That's just exactly how I want to feel!" Linda declared defiantly. "Like a juicy, wet cunt!"
Jack peered through the crack of the door just in time to see his supposedly innocent niece rubbing her crotch. He couldn't believe it.
"C'mon, Linda," Marsha scolded, "where's your self-respect?"
"Right between my legs," Linda shot back.
"Oh, you're hopeless," Marsha muttered.
"Hopelessly horny," Linda laughed. "Just look."
Linda slipped her hand inside her tight jeans, her knuckles bulging under the fly. When her fingers emerged they glistened in the light.
"Fresh pussy juice," she giggled, then tasted the sticky essence from her own cunt with a loud slurp.
"You're disgusting," Marsha huffed. "I don't know why I invited you to spend the night. I can't talk any sense into you. Nobody can. I'm going to bed. You can stay down here and finger-fuck yourself into a coma for all I care."
"Maybe I'll do just that," Linda answered with a smirk. "I'm so horny I've got to do something to get myself off tonight. Damn, I wish your brother was home from college so he could fuck me."
"Tad wouldn't touch a cheap, little whore like you," Marsha fumed. "You're on your own."
With that, Marsha got up and marched toward the door. Out in the hall, her father had to flatten himself against the wall in the darkness to avoid being seen.
Then Marsha was gone and it was just Jack and his niece. He resumed his eavesdropping.
Linda sat on the couch. She unfastened her jeans and pulled them down to her ankles, kicking them away. Then she removed her blouse. Now she was in just her bra and panties. Jack felt his pulse quicken as the blood rushed to his cock and balls.
She unhooked her bra. Her small but perfect tits tumbled free, their red nipples stiff with desire. She played with them, and as she did her legs fell apart.
"Okay, now, enough of my titties," Linda purred to herself. She patted her damp crotch.
As he watched and heard this Jack felt like his excited prick was going to bust right out of his pants. His niece had him so horny he felt like an animal. With his reason rapidly fading he still had enough judgment left to realize that he was capable of anything in his current state. He knew this was his last chance to leave.
But he stayed right there, thinking with his cock instead of his brain.
Now Linda had peeled her panties away. And that was when her uncle saw her shaved cunt. Jack practically came in his pants from the sight of it.
"Oooooh," Linda murmured, "what I'd give for a cock to fuck. But I guess I'll just have to use my damned fingers on my pussy. If I don't come right away I'll be climbing the walls."
She slipped her middle finger into her pussy to the last knuckle. Then frowned.
She added a second finger to her cunt. Then third. However, she still wasn't satisfied. "My whole hand in my pussy is what I need," she told herself.
Jack watched with amazement as his niece stuffed the last of her fingers inside her expanding pussy. Now she jerked her arm and her entire hand was in there to the wrist.
Linda gritted her teeth, apparently in pain. "You can do it," she told herself. "C'mon, make a fist. A fist in your cunt. Yes, it'll hurt so good when your big, hard fist is fucking you."
She accomplished her goal. Quickly her elbow was bobbing up and down as she powered her clenched knuckles within her pussy.
"I'm coming," Linda moaned after a few moments of fist-fucking. "Coming already."
Pussy juice trickled along her forearm. As he looked on, Jack was so aroused that he couldn't stand it. He had to do something to relieve the terrible pressure between his legs.
Before Jack was aware of what he was doing, he had his stiff cock out of his pants. It was in his hand. He was jerking off for the first time since he was a kid.
"This is crazy," he warned himself when he realized what he was doing. But he couldn't stop beating his meat any more than his niece could stop fist-fucking her shaved pussy.
While his hand moved around his prick, Jack could feel his nuts tighten. It felt as if a dam were going to burst between his legs.
And then it did.
"Oh, my God," Jack groaned when he saw the jet of cum flying from his abruptly spurting cock.
Linda looked up. At that point one of Jack's wobbly knees pushed the door all the way open. So there he was, standing there with his dripping prick in his hand in plain view of his naked niece. "I'm s-sorry," Jack stammered.
Linda just stared at him. Then, slowly, a grin spread across her freckled face.
"I'm just as guilty as you are, Uncle Jack," she finally said. "You caught me getting off and I caught you."
She paused, pulling her gleaming fist from her moist cunt with a loud pop while Jack let go of his drained cock.
"Seems to me we ought to combine forces," Linda suggested to her mind-bent uncle with a seductive chuckle. "You know, like partners in crime."
The word "crime" made Jack wince. Because committing one was exactly what he was on the verge of doing. As a lawyer he was well aware that incest was a felony. He could see prison bars in his future. But he could also see his niece's naked body in the flesh, and that was what held uncontrollable sway over him.
"You want me to fuck you?" he asked his niece breathlessly.
"You've got a cock and I've got a cunt," Linda stated the facts in the simplest terms. "What else?"
She reclined on the couch, spreading her legs so her smooth pussy was an open delight.
"Fuck me, Uncle Jack, fuck me, fuck me," she began to softly croon.
Jack edged toward her, his cock harder than ever. Even as a kid he'd never had a piece of ass as young as the one Linda was offering him. When he'd been a teenager he'd always gone to whores.
No girl his own age had ever put out for him back then. Now he felt like he was getting a chance to relive his youth the way he'd always wanted it to be.
Jack had reached the couch and dropped to his knees at the shrine of his niece's shaved cunt. "Can I eat you first?" he asked nervously.
"Chow down," Linda told him brazenly. She lifted her little ass off the cushions, raising her crotch right under her uncle's nose. Jack grabbed her slender thighs and buried his face between her clutching loins. He was sucking her cunt.
"Oh, tongue, Uncle Jack, tongue," Linda told him. "Use your tongue in my pussy. Real deep."
Jack eagerly did as he was told. He had the sensation that he had a cock rowing out of his mouth when he began orally fucking his niece's tight, wet pussy hole.
"Mmmm, that's it," Linda groaned with pleasure. Her ass was back down on the couch and wiggling. Her uncle drove his tongue into her cunt repeatedly.
Now Jack was up on the couch, hunched over Linda's crotch while he dove at the juicy center of her thighs. He had never tasted anything sweeter than his niece's cunt. With no hair in the way there was nothing between him and pure pussy.
"I'm gonna get off in your mouth, Uncle Jack," Linda announced. "Hope you dig female cum, 'cause I'm gonna feed you plenty of it."
With a shudder, Linda came. Her ass was up off the couch again and her boiling pussy was spread against her uncle's mouth in an open kiss. Hot cunt juice poured down Jack's throat.
"Ooooh, got to stop," Linda groaned, finally pulling her cunt away from her uncle's face. "Got to stop coming like this."
"Why?" a puzzled Jack asked.
"'Cause," Linda kittenishly explained, "if you keep getting me off from sucking my pussy, we will never get around to actually fucking."
"I read you loud and clear," Jack said. "Guess it is time for the big one."
Jack guided his hard-on toward his niece's shaved cunt now. He was up on his knees so he could watch his cock enter the yawning pussy slit.
The momentum of his pushing cock pulled Linda's pussy lips inside her cunt gash. Jack kept shoving until his long cock was buried.
With her cunt full of her uncle's prick, Linda started rolling her hips. She locked her legs around Jack's waist. Then Jack eased down on top of her, driving his cock into her cunt with repeated thrusts. "Play with my tits while you're fucking me," Linda told her uncle. Jack ran his tongue over the small tits. Linda's erect nipples throbbed in response. Jack took one of them in big mouth and sucked it almost to his throat.
"Now use your hands on my body while you're sucking my tits and fucking my cunt," Linda directed.
Jack ran his fingers down his niece's bare torso. Then he cupped her compact ass cheeks.
"Dig into my ass," Linda urged.
Jack separated the globes of his niece's bare ass and gouged her crack. When Linda had shaved her cunt she had left the hair in her ass. It felt like spun gold to Jack as he tangled his fingers in the wispy strands.
Jack quickly located his niece's asshole. He tickled and probed it. But that wasn't enough for Linda.
She told her uncle, "Stick your finger up my backdoor. Right where I shit."
Jack slipped his finger into the narrow tunnel. Linda relaxed her ass muscles until the insertion was complete, then clamped down.
"Finger-fuck me," Linda called. "Finger-fuck my ass, Uncle Jack."
Jack started moving his finger in his niece's second hole to the same rhythm his cock had established in her cunt. In response, Linda slackened and squeezed her ass and pussy in rippling sequence.
"Ooooh, can't decide where it feels best," Linda swooned, "in my ass or in my cunt. Wish you had two cocks, Uncle Jack, just like I've got two holes."
"Have you ever taken a prick in your ass, baby?" Jack asked breathlessly sensing that he could put his cock anywhere in his niece that he wanted.
"No," Linda admitted that she had never been ass-fucked. "But I've always wanted to try." Jack's pulse quickened even beyond it's already racing tempo when he thought about actually fucking his niece's cherry ass. It would be so tight, would hurt Linda so good.
"I can do it," Jack anxiously panted. "Fuck you in the ass if you want me to."
"Yes! Yes!" Linda agreed with a lusty wail. "Fuck my ass with your huge cock! Rip me to pieces!"
Linda unlocked her legs from her uncle's waist then she drew them back over her head until her body was jack-knifed. In the process her uncle's prick left her cunt. Now Linda reached down and spread her raised ass cheeks. Her asshole beckoned and Jack placed his cock-head against the pink opening and shoved. He was inside.
"Push! Push!" Linda cried. "Give me your whole cock in my ass right away! Make me suffer, Uncle Jack!"
Jack leaned forward, supporting all his weight on his cock. Greased by pussy juice from the previous stage of the fucking, his hard-on sank into Linda's asshole like a sharp stake being driven into soft ground. Quickly, Jack was ass-fucking his niece to the hilt.
"God, what pain," Linda whimpered in response. "What sweet, sweet pain. Can't get enough of it. More. More…"
Jack began jerking his prick back and forth in his niece's deep ass. His cock-strokes grew longer and longer and before long he was using every inch of his prick to fuck Linda's cherry ass. When he pulled out, only the head of his cock remained inside her. Then he would plunge in as far as possible until he had penetrated to the shit in her bowels.
Caught in a tug of war between agony and ecstasy, Linda was practically hysterical. But she wasn't so far gone that she couldn't take things another step further. Finding one of her uncle's hands, she drew it to her unoccupied cunt and stuffed her cunt full of male fingers.
"Make a fist in my pussy to go along with your prick in my ass," Linda demanded of her uncle.
Jack curled his fingers inside his niece's stretching pussy. Now his knuckles bulged in the tight space. He jerked his wrist and Linda's cunt foamed with fresh juice.
A pattern was quickly set. When Jack's fist surged in Linda's cunt, he withdrew his cock in her ass. Then, when he ass-fucked her to the hilt, he temporarily let up on her cunt.
Back and forth between fuckholes these thrusts went. Linda was going crazy as a result, insisting in one breath that she couldn't take it anymore, then in the next pleading for more.
And all the while she came, experiencing one orgasm after another. When a climax from her fist fucked cunt faded it would be instantly replaced by one from her cock-fucked ass, then vice versa. Back and forth. Coming in her pussy, then ass. Ass, then pussy. Over and over again. Until…
"Uncle Jack," Linda urgently gasped, "you've got to hurry up and shoot your wad! Otherwise you'll fuck me to death! And the worst part is that I'm so far gone I'll go right ahead and let you do it!"
Jack realized that his niece meant it. The time had arrived for him to come for his sake, as well as Linda's. Since he had been holding back for quite awhile there would be little delay.
Jack had planned to unload at the depths of Linda's ass. But now she suddenly put her feet on his shoulders and pushed him away.
"I want you jizz all over me!" Linda excitedly explained her action.
Jack moved to jerk off the rest of the way to a climax. But all he had to do was merely touch his prick and the cum was abruptly flying.
A silvery plume of jizz lofted toward Linda's tits and splashed on impact. Another spurt rained on her belly. A third blast struck right between her thighs, drenching her crotch. Then Jack lifted the cum of his erupting prick and started all over again at the top.
There were at least a half-dozen separate bursts of cum in all. By the time Jack's cock was drained, Linda dripped with male cum from the neck down. But, although her uncle was through coming, Linda wasn't finished getting her kicks.
She ran her hands all over himself, smearing her naked body with his cum. Then she put her sticky fingers to her face and disfigured her features with glistening slashes of jism.
"Holy Christ, you're so beautiful," Jack muttered in awe as he watched his niece all but bathe in his cum. "What else can you do to blow my mind?"
"Depends on what turns you on, Uncle Jack," Linda giggled.
"Anything," Jack truthfully replied. "Anything you do turns me on."
"Well, after all that action in my ass and pussy you'll never guess what I have to do," Linda said.
"Yes?" Jack expectantly answered.
"Shit and piss," Linda told her uncle straight forwardly. "Feel like watching?"
Jack eagerly nodded. Linda took him by the hand and they went to the bathroom. Rather than sitting, Linda squatted with her ass and cunt well above the toilet so her uncle could see everything come out.
She crapped and peed at the same time, the shit almost as watery as the piss. Jack was fascinated. He had another hard-on and was working it in his hand. By the time Linda had emptied her bowels and bladder her uncle had a pool of fresh cum at his feet.
"Now you can wipe me," Linda called.
Jack got a big wad of toilet paper and swabbed between his niece's legs. He did it slowly and lovingly, as though Linda's shit and piss were the most precious things in the world to him.
When he was through, Jack said to Linda, "Thank you, baby. Thanks for everything."
"The feeling's mutual, Uncle Jack." Linda purred. "Anybody ever tell you you're a stud?"
"Not for a long time," Jack admitted.
