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CHAPTER ONE


Rachel was standing on tiptoes, putting away the cups and glasses, when a pair of hands encircled her body. They lingered for a moment at her waist, then slid upward as if magnetically drawn toward the full, soft curves of her breasts. "Oh!" she said, nearly dropping a cup in her haste to turn round. "Oh," she said again, lips curling into a gentle, loving smile. "Hello, darling."
Jon's answer was a kiss, planted firmly upon her warm moist-lipped mouth. She melted into his arms, enfolding him as he enfolded her, and they clung together, merging souls in that kiss. Her heart fluttered against his body and, as she pressed closely, she felt the stinging of his cock. The penis rose inside his pants, a rapidly erecting muscle, and she strained to feel its masculine pressure touching her loins. His hand stroked up and down her back, feeling at last to cup her buttocks, and Jon pulled her even closer while Rachel squirmed passionately at his erotic embrace.
"Now," he whispered, moist breath dampening her cheek and upper lip. "I want you now, darling!"
"Come upstairs," she invited, breathing huskily. "Come upstairs with me. Strip me. Throw me on the bed and mount me. I want you, too!" Her hand moved into the space between their bodies and she traced the outline of his throbbing cock inside his trousers. He was rampant now, and she shuddered delightedly as she fingered his hard steely lance.
"I can't wait," he laughed slyly, relaxing his hold. Rachel stepped back, her ass bumping into the kitchen counter, and the instant she stopped moving, Jon's hands flew to the buttons of her blouse. "Here," he said. "Let's fuck right here. In the kitchen. Now."
He unbuttoned her blouse, flinging the shirt open. His hands immediately closed upon the white-cupped mounds of her tits, and he squeezed and kneaded them with a passion that walked the thin line between savagery and tenderness. Rachel closed her eyes and took a deep breath, causing her tits to lift and rise, filling his eager hands. Her nipples were up, as stiff as his pecker, clawing at the soft nylon of the brassiere in their desire to be bare and free and available to him.
By that time he'd leaned in to his work, tongue scraping on the lightly tanned flesh just above the lace trim of Rachel's bra. She quivered when he touched her there, a lovely delicious quiver that tingled her from head to toes. She put her hands on his head, messing his hair as he licked her skin. "Darling!" she said.
"Now," he repeated, tugging at the white bra until one cup yielded, fabric pulling low to allow the escape of a beautiful brown nipple. His tongue slapped her teat back and forth, the limber bud moving as he licked it, and then he had her nipple in his mouth, sucking, pulling as if the tender pap were a string of flexible taffy. Rachel's fingers dug into his scalp, her head and shoulders tossed back, and she was trilling a soft wordless cry of joy into the pleasant afternoon.
In another moment he had the bra unhooked, and she was bare to the waist almost before she realized. "Oh, hurry," she told him breathlessly as he fondled and kissed her naked tits with hungry excitement. "Oh, hurry! I can't wait!"
Jon straightened up, his eyes glazed with passion as they scanned round the kitchen. "Where?" he asked her. "On the floor? On the table?" Then he brightened, and be tugged at Rachel's hand. In two giant steps he led her to the dishwasher in the corner, and his hands went crazy on the fastening of her slacks.
"The curtains!" she gasped, using her hands on his face. "Close the curtains! The neighbors may be watching!"
It took him almost no time at all, and he was with her again before her hands had a chance to fall to her sides. He undid her slacks and dragged them swiftly to her ankles. Rachel stepped out of the fallen pants with a soft, almost girlish giggle, and his fingers were already running back up her legs, hooking into the waistband of her panties. Down they went, and she raised her legs to help him get them off. "Up," he commanded, grabbing her around the waist. Effortlessly, as if she weighed scarcely an ounce, he lifted Rachel and sat her atop the dishwasher. Her legs opened automatically and he spread them a little wider. He caressed her legs as he feasted his eyes on the pink slit, visible among the auburn curls of her beaver. One of his hands moved into her crotch, twining through the silky curls of hair, fingertips brushing up and down the line of her well-defined gash, and she squirmed and moaned when one of those fingertips dared to make the most unobtrusive kind of entry between her cuntal lips.
"Ohhhh yessss!!" she purred, swiveling her hips and scooting toward him as his fingertip slipped into her pussy. She wiggled her bottom, rippling cuntal muscles all around his intruding digit, and he thrust a little deeper, this time showing her conclusively that he was in earnest. "God!" she sang in a yipping, happy voice, "you certainly know how to hit the spot!"
"Try this," suggested Jon, extracting his finger and angling his face into the spread of her legs. He braced his hands on her legs and rubbed his chin on her dampening gash. Rachel sighed and cooed and clutched her tits in a vain effort to soothe the aching throb which coursed through their rounded curving mounds about twice as often as her pulse beat. Her nipples stood up, thick and swollen, between her fingers and she squeezed at them, obviously relishing the little stabs resulting in erotic harmony.
His tongue paddled through the delicate splay of her pink pussy – quite snug for a woman of Rachel's age ranging up and down the slick vulva flesh, lingering a long, dreamy time in the neighborhood of her hot cunt. Dear God, he had a way of using his tongue on her trigger that… that… Rachel closed her eyes and trembled with the petite explosion of a mini-orgasm, and she tried to close her thighs upon Jon's neck, to trap him forever in the musky hotbox of her cunt that he might never cease giving her this lovely kind of head, the most beautiful she'd ever known.
The only kind she'd ever known, as well, but that didn't matter. He was the only man who'd ever done this, or anything else of a sexual nature, to Rachel, and he was the only man she'd ever wanted. Not in her thirty-eight years had she ever felt the slightest twinge of desire for anyone else. Except perhaps Marion Brardo in Desiree, but that was only a movie and she wasn't sure it counted. And moments like this – ah! Ahhhhh!! – they were the proof that she'd given her heart and pussy with true wisdom.
His tongue snaked a serpentine pattern around her glistening, sex-charged cunt, and he kissed the hot dew-misted bud with the same passionate eagerness he'd given to her mouth. She was just coming down from that first climactic high, and his lips on her button nearly sent her floating again. She moaned, knowing that it was as good now as it had ever been. She squeezed her tits with vigor.
She squeezed until they ached like beaten, bleeding flesh, and it was enough. "Oh, Jon, darling," she told the man, "give me all your tongue! Lick me inside and out! Oh, please put your tongue inside me!"
He was only too happy to oblige. Fingers prying wide her delightfully snug-lipped twat, Jon thrust his tongue up Rachel, into the juicy inner swamp of her sex, and she groaned with renewed arousal. But if his tongue was so satisfying, how much more so his cock.
"Your prick now," she begged. "Give me your prick!!"
Again that tongue shot up her pussy, probing as if he wanted to test her readiness. Well, she was sopping wet inside, and if he couldn't taste the cunt-honey she was secreting so profusely, he needed a new tongue. Five minutes ago she'd been busy putting away the dishes, like any suburban housewife – the dishwasher was still a little warm, but not half so warm as Rachel's hot ass – and now here she was, naked, nipples quivering as her fingers mauled their brown erections, cunt dripping sweet sticky juices all over Jon's tongue and lips.
He raised his head from her loins and she could see the wet mustache of pussy fluid ringing his mouth. She wanted to kiss him, to lap her secretions from his face, and she dragged him up, toward her, lips already parting as she anticipated his cock.
Rachel heard him unzipping, unbelting, unbuttoning, as their mouths crushed together and tongues did playful battle, for supremacy. She heard the swishing of his trousers as they fell, and a second rustle as he lowered his shorts, and then he was pushing into the gap of her spread thighs and she was scooting closer and closer to the edge of the dishwasher, more than ready to meet him.
"Yeesssss!!" she moaned into Jon's open mouth as his nude, fiery pecker point made its first tactile contact with the yearning slash of her twat. She wriggled and swiveled atop the dishwasher, thinking, God, what a convenient appliance! It was just the right height! When he straightened up, his dick and her gash were level. They'd have to screw here again, and soon, she thought. And the tip of his cock wedged open her pussylips, sinking just far enough into Rachel's liquid core to set off an even greater flow of vaginal saliva, whose stickiness greased the knob of his cock.
It was the same stickiness, the same fragrance she could taste on his mouth, and without any vanity, Rachel could understand why he loved to eat her, why he thirsted for the opportunity to bury his face in the hair-fringed center of her body and suck until honey flawed into his gulping mouth. She only wished there was time to return the compliment now. To kneel before him and adore his prick with her lips and tongue, gobbling and swallowing and teasing from Jon's rod the thick, tangy male fluid that had turned Rachel Messenger into a devout cum-addict such a long time ago. But there wasn't time. He was pushing into her with a little more force now, his cock thrusting at the coy tightness of her snatch, and she was opening bit by bit to receive him in the hungry hole that must have been created with Jon and his cock in her creator's mind.
"AHHHH!!!" she screamed as his cock slammed into her. It was very long and very thick, and he filled her majestically. Her cunt spread to allow him entry, then closed up over him like a fist, melting into place around the bulky throbbing intruder, and she clung to him, breasts heaving against his chest, mouth glued to his, as they relished once again the perfect fit of their organs. Like two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, she thought. We were made to be together.
Rachel lifted one knee, pulling it up to her chest, offering ion her foot as a handhold, while she wrapped the other leg around him for leverage. Her cunt was offered more fully now, split wider, the pink inner lips out around his imbedded tool, and he pressed inward to stuff even more of his marvelous cock up her willing pussy. Rachel sighed at the feeling of sexual fullness and overflow. "Nnnnnhhhh!!" she called, her head failing to one side, eyes shut tightly. "Darling, fuck me now! Don't waste another precious second! Rape me!! Take me!! I'm all yours… I'll always be yours… only… please…"
"Yes, yes, yes," he chanted back, wiggling his penis in her accommodating tunnel. Her foot rocked up and down, grasped in the cup of his palm, and he reached around her with his other hand to pet and caress the ripe curve of her womanly hips. Angling back with his midsection, he withdrew most of his cock from her, then slammed home to bury his bone once again. He held it in place there, grinding his pelvis against hers, cock shaking and quivering inside her body. "It's still good, isn't it, Rachel? It's still good for us."
"And getting better all the time," she moaned, tears beginning to well, in the comers of her big brown eyes. They were large eyes, soft and gentle as a dos, and the moisture spread a film across them so that they glowed and glimmered. Her soul embraced him as well as her pussy. Rachel pulled his face close to hem and she kissed him hungrily as he began to work his cock in and out of her wet, ready snatch.
Her ass bounced up and down in the warm ceramic top of the dishwasher as Jon put it to her, and she twisted her ass this way and that, swallowing his peter up the vacuum tube of her cunt. He stabbed her deeply, hard, fast, in quick penetrating succession, just the way she liked it, just the way she'd always liked it, and she rode his fuck tool, purring as her body moved closer and closer to the big one, the orgasmic explosion he could always coax from her with his beautiful tool.
"Harder, harder!" her voice sings out. "Fuck me harder!!" It was as if part of her was taking in an active share in the proceedings and the rest of her sitting back on the sidelines, watching, cheering on that other Rachel.
Jon did fuck her harder, his loins pummeling hers so that their pubic hairs mingled and his dark wiry strands absorbed some of the moisture from her profusely leaking pussy. When he was fully, completely immersed in her, his belly rubbing Rachel's, his balls nestled against the lips of her pussy, he had a kinky but welcome habit of shaking his ass and causing his dick to rotate that made her want to climb the walls. She clawed and clutched at him, nearly ripping apart the skirt he'd lied no time to remove. He'd have to take it off later, anyway.
Lipstick was on his shoulders, where she'd nuzzled him with her mouth in aroused gratitude that left ripe red prints bright on the clean white fabric.
"Uhhhh!!" he called suddenly, lurching against Rachel, driving his dick even deeper, at an angle which stirred new peaks of erotic response from her throbbing body.
"Oh, not yet!" she pleaded aloud. "Wait for me, ion!" At the same time she tried to use her pussy like a sucking mouth, sheathing and unsheathing his saber in the warm wet sleeve. Her body was not quite at the point of release, and she wanted more than anything else to come with ion, to feel his convulsive shudders against her own trembling body while they shared the sweet intimacy of a simultaneous orgasm. Usually they had no trouble, but he seemed to be racing ahead of her this afternoon. "Wait," she whispered, "wait, wait, wait."
Somehow he restrained himself. She felt the hardening of muscles in his shoulders and back, saw the strained effort obvious on his face, and she put her own face into the juncture of his neck and shoulders, dampening his skin and shirt and the tears of her need. Into her pussy he thrust then, again and again – perhaps a dozen more strokes in all. They were long, satisfying plunges, and Rachel moaned aloud with each of them, her cunt swelling and tingling like a tiny bell as release drew even closer. A breath caught in her chest, throbbing like an engorged heart gone mad with passion, and Rachel closed her eyes as they began to roll about in their sockets. Murmuring her pleasure, she bit softly at Jon's neck and allowed the climaxing contractions of her snatch to sweep and suck at the intruding barrel of his prick. "Now," she whispered, "now… I'm coming!"
"OH, GOD, RACHEL!!!" he shouted, thrusting his engorged cock deep, so deeply she was positive its tip must be wedged somewhere inside her stomach. She could feel – even amid the contracting ripples of her pussy – the shudders of his gushing cock as it filled her belly with hot sweet cum, and she clasped him with her arms and legs, locking her body to his as they shared the sexual bliss that meant everything to Jon and to Rachel now, as always.
She clung to him, moaning as his cock finished unloading semen deep within her clutching vagina, and her legs were awash with sweat where they locked him in a fleshy vise. His hands stroked love and assurance into her body, his feeling for her seeping through the pores of her skin.
His cock went soft in her, going limp with the release of his sexual tension, but her cunt held on, unwilling to let him go. It eased past the cling of her vaginal muscles, slipping free at last, and she felt his cum begin to leak from her pussylips as he pulled out. Still they held one another in that comforting embrace. She kissed him, flexing her thighs as his dripping sperm clotted thickly in her pubic hair, some of it oozing into the crack of her ass where she could feel it, hot and sticky, the evidence of his love.
"God that was good!" she said finally, unclamping her mouth. "But it's always good," she added with a pert smile, pushing gently at his chest, ion stepped back and took her waist, helping her down from the dishwasher. She went into his arms as soon as her feet were on the floor. Jon reached low, catching the bare sweaty cheeks of her ass, and he lifted her against him. Their loins rubbed and touched, and both their bellies were sticky from the cum that had seeped from Rachel's pussy. The soft stub of his dick scraped wetly on her belly, tickling through her pubic hair. His fingers slid joyously on the moist flesh of her buttocks, caressing, kneading, and she stroked him in reply.
"Oh, my God," she said, laughing self-consciously. "The kids… the neighbors… let me go, you sex fiend! I have to get dressed! Decent housewives don't run around naked in the middle of the day. And they certainly don't get fucked on top the dishwasher." She nuzzled him with her moist lips. "Don't you get enough in bed?"
"I never get enough of you," he replied, very serious-faced, helping her pick up the clothes he'd stripped from her. The kitchen smelled of sex, despite the antiseptic air-conditioning, and Rachel inhaled deeply of that scent, loving it. Her thighs were still juicy from the male fluid dribbling into their upper curves from her cuntal gash, and she stood up for a moment, working her legs together so she might bask in the pleasant abundance of his cum.
"Ah, Lord!" she said in satisfaction, one hand rubbing her tummy just above the triangular patch of reddish-brown hair. "I needed that."
She was a compactly built woman, about five-three, with a sturdy, well-proportioned body. Her tits were full, round, brown-nippled and, at thirty-eight, just beginning to sag. That was nature, and she couldn't do anything about it. Jon didn't seem to mind anyway. Her thighs were firm, as was her stomach, and her ass was wide but womanly-wide rather than fat-wide. Unlike most short, busty women, Rachel had, a definite waistline which flared out into caressable hips and further down, to pleasantly long, athletic legs.
Auburn-haired, above and below, brown-eyed, straight-nosed, red-mouthed, firm-chinned, nicely bodied, she supposed she was an attractive woman for thirty-eight. But the only person whose opinion mattered at all stood a few feet away, and he'd just shown her now much she still attracted him. For Rachel Messenger, nothing else counted. She eased her tits into the cups of her white bra, turned for Jon to fasten her up, and she didn't resist or chide when he slid his hands around for yet another caress of her breasts.
"Don't start anything you're not prepared to finish," she warned finally, as his fingers roved up and down her titty curves, tickling around the lace edges of the bra, then across the cups to tease the nipples lurking on the other side of that thin wall of cotton. The possibility of another fuck tingled in Rachel's tits and God knew she could dig it, but there were so many things still to be done before they caught the evening plane. "Enough!" she laughed, dancing away from him as she buttoned her slacks.
Rachel eyed him over her shoulder. God, she loved him! Tall, six feet and a fraction, and well built, they played tennis a couple of times a week, which kept both of them in fine trim – his hair was a little darker than hers – basically the same shade but just beginning to frost with gray here and there. She found the silver streaks attractive as hell and she loved to run her fingers through his marvelous head of hair every chance she got. Especially while screwing. It was fine to touch him any time, but during sex was far and away the best. At forty, Jon hadn't even begun to cross the hill, sexually, and their love life was fantastic. Let it, she prayed, be that way always!
"Where are the twins?" he asked. "Shouldn't they be here, helping you get things together?"
"Oh, that's not that much, to do. I washed the dishes, so they'll have something to eat from – though I doubt if they'll even bother eating, as busy as they generally are. Alex is helping one of his friends overhaul a motorcycle, and Amy had a date for tennis this afternoon. With that Carver boy from school. Really, darling – I'm nearly finished. All I have to do is take a bath, fix my face, and slip into my traveling outfit."
"I like your face just the way it is," Jon informed her. "And why don't we take a bath together? You could soap my back and I could…"
"I know exactly what you have in mind," giggled Rachel, "and we'll probably miss the plane, if you get started on what you're thinking about."
He smiled, acknowledging the truth. "Ah," he said, shaking his head. "Motorcycles… tennis dates… they're growing up, aren't they? It seems like only yesterday they were babies and you had one on each knee…"
Rachel closed her eyes remembering. It did seem like only yesterday. Where had the years gotten away to? The kids were eighteen now, and that meant that it was almost eighteen years since – no, she mustn't think about that. Now, now. She opened the curtains, allowing sunlight to flood the kitchen once again, and she looked out the window. Suburban tract houses, all of them built from the same blueprint, varying only in color. And in whether the two-car garage was placed on the right or left side of the house. And above it all, the azure canopy of southern California sky, white clouds seeming to hang motionless, the sun a constant yellow blaze. Day in, day out. Winter, summer.
God, sometimes she missed the snow, the rain, and the change of seasons. In Pennsylvania the sky was blue in summer, deep, and rich blue, turning by degrees to gray as summer deepened to fall and fall to winter. She remembered the heavy overhang of snow clouds, the blizzards that fell occasionally, two or three feet of snow blanketing everything. The Susquehanna coated with a thin sheeting of ice when the temperature dropped far below zero. And the magnificent unfolding of leaves, the bluing of the gray sky, as spring returned again. She hadn't seen a real winter, spring or fall in eighteen years. Only the monotonous year-round California summer. Turning to Jon, tears once more misting her eyes, she said softly, "Do you ever have any regrets?"
He moved to her side quickly, his arm gripping her quivering shoulders. Rachel felt his strength and love flow into her and she drew courage from him, and assurance. "Of course not," he said, kissing the nape of her neck. "What has there ever been to regret?"
This was a mood, that sometimes struck her, most often in the fading of sexual afterglow. Rachel's heart felt very heavy in her bosom. "What about the twins?" she challenged. "Some day they're going to ask questions. God, I'm surprised they haven't already! The Carver boy – Amy's been dating him for weeks. His mother belongs to the DAR and the Mayflower Society. Suppose… just suppose… that Amy marries him, and Mrs. Carter invites her – well, can you see our daughter investigating the family tree to find out if she qualifies? Can you see…"
"I see Amy as a perfectly normal eighteen-year old girl, and that's plenty of seeing for the present. For Christ's sake, Rachel, you're trying to marry her off already! Let's keep her as a child for just a little while. Okay? Besides… we've worked out our genealogy, haven't we? Your discovery as a foundling on the steps of an orphanage, foster homes, the whole bit. So let's not worry about things that will probably never happen anyway."
Normal? Rachel thought. Normal? Were her children really normal? They appeared to be, and of course they hadn't been born with two heads for any other deformities, and they weren't subject to fits of madness or epilepsy, so perhaps they were as normal as any other eighteen-year-olds in captivity. But their parents? No, no, no, no, no! she told herself. Listen to ion. He's right. Don't even think about what might or might not happen. Enjoy the happiness, the love, the affection, now. While it's here, strong, sweet, tactile. She leaned against him, enjoying the presence of his body behind tiers, the reassuring touch of his hands, the gentle kisses he planted on her neck and shoulders. "Yes," she said. "Of course. I'm so glad you're here, to keep me safe and sane and satisfied. Without you… without you… oh, let me go! I have to take a shower and get dressed, if we're going to catch that plane."



CHAPTER TWO


On the few occasions when Alex or Amy had inquired about their parents' families and early lives – and this was no common occurrence; like most young people, the Messenger twins regarded anything predating as very ancient history – they were told a simple and very touching story. A young man, bereft of both hi parents, with no other family in all the world, meeting by change a beautiful young woman only just from the Catholic orphanage where she'd been raised. Rachel, the foundling left on a doorstep in a grocery basket, and Jon – love at first sight, lasting, eternal love.
Well, Rachel thought as she entered the shower and began to pirouette beneath the spraying water, some of it was true. The part about eternal love. No question about that. But… but… oh, God, she prayed, don't ever let the kids find out the rest.
It would destroy all of us. The children, for knowing, for hating us because they knew, and Jon and me in consequence of that. Four lives ruined. If only they'd been more careful. If only it had been different. But she tried to imagine her life without him, without the twins, and there was immediately a sensation of emptiness in Rachel's breast, throbbing where her heart should have been. She felt faint and with one arm she braced herself against the wall of the shower compartment, until that spell of faintness passed. Someday, Rachel knew, she'd have to come to a decision. Tell them? That seemed impossible. Then what about the Bible? She'd have to burn it, page by page, for someday she and Jon would both be dead and one of her children might come across that book. At the moment it was securely locked in a small box in her bedroom closet, hidden beneath a stack of other items, and she had the only key to that box. Why she'd even kept the damned thing all these years was a mystery. But it was an heirloom and there had been no one else to take it after… when… NO! her mind screamed. She could not risk Amy or Alex finding that old family Bible, finding in its pages the proof that they were bastards – that they were worse than bastards…
It was a Bible like any other, printed at a Philadelphia publishing office not long before the Civil War. Not particularly, valuable except to the family that had inscribed its record of births and deaths on the blank pages at the front. A traditional American custom – family Bible records were admissible as proof of identity in most courts, and in a more religious day the practice was a demonstration of a faith in continuity which seemed alien to everything in modem American life. Rachel still knew most of the entries by heart. And as she stood, trembling beneath the warm watery spray, trembling as though ice were sheeting down upon her body, she found herself remembering, against her will, that last sheet in all its damning simplicity.