"Well, I'm telling you," Linda sexily whispered. And then she kissed her uncle on the cheek. It was just a small peck, but to Jack it was in some ways as much of a turn-on as anything Linda had done to him on this night of nights.
"Bye now," Linda sighed with a lilt.
And then, just like that, she was gone. Jack stood there in a trance, touching his cheek where his niece had kissed him.



CHAPTER SIX


"You better believe I watched the whole thing," Marsha told her cousin when they were together again. "I was right outside the den. Had a close call, though, when you went to the john. Just hid in time. Mmmm, that was some stunt when you shit and pissed for Daddy and made him wipe you. Grossed me out. How'd you ever think of that?"
"Didn't have to think about it," Linda chuckled. "Nature called and your dad just went along for the ride."
"Well, whatever," Marsha said. "The main thing, Linda, is that you were terrific all the way through. God, what sucking and fucking!"
"Couldn't have done it without you," Linda replied. "That little act we put on for your dad to I overhear in the beginning was your idea and it worked like a charm."
"Oh, yeah, you mean that business where I was supposedly trying to talk you out of your horny ways." Marsha recalled the conversation she and I her cousin had staged for her father's benefit. "How'd you know your dad would listen in?" Linda asked. "He's always snooping around when it comes to me," Marsha explained. "I knew he had to be busting his gut to find out why I was suddenly hanging out with a goody-goody like you. It just I figured when he heard you coming on even trashier than yours truly that he'd be hooked."
"I don't know about that," Linda joked.
"Christ, he sucked and fucked me like a damned machine."
"Yeah, I saw," Marsha sighed after a pause. Then she admitted, "To tell you the truth, I got kind of jealous while I was watching you two get it on. After all, he is my own dad and you were the one taking his tongue and cock, right in my own house. I'd be lying if I said I didn't wish it were me."
"You'd fuck your own father?" Linda asked.
"Wouldn't you?" Marsha stated matter-of-factly.
Linda thought about it for a moment. "Yes, I guess I would," she confessed to her grinning cousin.
"Well, then that's our next project," Marsha bubbled. "We fuck our own dads."
"When?" Linda asked. Then she quickly answered her own question. "Our church is sponsoring a father and daughter picnic this Sunday. Tell your parents you want to go with us. Your mom'll be so happy you're turning over a new leaf that she'll make your dad take you. Then all four of us will go in the same car. Me and my dad, you and yours."
"And?"
"The picnic's out in the country. We'll make sure the car is low on gas. Just enough to get us out in the middle of nowhere," Linda revealed her plan. "Then when we're stranded with our dads, we, uh, take advantage of the situation."
"Genius! Pure genius!" Marsha exclaimed with delight. "I can't wait!"
The cousins embraced. Too excited to sleep, they celebrated their scheme with a sixty-nine. Then they talked some more, getting all the details of their plan straight. And then they ate each other's pussy again, and talked until dawn.
By Sunday everything had been carefully arranged. The gas had been siphoned from the car, something Linda's father undoubtedly wouldn't notice on the gauge because he had filled the tank the night before. Now, on a sunny spring afternoon the girls and their dads were driving along a country road. The picnic basket was stuffed, the weather was perfect, and it didn't seem anything could go wrong.
Then it did.
"Damn," Roy Cole muttered when the engine coughed.
"What's the matter, Daddy?" Linda asked.
"Something's wrong with the car," Roy grumbled.
"Maybe we're running out of gas, Uncle Roy," Marsha chimed in from the backseat where she sat beside her father.
"No, that's impossible," Roy insisted. "I bought a full tank yesterday."
"But the gauge is on empty, Daddy," Linda said. "Look."
Every eye in the car focused on the gauge and saw the needle leaning all the way to the left.
"Roy, you idiot," Jack Cole hissed at his brother. There was a rivalry between them, with Jack usually getting the worst of it. For once he had Roy.
"Can't believe it," Roy mumbled just as the engine died. There was just enough momentum to roll the car off the road.
A discussion followed about what should be done. Linda came up with a suggestion.
"I saw a station about a couple of miles back," she said. "We'll draw straws to see which two of us go for gas. The other two can stay behind and watch the car. Then when we've got the gas all four of us can have our own little picnic."
Everyone went along with Linda's idea. She and her father wound up being the ones who would get the gas. Off they went.
Remaining behind, Marsha and her father found a tree and sat under it.
"Shade's nice," Marsha said after along silence, "but I think I'll get some sun. Mind, Daddy?"
"Go ahead," Jack Cole answered his daughter. "We're not going anyplace. One of us might as well enjoy it."
"Oh, Daddy, you're still not mad at Uncle Roy are you?" Marsha replied as she moved out into the sun. She shook her long hair and stretched out on the grass.
"Of all the dumb stunts. Running out of gas miles from anywhere," Jack fumed at his absent brother. In his continuing anger he did not immediately notice that Marsha had slipped out of her blouse.
"Oh, Daddy, don't blame Uncle Roy. It could happen to anybody," Marsha called. She was wriggling out of her jeans at this point.
Now her father noticed. "Hey!" Jack yelled at his stripping daughter. "Just what do you think you're doing, young lady?"
"Getting down to my bra and panties so I can get a tan," Marsha answered. "Really, Daddy, it's nothing to get excited about. It's just like seeing me in a two-piece bathing suit. Look! I'll show you."
She stood up, leaving her blouse and jeans as she walked back toward her father to give him a closer view.
"See? I'm decent," Marsha said.
Rut, of course, she wasn't and she knew it. She had purposely worn a bra that was too small, and her large tits were on the verge of popping free. And her tight panties hugged her crotch like a second skin, showing the outline of her cunt. Puffs of pussy hair bristled at the crux of her thighs.
"This just won't do," Jack Cole protested.
Marsha recalled her uncle having the same kind of reaction the night she had surprised him in her see-through nightie. Now she responded the same way she had then to her father's complaint about her skimpy underwear.
"Okay, Daddy," she sighed, "if you don't like the way I'm dressed, no problem. If my bra and panties bug you, I'll just get rid of them."
Jack started to say something. The words didn't get out of his mouth, though, before his daughter's tits were suddenly uncovered. Now all Jack could do was gulp – and stare.
Instead Marsha was the one to speak. "That bra was too tight, anyway," she told her wide-eyed father. "So are these panties."
Marsha was much slower about removing her final item of clothing than she had been with her bra. She inched the panties down her hips, gradually revealing her pussy's dark bush. Her father squirmed as he watched her, a tell-tale lump stirring at the crotch of his trousers.
Marsha's cunt came into full view. The hair was swept back along the center of its triangle, exposing the pink groove formed by her pussy lips. Then, stepping out of her panties, Marsha was completely nude. She threw her head and shoulders back, basking in the afternoon sun.
"Oh, what a beautiful day," she bubbled. "And now that I've got my clothes off I feel part of it."
Her father continued to stare. His cock and balls were throbbing at his crotch as though his heart had dropped between his legs.
"Aren't you glad I got rid of my bra and panties, Daddy?" Marsha said. "I am. I feel so free when I'm naked. Want to just run wild and follow the sun."
She started to skip away. But her father stopped her. "Don't go," Jack spoke for the first time in a long while.
"How come, Daddy?" Marsha asked, pretending to be every bit as innocent as she wasn't.
"I-I want to look at you," Jack stammered. "You're such a beautiful girl."
Marsha smiled at her father. She came over and leaned above him, dangling her tits in his face so he could see how hard and red her nipples were.
"Are you sure all you want to do is look, Daddy?" Marsha purred, her phony innocence now gone with the spring breeze.
"Uh, what did you have in mind?" Jack gulped.
"You know," Marsha kept purring.
Jack tried to act like he didn't. But he was very unconvincing, especially to himself. Then Marsha made it even more difficult for him, very much more. It was a bombshell she now dropped on her father.
"Let's not play games, Daddy," she said. "You want to do the same thing to me that you did the other night to Linda. You're just not sure you have the nerve to go that far with me because Linda's only your niece and I'm your own daughter."
"How did you find out about Linda and me?" Jack blurted out in panic.
"I watched all of it," Marsha revealed. "Linda and I cooked up the whole deal. Set you up, Daddy."
"Why?" Jack asked.
Now Marsha really poured it on, the stark truth. "Linda and I are fucking everybody in the family," she bluntly stated. "We've both balled Jerry. And before Linda came on to you I put out for Uncle Roy."
"And now you're going after your own fathers?" Jack muttered in shock.
"Why not?" Marsha answered. "Seems like the natural thing to do."
"Then you set up today too, didn't you?"
"You better believe it, Daddy," Marsha readily admitted.
She slumped to the ground. Her legs were spread. She fingered her pussy lips wide open.
"Take me, Daddy!" she urged. "Anything you did to Linda you can do to me. Sucking. Fucking. The whole works. I want it so bad and I know you do too."
Marsha paused, letting her father's incestuous desire pass the point of no return.
"Don't you, Daddy?" she now said. "Don't you want to suck and fuck me?"
"Yes," Jack confessed with a desperate rattle in his throat.
"Then do something about it, Daddy," Marsha demanded, "'cause here I am, so hot for you I can't stand it. If you don't come across, I'll just have to rape you."
"You've hooked me," Jack wheezed. "I hope you're satisfied."
"I'll only be satisfied when you're doing a number on me, Daddy. C'mon. Suck me. Fuck me!"
Jack wobbled to his knees. His pants came down. He caught his shorts on his hard-on so it twanged when it was freed.
"Mmmm, what a big cock," Marsha murmured. "You're hung even better than Uncle Roy, Daddy."
This was the best thing Marsha could have said to her father, for Jack Cole had always lived in the shadow of his brother, Roy. So it filled him with macho pride to have a beautiful young girl tell him that his prick was larger than his brother's, especially when the compliment was given by his very own daughter.
"I've just got to eat your huge cock before we do anything else, Daddy," Marsha said. "Come here and feed it to me. I'll give you the best blow-job you've ever had."
Jack crawled forward and straddled his reclining daughter, the shadow of his cock and balls across her face. Marsha reached up and took his prick, angling it toward her mouth. She kissed the head, then folded her lips over it with damp suction that made Jack's nuts lurch in their sac.
"Feels so good," Jack moaned as his daughter started swallowing more of his prick. "A young girl's mouth is just made for a man's cock."
"Specially when the cock belongs to her own father," Marsha slurped while she sucked cock.
"Can you take the whole thing?" Jack asked anxiously.
"Just try me, Daddy," Marsha answered. "Ram your prick down my throat."
Jack's hips bucked in response. His big cock disappeared in his daughter's oral grasp. Now his hairy crotch was against her face as he lay on top of her. He rolled his ass and pumped his prick, using Marsha's squeezing throat like a cunt. He was fucking her in the mouth.
"Eat me, baby, eat me," Jack rasped. "I'll come for you so good. Give you more jizz than you can drink."
Jack fucked Marsha harder and harder in the mouth. His balls were slapping against her chin.
Marsha would have been satisfied just sucking off her father's big prick. But then Jack gave her something extra. He reached down to her crotch, finger-fucking her cunt while he balled her mouth. This meant that Marsha could come too, right along with her dad, because Jack's prick was ready to blow.
As she felt her father's cock strain toward a climax in her squeezing throat, Marsha bore down between her legs, responding to the pumping finger in her pussy so she could harvest her own orgasm.
"Gonna come!" Jack announced.
If she hadn't been chewing on almost a foot of cock Marsha would have shouted the very same words.
Father and daughter climaxed together at precisely the same instant. Abruptly, Jack's prick was gushing cream and Marsha's cunt boiled.
While her pussy juice ran down Jack's hand, Marsha gulped her father's hot jizz as fast as it spurted in her mouth. The dual coming only lasted a matter of seconds, but seemed to the orgasmic participants to go on much longer. Even so, they were both disappointed when it ended.
"Wish I could've drowned in your cum, Daddy," Marsha gurgled when her father's drained prick was out of her mouth. "You were right, I couldn't drink it all."
Smiling, Marsha allowed some unswallowed cream to spill down her chin. It trickled down onto her tits and she rubbed it into her nipples until they were snow white.
"Too bad I couldn't have come even more," Jack sighed, going along with Marsha's thinking. "I'd like to see your whole body covered with my jizz. From head to toe, back and front. Gleaming in the sun."
"You can still do it, Daddy," Marsha eagerly suggested. "As long as your cock stays hard you can come over and over again. And every time, no matter where you're putting it tome, you can pull out and shoot all over me some more. C'mon, let's get busy."
Jack glanced hopefully down at his cock. It was stiffer than ever. "I'll fuck you now," he told his daughter.
Marsha rolled over onto her belly, rising to her knees. "Do it to me in the ass first, Daddy," she said. "I feel like a real tight fuck right now. The tightest you can give me. And that means taking your fat prick straight up where I shit."
"You've got it, baby," Jack answered, moving behind his daughter so he could peer into her hoisted ass's hairy crack.
Marsha opened her ass cheeks. Her shithole was round and throbbing.
Jack put the tip of his dick to his daughter's anal rosebud. He shoved. Now his cock-head was inside Marsha's narrowest opening and she was begging for more.
"Can you take my whole cock in your ass, darling?" Jack asked while penetrating deeper and deeper.
"Nothing less!" Marsha exclaimed. "My ass was just made for every inch of your beautiful, big hard-on, Daddy! Ass-fuck me to your balls."
"Okay, I'm not holding anything back," Jack grunted with a forward push. When he looked down his entire prick was buried in his daughter's asshole.
"Now move it, Daddy," Marsha directed. "In and out. Back and forth. Work your prick inside my ass like you were trying to saw me in half."
Jack's cock began to jerk. Marsha reined her anal muscles so he could get solidly into the groove. Then, once her father's rhythm was established, she clamped down so the friction produced by prick and ass grabbed with peak intensity.