All these entries in another woman's hand, also very shaky, emotion-distorted, as if their writer trembled while inscribing them. And that was it. She still had no idea why she'd felt compelled to complete the family record, as it was convict herself on paper where the same day read and know of her shame, of her guilt. Never! It wasn't shame, it wasn't guilt! She only wished in her heart that she could tell them, that she and Jon could speak to the children in truth and frankness. But it was impossible. She knew how she felt toward Jon, how he felt toward her. Theirs was a special relationship, and so strong that they'd had no choice. How could you explain to a pair of totally normal children that their parents were not legally married because such a marriage would violate mankind's oldest, strongest taboo and the laws of every state in the nation and every nation in the world? That she and ion had chosen to live together as man and wife even though they had been born brother and sister, flesh of the same flesh, blood of the same blood? How could they ever explain that to Alex and Amy?
Once upon a time, in a castle on the banks of the Susquehanna River, there lived a queen and her two children; a prince and a princess. Their father the king was away, in a fair and distant land. Except that it wasn't a castle. It was a shabby apartment building in a drab area, Harrisburg, and Mom wasn't a queen, she worked night shift in a factory. And the King? Was Okinawa, where he slept in an unmarked grave, a fair distant land? It was distant, at least. No, Rachel thought. There was no use trying to cast a fairy-tale romantic aura over her past.
Had it been inevitable from the beginning? Possibly. The apartment was very small, and the neighborhood so rough and vicious that Mom rarely allowed her and Jon to go out in the streets. Each night, when Mom went to work, her parting instruction was a command to the children to lock the door after her and not to dare venture forth or let anyone in until her return. So many nights, the two of them alone, cast into one another's company. When she had bad dreams, which was often, she tiptoed across the few feet of floor separating them, and crawled into Jon's bed, snuggling close to his warm body for comfort.
And Mrs. Vance! How could they ever forget Mrs. Vance? She was a war widow, like Mom, and she lived in the building across the alley. But where Mom had gotten a factory job, poorly paying and on the night shift, Mrs. Vance supported herself in quite a different manner. Sometimes she brought as many as ten men to her apartment during the course of a night, and she rarely closed her curtains.
On time Jon and Rachel were playing a game they liked to call "Mrs. Vance." Neither of them knew exactly what it signified – not then – but since it involved taking off their clothes and rubbing their bodies together, they were both aware that Mom probably shouldn't be told how many times they played it during her nightly absences.
It was a funny game. She'd lie down on her back, on her bed, with knees up and widely separated, tier body completely naked. And Jon, just as naked, would crawl atop her and move himself between her legs. His penis was small then, but capable of erecting, especially when he dared to rub his hands on Rachel's body the way Mrs. Vance's customers enjoyed doing to the busty lady across the alleyway. She could still remember how strangely, mysteriously exciting it was to have his hot little tool on her bare skin, and how red his face became, the stiffer his organ grew.
His cock got red, too, especially the tip of it where the foreskin had been removed during his infancy. She liked to touch him, knowing even then that it was naughty, but there was something about the way he responded. The gratified soprano cries of pleasure he made when her fingers grew active rubbing him – the way he'd sometimes cover her hands with his own, and wrap them around her fist so that she couldn't let go of him even if she wanted to… but she didn't want to, for his thing throbbed and burned in her hand with a passion neither of them understood.
By the time their bodies had begun to change, both Jon and Rachel understood a lot more. His voice deepened, and he started to sprout hair in his armpits and around the base of his cock. And he'd grown, too. He was taller now, several inches taller, shooting up like a weed almost overnight Mom used to throw up her hands in despair, wondering how she'd ever keep the boy in clothes and shoes at that rate. And some of that growth that transmitted itself to his thing. It swelled so much more in Rachel's hands when she was permitted to fondle him, and one evening, as she stroked and petted him in the old familiar way, something very unusual happened. He made a strange, startled face, gave a gasping cry, and his cock seemed to shudder in her hands, just before it squirted out a thick, milk-colored kind of juice, all over Rachel's astonished face.
For a time she'd been too frightened to play with him again, no matter how much he implored her.
But gradually, Rachel noticed some changes in her own body. Puberty came to Rachel too, and her breasts began to bud, the slice of her pussy to take definite, feminine shape. The lips thickened, grew more sensitive. It no longer tickled when Jon used his hands between her filling-out thighs. Once upon a time she'd only giggled and blushed when he fingered her; the first orgasm she received from his hands caused Rachel to flush, grow deathly pale, then reel, almost swooning. She could do it to herself but it seemed much more fun when he did it, and of course that led to a resumption of their naive sex play, for turnabout was only fair.
She was a sweet eighteen, her brother a growing boy of nineteen, the first time he put his cock into her pussy. They'd been leading up to it for quite a while, for it seemed such a natural thing to do. His fingers had gone into her tight crack and she'd fisted her, hands around his gushing young cock. Her hole appeared to be just the right size for his foot to fit inside, and eventually they had to give it a try.
"AHHH!!" Rachel whined as he wiggled it into her. She was wet, for he'd been toying with her pussy, but still it hurt, and he was lying upon her, his body heavy and crushing. "No," she told him "let's not do it." But by then it was virtually too late. She cried out again, in response to an instant's sharp, stinging pain inside herself, but Jon sank into her almost immediately, all the way, his belly coming down hard upon hers, and it was really strange how the pain vanished so quickly. In another moment she'd forgotten all about pain and hurt, for something very exciting was happening to her. It was very much like using her fingers on her slit, but much more intense. Her belly seemed to turn into jelly, and the lips of her pussy were… were sucking and contracting while Jon to stick his thing a little deeper. She threw her arms around her brother and held him very tightly, and in another minute or two she felt him jerk inside her twat and then she was even wetter than before, and he seemed to like it a lot, too.
She hadn't bled at all, and she had no name for the feeling that had overwhelmed her during the first copulation. Only later did she find out that its proper term was orgasm. Most girls didn't have orgasms the first time they screwed. Some girls almost never had them, but Rachel generally had only to accept the tip of her brothers steadily enlarging pecker in her young gash and she was churning with the emotional high of a climax. It was a game they couldn't seem to get enough of.
And only after she and Jon had done it quite a few times, did either of them discover that it wasn't something they'd invented spontaneously, that other people did it too. In fact, this was what Mrs. Vance had been doing all that time with the men who came to her apartment. It was called fucking.
They both enjoyed it a hell of a lot, and some nights they could hardly wait for Mom to go off to work so they could strip off their clothes and fuck. In due time Jon learned that shooting his cum up Rachel wasn't a very good idea, unless they were both interested in making babies. So he took to pulling it out of her and squirting on her tummy. One night she tasted the big creamy drops that stained her skin, and they were sweet on her tongue. Again, turnabout was fair play, and, until Jon discovered that he could buy condoms from a machine in the men's room at the gas station two blocks from home. Their usual practice was to begin with mutual masturbation, lead into a session of fucking, then switch around and come in one another's mouths, where it was both safe and fun. By the time Rachel was eighteen and Jon a tall, husky, virile nineteen, they were deep into a relationship that neither of them seemed able to control or call off.
Mom had gotten a promotion at the factory by then, it was the Korean War production boom and they'd moved to a nicer apartment in a better section of town. Each of the children had a small separate bedroom too, too late! But it was a rare night when both beds were actually slept in. Until Mom transferred, finally, from night shift to day shift, which made it much more difficult for Jon and Rachel to continue with the sexual activities they found so fulfilling. But Gloria Messenger also found herself a man after the transfer. His name was Dan Roberts, he was a nice man, a widower who loved children, and she married him.
The very nicest thing about Dan Roberts was that he took up so much of Mom's attention, thought Rachel. She and Jon could usually find an opportunity to be together, to make crazy, passionate love, and no one was the wiser.
At eighteen Rachel began to develop guilt feelings. They'd moved to Paxton, a suburb of Harrisburg, far from the dingy streets where she and Jon had been raised. She'd known for a couple of years that what she and her brother were doing was known as incest, that it was perhaps the mast heinous kind of relationship two people could have within the Judeo-Christian moral tradition. It had to stop. She began to have horrible dreams about dying and being judged by God and St. Peter, dreams in which she was consigned to hell. Anyway, Jon would meet a girl, she'd meet a boy. But as long as they had this fuck relationship going, neither of them was even looking. One night when he sneaked into her bedroom, cock already stiff and jutting from his boxer shorts, she curled up – into a tight ball.
"No," she told him. "I won't let you touch me. Ever again. If you don't leave now, I'll scream, and when Mom comes in to see, I'll tell her everything. This is sick and evil and disgusting, and it has to stop. Please go now."
She almost believed it. Time crept by, and they fell into a normal brother and sister life style, well almost normal. Sometimes she'd look at Jon and know that he was remembering, know that he knew she was remembering too, and at times like that it was impossible for her to stay in the same room with him. Sometimes, in spite of her resolve, she still wanted him so damned much – in her bed, in her arms, his cock ramming in and out of her tight pussy while she whimpered and moaned and clutched him and bathed his dick in sticky cuntal juices.
Rachel was a pretty girl. She had dates when Mom permitted, but none of her dates ever got further than some kissing and quick furtive feels of her breasts or legs or ass. Jon went out with girls – a lot of girls – so many that she wondered if he'd ever get serious about any one of them. He didn't, no more than she did about any of her own boyfriends. Rachel got a reputation as frigid and her invitations to go out dwindled.
She kept a diary then. One evening, when she was eighteen, she wrote: "I saw Jon today at school, holding hands with Carolyn Mills. They were behind a post in the auditorium, and he didn't know I was watching. He kissed her. On the mouth. A long time. And he had his hand on her sweater. Feeling her. I wonder if he's doing it with Carolyn. And what about all his other girlfriends? Peggy and Susan and Gilda and Marsha. Is he f-king all of them? And why was I jealous? I told him it's all finished between us. And it is. It has to be. Oh, God, if I don't get away from him, I don't know what I'm going to do!!!" And then she tore out the page and burned it carefully, destroying all the charred fragments.
Time kept passing. Jon graduated, enlisted in the army, served three years in Germany. He hadn't made an overture to Rachel since the night she'd kicked him out of her bedroom. But his eyes – God, it seemed as if he were always looking at her, and she didn't dare look back, afraid of what she'd see in her brother's expression, afraid that he'd see the same desire in hers.
When he got out of the army he used his G.I. benefits to go to Penn State, and it was very infrequently that he stopped by the house in Paxton to see Dan and Gloria and Rachel. Rachel was just as happy that he didn't come around often. Anyway, she was in business school in she got a job with an insurance company in Pittsburgh; that took her even further from Jon and she was confident that she'd forget all about him.
Mom died unexpectedly in the winter of. Jon drove to Pittsburgh, to chauffeur his sister back to the funeral. A blizzard swept down upon them as they drove east from Pittsburgh to Harrisburg, and the Turnpike and Route were both closed to traffic. They found a motel, already crowded with other stranded motorists, and despite Rachel's entreaty to look somewhere else, Jon accepted the innkeeper's offer of his last empty room. At least it had two beds.
She sat down on one, empty and drained with the loss of her mother, with the horrible snowstorm that had blown down out of nowhere. "Oh, God," she said aloud, "I don't ever want to die! I don't ever want to go away and know that there are people grieving for me!" Tears began to flaw uncontrollably. Jon settled beside her on the bed, his arm locking around her trembling shoulders.