"I've never fucked a tighter hole," Jack rasped. "Even when you fucked Linda in the ass?" Marsha asked.
"Linda was tight, but she was just my niece," Jack explained his point of view. "You're my own daughter. That makes all the difference in the world to me. Whether I'm fucking you in the ass, cunt or mouth, you'll always be the best, as far as I'm concerned just because I'm your dad and you're my little girl. Just like Linda will always be the best for her father when Roy fucks her."
"Then you know what Linda and Uncle Roy are up to, don't you, Daddy?" Marsha said.
"It's pretty obvious, isn't it?"
"And you approve?"
"Roy's the luckiest guy in the world," Jack laughed. "Except for me!"
"Right on, Daddy!" Marsha whooped. "Now really fuck my ass with everything you've got so we can both come."
"Right on!" Jack repeated his daughter's teenaged slang.
"And don't forget, Daddy," Marsha reminded her father, "when your cock is ready to shoot."
"I'll pull out of your ass and come all over you," Jack interrupted. "Don't worry, sweetheart, I won't let you down. You'll think it's raining jizz."
"Oh, Daddy," Marsha squealed with anticipation, "you're such a stud!"
At this point the conversation ceased in favor of nonstop ass-fucking. Jack's prick hammered in Marsha's ass, rattling her bowels and wrenching his nuts. Adding to the mounting fury of the action, Marsha rocked back on her knees every time her father's cock hilted her shit pit, maximizing his thrust. For his part, Jack reached down and grabbed his little girl's big tits, squeezing them hard with every cock-surge.
Marsha came first. It was the special kind of orgasm that she could only get from being fucked in the ass. A climax where there seemed to be a volcano inside her, as her bowels rumbled with molten crap.
Moaning something about dying, Marsha bore down to squeeze every vibration possible out of her mighty orgasm. This caused her asshole to tug even harder on her father's prick, guaranteeing that it wouldn't be long before Jack was coming too.
"Oh, baby," Jack gasped to his daughter, "your tight ass is turning my balls inside out. My cock's ready to shoot a load you won't believe."
"Then hurry up and pull out, Daddy!" Marsha cried. "Cover my body with hot cum!"
"I'm your man," Jack grunted as he yanked his prick free of his daughter's asshole. Then he was beating his meat as he straddled Marsha's kneeling body. His cock exploded!
The first jet of flying jism landed in Marsha's hair. Then a second wad splattered between her shoulder blades. Another creamy load trickled down her spine.
"Christ, I think I'm gonna come even more this time than after I fucked you in the mouth," Jack panted as his cock continued to spurt.
"Finish up all over my ass, Daddy," Marsha called back. "All over my ass cheeks and in my crack. Make me really sloppy down there."
Jack aimed his cock at his daughter's plump, young ass just in time to target his final blasts of cum right where Marsha wanted them. There was an eruption for each of her ass cheeks, then the third and last squirt washed down the crack of her soaked ass.
"I'm finished," Jack now panted, holding his dripping prick. "Maybe in more ways than one."
Marsha bobbed up and turned around to see what her father was talking about. His message was immediately clear. His hard-on had just died. His cock dangled lifelessly in his grip.
"Sorry I can't finish the job for you," Jack sheepishly said. "But I just can't get my cock up to fuck you anymore."
"Don't be too sure of that, Daddy," Marsha chuckled. "I usually get what I want. And right now I've got my bean set on getting fucked in the pussy then having you come all over my tits and face when you pull out from between my legs. I won't take no for an answer."
"Tell that to my cock," Jack weakly replied, wagging his limp prick in defeat.
"There's no cock I can't make stiff," Marsha boasted. "Especially my own father's. Just watch."
"Good luck," Jack sighed. "But I'm afraid you'll be wasting your time."
Marsha just laughed at her father's warning. Then she pushed him down on the ground and sat on top of him. Her cunt rubbed against his cock and balls, moistening them with leaking female honey.
"Feel good, Daddy?" Marsha asked.
"It's no use," Jack maintained.
Marsha laughed some more. Her confidence was supreme. "My cunt has never let me down," she told her father.
Now she reached down to the junction of her thighs, spreading her pussy open so her fat pussy lips clasped Jack's shrunken cock. For good measure she lifted her father's hands to her tits and prompted him to squeeze them.
Jack looked up at his naked daughter and once again started to protest that another hard-on was beyond him. But he never got the words out. All of a sudden he was breathless, as hot blood rushed in a flood to his crotch.
So, instead of telling his daughter that getting his prick up again was impossible, Jack bucked his hips. And his prick, abruptly rigid, jumped like an angry cobra. Just like that it was erect and throbbing inside Marsha's wet cunt.
"I don't believe it," Jack gulped in wonder. "It's hard again!"
"Fucking me, too," Marsha triumphantly noted. "Fucking my pussy with your big, strong cock."
She wiggled her ass, drawing her father's prick to full length inside her pussy. "Mmmm, I love it," she moaned.
Now Marsha began sliding her juicy cunt up and down the standing pole of her father's revived hard-on. She told him to just relax, that she'd do all the work.
Trying to adapt to a passive role, Jack put his arms to his sides and called up to his bouncing daughter, "Fuck me, baby, fuck me."
While she rode her father's cock, Marsha fingered her clit with one hand. With the other hand she lifted a tit toward her mouth and licked the nipple.
"God, you turn me on," Jack rasped from below.
Suddenly he could remain completely passive no longer. He took ahold of Marsha's hips, guiding her movements to heighten the friction of his cock and her pussy.
Marsha came. The climax seemed to seize her body piece by piece. First her face began to twitch, then her tits shook, and her belly heaved. Her thighs quivered and her fingers and toes wriggled, while her ass squirmed. The key to her orgasm, though, was her spasming cunt.
"I'm getting off sooo goooooood!" Marsha swooned. "Oh, Daddy, this is the best time yet!"
"Don't I know it," Jack answered. "Now I'm gonna come too. Better get my cock out of your pussy if you want me to shoot all over you again."
"Oh, yes, Daddy, yes!" Marsha cried.
She jumped off her father's crotch. Then knelt by his side, taking his angry, red hard-on in her fist so she could jack him off in her face.
"Take it, baby, take it!" Jack gushed after Marsha had beat his meat to the bursting point.
His cock erupted. A missile of cum hit Marsha right between the eyes. Then she caught three quick blasts with her face so her features seemed to be melting. Then Marsha aimed her father's gushing prick toward her tits. They wound up dripping with jism.
When her father's cock was emptied, Marsha smeared the incestuous cum all over herself. The sunlight caught the sticky coating on her skin and made it shine like liquid diamonds.
There was only one thing Jack Cole could say to his jizz-soaked daughter. "You're beautiful," he told Marsha as she glistened before him. "Th most beautiful thing I've ever seen."
Minutes later he was fucking her again. This time when he came he left his squirting cock in her cunt and filled her pussy with the most jizz he'd ever shot in his life.
And, as her father creamed in her pussy, Marsha couldn't help but wonder if Linda was getting some of the same from Uncle Roy somewhere down the road.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Roy Cole stopped by the side of the road, sighed, and wiped his brow.
"It's hot for April," he told his daughter. "Nice when you're taking it easy in the shade, but get to you when you're right out in the sun."
"Why don't we stop and rest for a while, Daddy?" Linda Cole suggested to her sweaty father.
"Naw, the sooner we get the damned gas the better," Roy muttered.
"Look, there's a stream over there," Linda said. "C'mon, Daddy, how about it? Let's get some nice cool water."
It was too much for Roy to resist. He went with his daughter to the stream. Sitting on the bank, they took their shoes off and soaked their tired feet in the rushing current.
"This wasn't a bad idea after all," Roy admitted to Linda. "Feels real good. That dust on the road is murder. Wish I could get more than just my feet wet."
"You can, Daddy," Linda noted. "See where the water is sort of dammed up over there by those rocks? Kind of a pool. Probably goes up to your knees. Why don't you splash around? It'll do you good."
"Why not?" Roy answered with a grin. He started to roll up his trousers.
"Oh, just go ahead and take your pants off," Linda said. "We're all alone out here. Nobody will see you."
Roy shrugged and stripped down to his shorts. He went to the pool and eased into it. Quickly he was enjoying himself.
He splashed some water in Linda's direction. "Come on in," he called to her. "The water's fine."
"Thought you'd never ask," Linda chirped.
When Roy saw his daughter slipping out of her slacks he just assumed she was wearing her bathing suit underneath. He was wrong. Suddenly Linda's sheer bikini panties were all that stood between her and nudity from the waist down. Then she got rid of her T-shirt and showed a bra that scarcely covered her young but perfect tits.
Linda galloped to the stream, her tits jiggling.
"Here I am, Daddy," she announced vibrantly, crouching at the edge of the pool so her slender thighs framed her crotch.
Before her father could react, Linda sprayed him with double handfuls of water. Roy's shorts were abruptly drenched. They clung to him transparently, the outline of his cock and balls plain to see.
"C'mon, Daddy, splash me back," Linda urged as she slinked into the pool up to her knees. "First one to quit is a sissy."
Roy started to tell his daughter to get back on dry land and put on some clothes. But at the same time he couldn't help wondering how she would look with her bra and panties soaking wet. The lure of the latter outweighed his common sense. So he wound up saying nothing and impulsively slapping a shower of water Linda's way.
"Oh, Daddy, you cheap shot bastard," a dripping Linda giggled. She had never used such language around her father before, but he didn't seem to mind.
Linda splashed Roy back. He responded in kind. Now the water was flying. Then, abruptly, the water fight stopped and father and daughter stared at one another.
And with good reason. Their mutual soaking had left them as close to naked as they could be while still wearing anything.
"You're a lovely girl," Roy whispered in a hush. "Just lovely."
"You've never said anything like that to me before, Daddy," Linda softly replied. "Now can I tell you something?"
"Go ahead, honey," Roy answered with the cracking wheeze of a man who was sinking into quicksand and knew there was nothing he could do to save himself.
"You're hung, Daddy," Linda purred. "Got a great, big cock."
Roy self-consciously dropped his hand to his bulging crotch. Maybe he originally intended to cover himself, but that wasn't what wound up happening.
"I've got a hard-on for you, baby," Roy said, painfully admitting what was so obvious. "Horny for my own little girl. Can't help it. I ought to be shot."
"You might be right," Linda answered, making her father cringe when she seemed to second his guilt. Then she steamily added. "That is, if I wasn't as turned-on by you as you are by me. My pussy's not just wet from all the water you splashed on me."
"Wha-what'll we do about it?" Roy stammered.
"What comes naturally, Daddy," Linda firmly stated.
She unhooked her bra. Her tits spilled free. They were small, but the rosy circles around her erect nipples were aroused to the size of half-dollars.
Now Linda's hands dropped to her panties, which she began slowly peeling away. "I've got a surprise for you, Daddy," she murmured.
The panties were inched down. Roy kept waiting for a cluster of pussy hair to appear. But it never did. His daughter's cunt was as smooth as glass.
"I shaved my cunt, Daddy," Linda cooed. "Like it this way?"
"Jesus!" Roy gulped, his hard-on pushing the front of his shorts out so his fat balls throbbed in plain sight.
"I take that to mean you approve of my bald pussy," Linda chuckled. "Now it's your turn to show me what you've got, Daddy."
Roy hooked his thumbs under the elastic of his shorts. But he was too nervous to go any further so Linda moved in and stripped her father herself.
"Now we're in business!" Linda declared.
Her father's big prick was jutting out. She wrapped her fingers around it and knelt in the water, guiding the swollen red cock-head to her mouth.
"I'm going to eat your prick, Daddy," Linda panted hungrily. "Give you the best blow-job you've ever had. When you come in my mouth you won't believe how much jizz you're feeding me."
"This is wrong!" Roy blurted out. "We still have time to stop."
"No we don't!" Linda snapped. And then she was sucking her father's cock.
Roy's hips started to churn the instant he felt the oral pressure on his rigid cock-meat. His prick pushed down his daughter's throat then it jerked back and forth. The blow-job Linda had talked about was quickly something more. Her father was fucking her in the mouth.
Now Roy grabbed fistfuls of Linda's long blonde hair. He jogged her face in the well of his thrusting crotch. The rippling effect of her squeezing throat on his pumping hard-on had his balls tumbling like dice.
Then Linda took things a step further. She reached around into the hairy crack of her father's ass and fingered his asshole.
"Can't hold back anymore!" Roy gushed. "Gotta come, baby!"
Linda doubled her suction. Her father's prick exploded halfway down her throat. The hot cum rushed into her belly.
"Can you swallow it all, baby?" Roy excitedly asked.
Linda responded with a tugging gulp that sucked her father's next wad of jism out of his balls. And she kept this up, treating Roy's prick like a long, hard nipple until it was drained.
Then Linda released her father's dripping prick. "I drank it all," she told Roy, "just about every drop of your sweet jizz, Daddy. And, mmmmm, was it delicious."
"I don't believe this is you!" Roy gulped as Linda stickily grinned at him. "My own little girl, sucking a cock and swallowing the cum like like…"
"Like Marsha?" Linda said saucily.
Roy turned white as a ghost. Did his daughter know he was no stranger to incest, that he had already fucked his niece?
"Yes, Daddy," Linda answered her father's wordless question. "I know all about you and Marsha."
"You don't have any proof. You're just taking a wild guess," Roy protested weakly.
"It happened in your workshop the other night when Marsha spent the night at our house," Linda gave details. "She came down, to the basement in her nightie and you could see right through it. Marsha put the make on you and you gave in. You fucked her in the mouth and twice in the pussy, doggie-style the second time. Still say I don't have any proof, Daddy?"