"I won't let you," he promised in a soft, soothing voice. "I won't let anything bad, ever happen to you."
Rachel's face turned slowly and she looked into his eyes. They looked so much alike, she realized – the same eyes, the same hair, the same facial structure – almost like a minor image of one another. Her lips trembled piteously. They were closer than they had been in so many years. His hand was encircling her shoulders… his thigh pressed against he… the room was musty, as if it needed airing, but she could smell his aromatic after shave and she wondered if he had noticed the soft, understated perfume she wore nowadays. Rachel blinked her eyes as they misted over, and Jon's face was a blur – a blur that grew nearer and nearer and nearer. He had his hand on her leg, sliding up the hem of her skirt. His skin was hot – or was it her own body heat she sensed?
"No," she told him.
"No?" he said, his voice cracking with emotion.
"YESSS!!" she screamed suddenly, deafened by the sound of her own voice. "YEESSSSS!" and her hands were on him, racing to unbutton his shirt. She tore off a couple of buttons in her haste to bare his chest and her mouth sought his with a passion that could not be denied.
It was happening again, and she couldn't stop it, no more than Jon could. Neither of them even tried. He peeled the clothing from her body – the dress, the bra, the half-slip, the panties, the garter belt, the stockings – and he began to kiss and bite her naked flesh. Her nipples blossomed like flowers in his mouth and her tits ached from the vigorous passion of his sucking. He thrust a hand into her crotch, massaging the swollen, dampening lips of her pussy until she was sopping wet. Rachel twisted on the bed, her desire as naked as her body, and she moaned to him, "Do it, do it, do it, do it to me, Jon…"
And then he was with her, his cock sticking up long and hard and thick – had he been so big the last time she'd allowed him to ball her? She didn't think so. His organ was monstrous now as it stood up before her eyes, lust-engorged, the tip red as a ripe radish. And beneath the lance of his dong, the large sac of balls with its delicate contents. She watched, entranced, as his scrotum jiggled and swung beneath the arrow of his pecker, and she reached with one hand to touch him there. "Oh," she said, "it feels alive!"
"It is alive," he whispered, lying down beside her, "and so are we. We'll always be alive, you and I, Rachel. Because I love you, the way I've never loved anyone or anything else." He kissed her again while she toyed with the swollen barrel of his dick. "I've missed you, Rachel," he added, breathing across her face.
"I've missed you," she told him. "So much that at times I didn't think I could go on living." Her hands gripped his shoulders. "Fuck me, Jon," she implored. "Please fuck me, just the way we used to."
"Not the way we used to," he told her. "We were only kids then. Now we're all grown up, and I'm going to fuck you the way a man fucks a woman, the way a man like me fucks a woman like you. A lot, hard, heavy! I'm going to fill your belly with cum. My cum. In you, where it belongs."
"Yes, yes, yes," she panted, clawing at him. "Do it to me!!"
He did a quick turnabout, burying his face in the sweet moistness of her pussy, and she reached with eager hands for the dick that stood up so near her face. In a moment it was deep in her mouth and she was sucking passionately while his lips and tongue explored as if for the first time her honey-dripping snatch. She sucked him voraciously, with thrilling lip-tremors and tongue passes, and in almost no time at all her cock sucking paid off. Jon quivered in her mouth and he poured a load of semen that nearly drowned Rachel as she struggled to drink it down. So much cum, so much – she couldn't eat it all. Too much of it gushed from the corners of her mouth and spilled down her chin in sad waste. But she kept ox, sucking, whimpering around his cock as he tongued her to a fast, hot, wet release, and she kept him hard in her mouth. Hard enough that round two came up with no rest period needed for either of them. Her cunt was still vibrating with its explosion when Jon pried his penis from her mouth and reversed himself.
"Now," she groaned as he settled in between her widespread, eager legs and rubbed the tip of his dang on her itching slit. "Now!" she repeated, reaching down to entrap his prick and stuff the end of it into her gash, then humping toward him to bury his member in her oozing femininity. Her knees lifted and locked in on his ribcage as he reared above her, and then both their asses were moving in harmony as he fucked and she fucked and they fucked back and forth with a building, driving need.
Not once did she think of the tragic occasion that had brought them together in this motel room, and even if she had, Rachel might have considered her act a declaration for life as opposed to death. All she knew, as she rocked beneath her brother, was that she needed this, needed it now, more than anything else she could imagine.
"Ohhh," she moaned as his thick pecker ravaged her cunt. She was tight. It had been several years since anything larger than her finger or a tampon had been up Rachel's pussy. She'd cut him off then, and she'd cut herself off as well, for no other man had ever gotten this close to her in the years between. It was almost as if she could hear a squeaking when he worked his rod into her, but her snatch opened up as best it could and made room for him. Still, there was the breathtaking snugness of their fit, her twat grasping him as if he were a foot crammed into an undersized shoe. He strained against her.
"Oh, honey, loosen up," he whispered, biting her chin.
"It's – ahhhh!! – it's just fine this way. Oh, fuck me harder, Jon, harder… harder…"
Rachel twisted and bucked beneath him, her knees lifting higher and higher so that more of her pussy revealed itself to his thrusts, and he was ramming her deeply with that big tool of his. Hard, too, but she wanted it fierce and savage, like the coupling of two wild beasts, and she clawed at him with the frenzy of her need.
He lasted longer in her cunt than he had in her mouth, but all the same, it was too soon for Rachel. She pushed herself onward, struggling to keep up with him, and her orgasm began to build. His did as well, and she knew from the trembling of his shoulders that her brother was about to come in her. Rachel thrust a hand into her crotch, finding the jabbing barrel of his cock, locating too the nub of her clit, and she rubbed herself frantically. Two minutes more of deep thrusting and fucking would have sent her over the top automatically, but he was on the verge of blowing his nuts and she didn't want, him to climax without her.
There… there… there… he grunted, stuffing himself up her with a powerful set of plunges, and Rachel was fingering her clit as he screwed, and just as his dick began to blast jism into her womb, she pulled her own trigger and met his flood of cum with one of her own. Her belly swelled, or seemed to, from the abundance of hot wet fuck-fluids in it, and she thought she was about to burst, but she held him in her arms and legs, sucking his ejaculation and his dick up her pussy, kissing and biting his face whenever she could, and he was gripping her tits with their fiery nipples of deep brown, and there was nothing to do but cling together and quiver in the unison of their joy.
They fucked perhaps six or seven times more that night, and their naked bodies were locked, either in a screw or in a hug, until they arose the next morning. Road crews had been out all night, clearing the snow off the highway, and the Turnpike was open to single-lane traffic again. As they got into his car and started toward Harrisburg and their mother's funeral, Rachel suddenly became oppressed by the abnormalness of what they'd done. She started to cry, and she scooted against him, and she said, "It can't ever happen again, Jon."
"Why not?" he asked her. "You can't tell me you didn't like it. And you know that I did, too. Why should we fight ourselves? Why can't we just do what gives us so much pleasure?"
"You know why," Rachel replied. "Because you're my brother and I'm your sister. Jesus, I wish we were strangers, so we could fuck and love and even get married. I'll never love anyone else the way I love you, but it has to stop, Jon. If we keep an, we'll only kill ourselves with wanting it all and not being able to have it."
After the funeral she went back to Pittsburgh, to her job. And she had missed two periods and been sick every morning for a couple of weeks before she worked up enough courage to go to a doctor. After that, she could only think of calling Jon, of telling him. "I'm pregnant," she sobbed into the telephone, "I'm pregnant!"
Then she'd have thought automatically of abortion, but an abortion was the property of back street butchers who killed most of their patients with rusty coat hangers. Rachel didn't know what to do. She quit her job and kept getting bigger and bigger.
"Twins," the doctor said, smiling. He thought she was married and respectable. He didn't know that her brother's seed had impregnated her belly. "Definitely twins."
"I'll give them up for adoption," she told Jon in her Pittsburgh apartment. "I'll go away and have my babies and give them up."
"No," he said, "you can't. They're my babies, too. Gad, I don't… yes. Yes! I do know!! We'll go away," he said, speaking fast. "We'll go away… not just you, but both of us. We'll go someplace no one knows us – the other end of the world if we have to – and we'll settle dawn together. You, me, and our children."
"That's crazy!" she said in panic. "We could never do that!"
"Of course we can," he replied. "We'll go to… we'll go to California. Everyone's going to California. We'll just blend into the crowd. Damn it, Rachel, I can't give you up. I won't give you up!"
And here, eighteen years later, they were. Him, her, their children. Their whole false life. So fragile a structure, so easy to bring down around hers and Jon's heads. But the twins were beautiful, and so was Jon and so, she knew, was she. He had a good job and they lived in a nice house in a nice suburban community, and this evening they were flying to Las Vegas for his company's semi-annual convention, and no one had ever suspected that they were anything but a typical, sickeningly wholesome and normal suburban married couple. Maybe – God, maybe they could get away with the whole thing after all! She turned beneath the shower spray, thinking about the deception and its success, and she beard a sound. The shower door opening.
"Oh," she said, turning. Jon stepped into the shower with his sister wife, his hands immediately reaching for her soap-foamy body. "Stop that," she warned, slapping ineffectually.
"I can't stop," he leered. "I never could, when it was you. The… the buns… you're too much, Rachel Messenger! I've got to have you again right now." He leaned toward her, dick rising with fresh lust.
"You're insatiable," she complained, "and if you persist, I know we're going to miss our plane." His cock touched her wet belly and she grabbed it with frothy, slippery hands. "I'm telling you," she said again, "we'll miss our plane for sure!" her body rocked against his and he caught her by the ass while she went onto tiptoes to kiss him. His cock throbbed in her hand and she petted it possessively.
It was incest, and it had always been and always would be; but it was a special kind of incest because they were special people. The standard laws and morals didn't apply to them. Her nipples erected where her tits rubbed his chest and Rachel didn't protest when he leaned her against the interior wall of the shower compartment. Her legs parted willingly and ion began to tease her cunt with the end of his prick. "Just a quick one," he told her. "We'll still make the plane."
"Mmmm-hmmm," Rachel purred.
"Mmmm-hmmmm."



CHAPTER THREE


At about the same time her parents were fucking in the kitchen, Amy Messenger was several miles from the tennis court. She was lying on a patch of cool grass in a shady, secluded canyon north of town, her coppery red hair fanned out around her head, and that nice Carver boy from school was very busy licking and sucking the reddish smears of nipples that graced her perky young titties. "Ooooohhhh, Steve," she called in a high, keening voice, her eyes winking open and shut as she savored the attacks of his mouth.
Her nips were limber, red erections, and his lips closed upon them with a vengeance, pulling and twisting as he cupped and fondled her breasts from beneath. Amy was naked except for her panties and tennis shoes. Her white top and skirt lay a few feet away, where they'd fallen when Steve Carver began the delicious process of undressing the willing young girl.
He raised his mouth from her tits, eyes seeking hers. Spittle gleamed on his lips and on Amy's nipples, and her breasts were marked by his teeth, not to mention the red sucker bites that marred her perfect flesh. That was nothing new. Amy was eighteen and she'd been around.
"Kiss me!" she commanded, and he rose to do her bidding. His hands grabbed her breasts, and she arched from the ground so that his palms filled with her squeezable boobs. The nipples were wet and hard against his flesh, and his mouth was wet and soft upon hers. She stuck her tongue into his mouth, jamming it in the way he liked her to do, and he began to suck it the same erotic way he'd sucked her breasts.