"Okay, I'm guilty. Guiltier than hell," Roy admitted. "First with Marsha, and now with you. I fucked my own niece and I came in my own daughter's mouth. I could try and say I didn't know what I was doing, but I wouldn't be kidding anybody – especially myself. It's all my fault."
"That's hardly fair, Daddy," Linda said with a sly grin.
"Somebody has to be the fall guy," Roy insisted, thinking his daughter was trying to accept some of the blame and wanting to protect her. "Don't worry, you and Marsha are in the clear. I should have known better. That's all there is to it."
"Oh, c'mon, Daddy, stop feeling sorry for yourself," Linda replied, briskly dismissing her father's self-pity. "What I'm talking about doesn't have anything to do with your stupid guilt-trip. What's not fair is that you've already fucked Marsha, but all I've gotten to do so far is just suck your cocks. See? If you get cold feet then you won't fuck me."
Linda paused to squeeze Roy's cock and balls. "And, Daddy," she cooed, "I want you to fuck me very, very much."
"No!" Roy hissed. "This time I'm drawing the line. No more of this."
"Tell that to your cock, Daddy," Linda sassed. Standing, she rubbed her hairless cunt against her father's limp prick. Within seconds Roy had an uncontrollable hard-on.
"My cunt is so tight," Linda purred. "Have you ever fucked a shaved pussy before, Daddy? It's as smooth as a baby. You can close your eyes and imagine I'm as young as you want, pretend that you're doing the most awful things to me."
Suddenly Roy was behaving as if he were in a trance. "I remember one day when you were still a tiny girl," he told Linda in a hollow voice. "We were at the park. You were on the swings. Your dress flew up and your cotton panties were torn. I saw your little cunt. I got so excited I had to go to the men's room and jerk off before I did something terrible to you."
"You can do it now, Daddy," Linda whispered hotly. "My pussy doesn't have any more hair on it than it did that day at the park. I'm so young – but so hot. Daddy, your little girl wants you to fuck her right now."
"Yes, yes," Roy choked on his own incestuous desire.
He picked Linda up in his arms and carried her to high ground. When he laid her on the grass she spread her legs for him. Her open cunt glistened in the sunlight. Roy had a hard-on that made him dizzy.
"If I go to jail for this, it's worth it," he muttered. "Worth it to get my big prick in your tight, little pussy, Linda. I guess every father secretly wants to fuck his own daughter after the first time she sits on his lap and flirts with him. And now I'm going to be one of the few to find out what it's really like."
Roy's cock-head pierced Linda's flared pussy lips. Once he was inside her moist cunt she bucked her hips. Roy automatically surged back and the next thing he knew his prick was hilted in her spasming pussy.
"Oh, Daddy, your cock feels just huge in my cunt," Linda moaned with pleasure. "I couldn't get fucked by a bigger dick."
"Who else have you fucked?" Roy asked.
"Sure you want to know, Daddy?"
"Nothing's going to shock me anymore," Roy said as his prick jerked in the vise of his daughter's pussy. "Tell me everything."
"I lost my cherry to a dildo," Linda revealed. "Then there was Jerry."
"You fucked your own brother?"
"That's not all. Then there was Uncle Jack. He did it to me in the mouth, cunt and ass."
"Anybody else?"
"In between Jerry and Uncle Jack, I made it with Marsha. We used the dildo," Linda said.
Roy had no trouble figuring the rest of it out.
"Somewhere along the line you and Marsha started working together," he concluded. "First you went after each other's father. Marsha got me to fuck her, and you went after your Uncle Jack. That worked so well that next the two of you decided to go all the way with your own fathers. Today was no accident. You and Marsha made sure we ran out of gas to set this all up. Marsha and Jack are probably fucking back where we left them, right?"
"Just like us, Daddy," Linda answered. Then teased, "Only I'll bet they're doing a lot less talking and a lot more fucking than we are right now. How about it? Your cock's in my cunt to fuck me, not to unlock all the skeletons in the family closet."
That said, Linda wrapped her legs around her fathers waist and jammed his crotch between her thighs so his cock shafted her pussy as deeply as possible. Then she started rocking Roy in the cradle of her loins. He automatically picked up on the rhythm like be was tuned in to a disco beat.
"Oh, baby, you're right," he panted to his daughter, "fucking's better than talking."
"Then shut up and do it to me," Linda teased some more, wiggling her ass so Roy's prick twisted in her cunt.
"Yes!" was the last thing Roy would say for a while.
Now he fucked his daughter's cunt with thrust after thrust of his muscular prick. He licked her tits, scraping, his tongue back and forth between her tender nipples. One of his hands slipped into the crux of loins and fingered Linda's clit at the top of her cock-filled pussy. His other hand dug into her ass.
Linda came, her slender body writhing uncontrollably. Roy timed his cock-strokes to match her jerking movements, fucking her cunt the deepest when it counted the most.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Linda repeated for as long as she climaxed.
When he spoke again Roy told his daughter, "You're no little girl. You're a woman, Linda. God, what a woman! I've never seen anybody come so much for so long!"
Linda immediately started climaxing all over again, this time as much from her father's praise as from his cock in her cunt.
"Yes, that's it," Roy urged his daughter. "Come for me, sweetheart. Come for Daddy as hard as you can. It makes your pussy pull so tight on my cock. Tug at my balls."
"You sound like you're just about ready to come yourself, Daddy," Linda noted with anticipation.
"Better believe it, baby!" Roy sang out. "Feel like I'm gonna shoot so damned much jizz I'll blow a hole right through your cunt!"
"Then do it, Daddy, do it!" Linda pleaded. "My pussy's so thirsty for your cum! Let it go! Now! Now!"
Roy hilted his prick one last time in his daughter's deep cunt. Jumping in their sac, his aching balls clung to the root of his buried prick.
"It's like a dam breaking!" Roy cried out as his cock abruptly gushed with a torrent of cum. There were no separate spurts, just a continuous flow of the liquid heat.
"Oh, Daddy, it's wonderful!" Linda swooned as she took a cuntful of the same jizz that had originally given her life. "I hope I get pregnant. I wish I could have your baby!"
"Sweetheart, don't talk like that," Roy said nervously when his balls were dry and Linda's pussy was a sticky swamp. "We're skating on thin enough ice as it is."
"Can't help myself, Daddy," Linda murmured. "When you're fuckin me I just go crazy! You'll have to get used to that. In the meantime, if you're really worried about knocking me up, you know what you can do. My pussy's not the only place you can fuck me. Know what I mean?"
"I'll let you tell me," Roy answered.
"I'll do better than that. I'll show you," Linda said.
She rolled out from under her father then bobbed up on her hands and knees, facing away from him. She spread the compact cheeks of her round ass in his direction, showing him where she wanted his cock to fuck her next. There was her asshole, pouting in exposure, just waiting for a big prick inside of it.
"You're right," a grinning Roy said in response. "Nobody ever got pregnant from getting fucked in the ass. But are you sure you can take it? You seem so small down there and my cock's awfully big."
"Uncle Jack fucked my ass," Linda called back. "He hurt me so good. And anything he can do, Daddy, you can do better."
"I'll buy that," Roy boasted. "Okay, baby you, get your way. You won't be able to sit down for a week after I get through fucking down there."
"Is that a threat or a promise, Daddy?"
"Take it any way you want, sweetheart," Roy answered his daughter.
"All I'm interested in taking is your fat cock straight up where I shit," Linda declared bluntly.
Linda wiggled her open ass in anticipation. Her father moved directly behind her. He placed the tip of his prick into the cunt of her rosy opening.
"Take it!" Roy grunted with a lurch of his crotch.
His cock-head squeezed inside Linda's asshole. The fit was tight enough to begin with, promising to become only tighter as Roy inserted more of his cock. He knew he was bound to hurt Linda plenty. But he also knew how much she wanted it, and that gave his prick the momentum to plow forward in his daughter's narrow ass tunnel, no matter how much it made her suffer.
"Rip me, Daddy, rip me!" Linda shrieked as her ass filled with inch after inch of advancing cock. "Tear me to pieces! Hurt me so good I can't stand it!"
"I'll do my best, sweetheart," Roy vowed, ready to bury his entire cock.
But then Linda's asshole grew stubborn. Roy bore down but his prick was temporarily stalled. He kept pushing anyway.
"Take it! Take my whole cock, bitch!" Roy hissed with frustration as he unsuccessfully tried to ass-fuck his daughter to the limit.
The pain Linda now experienced was incredible. Her bowels shuddered and she thought she might shit. But instead she came. And as she climaxed, her ass muscles gave way and the rest of her father's hard-on shot into her like a rocket.
"Mmmm, that's better," Roy sighed, mellowing once his cock was hilted in the teenaged ass. "Sorry I called you a bitch, sweetheart. The heat of the moment got to me."
"Don't apologize, Daddy," Linda moaned with pleasure. "I love it when you talk dirty to me. Do it some more. Call me a bitch, a whore, anything you like. And describe what you're doing to me. I want to hear about it at the same time I feel it."
"Okay, you little whore," Roy started talking from the gutter. He would narrate the action with stark simplicity. "I've got my big cock stuck to the root in your tight, young ass. I'm fucking you where you shit. Every time I jerk my prick in your ass – like this – my balls slap against your hairless cunt. Feel them? My nuts bouncing on your pussy while I fuck your ass?"
"Oh, yes, Daddy, yes, it's just like you're telling it," Linda whimpered.
"It hurts you so much you almost can't stand it when I ram my cock in your ass," Roy continued, delivering a ten-inch cock-thrust for emphasis.
"Arrrgghhh, hurts so bad… hurts so good!" Linda squealed with welcome pain.
"And you can't get enough of it. You'd let me kill you as long as I kept fucking your ass," Roy hissed, pouring it on with his raunchy dialogue and ass-fucking prick. "Because that's the kind of filthy, little bitch you are. A slave to sex. So low, decent people wouldn't piss on you."
"Oh, Daddy, I'm so glad, you're not one of the decent ones. So glad you're such a damned bastard," Linda vividly replied. "We were made for each other. Made to fuck."
"You know it, tramp," Roy rasped. "And now I'm gonna give you the frosting on your cake. Know what I mean?"
Linda certainly did. If her father hadn't said anything she still would have gotten the message because Roy's cock had heated up like a torch in her shit pit and that telltale sign could only mean one thing.
"You're ready to come in my ass, aren't you, Daddy?" Linda called.
Roy grunted, in reply. What he tried to say was garbled by the blast of air which whooshed from his lungs as his climax abruptly overtook him. All at once his prick was gushing jizz into the depths of his daughter's ass.
"Shoot it, Daddy, shoot it!" Linda cried. "Rood my ass with cum!"
"Can't stop coming," Roy wheezed while his prick continued to spurt.
"Wonderful! Marvelous!" Linda celebrated the seemingly endless torrent of jizz in her ass. "I'm coming too, just as hard as you are, Daddy! Fan-fucking-tastic!"
Time stood still for father and daughter as he came in her ass and she matched him with her own orgasm. They had reached the peak of incest. And from here on in nothing they did would ever surpass this perfect moment. All they would be able to do was try and equal it, no matter how many times they fucked in the future.
Then, after a final blast from Roy's cock, father and daughter started floating back down to earth. Linda's knees gave way and she sprawled face down on the grass, her father falling on top of her. His prick shrank in her ass and the excess cum leaked down onto her cunt. The exhausted lovers' heavy sighs caught in the spring breeze, joining the rustling of the leaves, the gurgle of the stream, the songs of birds.
So the fucking was over for now. Linda and her father could only rest. Then, finally, they got up, dressed, and went on to find the gas station they had originally been looking for.
The afternoon was still young. A lot of things could still happen.
They would.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"There's the car," Roy said, carrying a can of gas as he and his daughter rounded a bend in the road. "Now where are Jack and Marsha?"
He cupped his hand to the side of his mouth, planning to call out for his brother and niece. But Linda stopped him.
"Let's surprise them, Daddy," she said. Then giggled, "Who knows, if we're lucky maybe we'll catch them fucking."
"And then?" Roy asked.
All Linda would say was, "Anything can happen." It was enough for her father. The two of them started searching for Jack and Marsha.
They found them at the bottom of a grassy slope, naked in the sun. And although Jack and Marsha weren't fucking, she was sucking his cock.
"Wonder how many times Marsha's done that already today," Linda whispered to her father.
"If cum has calories, your cousin's going to have to go on a diet," Roy joked.
Roy and Linda were at the top of the rise. They looked at one another, wordlessly deciding what to do. The gas can was set aside and off came their clothes. Then, naked and still unnoticed, they crept silently down to where Marsha was going down on her father's prick.
Just as Roy and Linda reached the bottom of the slope, Jack came in Marsha's mouth. Jack's hips were thrusting and Marsha was gulping down jizz as fast as it spurted from her father's cock Roy and Linda watched with amazement.
Now Linda spoke. "Taste good, Marsha?" she called to her cum-guzzling cousin.
Marsha jerked upright with surprise at the unexpected sound of Linda's voice, fresh jizz spilling down her chin. Jack reacted too, staring slack-jawed at the intruders while his sticky prick withered between his legs.
"Where'd you guys come from?" Marsha gurgled.
"From right out of the blue," Linda chuckled.
"Where's the gas?" Jack asked as if that were really what was on his mind.
"In a can. Safe and sound," Roy answered his brother. "We left it with our clothes."
"Uh, yeah… your clothes… you're not wearing any," Jack gulped.
"Don't tell me you just noticed, Uncle Jack," Linda teased, running her hands over her naked body.
Linda sat down on the grass beside her uncle. She placed his hand on her hairless crotch and squeezed with her thighs.