"Mmmmm!" Amy sighed, opening her legs so Steve could work one of his between them. She felt his hard muscular thigh saw up and down her crotch, and a tingle radiated from the point of contact, all through her hot young body. They were lying in the shade, but after a moment of that, she felt as warm as if the California sun had been directly overhead, bathing them in its glare. Her thighs closed when his leg was between them, and she clutched at his flesh, drawing it into her even as her hands wrapped round his head and shoulders, pulling him closer, closer, closer.
He kneaded and massaged the firm but limber apples of her tits, fingers digging into her dainty feminine skin, and she knew that he was hot too, as hot as he'd ever been since they began to date. Date? she thought. I told Mom we were going to play tennis. But the only balls that were gonna be socked back and forth… God almighty, he was up big and hard, wasn't he?
Steve ground his loins against her hipbone, treating Amy to a full-frontal feel of the bulge in his pants. She had to admit he was pretty well-hung. He was also a bit stuck-up about it, always wearing tight pants to show off his crotch, and the first time she'd ever gone out with dm, he'd guided her hand to his lap almost as soon as she had her seat belt buckled. They were hardly out of the driveway!
"How do you like this one?" he'd asked her, pressing her fingers down so she couldn't help but feel his most prized possession.
"How do you like this?" she asked in reply, unzipping him. Her hand shot into his pants. He was half-cocked as she began, but before they'd gotten past the first stop light Steven was ragingly erect and virile. They went to a drive-in theater, undid the seat belts and played with each other; but Amy took special tantalizing care not to let him get off. Not yet.
He was aching with need by the time the second feature ended. She'd used her hands on him exclusively, stroking, caressing, masturbating with slow, even strokes, then pulling back each time she sensed him to be near orgasm. He begged, he pleaded, he even ventured a threat, but she merely laughed in gentle mockery. He was painfully erect when they left the drive-in, his cock so hard he couldn't even force it back into his tight pants so that he was forced to drive with his prick sticking out. Amy made sure it didn't get soft, too. She played with him teasingly while he drove to the Burger Castle, keeping him hard, and she covered his rampant pole with her sweater when the carhop brought their order.
And while he nibbled half-heartedly at his cheeseburger and fries, she kept on playing with his prick. Then, without warning, she put her own sandwich on me service tray, wiped her lips with the napkin, and threw her face into his lap. The moment her mouth brushed his cock Steve exploded, cum flying everywhere. It spurted from his pecker in huge, thick gobs, most of it hitting her in the face. She gripped him in her fist, shucking until his cock was empty, and the rest of his seed flowed over her fingers. "How did you like that?" she asked innocently, one thick bubble of cum hanging on the point of her dimpled chin.
Three weeks later they were still dating, but Steve had learned not to twice Amy Messenger for granted.
Well, not too much for granted. He assumed, obviously, that it was okay to strip her, okay to suck her tits, okay to feel her up and down, okay to rub her with his hard-on. And it was okay. Amy loved being the center of attention, and she was certainly that as Steve wiggled her on the ass. Her breasts were throbbing mounds of stimulation and her pussy itched uncontrollably, and she wished to hell and gone he'd put his hand in her panties and do something to scratch that fucking itch.
In a moment he did just that, a hand trailing down her tummy, toying with the waistband of her bikinis, thrusting inside. She was sticky-cunted already, her pubic hair a damp swampy puff, and his finger's pressing touch only increased that juicy stickiness.
"Oaaohhh," she whistled, shivering when his finger sawed up and down the slice, bruising the delicate but eager lips and clit, bruising them with such a luscious intensity that she wanted even more of it. His thigh brushing the outside of her hot panties had been nice, but his knuckle rubbing on her love button was a hell of a lot nicer.
"Ohhhh!! Keep doing that!! I'm gonna come all over your hand!!" she squealed, and in a second or two, she did just that her pussy bubbling out girl-juice, coating his fingers with her stuff while her clit went ring-a-ding-ding and fireworks blasted behind the lids of her tightly-shut eyes. Amy jerked and bumped her pussy against his stroking hand, moving with a growing eagerness which faded suddenly as she slumped back. Her toes wiggled inside her shoes and her thighs undulated softly in rhythm with the heaving of her breasts. She sighed dreamily, then licked her lips, opened her eyes, and gave him a delighted smile. "Mmmm," she purred slyly, "that beats the hell out of playing tennis."
His reply was wordless but very communicative. He took his hand out of her panties, pulled them down to her mid-thighs, then kissed her squarely an the twat. His lips fluttered just enough to tickle, and Amy laughed prettily. "Oh, nasty boy," she said. "Do I taste good?"
"Beats pizza," he said, rising onto his knees. His pants were really punched out in front now, from the thick weight of his erection, and Amy watched through heavy-lidded eyes as he unbelted, unzipped, and hauled his pecker into the sunlight. It was big and hard and the tip was red as a cherry lollipop. Beneath the slanted uptight of his cock dangled a set of stones, encased in a scrotum which looked too small to contain them. Amy lifted onto an elbow and one hand stretched out to caress Steve's peter. She ran her fingertip up and down the well-defined bulge of his urethra canal, then onto the testicles, jiggling them.
"Looks even harder than usual, doesn't it?" Amy asked, eyeing his flushed face. She took him in both hands, relishing the thick masculine feel of him, and she eased in closer, allowing the tip of his cock to rub the upper curves of her tits. Something wet already coated the knob of Steve's dick – a smearing of the male fluid that oozes from the penis to help lubricate a woman for intercourse. She knew that from sex ed class. The thin, watery fluid wetted her breasts as he massaged them with his dong.
Straightening, she cupped a tit from beneath so that the nipple pointed out in stiff offering, and she guided that nipple back and forth across the end of Steve's cock. "Ooohhh, that feels great," he told her. "I wish I could fuck your tits."
"You could try," Amy suggested. She slid his hot cock into her cleavage, then clutched her boobs from the sides, squeezing them together upon Steve's prong. Rocking back and forth, up and down, she let his slick move sensuously in the warm valley of her cleavage. Once or twice his penis thrust high, so that its tip brushed her lightly on the mouth, and each time she fucked in welcome, automatic response, caressing him briefly with her soft full lips.
But she wasn't big-breasted enough to do him justice. Damn, she thought. A-cups may be really chic and stylish, but they weren't the right size to trap a pecker. Sighing, she allowed him to slide free. Her lips opened, and Amy zeroed in, tongue flicking out to lash playfully at the head of Steve's rod.
"Yeah, lick it, baby," he suggested, grabbing her head and guiding her toward his greater pleasure. Amy let herself be directed, and she used her tongue on him constantly. The taste of his aroused flesh was hot upon her lips and she could almost taste the cum that he would soon shoot into her sucking mouth. If he lasted long enough to get it into her mouth, she thought, giggling. Even with her hand steadying him at the root, his cock was jiggling and quivering as if he were about to squirt right now.
She put him into her mouth saying "Come to Amy, darling," and her tongue pressed against his shaft with coy firmness, touching a vein that pulsed in time with his rapidly beating bean. She closed her lips upon him, sucking hard, half his cock thrust into her mouth, the knobby point resting partway back her tongue. Amy caught his nuts in a firm grip and she doubled the tempo of her sucking, oblivious to the rather vulgar smacking slurps she made as she ate him. He certainly didn't seem to mind, far he was intent upon forcing the rest of his hard shaft into her mouth.
"Nnnnnhhhh!!!" Amy grunted in resistance, for she wasn't quite ready for all of it. But he persisted, and with a sigh of acceptance, she yielded, allowing Steve to ram at her with his pick. It slammed in, and she had the tip of him in her throat, but the feeling wasn't at all uncomfortable. Quite the opposite, in fact. She gave her head a perky twist and her tongue flailed the sides of his dick with clever provocation's.
"Oh, suck it, Amy, suck it!" he cried joyously, pulling at her long copper hair, puffing so fiercely that little tears stung in her eyes. She slapped his fingers with her free hand, losing balance where she knelt precariously. Amy swayed forward, nearly skewering herself an his swiftly thrusting dick, and then she swayed backward, almost losing him in the process, and the interruption threw a kink into the rhythm of her cocksucking that she found difficult to repair. She opened her mouth and let him escape altogether while she composed herself and regained the beat. Amy's mouth skated wetly up and down his length from knob to nuts, and she licked and kissed and nibbled the hard flesh where it was slick and gleamy with her drool. God, she thought, from the way he's acting, from the way he's grabbing my head and making those weird chirpy sounds, you'd think he'd never been sucked off before! He was as thrilled as a virgin, Amy supposed.
Well, he wasn't the first guy she'd ever gone down on. And she'd been giving him such good head almost from their first date that he should be used to it by now, wouldn't you think? But still, enthusiasm, because it was a commitment to her sucking abilities. Amy kissed his cock again, took it just below the point, and, as her finger and thumb held him steady, she moved with lips fucked, ready to swallow his sword once again.
"Uh, listen… Amy…" She looked up, still fucked, still holding him. The end of his cock was barely an inch from her lips and she breathed upon it softly. Steve put his hands on her shoulders and settled onto his haunches, facing her. "Amy," he said again, "why don't you let me… why don't you let me put my cock in you?"
Amy shook her head, lips still making a kissy-face.
"Oh, please!" he went on, eyebrows lifting in a facial plea. "Let me fuck you. Well, Christ, Amy, why not? I mean, here we are. You're naked and I'm naked, and I've got the hardest hard-on anybody ever heard of, and your pussy is sopping wet. C'mon!" He wrenched at her then, as if he meant to lay her down forcibly.
Amy still had him by the peter, and she replied to that wrenching twist with one of her own. His face went white and then very red and Steve yelped in pain as she squeezed and jerked his cock too roughly to be making love. "Ouch, damn it!" he hollered, letting go at once.
"That's better," Amy said evenly. She started to pet his prick, as if in apology for using it so savagely a moment ago. If she'd been rough then, she was ultra-gentle now, and his cock remained stiff in her hand. "I don't want to be a bitch," she told him. "But I just don't think I'm ready to do it. Not yet."
"When?" Steve asked. "We've been dating for three fucking weeks. Aren't you ever going to let me ball you?"
"When I'm ready. And like I told you, I don't think I'm ready. Oh, for Christ's sake, Steve – I've been a virgin for eighteen years! Do I have to throw it away without thinking it over just because you're too horny for your own good? What's the matter, anyway? Doesn't this satisfy you anymore?" And with that, she took him into her mouth again, treating Steve's prick to the most sensuous technique in her repertoire, teasing him with lips and tongue, sucking, licking, pulling, until he began to move in and out with growing excitement. And then she opened her mouth and slipped him out once more, her fist closing around his prong while she stared up at him. Well? her expression read.
"God, I love it when you suck me," he replied, voice shaking a bit. Good, she thought. That made two of them who enjoyed his cock in her mouth. "But I want to fuck you too, Amy! I want to lay you down on the grass, and open you up with my body, and I want to use my cock on your cunt till your eyes bug out and you're screaming for me to put it in you. And then I'd slip it in, real slow and easy, until you smiled – the way you smile when I touch your pussy and my fingers start to diddle your clit. And when you were ready, Amy, when you were really primed and ready, and your cunt was dripping – the way it's dripping now – I'd stuff my dick up you and fuck till you had cum oozing out your ears! Oh, Jeez, I can feel your pussy on me right now, all wet and hot and tight. And sweet, too. So fucking sweet… Don't you want that too, Amy? Don't you dream about it the way I do?"
"Sometimes," Amy confessed in a high, thin voice, her fist unconsciously tightening on Steve's dork. And sometimes was a little less than outright truth, because she thought about it and dreamed about it a hell of a lot. Oh, sure, using mouths and fingers on each other was neat, and she had groovy orgasms when he did her up, but everybody knew that screwing was where it was really at. Only trouble was, she didn't know if she really wanted to screw Steve.
He was cute and he was nice to be with, but did that mean she owed him her cherry? Shouldn't a girl's first fuck be something memorable? Shouldn't it mean something? Mary Beth, at school, had started at eighteen; she'd fuck anything on two legs, and she always said a maidenhead was something to be disposed of as soon as possible so you could get into the fun. A little pain, a little ping, and then the education began. Of course, everyone knew that Mary Beth also despised her mother. She used to tell her old lady all the details every time she screwed a boy, just so she could watch her mom cry and have hysterics. Connie, on the other hand, who had done it several times, and Vickie, who like Amy had never done it all the way, both argued that it was an experience best saved for someone really special. It could only happen once, after all. Popped cherries didn't grow back. And, said Connie, if you were in love when you did it, you hardly even felt the pain as the hymen ripped.
As for Amy Messenger, she simply wasn't sure. Both viewpoints seemed to make at least a little sense, and she couldn't reconcile the alternatives enough to make up her own mind.
Like, what would she tell her true love when they made it for the first time? "Uh, darling, I got busted by some guy I knew in high school. Don't remember his name, but it seems to me that he was kinda cute. And he said he was so horny he just couldn't stand it, so I let him rip off a slice…" She had no idea of when or where she might meet that hypothetical true love, but she was pretty sure Steve wasn't her destined soulmate. They might not even be going together by fall – especially if she kept on putting him off when he wanted some nookie.
"Anyway," she want on, "you've got a lot of nerve using that old B.S. on me. It's about as subtle as 'Put out or get out!', you know. In fact, I'm so offended I may not even finish sucking you off." She let go of his cock and went onto her knees, hands dropping to pull her panties back into place. Amy pulled them up, cutting off his view of her red-brown beaver. She sighed then, her tits jiggling an invitation to his eyes.
"Oh, Amy, I'm sorry," he apologized. He took tine of her hands and led it to his cock, which was still thrust out in a spit-frothy erection. "You can't work me up and leave me hanging, can you?"
She made a face, as if she were giving the matter extensive study. "I won't hassle you any more," he promised. "Honest to God, I won't. You can make up your own mind, and, whenever you're ready, we'll do it. And not a second earlier. So will you finish me off, halt, please?"
Shit, Amy told herself, he almost sounds as if he believes it! And the next time we go anyplace, he'll be an me again, begging me to open up while be sticks it in. Sure as the sun comes up, in the morning. She squeezed his prick, thinking, would it really be such a terrible thing to let him have it? Did any guy – even her fantasy Prince Charming – honestly expect that his woman come to him pristine and untouched by human hands?
After all, fucking consisted of nothing more complex than a cock entering her slit and jiggling around until she and her screwer orgasmed. Was that such a big deal? Half her friends had been screwed already, and most of the rest were angling for it. None of them seemed to give the matter any philosophical consideration at all. Could Amy be simply indulging in some half-assed schoolgirl romantic fantasies? Perhaps she was missing out on a hell of a lot.
Too bad, she thought, that her parents had always been so open with her. They didn't make sex into a dirty mystery; if she had questions, those questions were answered honestly. Most wild girls were either trying to get attention from neglectful parents or else rebelling against strict dirty-minded ones. Amy's parents doted upon her and her brother, and she didn't need to rebel. Maybe that was why she didn't feel like rushing into a sexual relationship now, at eighteen, merely because a boyfriend demanded it of her.
She knew she was pretty and well built, and guys had been after her from the time she started to fill out. There was a time when she wouldn't even touch a bare dick, let alone suck it, but that was two or three years ago. She wondered, kissing Steve's peter, how many more refusals she had in her.
"Yeah, Amy girl," he said happily, patting her head with conscious restraint. This time there was no hair-pulling as she took him deeply, and she was free to concentrate on the job between her lips.
Maybe job wasn't the right word for it. She grooved on the feeling of a hard, hot dick in her mouth, and she had ever since summer before last when she'd done it for the first time. It was David Freeman's, and she'd been going with him for a couple of months. After the ninth-grade graduation party, at the end of the school year, she'd gone walking with him into the woods on the far side of the soccer field. David wasn't as big-cocked as Steve, but he was really horny for a kid just graduating from junior high, and they got into some heavy making out in the bushes. His cock was in her hand, and she felt the viscous flow of his hot semen as they kissed and rolled together. Amy had already tasted his semen, licking it surreptitiously from her fingers on an earlier make-out session, and though the flavor was weird, it wasn't at all unpleasant. She'd already made up her mind that tonight would be the night. Her first time.
David sorta collapsed in her hand when that orgasm shot through him, and in a flash Amy was turned around, kissing the sticky stuff from his dick, licking until he sprang up again, super-hard and throbbing in her fist. And despite his eagerness and excitement, it took him a long time to reach his second climax. Amy sucked him till her jaws ached, and he only seemed to get harder and harder. But when he exploded and his slimy cum shot down her throat – wow!! To feel all the male power, trapped and helpless inside her locking lips and teeth – to hear him groan in delirium each time his cock shuddered and spat out another bubble of jism – God, she masturbated all the next week remembering! If David could have worked up a third erection, which was unlikely after the gallon of seed he blasted into Amy's mouth, she might… just might… have offered him her cherry there, in the woods beyond the soccer field.
But he didn't, and she didn't, and now, two years later, Amy was still a virgin and quite busy sucking another boy's cock. The act still excited her, especially when the cock vomited semen and she slurped it down, but she no longer lost her head in the fever of the moment. It was more like a hobby than a passion, now, and she knew she was good at it, but she no longer got a contact high from knowing that she'd brought off her man orally. The guy had to do his share in return. Amy so expected, so demanded. Fair was fair.
Well, Steve had gotten her off with his talented finger, and she really ought to get him off now, with her sweet sensitive mouth. Amy cupped his balls and started to suck him for real. No screwing around, no game playing. She ate him the way a cock should be eaten.
She could take him deeply, freely, naturally, and when he pushed into her mouth, he stabbed right to the entrance of her throat. She liked to feel him there, like a big lump of food she couldn't quite swallow, and she held her head steady, tongue switching from side to side beneath his shafting dick.
Then she slightly loosened the ring of her lips, and he slid wetly from her mouth, only to plunge in again, so deeply this time that his balls bounced on her dimpled chin. The hair on his scrotum tickled her face too, and she giggled around the frilly imbedded penis, making it quiver for a long delightful moment which Steve dug as much as she did. He was holding her skull, maneuvering it, but not attempting to take control of the act from Amy. She appreciated that, and she demonstrated her appreciation by the pitter-patter of her tongue all around the barrel of his friendly weapon.
And as she suckled his swollen member, Amy let one hand slip discreetly into her bikini panties. She closed her fingers on the cuntal bulge, squeezing as the length of her middle finger pressed directly upon the tight moist line of her gash itself. Her cunt was a nubby little bump, ripe for tickling, and she tickled it splendidly. She felt her love button stiffen and tingle, and she rubbed all the harder, thighs closing rhythmically on the hand wedged between them, and simultaneously her head moved faster on Steve's pecker.
Each stroke pulled him deeper into Amy's throat, and she gulped as she took him again and again. Excitement bubbled erotic passion in her cunt as she went through the pattern of squeeze-suck, squeeze-suck, doing herself, doing him, and she breathed harder as her second orgasm became a distinct probability. Her teeth gnawed, though restrainedly at Steve's prong, and she heard him groan musically. Her tongue flailed his driving dick, bathing circles around it, and she could already taste the little spurts of mum that were oozing uncontrollably from him as he warmed up for the main event. His seed was tangy, like spice upon her tongue, and she relished it.
In another moment or two she felt him shudder, a powerful vibration that rippled through the stalk of his prong, and Amy knew that he was there at last. She whipped a middle finger into her pussy, found herself hot as a live wire. Her snatch muscles sucked at the finger as greedily as her mouth swallowed Steve's peter, and she stabbed herself deeply, whining and singing round his tool as the pleasure swelled to almost unendurable heights.
It was the moment of truth. She could feel her orgasm, a fire in her cunt, and she wanted to clench her teeth and groan through their clench as it happened to her. Amy opened her mouth, spitting out Steve's cock lest she bite it in two, and she seized it with her free hand. She pressed the tip of his rod to her closed, trilling lips, and she began to work her hand on him in counterpoint to the other hand busy in her snatch. He seized her head in both his hands and swayed from side to side, chanting in rapture, "I'm gonna come, Amy. I'm… gonnnnaaaa COOOOMMMMMEE!!" and almost before she knew it, he was coming, drenching her flushed face with the hot, thick lashings of his sperm. She accepted his discharge, humping the finger buried in her snatch, and just as one really thick glob splattered her right eyebrow and oozed southward across her tightly-shut eyelid, Amy cried aloud, "Me tooooo!!"
She sank down upon her impaling finger, burying it to the hilt, and God it was tight! It was like a sword of red flame thrust into her pussy. How in the name of shit, she asked herself, hunching it, could she ever dream of being so impaled by a man's dick? It would tear her to shreds. Still – Amy opened her mouth to moan, and as she did, Steve thrust in his cock, dumping one or two final bursts of seed onto her fluttering pink tongue. She scooped the stuff back, into her throat, and she used her head on him till he'd finished squirting and his dick began to melt in her salivating mouth.
Oh, it was good, she thought, it was really good! Her twat was still milking and massaging the finger buried in it, and her cunt thumped madly as she pressed it with her thumb to make that drum-like throbbing last an eternity. She was sore-snatched, true, but it wasn't a painful kind of sore. It was a satisfying ache, a satisfied twinge of pleasure. Amy sank back, stretching out on the grass. Her hand was stuffed in her panties and her knees were up, twitching slightly.
Maybe I am missing out on a lot, she told herself, sniffing the cunty aroma which seeped from her wet-crotch panties. Maybe I should give in, let him screw me. Virginity was more than a mere hymen, anyway. Did it matter if she still had her cherry, when she wasn't too proud to eat and be eaten, to finger and he fingered? Wasn't that kind of hypocritical?
"Mmm, no," she said as Steve stretched beside her, his hands making for her tits. "I think I'm banging out. Get me my purse outa the car, would you? I need my Handi-wipes. If I stroll into the Burger Castle with cum all over my face, somebody might think I'm a naughty girl."
And as he went obediently to the car, Amy thought, perhaps… But she'd have to think about it. An awful lot. Steve was taking her swimming tomorrow; he'd be horny again. Could she have a definite answer for him by then? And would it be the right answer?



CHAPTER FOUR


Amy turned to her brother. "how come you're not going along to drive me car back from the airport, Alex?"
"They're driving to Vegas. They missed their plane."
"Oh, really? How did they manage that, pray tell?"
He shrugged nonchalantly. "Search me. All I know is that when I came in, they were both in the bathroom and I could hear some weird sounds, even with the door closed. Maybe they took a long bath."
"Mmmm-hmmm," Amy nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. She smiled coyly. Her parents screwed a lot, for such old people. Well, it was nice that they could still have urges, at their age. And they were so obviously in love with each other, even after – what was it? Eighteen years of marriage? Eighteen? It had better be at least eighteen, thought Amy, or that makes us bastards.
She'd been so busy with Steve that she'd almost forgotten about Dad's convention in Las Vegas, and she was glad she'd gotten home in time to kiss her parents goodbye. They'd be gone all weekend, living it up in Sin City, Nevada.