"All that walking's made me horny," she purred. "Think you can do anything about it, Uncle Jack, or has Marsha worn you out?"
Linda reached for her uncle's cock. It was limp in her grasp. She leaned over and kissed it, then took the head in her mouth and gave it a long, wet slurp. All at once Jack's prick was limp no longer.
"Mmmmm, that's better," Linda sighed.
Then she gently pushed Jack down on the ground and climbed on top of him with his cock in her mouth. Swinging her naked body around, she straddled her uncle in the sixty-nine position. Her shaved pussy was mere inches from Jack's face, just waiting there to be eaten.
Jack looked nervously toward Roy, seeming to seek permission to suck the cunt of his brother's daughter. But Roy didn't say anything. Instead he went to Marsha and offered her his cock and balls. She took them against her face, licking all over her uncle's throbbing cock-meat.
Now Roy spoke. "Anything you do to my daughter," he told his brother, "I'll do to yours."
"Then we're all in this together?" Jack asked anxiously.
"It's the only way," Roy stated firmly. "No point in pretending we're a normal family any more, because we aren't." Then Roy interrupted himself with laughter that made his eyes dance. "Of course, who wants to be normal when we've got a couple of daughters who suck and fuck like my little Linda and your little Marsha?"
Jack grinned at his brother's comment, completely at ease now. "I hear you talking, Roy," he said. "Now if you'll excuse me, I've got your girl's sweet shaved pussy to eat."
Jack pulled Linda's cunt down to his face and covered it with his lips. He sucked noisily. Linda's small ass wiggled as her uncle's tongue started reaming her pussy. At the other end of the sixty-nine she deep-throated Jack's big prick.
Now that his brother and daughter were getting it on, Roy Cole turned his attention to his niece.
Marsha was only too eager to respond. She swallowed her uncle's prick with a hungry gulp and started blowing Roy.
"Think I'd like some pussy to eat while I'm getting my cock sucked," Roy casually remarked.
"Oh, yes, Uncle Roy," Marsha slurred with a mouthful of prick. "Let's get off with our own sixty-nine. Nothing Daddy 'n' Linda can do that we can't do just as well."
"Hold on then, sweetie," Roy said. "Here I come."
Roy eased on top of his niece, flattening her on the grass. His prick twisted in her mouth as he shifted in a half-circle, winding up with his face above Marsha's spread crotch.
Now Roy dove between his niece's thighs. He orally sealed her cunt, drawing her pussy hair into his mouth until he lapped away the curl. Then his rigid tongue was inside her cunt hole, surging like a cock.
By this point both sixty-nines were going full tilt. The wet slurping of mouths on cunts and cocks blended in perfectly with the other sounds of spring, as if there could be nothing more natural than two fathers trading their daughters for suck jobs on a lovely afternoon like this one.
Up on the top of the ridge which overlooked the sixty-niners, a farmer happened along. Of course he had no way of knowing the erotic spectacle he was witnessing was a family affair, but he got so turned on that it probably wouldn't have made any difference to him.
"Look at them people eat each other out," the eaves dropper sighed longingly to himself. "That's what I should be doing – getting my cock blowed by some sweet young thing while I go down on her little pussy."
The only available little pussy in the area the widowed farmer knew about, though, belonged to his very own daughter, and she was back at the barn, forking hay. The farmer thought about her, picturing her round ass wobbling in her tight jeans. His cock got so hard that he had to do something about it! He thought about jacking off, but he thought about sucking and fucking his teenaged daughter even more.
The farmer abruptly left the ridge without ever being seen. He was running back to the barn and his sexy little girl. Roy and Marsha and Jack and Linda would never know it, but they had just claimed another convert to incest.
As it was, the sixty-fining Coles hardly needed any outside approval to justify their behavior. All they needed was each other, especially right about now when all four of them were so close to coming.
Linda climaxed first. Her Uncle Jack's squirming tongue in her hairless twat had just done it for her. And if she was going to come, she was damned well determined that the cock she was fucking with her mouth was going to get off too.
Jack's balls got the message from the oral suction his climaxing niece applied to his prick. There was a hot surge at the pit of his crotch that made his nuts cling to his prick's root. Then his jizz was rushing straight into Linda's thirsty mouth.
In the meantime, Marsha had neared her own orgasm. Her timetable was a little different than her cousin's, though. She wanted her uncle's hard-on to shoot down her throat first before she let go with her own climax.
So Marsha slid her lips up and down the length of Roy's cock, tugging the foreskin with her teeth to maximize the friction. And she rubbed her uncle's balls and fingered his asshole.
Roy's spine stiffened and his crotch bucked. Al of a sudden he was creaming in his niece's mouth. As he did, Marsha turned on her own orgasm as if she were flipping a switch and came right along with her uncle, feeding him all the pussy juice he could drink.
Then the coming was over. However, although plenty of jizz and female honey had been swallowed, nobody involved was satisfied. The uncle and niece sixty-nines were just the beginning. The only question was what form of incest would now take place.
"Do you guys still have hard-ons?" Marsha asked her uncle and father.
Roy and Jack both laughed. Did they have hard-ons? Marsha might as well have asked if they were breathing or if the sun was still shining.
"Well, I guess it was a kind of stupid question," Marsha sheepishly admitted as her uncle and father displayed their solid pricks. "What I guess I ought to be finding out is what you're going to do to me and Linda with those beautiful monsters."
"I know," Linda chimed in. "So far we've just been pairing off. Couples are okay, but there's something more. How about all four of us getting it on together at the same time?"
"Ooooh, a family orgy!" Marsha excitedly squealed. "I can dig it!"
"Well, Daddy, Uncle Jack, seems like it's up to you," Linda said to her father and uncle. "Can you handle it?"
Roy and Jack looked at each other. "That's about as dumb a question," Jack spoke for both of them, "as when Marsha asked us if we still had hard-ons."
"Then let's get it on!" the girl's whooped together, spreading their legs.
"Hold on a minute," Roy interrupted the merriment. "We can't just fly into this thing without any plan, not with four people to account for. Somebody needs to be in charge to make sure everybody's in the right place."
Jack said, "Go ahead, Roy, you've always been the take-charge guy in the family. Tell us what to do."
Roy agreed to run the show. "All right. Marsha, let's start with you," he told his naked niece. "Honey, you get on your hands and knees so your dad can fuck you from behind."
"In the cunt or ass?" Marsha asked as she propped herself on all fours in the familiar position of a bitch in heat.
"Doesn't make any difference," Roy said.
"I'll fuck her ass with my cock," Jack put in, "and use my fingers on her pussy."
"Then get busy," Roy directed.
Jack moved behind his kneeling daughter, slipping his prick into the crack of her ass. His cockhead made contact with her asshole, then lurched inside.
"Deeper, Daddy, deeper!" Marsha urged.
Jack pushed his thick prick forward in his daughter's tight opening until he had buried every inch. Then he began slowly cock-stroking in and out, making Marsha's hips churn.
"That's the way, Daddy," Marsha moaned. "That's the way to fuck my ass. By the time we're finished your prick will be slimy with my shit. In the meantime, don't forget about my pussy. Give it those fingers you promised to go along with your cock in my ass."
Jack stuffed half of his hand in his daughter's pussy and started jerking his wrist, matching the tempo of his ass-fucking prick.
"Daddy and I doing okay so far?" Marsha asked her uncle.
"Just fine," Roy answered. "But we've got a ways to go yet. You and your dad are just the first two links in the chain."
Now Roy turned his attention to Linda, who had been waiting anxiously to jump into the action.
"Darling," Roy told his daughter, "I want you to get up in front of your cousin."
"I'm way ahead of you, Daddy," Linda enthusiastically replied. "You want me to feed Marsha my cunt, don't you."
Roy nodded that this was what he had in mind. "On my knees or lying down, Daddy?" Linda asked for the correct position.
"Kneeling," Roy directed.
"Anything else, Daddy?"
"Just get your pussy in Marsha's face for now," Roy said. "I'll tell you what else to do when the time comes."
"All right," Linda chirped. "Here I go." She went to her cousin and offered her shaved pussy. Marsha licked the hairless slit. Then Linda moved in closer, pressing the lips of her cunt against the lips of her cousin's mouth. Marsha's hungry slurping followed.
"I'm set now, Daddy," Linda called to her father. "But what about you? You're the last link in the chain."
"Think I don't know that?" Roy chuckled, flexing his rigid cock.
"Then hurry up," Linda urged. "Can't wait to find out what you're going to do to me. You are going to fuck me, aren't you, Daddy?"
"And you know where," Roy chuckled some more, stroking his hard-on in anticipation. "With Marsha eating your pussy, you've only got one hole left."
"Oh, yes, Daddy, do it to me," Linda happily squealed. "Fuck me in the ass!"
Roy moved to the rear of his daughter. He lay on his back, spreading his legs on either side of Linda's kneeling form. Then he lifted his cock between her thighs.
Linda looked down and said, "I've got it. You want me to sit on your prick, take it in my ass like I was sliding down a pole."
"Think you can manage it?" Roy asked. "It'll hurt."
"Mmmm, just the way I like it in my ass," Linda sighed. "As if I had to tell you that, Daddy."
While her cousin continued to eat her out, Linda carefully dipped his hips, lowering Marsha's cunt sucking mouth along with them. Now Linda could feel the knob of her father's prick throbbing in the crack of her ass. She matched up asshole with cock-head and started the tight slide downward.
From his reclining position, Roy could see his standing prick disappearing in Linda's dropping shit pit. Most of all, though, he could feel it. He guessed he would never get over the youthful tightness of his daughter's teenaged ass.
"Oh, your cock feels so big in my ass," Linda moaned when her backdoor had taken half of her father's meat. "How are you doing so far, Daddy?"
"Terrific, baby," Roy called up. "Your ass is grabbing my cock like a vise."
"Just wait till you're in me to your balls, Daddy. You'll swear my ass is gonna twist your prick right off," Linda vowed playfully.
"The harder you squeeze, the better I like it," Roy answered.
"Then hang on, Daddy."
Linda bore down. She relaxed her ass muscles just enough to plunge on the rest of her father's cock. But when she had taken the whole thing, she tightened up with all her strength.
"Jesus, baby," Roy rasped, "you weren't kidding. Your ass is choking my prick. I can hardly move it."
"Don't worry, Daddy, I'll do all the work," Linda said.
She began bobbing up and down, jerking her father's cock with her ass. Since she never loosened her anal grip, the friction was enormous. Roy was quickly writhing on the ground from the effect.
In the meantime, Marsha kept going down on Linda's pussy. It was a real treat for Marsha, being so close to an ass-fuck at the same time she ate cunt. It was so easy for her to finger the connection of her cousin's ass and uncle's cock while she simultaneously tongue-fucked Linda's pussy.
Then, of course, there was the fuck Marsha was taking in her own ass from her own dad. The cockstrokes up her ass chute had her insides spasming.
However, all of Marsha's pleasure was not physical. She was mentally on top of the world. And why not? What was happening now was something for which she could take credit. After all, the trail of incest would not have led to this spectacular conclusion if she hadn't started the journey back when she had put the make on her cousin Jerry that day at the pool. Everything had followed from there, the other members of the family falling into line from that point.
Marsha celebrated her accomplishment with a climax. She was joined in her orgasm by Linda, whose pussy she'd never quit eating. Marsha could tell Linda was also coming because of the flood of fresh juice her cousin's cunt spilled in her mouth.
Because Marsha couldn't speak with a face full of cunt, Linda had to do the talking for both of them. "Getting off so hard!" the younger girl cried. "What a trip! Can't stop coming!" Marsha couldn't have said it better herself.
And then there were the girl's ass-fucking fathers. As they drove their big cocks in their daughters' assholes, Jack and Roy Cole started a dialogue which took its tone from their longstanding rivalry as brothers.
"Which one of us do you think can keep fucking ass the longest without coming?" Jack asked Roy.
"Why, you think you can hold off longer while you're screwing Marsha than I can balling Linda?" Roy answered.
"Sure," Jack said, "if that's what I have to do to beat you at something. I can come first or come last. Whichever way you want to play it."
"Dreamer," Roy laughed. "You've never whipped me at anything and you know it."
"But fucking our little girls is a brand new game," Jack reminded his brother. "How about it, Roy? Put your money where your mouth is."
"Okay," Roy agreed. "We'll see who can keep fucking ass the longest without coming. The first one of us who shoots his wad has to buy the other one a new set of golf clubs."
"You're on, chump."
"And no cheating," Roy warned. "We've got to keep moving our cocks in and out of the girls' asses at the same speed."
The rules of their contest set, the Cole brothers began chanting a butt-fucking rhythm.
"Push… pull… push… pull," they called to one another.
Their pricks moved with identical strokes. On "push" they hilted the daughters' shit pits, on pull they withdrew until only their cock-heads remained inside the girls. Then "push" again and matched thrusts occurred.
The pattern continued. Eventually one of the brothers would crack and owe the other a set of golf clubs as a result of being first to come in his daughter's ass. In the meantime, however, the real winners were Marsha and Linda because they were getting ass-fucked as good as it happens. No wonder they were climaxing nonstop.
And, as a result of their multiple orgasms, Marsha and Linda tugged ever harder at their father's pumping pricks with their spasming assholes. This mounting anal pressure had Jack and Roy gasping, but neither brother would give in. The pushing and pulling continued.
"Would've been easier if we'd bet on which one of us could come first," Roy admitted.
"Ah, you're on your last legs," Jack crowed. "Gonna shoot your wad in Linda's ass before I let go in Marsha's."
"Don't be too sure of that," Roy warned.
"C'mon, stop fighting it, turkey," Jack taunted. "This time you're gonna lose. All that hot cum is just boiling in your balls, aching to get out. Give up and let it go into Linda's tight, little ass. She wants her daddy's jizz so bad – don't keep her waiting. Go ahead, Roy, come in Linda's ass. Come, come."
"Only after you, Little Brother," Roy shot back. "Only after you can't stand it anymore and flood Marsha's ass with your jizz. 'Cause there's a dam between your legs that's about to bust wide open."
Overhearing all of this, Marsha and Linda had to laugh. Their fathers were carrying on like a couple of kids. And the anal friction to which they were subjecting their cocks had to tell on them very soon.
Marsha and Linda did their best to bring things to an orgasmic conclusion. Now they found themselves in a contest, too. However, their goals were just the opposite of their fathers'. Where Jack and Roy were trying to be the last to come, each girl tried to make her dad the first to shoot his wad up her ass.
The action continued, hot and heavy, pumping cocks rubbed almost raw by squeezing female asses. Something had to give.
"Can't stand it anymore!" one of the brothers finally croaked.
"Me neither!" the other one admitted.
And then Jack and Roy Cole came at exactly the same instant. There was no winner, after all. They'd ass-fucked their daughters to a dead-even tie.
All that mattered anymore was the cum which poured into the assholes of Marsha and Linda from their fathers' spurting pricks. There was plenty of it. Hot, thick jizz that mixed with the shit in the girls' bowels to create a boiling brew of liquid fire.
By the time it was over, Jack and Roy were groggy with fatigue. Their drained cocks collapsed, slipping out of their daughters' fucked asses, sticky with their own juice.
Now the two men sprawled on the grass, catching their breath. But the girls were not quite through with them. Switching partners, Marsha and Linda each sat on her uncle's face. Roy and Jack each drank his brother's cum as it leaked from his niece's creamy asshole.
So it ended this way. By now the sun had started to dip in the western horizon and the remarkable day was drawing to a close. Time to reluctantly pull the naked bodies apart and dress.
The girls and their fathers would soon be on their way back home. But all of them knew that what had happened this afternoon, as special as it was, was just a taste of the family's future.



CHAPTER NINE


Marsha was so excited that she could hardly dial the phone. It took her a couple of tries before she got the number.
"Hello, Linda?" she bubbled when her cousin finally came on the other end of the line. "Have I got news for you!"
"Gee, what's got into you?" Linda said. "You really sound hyper."
"You will be too when your hear this," Marsha promised. "Guess what?"
"From the sound of your voice, you must've just inherited a million dollars," Linda joked.
"Maybe better than that," Marsha said. "Do you know who's back in town?"
"Who?"
"My brother Tad! He just came home from college for spring break. He's upstairs in his room right now – alone in the house with me! And you know what?"
"I'm all ears."
"What do you want to bet," Marsha chuckled, "that if you get right over here the two of us will be able to do something we've always wanted to do."
"Fuck Tad?" Linda gushed with anticipation. "Absolutely! Can you picture his reaction when both of us come on to him at the same time?"
"Gosh, Marsha, sounds great," Linda said with sudden restraint. "But Tad is your brother. You ought to have first crack at that big cock of his. Are you sure you want me there cutting in on your action?"
"Two pussies are better than one," Marsha laughed. "Besides I know you're as hot for Tad as I am. You still have that crush on him, don't you, the one you've been nursing since you were a little girl?"
"Of course, but are you sure you want to be so generous with your own brother?"
"After all we've been through together," Marsha explained to Linda, "I just wouldn't feel right if you weren't there to fuck and suck Tad along with me."
"Okay, I'm sold," Linda declared. "I'll be right over!"
Ten minutes later Linda was there. She and Marsha didn't waste any time talking, they knew what they were going to do. Together they went up the stairs, ready for a new adventure.
Tad Cole was in his old bedroom. He couldn't have made things any easier for his horny sister and cousin if he'd tried. He was getting ready for a shower and had stripped down to nothing. But before he went to the bathroom he stopped in front of the mirror and admired his muscular body.
"Ah, you're looking good, stud," Tad Cole congratulated his naked reflection.
He fingered his big cock, his pride and joy. And that was when the door suddenly burst open.
"What the shit?" Tad blurted with surprise, jerking his hand from his prick as if he were letting go of a hot iron. "Sis… Linda… what're you doing here?"
"What's the matter?" Marsha chuckled at her embarrassed brother, "we catch you playing with yourself?"
Tad was temporarily speechless. He reached for something to cover himself. But Marsha pulled the robe he was trying to get out of his grasp. "Wha-what's gotten into you two?" Tad stammered as his sister and cousin stared directly at his cock and balls.
"What's already gotten into us isn't nearly as important as what's going to get into us," Marsha purred.
"What's that?" Tad gulped.
"Your big prick," Marsha bluntly stated. By her side Linda nodded in agreement.
Linda turned to face Marsha and the two cousins started to undress one another. Tad couldn't believe it as their blouses were peeled away and their bare tits spilled free. He also couldn't stop watching, while the blood rushed to his abruptly stiffening cock.
Now, already nude from the waist up, Linda and Marsha went to work on each other's skirt. Down they fell. Of course neither girl wore panties so all at once the two of them were stark-naked.
"How do you like your pussy, Tad?" Marsha playfully quizzed her brother. "Hairy like mine, or shaved like Linda's?"
"Jesus!" Tad gasped in awe. Then he repeated it. And, after that, two or three more times again. "You sound like a broken record," Linda teased him.
"We'll get him out of his rut," Marsha giggled.
The two girls crossed the room and got onto the bed. They lay side by side, shoving pillows under their asses. Their legs were spread, pussies wide open.
Tad's eyes were almost popping out of his head. His jutting prick strained at his crotch.
"I-I don't know what to do," he mumbled more to himself than anyone.
"That's pretty hard to believe," Marsha told him. "You're not trying to say you're cherry, are you? Not with all that easy college pussy?"
"I get my share," Tad answered. "But, Christ, this is different. You two are family. My own sister and cousin! Nothing could get me ready for this. I just can't handle it!"
Marsha took a new approach. "Okay," she said to her mind-blown brother. "If you can't hack a little incest, than Linda and I will just have to satisfy each other. If you want to watch us get it on that's fine with us, we're not shy."
While Tad looked on he suddenly felt left out. Had the sense he was missing a gold opportunity. It seemed clear that his sister and cousin were perfectly willing to do a number without him.
Then it got even worse for Tad. Marsha and Linda were locked in their sixty-nine by this point and were slurping at one another's cunt. And Tad? He was standing there with his aching prick in his hand. As long as he stood alone, his uncontrollable horniness left him no choice but to jerk off like some dumb kid.
But, of course, he didn't have to just stand there. There were two cunts on the bed, just waiting to take his hard prick. And all Tad Cole had to do to get fucked was stop being so uptight about fucking his sister and cousin.
He made his decision – the one Marsha and Linda had never doubted he would make. Tad joined them on the bed. He hovered over their sixty-nine with his hard-on stabbing the air.
"I want it," he told the cunt-licking girls.
That was the end of the lesbian sixty-nine. Suddenly Marsha and Linda were all over Tad, squeezing him in a human sandwich. Tad closed his eyes and let himself go. When he opened them again it was as though he had just awakened in a whole other world, where sex was all that mattered.
Now Marsha and Linda were sprawled with their legs spread. With his sister's hairy cunt and his cousin's shaved one yawning before him, Tad knew he had to eat some pussy before he did another thing. But he couldn't decide which set of thighs to dive between first. So leaving it to chance, he closed his eyes and plowed forward, his pussy hungry mouth leading the way.
Tad wound up with a faceful of curly hair. It was his sister's cunt he had chosen to suck to begin with. And it was sweet. Marsha's pussy juice had the flavor of honey, was as thick as syrup, and oozed like the nectar from a ripe, split melon.
"How do you like the taste of my cunt?" Marsha asked her brother while he liked her pussy's sticky groove.
"Mmmm, delicious, Sis," Tad slurped. "Can't get enough of it."
Tad enclosed his sister's pussy lips with his suctioning mouth. Then shot his tongue up Marsha's cunt gash. Her womb fluttered in response.
"Gonna come if you keep this up," Marsha moaned.
She climaxed even before she expected. All at once she was grinding her hairy crotch in her brother's face. Her cunt's flow of juice doubled, the female cum pouring down Tad's throat.
"Love it, love it, love it," Marsha moaned some more.
Clasping her brother's head with her thighs, she wiggled her ass so the bedsprings squealed. Tad seemed as though he was trying to eat right through her. Marsha couldn't stop coming.
And looking on was Linda, her frustration growing by the second while Marsha got off and nothing was happening to her own horny pussy.
"Hey," Linda complained, "what about me? My cunt could use some tongue too!"
When she was ignored, Linda took matters into her own hands. She grabbed a fistful of Tad's sandy hair and yanked his head from Marsha's crotch.
"Eat my cunt now!" Linda demanded of her male cousin.
"Sure," Tad happily agreed with a sticky grin. "Pussy's pussy. It's all the same to me."
"Hah, you think," Linda scoffed. "Ever gone down on a shaved cunt like mine?"
"No," Tad admitted.
"Then it's time for you to get your first taste of pure pussy," Linda said. "No hair in the way. Just straight cunt with nothing between your mouth and my meat."
Tad eagerly scrambled into position, bunching in front of his spread-legged cousin. Down he went. The lips of his mouth sealed the lips of Linda's pussy and his tongue was sliding up and down her slit between her clit and asshole.
"I'm gonna come even faster than Marsha did," Linda vowed.
"Ooooh, sweet… sweeeet… sweeeeet," Tad slobbered, pussy juice and spit running down his chin.
He stuck his tongue into Linda and fucked her cunt orally. She came nonstop for him, as the two of them paid no attention to Marsha.
So now Marsha was the frustrated one on the bed. But she did not take the same approach Linda had. If her brother wanted to suck their cousin's pussy, Marsha reasoned, well, that was his privilege. There were other ways to get his attention than demanding he switch cunts.
Unnoticed, Marsha slithered around behind her brother. Reclining so his knees straddled her upturned head, she brought her face up between his thighs. Tad found out she was down there when she licked the hairy crack of his ass.
"Fantastic!" Tad expressed her approval. "More, Sis, more. Do something kinky tome while I'm going down on Linda's cunt."
Marsha responded by taking both of her brother's balls in her mouth. She sucked them hard, treating Tad to the special kind of agony that guys love. His cock stood straight out from the pressure on his nuts. Marsha wrapped her fingers around the throbbing prick-pole and slowly jerked the foreskin back and forth as she continued her oral action, Marsha kept up the suction on her brother's balls until she was sure their cum-supply was thoroughly primed. Then she moved her mouth to Tad's prick itself. She angled the thick cock downward so she could grasp the swollen head with her lips and suck it as though it were a fat nipple.
Tad was now in the state of mind of someone who had discovered heaven on earth. This was just too good to be true. Never before had he gone down on one girl's cunt while another chick ate his prick. The fact it that it was his cousin and sister who were treating him to this fantasy-come-true just made it all the more sensational.
Wanting this experience to last indefinitely, Tad tried to hold off on shooting his wad for as long as he could. But he was working at cross-purposes. The longer he feasted on Linda's sweet pussy and let Marsha suck his prick, then the more he needed to relieve the orgasmic pressure at the pit of his crotch. He just had to come!
"My cock's gonna blow!" he blurted out.
His nuts lurched and hot jizz poured from his prick into his sister's mouth. However, Marsha didn't swallow any of it, despite the volume of the creamy flow. By the time Tad's cock had finished unloading, her cheeks were swollen with cum.
Then Marsha released Tad's prick, still keeping all the male juice in her mouth. She pushed her brother out of the way to get at Linda.
Now Tad was just a spectator as his sister pounced on their cousin's waiting crotch. Marsha spread her mouth over Linda's cunt, bathing the hairless slit with the cum she hadn't swallowed.
"Jesus, that's wild," Tad muttered while he watched the girls share his jizz with their mouth to pussy connection. "Never seen anything so far out. What a turn-on!"
Turn-on was right. Tad had a hard-on that was stiffer than ever. He could feel a fresh batch of cum already brewing in his balls.
"I'm ready to fuck somebody!" he announced to his sister and cousin. "Who wants my cock in her cunt?"
Hearing this, the girls stopped what they were doing and faced Tad.
"Pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?" one of them teased him.
"Absolutely," Tad answered with supreme confidence. "Why shouldn't I be with a prick as big as mine? Your little pussies are just drooling for a fuck from my fat cock."
"Maybe you're right," Marsha said. "But, unfortunately, there are two of our pussies and you've only got one cock. And I don't think either of us feel like watching right now."
"What the hell? I can fuck both of you at the same time," Tad suggested. "Or the closest thing to it."
"You talking about moving your cock back and forth between our cunts?" Marsha asked skeptically.
Tad shrugged. "It's the best I can do. Like you said, I've only got one prick."
Marsha expressed her dissatisfaction. Then, all at once, a sly smile crept across her face as an idea took hold. She looked at Linda.
"Say, you still have that thing in your purse?" she asked her cousin. "The you know what?"
"I'm way ahead of you," Linda replied. She was already moving toward her purse.
"Ever wondered what it'd be like to have a pair of cocks so you could really fuck two girls at the same time?" Marsha questioned her puzzled brother while their cousin rummaged through the handbag.
Tad didn't know what to say. When he did speak, he was so surprised, that he acted like somebody listening to a recording of his own voice.
"What's that?" he blurted in reaction to the device Linda had produced from her purse.
"A dildo," the girls said together.
Then Marsha took over, "You fuck one of our pussies with it while you ball the other cunt with your real cock," she explained. "Then when we tell you, you switch tools."
"Got it, stud?" Linda playfully asked, handing her astonished cousin his second prick.