While she had to come to grips with a very fundamental decision. Steve kept getting more insistent about it. He wanted to fuck her. And Amy wondered if there was any real reason she shouldn't let him. A night of heavy soul-searching lay in store for her. No doubt about it.
Alex tapped her on the shoulder. He was a big strapping boy, as tall as Dad already, and just as good-looking. We're a good-looking family all around, thought Amy, without a shred of false modesty. Why should she be shy about the truth? They were all dark and sun-kissed, with good, strongly chiseled features, warm brown eyes, athletic trim bodies just eager average beautiful suburbanites, she thought. The epitome of the American dream.
She and Alex were twins, Amy the elder by about eleven minutes. They looked very much alike. His body was well arranged, with broad shoulders and narrow hips – very nicely masculine – but his face bore a deceptively sweet cast, and there was a gentle, almost feminine expression in his eyes and mouth. Amy was five and a half feet tall, the kind of lean, limber, leggy girl with rounded high breasts and provocative ass who seemed to be everywhere in California but especially on the beaches. She met her brother halfway, for her girlish features were strong, but they pleased Amy when she looked into a mirror – and that was very often.
Amy and Alex were emotionally close, though they'd been much closer when they were younger, before the family moved here from Bakersfield. Well, Alex was smart. No denying it. He'd taken some tests, and the school had allowed him to skip ninth grade altogether would she have gone to the woods with David Freeman after the ninth-grade party if Alex had been there? Amy didn't think so, somehow, so that when school started again this fall, he'd be a senior and his twin sister only a junior. Maybe it was better, for the twinnish bond had been severed to some degree and Amy and Alex had been compelled to operate as individuals, making new friends, adjusting separately to their new home.
She wished they were still close, as close as they had been, so that she could talk to him, about Steve, about herself. Maybe he could give her a man's point of view on the subject. More likely he'd just laugh at her. He loved pretending that he was so much more mature than Amy, now that he was a grade ahead of her in school. He called her "Peanut" all the fucking time, and he acted as if he were her big, wise brother instead of her eleven-minutes-younger twin, and sometimes it bothered the hell out of Amy.
"Listen," he said, "I'm going up to take a shower. Been helping Jay with his bike, and I'm grease from head to foot."
It was true. His t-shirt, stretched tightly by the spread of broad shoulders and chest, was splattered with dark oily patches, and he was smeared in the face too, like an Indian painted up for a burning at the stake, but on Alex it seemed cute and very masculine. She saw no need to bolster his growing ego by telling him that.
Instead Amy nodded and watched as he went up the stairs. She'd have to take a bath soon too, for the musky smell of sex was strong in her nostrils. Bathe in the warm spray from the adjustable shower head, rubbing her body with aromatic soap; towel herself dry with the fuzziest, plushest towel in the house, then dab all over with sweet-scented baby powder. Mmmmm!! The very thought was bewitching! She flopped down on the sofa, stretching her legs out to the coffee table, and she leafed idly through a magazine, not even noticing what it was. In a moment she'd put it down and taken a look around.
Upstairs Alex was busy in the shower. She could hear the water running, hear him singing too, in a rich thought slightly out of tune voice.
Her eyes fell upon a small family portrait on the coffee table, and she picked it up. The photo was several years old, taken before she'd started developing a figure, and the Amy who smiled from the glossy surface was a skinny-legged, flat-chested little nerd with pigtails. Yuck!! she grimaced. Well, Alex looked pretty nerdy in that shot too. Some consolation! Mom and Dad, though – just gorgeous people! She looked at their faces in the photo, noting as always just how much they'd grown to resemble one another. Wasn't that the way with married couples, though! Live with someone long enough and you even start looking like them. God, there was nearly a family resemblance between Mom and Dad – by the time they were old, they'd look more like twins than Amy and Alex! She made a mental note to herself. When she married or moved in with some guy, he'd better be damned good-looking. Amy had no intention of getting symbiotic with anybody ugly.
She put down the picture with a sigh. For a moment she'd forgotten about Steve, but here it was – flared up against inside her head. And she had no more idea now what her decision would be than she had out in the canyon.
"It's a big step," she said in a half whisper. "I mean, it can only happen to you once. Cherries aren't for just throwing to the winds. I mean, they don't grow on trees!"
She touched herself, giggling at the simile, and her fingers came to rest upon bare thigh, just below the short hem of the tennis dress that hadn't seen the courts today. Her skin was smooth, very warm, and there was a nerve in her thigh which seemed to lead directly to the hair-fluffed between Amy's legs. If she touched that nerve…
Her eyes enlarged and she said "Whoooo!" in a squeaky, almost embarrassed tone. Same reaction every time. It was a perfect test of her reflexes, and a lot more fun than getting banged on the knee or elbow with a rubber hammer. For good measure she stroked her thigh again, shivering as the response bubbled through.
Alex was still singing, and the water still running. Did she dare? Here? On the fucking sofa? Oh, hell! Amy thought impulsively. She lifted the hem of her tennis skirt, eyeing the little white strip of pantycrotch that attempted to cover her twat. A few auburn pussy hairs were sticking out on each side of the strip, and the panties fit so tightly that her puff of beaver and even the crease of her slit itself were outlined in the fabric. She put her fist on that outlined indentation and rubbed vigorously two or three times, sighing with delight as the good vibrations clung and maintained.
"God, there must be something better than diddling," she whispered, "but I'm afraid!" And as if to underline the word itself, Amy began to pummel harder with her fist, grinding the tender swell of her pussy until she bit her lip in response and muttered a soft, hoarse "ohhhh!"
It wasn't an orgasm – not a real one, anyway – but it was a sign that a climax was at least within her reach. She cupped the pubic bulge, fingers digging at the skin through her panties wispy baffler, and she could feel the tight-lipped snatch open and close under her touch. Opening and closing like a pert pink mouth, drooling out a little froth of juice that dampened the panty fabric and her fingertips as well. Her nostrils filled with an Amy-fragrance, and she touched her cuntal crevice more passionately, her fingertip pushing wet panty-nylon into her puss-mouth.
Amy's lips curled upward into a little smile of pleasure, and the die was definitely cast. She couldn't stop now. She listened moment, assuring herself that Alex was still in the shower, and then she hurried to pull down the front of her panties, baring the tuft of auburn fuzz and its delicious hidden treasure. For a moment longer she feasted her eyes on her moist, juicy cunt.
It was a lovely one indeed. She found it aesthetically pleasing, with its thin coating of hair, its trim, tightly-sealed lips, the inner pink showing modestly when her fingers parted the slit. There were girls at school – she'd seen them in the shower rooms – whose inner labia stuck out grossly, as if someone had taken pliers and tried to pull their pussies inside out. Her own cunt was pink-sliced, the inner sleeve visible but demurely contained, and it had an almost classical simplicity and symmetry that convinced Amy Messenger her body had been a custom job by God.
"Pretty," she said, narcissistically but truthfully, and she put an index finger on each side of the little bumped-up ridge of her nil. Pressing the fingers together, she sighed at the pleasant responsive feeling, and she knew without looking or touching that her clitty was up nice and hard, ready for a quick jerkoff.
Oh, it was a little dangerous to be doing herself there, in the living room, with Alex just upstairs. Sure it was. But she was absolutely positive she couldn't wait to get up to her own room, so she'd just have to take the chance. It was always this way after a date! She only went so far with guys, and they reciprocated as best they could, but that best consisted usually of giving Amy a handjob similar to the ones she loved to give herself. A couple of guys had used their mouths on her, but never very well. She was pretty sure it was their technique, not her responses, because she could come to hell and back when she got her fingers into her crotch.
And she couldn't satisfy herself just eating peter.
Sure, she'd orgasmed the first few times a guy shot off in her mouth, but the novelty of that was long gone. Now, it seemed, the hotter the date and the hotter she gave him, the more eager Amy was to get into bed and finger herself to blinding relief.
Maybe she should fuck Steve. It was pretty damned pathetic for a girl her age and cute to be relying on her hands for sexual satisfaction. She could give that satisfaction to a guy, and in spades. Maybe – maybe – Amy shook her head, caressing her twat. She just wasn't sure.
"Steve's nice," she said aloud, "but he's nothing special. I mean, will I even be dating him this time next year? God, even in six months? Like, is he entitled…"
And then she stopped talking to herself, that busy finger prying open her right pussy and paying slow careful attention to the risen bud of her cunt. Her love button was hot and hard with anticipation, and she rewarded its patient waiting with a few swipes and passes that had her wanting to scream aloud within seconds. Sweat beaded on her forehead, and she was smiling broadly; her eyes half shut, as she made loving circles round and round her sex trigger.
Tiny tremors and shudders, like the preliminary warning of earthquake on the way, passed through Amy's body as she flogged her button, and her heels thumped on the coffeetable. Amy threw back her head and let her finger do some walking through the valley of her cunt, straight toward the hungry mouth of her pussy hole.
"Careful," she giggled. "You don't want to break anything fragile." And her fingertip pressed into the vaginal opening. In spite of her cherry she could stick herself very deeply with the slim digit, and she was prepared to do precisely that.
The finger wiggled around in the slick mouth, slippery from the goo it drooled, then pushed deeply but gently. She closed her eyes as the finger battled her cuntal tightness, and she wondered again if she could really endure taking a man's cock in her snug slot. Pricks were hard and long and very thick, like Steve's. Her finger was slim and slender and quite flexible. And sometimes it seemed so fucking enormous, when her climaxing vagina snapped shut and tried to entrap it forever. "Ohhhh," Amy shuddered deliciously, trying to imagine the feel of a dick piercing her.
But she was wet and receptive, and her pussy widened noticeably as the finger slipped deeper, and Amy reminded herself that a cunt was made to pop out full-sized babies; it could easily handle any sized cock. "Just a little bit of practice," she told herself soberly, "and they say that's the best part."
They say. Oh, why did it have to be "me" and "they"? What the hell was she saving herself for? A knight on a white home? This was [missing text] kid, and they were few and far between nowadays. All the other girls fucked around. They didn't have to worry about whether or not it was special. Why couldn't she? Amy moved her finger in her twat, wishing to hell it were the penis she denied herself, and her eyes misted over with tears of frustration. Be realistic, Amy, she counseled herself. You'll do it eventually. Why not now, when you're still young enough to appreciate it? Do you want to be twenty-one and still a virgin? Or even eighteen?
"Yes," she whispered. "Yes. I'm going to do it!"
"Do what?" asked a voice, and she looked up in horror. Sometime in the past minute or two, while she'd been busy fingering herself, Alex had apparently finished his shower and come downstairs. And he was eyeing her from the foot of the steps, while she sat with legs twitching, tits heaving beneath the white tennis top, and one hand clamped to her exposed cunt.
"Oh, Christ!" Amy wailed, hauling down the tail of her skirt in a vain effort to keep him from seeing what he'd already seen. Her right hand was still glued to her twat; trying as she might, she couldn't seem to pry it away. She was afraid that he'd… that he'd… that he'd what? She didn't know, but she couldn't let go of her pussy, either.
Alex was wearing a short, Oriental-style bathrobe, one she'd gotten him last Christmas. It swished silkily as he walked across the room and planted his bottom on the chair facing the sofa. Blushing furiously, Amy put her legs together so he couldn't peek up their long columns.
"Do what?" he repeated blandly.
"None of your Goddamned business!" she snapped, livid with embarrassment at being caught in such a ridiculous position.
"If you mean diddling yourself," he went on, "it looked like you were already doing it. Of course, that's nothing unusual. The wall between your room and mine is pretty thin, and sometimes I have trouble going to sleep for all the noise you're making next door. A kind of…" he made a gasping, racking sound "sorta like a train you know?"
"You bastard!"