Tad held the two-headed dildo in his hands. Then he compared one of the halves with his real prick. They matched perfectly.
"Yeah, I could do it. Really do it," Tad sighed with wonder, fondling each of the hard-ons at his command.
When he looked up, his sister and cousin were already in fucking position. They had chosen dogstyle. Upon their hands and knees they flared their rear-spread cunts like bitches in heat.
Tad approached his sister with his actual prick, fitting it in her cunt slit so her pussy lips grasped the knob of his cock-meat. Then he did the same thing with the far end of the dildo in the groove of his cousin's hairless pussy.
"Shove it!" both girls urged at once.
Tad bucked his crotch and jerked his wrist. The cock between his legs surged into Marsha's pussy gash. The one in his hand rammed up Linda's cunt hole. Both pricks were quickly hilted.
"Oooooh, the cock in my pussy's so big," Marsha moaned with delight, her ass squirming.
"Not any bigger than the prick fucking my cunt," Linda swooned.
"Then let's see which prick can make one of us come first," Marsha challenged her cousin.
"You don't have a chance," Linda excitedly answered. "My pussy's already boiling, getting ready to cut loose for me."
"What do you think my pussy's doing? C'mon, Linda, a week's allowance that I get off before you do."
"You're on," Linda agreed to the bet.
The girls started rocking back and forth on their knees, their wet cunts squishing as they rode the pricks in them toward orgasm. For his part, Tad answered with dual cock-thrusts, jerking the dildo with just as much energy in his cousin's cunt was pumping his flesh and blood cock in his cousins fuckhole.
"I'm coming! I'm coming!" Marsha shrieked. "Me, too!" Linda cried simultaneously.
So the race to a climax was a draw girls forgot about their orgasmic rivalry and concentrated on the spasming joy between their legs.
Tad was supposed to wait for a signal from his sister and cousin before he traded cunts with his cock and the dildo. But he couldn't resist going ahead with the change on his own.
Out of the girls' pussies his tools yanked. Then, as fast as possible, he had switched. Now he was fucking Linda's bald pussy with meat and Marsha's hairy cunt slit with vinyl.
The girls either couldn't tell the difference between cocks or they didn't care about it. They may have momentarily stopped coming when Tad made his shift, but their orgasms picked up again so fast that there was no lull.
"Oh, this is fucking," one of them groaned in ecstasy.
"I've never taken a bigger prick in my cunt," the other one bubbled. "My pussy juice is running down my legs like piss."
Tad kept fucking and fucking them. Somewhere during the heat of the action, he switched cocks in the girl's pussies again. Neither Marsha nor Linda seemed to notice. Whether there was meat or vinyl in their cunts was of no concern to them, just so long as they were getting fucked by several hard, thrusting inches of thick rod.
Tad wished he could keep fucking back and forth between cunts forever, like a machine. But, of course, he was only human. Only one of his fucking tools was a dildo, and the friction from so much tight pussy had started getting to his real prick.
"Gotta come," he admitted to himself and the girls after a few more moments of constant fucking.
"Come in my cunt!" Marsha and Linda both demanded.
Tad pulled his prick out of the pussy it was currently fucking and the dildo out of the other. He looked from cunt to cunt trying to decide which one should get his cum, his sister's or his cousins.
However, he had waited too long to make up his mind. His balls rebelled, jerking in their sac. A spasm of liquid voltage ripped through Tad's cock and, all of a sudden, he wasn't coming in either cunt. His jizz flew in the air, separating into glistening drops as it rained down on Marsha and Linda. There was nothing Tad could do at this point but alternate spurts between his sister and cousin.
The girls wound up getting it all over their asses. Tad's jizz slid down their cracks, trickling into the grooves of their rear-spread pussies. They reached behind and smeared the cream from thigh to thigh, murmuring about how good it felt.
Once his prick was drained, Tad sighed with relief because it was clear his sister and cousin were satisfied with his performance. They left even less doubt about it when they quickly formed a lesbian sixty-nine and licked his cum from each other's sloppy crotch.
Now Tad dropped the sticky dildo at the same time his natural cock collapsed. Fatigue had suddenly overtaken him and his head spun like he'd had too much to drink. He needed to lie down, get his bearings.
He sprawled on the bed and closed his eyes. It was so relaxing after all that hard fucking. Soon everything had drifted off into, the distance for Tad. He lost track of time and his surroundings.
Then…
How long had he been floating on the velvet sea of his blanked-out mind? Tad couldn't be sure. The voices of his sister and cousin seemed like part of a dream at first, then at some point Tad was listening closely enough to what was being said to realize that he was overhearing an actual conversation, a very important one, about him and the rest of the family. The subject was incest.
"Well, now Tad's one of us," Marsha was saying. "We've fucked him, Jerry, your dad and my dad."
"But it's still not finished, is it?" Linda spoke. "There's more to it, isn't there?"
"I was getting to that," Marsha sighed. "We both know what the problem is."
"Our moms," Linda said.
"Exactly. They're still not with it," Marsha noted. "As long as they're not getting it on with the rest of us, all we've built is in trouble. We've got to get those two hot for incest, that's all there is to it."
"We could come on to them," Linda suggested.
"No, our moms need cock," Marsha answered with certainty. "Hard, young cock."
"From who?"
"Fortunately, our moms have the same thing going for them," Marsha chuckled. "They each have a son who's hung."
"You mean Tad and Jerry?"
"Who else?"
"Okay, I buy your logic," Linda said. "But how do we convince our brothers to hit on our mothers?"
"We'll work it out," Marsha assured her cousin.
"I hope so," Linda murmured with concern. "This is too important to let slide."
"Well, let's go downstairs while Tad flakes out. We can have a couple of sodas and put our heads together," Marsha suggested. "The sooner we got on top of this, the better off everyone in the family will be."
Linda agreed and the two girls got up from bed, dressed, then left the room.
Now Tad Cole was all alone and wide awake. He thought about what he had heard. True he had already made it with his sister and cousin. But the idea of fucking his own mother seemed incredible.
Then he looked down at his cock. It was red and stiff with excitement. When he closed his eyes again, Tad saw a vision of his mother. She was naked. Her legs were spread. The cunt that had given Tad birth was open for his hard prick.
And Tad Cole knew that Marsha and Linda would not have to waste too much time persuading him to take part in their plan. If he got the chance he was going to fuck his mother.
"Just hope Jerry's as horny for his mom as I am for mine," Tad thought aloud. "Then this will really be one helluva family. I might never go back to college."



CHAPTER TEN


"You gotta do it, man, that's all there is to it," Tad Cole forcefully told his cousin Jerry, holding the young boy at the collar. "The family is depending on you."
"I can't… just can't fuck my own mother," Jerry insisted. "Fucking Marsha and Linda that day at the pool was enough for me. No more family screwing for me. It's just too risky."
Tad had to laugh at that. "Risky?" he scoffed. "Shit, almost everybody in the family's doing it now. Marsha and Linda have fucked you, me, our dads. Now it's time for our moms to put out. Get with it, Jerry! You're way out of line on this thing. We'll make your life hell if you don't come across."
"I won't fuck my mother," Jerry continued to maintain.
"Okay," Tad snorted. "If you won't fuck your mom, I'll just have to jump the old girl myself. Fuck her right along with my own mother."
"You wouldn't," Jerry gulped.
"Just watch me," Tad vowed. "And that's exactly what you'll be doing, chump. Watching. Because this little get-together tonight is turning into a damned orgy whether you like it or not. Everyone will wind up sucking and fucking before it's over – except for you."
Now it was Jerry's turn to think. He stared right through Tad, looking, it might be said, directly at the handwriting on the wall.
"Looks like I don't have much choice," Jerry answered in a hush. "Okay, I'll do it. I'll fuck my mother if that's what she really wants."
"Don't worry, she will once she's hip to what this party's all about," Tad assured his nervous cousin. "Just like my mom. Now, c'mon, let's get to it!"
The two boys left the room where they had been talking in private and joined the rest of the family. Everyone else was in the living room. The occasion was a celebration of the birthday shared by Jerry and his cousin Marsha.
"There's the birthday boy!" Marsha greeted Jerry when he entered the room with her brother.
Jerry warily went to Marsha. She hugged him, kissing him on the lips. The rest of the family watched. Jerry was embarrassed.
Then when Marsha broke the kiss, she whispered in her cousin's ear, "It's settled, isn't it? About you and your mom?"
Jerry reluctantly nodded.
"Then go to it, stud," Marsha quietly urged.
She pushed her cousin in the direction of his mother. Rose Cole was sitting on the couch next to her husband. Roy immediately got up, though, making a place for his son.
Jerry sat down next to his mother. He looked at her as if he had never seen her before.
"What's wrong, darling?" Rose Cole asked her pale son.
Jerry started to say something. Nothing came out.
The room filled with tense expectation, with only Rose and her sister-in-law Sharon unaware of exactly what was in the air.
"Do it, Jerry," Linda Cole hissed at her flustered brother.
"Mom… I…" Jerry finally spoke, but that was as far as he got. However, he did drop his hand on his mother's lap. Then he was squeezing her thigh as if he were holding on for dear life.
"What's wrong, Jerry?" a concerned Rose Cole asked again.
Jerry was back to being totally speechless. He was ready to run away. But the demanding glares of his father, uncle, sister and cousins trapped him on the couch.
Now it was Marsha who hissed, "Do it, Jerry." Increasingly puzzled by the family's strange behavior, Rose Cole asked her son, "What do they want you to do, dear?"
Jerry turned away from his questioning mother. However, at the same time his hand tugged her skirt up to her crotch.
With her panties suddenly showing, an astonished Rose tried to cover herself. But Jerry wouldn't let her. And now he was not only looking her way again, but riveting her with smoldering eyes.
"I have to do this to you, Mom," he said in a faraway voice.
"D-do what?" Rose stammered.
"Don't ask, Mom. I'll just show you," Jerry muttered. "It'll be for both of us if we don't talk about it and just go ahead and do it."
By this point the boy was touching his mother's crotch, feeling a dampness through her panties. Rose squirmed to get away. Then, suddenly, her own husband was there, forcibly holding her in place while their son rubbed between her legs.
Now Jerry slipped his fingers inside his mother's panties. He pressed her clit with his thumb. Rose Cole squirmed again, but this time she wasn't trying to go anyplace.
"What is this?" Sharon Cole blurted out as she watched what was happening to her sister-in-law. "Don't worry, Rose, if nobody else will do anything, I'll put a stop to this."
"No… don't, Sharon… it's all right," Rose answered with a long sigh.
While her son fingered her cunt, Rose put her hand on Jerry's swollen fly. With everyone in the family except Sharon looking on in approval, Rose unzipped Jerry's pants.
"Take it out, Mom," Linda urged from across the room. "Take out Jerry's cock."
"Yes," Rose panted with helpless desire. She dug into her son's bulging shorts and emerged with a handful of stiff, teenaged cock. She immediately started stroking the foreskin back and forth over the red, throbbing cock-head.
"Oh, baby, your prick is so big," Rose breathlessly told her son.
"Suck it, Mom," Jerry answered, his confidence growing.
Rose didn't hesitate at all. Her face lowered and her mouth opened. She folded her lips over the waiting knob of her son's hard-on. The sounds of her hungry sucking followed as she gradually swallowed inch after inch of teenaged cock. Everyone else in the family watched with open approval. Everyone, that is, except Sharon Cole. She couldn't believe what she was seeing.
"Are you all insane?" she cried out. "Isn't anybody going to do anything to stop this madness?"
"Calm down, Mom," Tad Cole told his wild-eyed mother.
"What?" Sharon sputtered at her son. "Why shouldn't I blow up with this kind of sickness going on under my own roof?"
"Because, Mom," Tad stated with stark simplicity, "you're next."
Sharon looked at her son with horror. Then at the rest of her family. Everyone was grinning.
"Then no one will help me?" Sharon gulped. "You'll love it, Mom," Marsha answered her mother. "Tad's cock is fantastic. Even bigger than Jerry's."
Sharon froze now. Her son's hands were on her. Tad was unbuttoning her blouse. Quickly he had stripped it away.
Sharon's flesh prickled. Her large tits heaved in her bra. Then Tad was reaching around, unhooking that bra. His mother's tits spilled free, leaving her naked from the waist up.
"My God," Sharon muttered as Tad knelt before her. He was unfastening her skirt. All of a sudden she was standing there in nothing but her panties!
Tad peeled his paralyzed mother's panties down. Her curly pussy hair bristled in exposure. Once the panties were gone, Sharon Cole was completely nude. She didn't know what to do. Suddenly her son started sucking her cunt.
"Oooooh," Sharon moaned in spit of herself as she felt Tad's tongue on her clit.
"Go with the flow, Mom," Marsha advised. "You'll never regret it."
Tad kept eating his mother's pussy. He was using his long tongue inside it now.
"I-I can't help myself," Sharon eventually whimpered, more to herself than to anyone else.
The others in the room had a pretty good idea what she meant. Odds were that she was just about ready to come.
And then she did. Sharon's hips bucked as she flattened Tad's face with her hairy crotch, taking his tongue to the depths of her cunt. She came in her son's mouth and Tad could be heard gulping down her plentiful pussy juice.
Meanwhile, over on the couch, the other mother and son combination was still going strong. Rose Cole was hungrily deep-throating her son's fat prick, and Jerry was gradually shifting his body around, working towards a sixty-nine.
"Looks like everything's going to be all right," Marsha told her father, uncle and Linda as the four of them followed the action.
"That it does," Linda agreed. "No point in the rest of us standing around anymore like a bunch of damned chaperones."
"And just what does my little girl have in mind?" Roy Cole teased his daughter.
"See if you can guess. Daddy," Linda teased back, beginning to strip.
"What about us, honey-bunch?" Jack Cole asked his daughter.
Marsha answered her father more directly than her cousin had hers. "Fuck me, Daddy!" she stated bluntly as she started getting out of her clothes.
Jack also began undressing. Then Roy, too. Quickly Marsha and Linda and their fathers were all naked.
Jack and Roy had pulsing hard-ons. Marsha and Linda hunched side by side on the floor on all fours, offering their rear-spread cunts to their fathers' eager cock.
Jack slipped the knob of his prick between Marsha's pussy lips and Roy did the same with his cock-head in Marsha's hairless cunt. Then both fathers shoved their meat, causing the girls' moist cunts to squish as they were penetrated.
Now Marsha and Linda were getting dog-fucked to the hilt. They tugged their fathers' stabbing cock with their tight pussies, applying terrific friction.
Sharon Cole saw this father-daughter action while her son Tad was eating her cunt. She also glanced at what had become a slurping sixty-nine on the couch between her sister-in-law and nephew. As she watched her family get it on all around her, Sharon got the itch to go even further with her own journey into the forbidden territory of incest.
"I'm ready for something more besides just your mouth on my cunt, Tad," Sharon boldly called down to her sucking son.
"Just name it, Mom, and I'll do it for you," Tad answered, looking up with a sticky grin. The lower part of his face glistened with his mother's pussy juice. He had cunt hair son his teeth.
"Your sister says you have a big cock," Sharon rasped with anticipation. "Show it to me."
Tad stood up. His jeans fell. He wore no shorts. There was his prick, jutting in the air.
"Oh, my God… what a beautiful cock!" Sharon swooned to her hung son.
"Where do you want me to give it to you, Mom?" Tad asked. "In the mouth or the cunt?"
"Fuck me now!" Sharon hornily cried. "I need your cock in my pussy right away. Then, when you're ready to come, stick it in my mouth so I can swallow your sweet jizz."
"On your ass then, Mom," Tad directed. "Legs spread. Your pussy wide open."
"Yes, yes," Sharon panted.
She slumped to the floor. Not only did she pin her legs so her cunt yawned, but she also fingered her fat pussy lips so they stretched to the hollows of her crotch.
"Do you like my cunt?" Sharon asked her son anxiously.
"Love it, Mom," Tad hotly replied.
Then he was down on his knees in front of his obscenely posed mother. He guided his cock-head to the pink wound of her cunt and entered it. Sharon surged back with her hips, taking Tad's long prick in her hungry pussy all at once.
"Oh, Mom," Tad sighed, "your cunt's even tighter than I expected – as tight as Marsha's or Linda's cunt."
"Any cunt would seem tight to your huge cock," Sharon told her son.
She wrapped her legs around Tad's waist. Then jogged him in the cradle of her thighs so his cock pumped in her pussy. Tad responded by bending forward and licking the nipples of his mother's tits. Sharon climaxed on the spot.
"Oh, my darling son," she groaned in orgasmic ecstasy, "you're making me come so fast… so hard. Keep doing it to me, stud. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
While he fucked her cunt and sucked her tits, Tad reached down and fingered his mother's asshole. This caused Sharon's first climax to be replaced by an even stronger one.
"Fuck me, suck me, finger me!" she squealed with pleasure. "Keep me coming as long as you can!"
"Mom, I've got to hand it to you," Tad slurped with a mouthful of tit. "You're the horniest damned chick in the family."
"Never knew I could be like this," Sharon gasped and admitted in the midst of yet another climax. "It's like I'm a whole new woman. Never came like this before. It's like I'm getting fucked for the first time, like I'm cherry all over again and my own son is my first man."
"Jesus, Mom," Tad replied, "listening to you talk this way turns me on almost as much as fucking you."
"And how turned on is that?" Sharon asked. "Enough for you to come, too?"
"You want my jizz now, Mom?"
"Whenever you're ready to shoot it into my cunt," Sharon answered eagerly. "The only thing I can think of better than coming myself is having your big cock explode for me with hot cum."
"You've got it, Mom," Tad promised. "I've been holding back a long time already. Ready to blow anytime you say so."
"I say so!" Sharon begged for her son's cockjuice.
She squeezed Tad's hilted prick as much as she could with the vise of her pussy. Tad's balls shuddered from the pressure.
"It's an its way, Mom!" Tad cried.
"Then pull out! Don't forget you're going to come in my mouth!" Sharon frantically reminded her son, abruptly relaxing her cunt's grip on Tad's straining prick.
"Right, Mom," Tad grunted as he yanked his cock free of Sharon's slack cunt.
Now Tad crawled up on his mother's naked body, thrusting his trembling hard-on in her face. He got there just in time. No sooner had Sharon taken Tad's prick in her mouth than he fed her the torrent of liquid heat which she craved. She greedily swallowed. As her son's cum filled her belly, it was the happiest moment of her life.
By no means, however, was Sharon the only mother in the room who was getting off on the magic of her son's big prick. Rose Cole was also grooving high on parent-child incest, sixty-fining with her Jerry.
And now Jerry had had his cock sucked just about to the limit by his deep-throating mom. Rose clearly was thirsty for a mouthful of teenaged jizz, and her son was ready to give it to her.
Jerry's ass jerked. Suddenly his prick was gushing, feeding his mother spurt after spurt of thick cream. Rose gulped the cum down as fast as it spilled. Through it all she kept climaxing herself, since Jerry went right on eating her pussy at the other end of the sixty-nine.
"Mmmm, that was delicious," Rose slurped when she had drained her son's cock. "Sooo sweeeet!"
Jerry didn't answer. Even though he had just shot his wad he was still so horny that he couldn't stop going down on his mother's juicy pussy. So Rose just lay back and let the continuing suction between her legs happen for her. Looking around the room, she got up to date on where the rest of the family was.
She saw Marsha and Linda on their hands and knees, being steadily dog-fucked by their fathers. However, what really caught Rose's attention was her sister-in-law and nephew. Tad had just finished coming in Sharon's mouth and Sharon beamed, the little bit of jizz she hadn't swallowed drooling down her chin.
Rose's eyes met Sharon's from across the room. The two sisters-in-law stared at one another, each waiting for the other to say something about what had just happened.
"Do you believe it?" Rose finally spoke. "Believe what we've done? Actually had sex with our own sons?"
"My only regret is that we've waited so long," Sharon answered. "The boys have been ready for us for quite a while and we were just too uptight to see it. But better late than never. Was your Jerry as good a lover for you as my Tad was for me?"
"I could've swallowed twice as much of Jerry's cum and still have been thirsty for more," Rose giggled.
"Same with me and Tad's cum," Sharon laughed at her greed for the cream from her son's cock. Then she asked her sister-in-law, "Has Jerry fucked you yet, Rose?"
"That's on tap next if I have anything to say about it," Rose chuckled. "And I do! I'll ground Jerry for a month if he doesn't stick his hard cock in my pussy pretty soon. What about you and Tad, Sharon?"
"I think I want to get fucked in the ass next," Sharon revealed. "It's always been a fantasy of mine."
Just then the sisters-in-law were interrupted by male grunts and female screeches from another part of the room. The noise, of course, came from Marsha and Linda and their fathers, Jack and Roy Cole were just now getting off in the daughter's cunt, and the dog-fucked girls were celebrating the incestuous cum which poured into them.
"Looks like our husbands are having just as much fun with their precious little darlings as we've been having with your big strong boys," Rose joked.
"Say, watching them gives me an idea," Sharon said. "Want to hear it?"
"If it's dirty," Rose laughed.
"Don't worry, it's positively filthy," Sharon cheerfully promised. "As simple as this. When Jerry fucks you and I take Tad's cock in my ass, what if we got Jack, Roy and the girls in on it too?"
"You mean like some kind of an orgy?" Rose excitedly asked.
"Not some kind," Sharon said. "I'm talking about nothing but the real thing. Are you ready for it, Rose?"
"Absolutely!" Rose exclaimed. "Let's get it on!"
Sharon stood in the center of the room, clapping to get everyone's attention. "Ready for the time of your lives?" she asked them.
"Yes!" and "Right on!" they answered in an eager chorus.
"All right, then," Sharon said. "We'll start with Rose and Jerry. Jerry, I guess nobody needs to tell you that your mother wants you to fuck her."
"Mmmm, do I!" Rose hornily chimed in.
"Then get down here on the floor and open up your pussy," Sharon directed her sister-in-law.
Rose left the couch, sprawling on the carpet with her thighs apart. Jerry required no further instructions. Immediately he was kneeling before his spread-legged mother. He slipped his big cock into her waiting cunt and started fucking her.
"Now, Jack," Sharon called to her husband, "come over here and squat over Rose's face, looking away from Jerry."
Jack swiftly moved into position.
"Yes, that's it," Sharon said. "Now feed Rose your cock, Jack. Angle it right down in her open mouth… Ah, that's it… Now, look up, Jack. Linda's coming over to give you a sweet taste of her smooth little pussy."
"I'm on my way!" Linda whooped, scooting over toward her uncle's upturned face. Straddling Jack's head, she lowered her hairless cunt flush against his mouth and he started sucking the juice right out of her.
In the meantime, Sharon had turned her attention to her brother-in-law. "Roy," she asked him, "how would you like to fuck your daughter in the ass?"
"That's like asking me if I want to keep breathing," Roy Cole laughed.
"Then crowd in behind her," Sharon said. "You can work your big cock right up her little ass while you're both standing. Just don't slam her so hard that you lift her pussy off Jack's mouth."
"Gotcha," Roy assured his sister-in-law.
He approached Linda from the rear, pressing his chest against her back. Breathing hotly on her neck, he fit his cock-meat into the crack of her ass. Finding her shit pit with the knob of his prick, he pushed inside. Linda relaxed her ass muscles so when her father shoved he had no difficulty in assfucking her to the hilt right from the start.
"Okay, now it's my turn," Sharon said.
She went over to the first link of the daisy chain, where her nephew Jerry was busily fucking his mother. Sharon lowered herself so she was propped on her elbows, arching her face back between Jerry's thighs so her tongue was in striking distance of his crotch.
From this position Sharon could lick her nephew's asshole and balls. Trying a little harder, she could even lay her tongue on the incestuous connection of Jerry's cock and Rose's cunt. She did it all.
However, the focal point of Sharon's naked body was the target at the center of her gaping loins. It wasn't her cunt, because she covered that with her hand to draw attention to the hole she really wanted fucked. Her smallest, tightest hole, the one she shit inside of it, her cherry-red asshole.
And there was Tad Cole, now standing over his wide-open mother. Sharon had reached down to pry her ass cheeks as far apart as they would go, widening her shit pit for her son's big cock.
Tad fell to his knees. His prick was in his fist, jutting like a weapon. He fit the blunt end into his mother's asshole. Sharon was so excited when she felt cock against her rear opening that she farted noisily.
"Oh, that's it, Mom, gross me out!" Tad happily declared. "The dirtier you are, the better I like it."
He crammed his prick into his mother's ass. The tunnel was narrow and Tad was hung like a stallion, but he didn't let up until he had buried his long, thick cock to the root.
Now Sharon's hips were squirming as Tad pumped his cock in and out of her asshole. Sharon lifted her legs, hooking them over her son's shoulders so he could drive his hard-on almost straight down to her bowels.
And, as she was ass-fucked by her son Tad, Sharon Cole continued to lick away at her nephew's cock and balls while Jerry screwed his mother. For her part, Rose Cole matched the prick she took in her cunt with the one she took in her mouth from her brother-in-law, Jack.
Jack Cole was doing double-duty, too. While he fucked Rose's mouth, he sucked away at his niece's hairless cunt. As for Linda, her uncle's tongue in her cunt was more than equaled by the cock-thrusts she was getting up her asshole from her father.
So the chain of sex had seven links now, as the Coles fucked and sucked in tandem. But, of course, there were eight members of the family to be accounted for. The missing link? Marsha.
Somehow she had been accidentally left out of the group action. However, she didn't mind. At the moment she was perfectly content to watch.
For the time being, Marsha found herself not needing any physical stimulation to get her kicks. Right now her trip was all in her head, as she surveyed the family orgy taking place in her living room.
She felt like an artist who had labored over the work of a lifetime, banking everything on its success. And now it was completed. The result?
"A masterpiece!" Marsha gasped, accurately describing what she saw.
She flashed back to the beginning when her craving for incest had caused her to put the make on her cousin Jerry. Then Linda had arrived on the scene. That had been the real turning point, Marsha realized, because with Linda as an ally, the ball had really started rolling.
Marsha fondly recalled how she and Linda had fucked their uncles and then had gone even further – after their own dads. When Tad had come home from college he was a piece of cake.
"And now our moms," Marsha sighed as she viewed the scene before her. "Look at them take those cocks. Getting it on like a couple of bitches in heat. Things couldn't be better. What a family!"
Marsha was so proud of herself for setting things into motion, and of the others for seeing the light and getting into the groove of incest so solidly.
Then something incredible happened. Just standing there watching the rest of the family suck and fuck, Marsha came without even being touched. And, as far as she was concerned, it was the best climax she had ever had. It drove her to her knees while she moaned with pleasure.
As she came, Marsha gratefully thanked her God for giving her family the unique give of heaven on earth.
A few moments later and Marsha had crawled forward to join the orgy. As an active participant she would come many more times before this wild evening had run its course. But none of her orgasms would match the one she'd had when she was all by herself, getting off on the vision of her creation. Its glory would never fade.




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

OPS/images/pp7048naughtyhornycousins.jpg
NAUGHTY
HORNY
COUSINS

Eal \\
7
|