"It's perfectly normal, Peanut," he replied. "Didn't Mom have a little talk with you? Growing girls have so much energy, and they can't get rid of it all, the normal way, so… anyway, don't let me interrupt you. Just go ahead and do your thing." He didn't even snicker, though Amy blushed scarlet. Alex picked up a magazine and began to shuffle through it.
Damn him! she thought angrily. Sometimes he could be such a pain in the fucking ass with his smug, know-it-all Mr. Big Shot routine. Like right now. Here she was, caught in the act of playing with herself, her face blood-red with shame, her hand still glued to her cunt, and Alex sat there, pretending that he wasn't sneaking peeks of relish at her discomfiture. How could he keep from laughing? Especially when he went through that number of inviting her to go ahead and finish up…
As if he really thought she would! As if he really, truly thought – Mmmm? What would he do, what would he say, what would he think if… Oh, have I got a surprise for you, hot stuff! Amy thought with an explosion of smugness. See how long you can keep on playing Joe Cool now! With a sniff of disdain she shrugged he shoulders, then pulled up her skirt again. Alex's eyes flashed at her, and she saw doubt in them – as if he weren't sure of what he was seeing.
And then she let go of her pussy, hand finally relaxed enough to break its hold, and she didn't have to look at him to know that Alex was staring directly at her bare snatch, auburn fuzz matted from her juice, squashed down by her palm. She didn't have to look because she heard him gasp – a gasp of honest, unfeigned surprise. "Uh," he said, "I think I'll go…"
"Stay where you are," Amy replied, eyeing her cunt. "You asked for it, so get your Goddamned eyes full."
Who's the big grown-up sophisticate now? she wondered, closing her eyes as she slid a slender finger up and down the wet, itchy slice of her puss. It felt good – it always did – but somehow the sensation was much more exciting and fulfilling now, when she knew that he was staring, when she could hear him breathing harder and harder, when she knew that her twin was watching Amy toy with the swollen puff of her twat. She used her fingers on her cunt and shivers of delight ran up and down her backbone.
And when she dared finally to slip the tip of one finger into the mouth of her pussy again, a triumphant feeling swept overpoweringly across Amy Messenger. Sometimes she diddled herself while sucking Steve – she'd done it this afternoon – but Steve was always so wrapped up in her sucking that he scarcely noticed what she might be doing for her own satisfaction. She'd never performed like this for an audience. And from the rapid, husky tone of his breathing, Alex was definitely an interested audience. She wanted to open her eyes, to look at his face as he watched her, but for the moment Amy was too enraptured by her own reactions. Kittenish purrs trilled from her fluttering lips and she could feel her nipples stiffening beneath the white tennis top. They were stiffer, perhaps, than they had ever been before in all her life. Amy's tits ached with a swollen yearning need, and she was compelled to remove one hand from her pussy and bring it to her boobs' relief. Cupping each mound in turn, she squeezed and fondled, hoping to soothe away the aching muscle knots, still working a long, slender middle finger in and out of her juicing snatch in slow, sensuous incursions. Her tits ached, but it was a different kind of aching – an erotic passionate throb that she didn't want to quell because it felt so God damned good!
"Ohh… y-y-yyeesssss!" she moaned, legs flexing and twisting atop the coffeetable. The heels of her tennis shoes thumped now and then, and she was vaguely aware that she was also kicking magazines onto the floor. Sweat bubbled through the pores of her skin and, underneath the damp, clinging tennis atop, her tits cooked in the heated perspiration of Amy's body. She squeezed at the thin cloth and the fruitlike treasures it concealed, sighing when her lingers brushed across the unmistakable punches of erect nipples. From her cleavage, from her armpits, above all from her vagina, the air was scented with the tangy, musky scent of her self induced arousal. It's crazy, she thought, doing this in front of Alex, but he dared me and I… I can't stop – not even if I fucking wanted to stop!
"God, God, God, God, God," she chanted, jabbing her finger up her pussy with little care for the sanctity of the hymen inside. She moaned as she felt her digit bruising and abusing the tender flesh of her cherry, but again the pain was a delicious sensation which only stirred Amy to be even more ruthless with herself. Little flows of girl-cum oozed from her twat as she finger fucked it, and her clitty was so tense and sensitive now that she couldn't endure the prospect of touching it directly. Her thumb contented itself with making swift, fleeting circles round the clitoral prepuce, and the jarring shocks which regularly vibrated across her love button made goose bumps on her golden bare arms and thighs.
"Amy, for God's sake, cut it out!" he whispered from across the room – a frail, fleeting whisper, but her senses were so heightened that it sounded as if he were shouting the words into her ear. She knew that the moment was almost upon her – she could feel it building in her heart, in the churning pit of her belly – and for some reason Amy couldn't quite fathom, she wanted Alex to see the rapturous convulsions which possessed his sister when orgasm enfolded her lithe young body.
And in another moment she was past caring, past knowing. All she could do was feel the climactic explosions which rippled through her frame, radiating from the molten core of her sex. She jammed her finger up her cunt as far as it would go, snaking it between the contracting muscle spasms, and her thumb pressed down upon her button as if it were a trigger. Her ass bounced up and down on the sofa cushions, her legs stiffened, relaxed, stiffened again, as numb wooziness spread from her hipbones to toes. Amy groaned once, she moaned a great many times, and tears of salty joy spilled down her cheeks. Beneath her thumb, Amy's clit ached with a raw, ripped-out intensity, but a cunt can only feel so much before response is inadequate to the situation, and in a few morn heartbeats her entire body was humming in peaceful relaxation. It was always this way after getting off, and she knew that she was damp and flushed and glowing too. Amy basked in that feeling for a while before opening one eye to check out Alex's reaction.
"Well?" she started to say, but one look at her brother and she was unable to say anything else.



CHAPTER FIVE


It was like staring at a stranger, with all the consequent surprise and embarrassment to both parties. Alex was scarlet, except for the whites of his bulging eyes, and his mouth gaped open, tongue tip slightly protruding. He gripped the arms of his chair with white-knuckled hands, and she could see how his fingers quivered and jerked as he tried to steady himself. His feet were on the floor, but not completely. They moved in little spastic tremors, as if he were taking baby steps and getting nowhere. If she hadn't known he was healthy as a home, she'd have sworn he was a probability for an imminent coronary.
"Oh, God, Alex, is something wrong with you?" she asked in true concern. Springing to her feet, brushing back disordered hair with one hand, Amy hurried to him. She dropped to the floor beside his chair, put her hands on his knees to help steady his trembling.
"Say something, for God's sake!" she implored, looking up at him.
He shook his head, eyes still enormous. Finally Alex exhaled, a long whoosh of breath, and some of the redness began to leave his features. "I didn't say 'Simon Says'," he said throatily, his voice strained.
Maybe it wasn't very funny. Amy laughed all the same, a silvery, high-pitched giggle that made her feel much better, and she drew back one fist to give him a gentle tap in the breadbasket. "Oh, Lord," she said, giggling again. "It looks like you have a problem, younger brother!"
She'd been so intent on his face and its unhealthy color and expression that she'd seen nothing else. But now, kneeling before him, eyes slightly downcast, there was no way Amy could have remained ignorant of the condition of Alex's body.
The lower portion of his silk robe was tented up, lifted very high by the unmistakable pole of an erection. She looked at his face again, her lips curled in unspoken question, and he was starting to blush again. Not in a long, long time had she been so immediately aware of how much she and Alex looked like one another. It was almost like staring into a mirror. The resemblance was uncanny and very disarming.
Alex started to speak but, before he could get a word out, Amy, driven by some impulse she could neither control nor quite comprehend, had opened her fist and, instead of punching him in the belly, she covered the bulge of his cock with the tips of her fingers.
"Hey, don't do that!" Alex yelped, smacking at her hand. But he jerked, and his penis swayed, and before Amy could stop herself or even analyze her action, she had grabbed a firm hold on the robe and its stiff throbbing contents. Her fingers lacked around him, squeezing, and he moaned her name.
There was another sound. Amy struggled to interpret it, and her eyes widened when she realized that she was speaking, that her soft coaxing voice murmured, "Let me, ex… let me touch it…"
But he's my brother! she thought, her hands burrowing into the robe, flinging it open. This isn't proper at all! And by then she'd seized the waistband of his tight, skimpy shorts – they were stretched nearly to bursting by the pecker they tried to contain – and she was pulling them down, catching her first sight of his dick, of its sudden spring into her field of vision. Amy caught the shorts beneath his nuts, and all thoughts of propriety and morality fled her young mind. She had eyes only for his penis, which jiggled like a hypnotist's charm before her gaze. It was a temptation for her eyes, her hands, and her trembling lips. "Oh, wow!" she blurted, grabbing its bare meaty shaft with both hands and moving in closer. "It looks like you've grown a little!"
There had, been a time, when they were very young adults, that Amy and Alex had done a little curious exploration upon one another. Oh, Christ, she thought, that was a thousand years ago! So many years, anyway. One had challenged the other – she couldn't recall which – dam were exchanged, and eventually she tugged down her panties and gave her brother a quick look at the tiny slice between her legs. And of course he'd been obliged to reply in kind, offering Amy a glimpse of his pecker. But it was all so innocent, and there'd never been a replay of it and besides, she knew that most young people performed similar experiments. Not just brothers and sisters – all college kids. Playing doctor, or post office, or mommy and daddy – whatever the game was called – allowed them to touch one another and satisfy their natural curiosities. It proved to them that boys and girls were indeed built from different blueprints.
But she knew that this wasn't the same thing at all. They weren't the same now. He was almost a full-grown man, and she very close to being a woman. If there'd been any doubt, she'd already shown him how big a girl she really was. God! How could she have even dreamed of putting on a performance like that one? And there was something decidedly non-innocent in the erection of Alex's cock, in its hot throbbing stiffness cradled between her damp palms, and Amy became suddenly and erotically aware that her relationship with her twin brother was about to change drastically, completely.
"It's beautiful," she said intensely, her eyes misting over. And it was. A long, slender rod, straight as a die, capped by a gland whose shape reminded her very much of the Indian arrowheads she and Alex used to find in the desert near Bakersfield, when the family lived there. Her brother's prick wasn't as thick as Steve's, but he was appreciably longer. She could hold Alex in both hands, one fist gripping him above the other, and still the knotty pointed tip and almost an inch of shaft protruded from her two-fisted clutch. Drool began to seep from her tightly closed lips and her mouth was flooding with saliva. Amy swallowed hard, her face moving almost imperceptibly closer and closer to Alex's dick. She couldn't stop herself. Not even when her fucked lips touched the end of his rod and he groaned and she felt his organ give a mighty convulsing shudder in her squeezing fists.
"Beautiful," she said again, her lips flicking soft kisses upon his dong, and she wondered if she could even dream of taking him orally without damning her soul and his, too.
"You can't do this, Amy," he said. "Please stop before something happens that will make both of us sorry."
What could that be? she wondered, drawing her head back. Her eyes flashed up to meet his, and her hands began to move idly on the talk of his cock.
"Kiss me, Alex," she commanded, her voice so insistent that it seemed to leave him no option of refusal. Slowly, as if he were in a trance, Alex leaned toward Amy. Still masturbating him, Amy lifted up, head tilting back, lips presenting themselves.
They came together, his mouth crushing hers in a kiss of fire and passion, her mouth opening to receive his tongue. Alex thrust an arm round Amy's back and pulled her even closer, as if he meant to swallow her entire face, and she gave two more tugs on his cock. It was a live, shuddering thing to her hands, and she could feel his frenetic pulse hammering through his erect pecker. Amy widened her mouth for him, her tongue sloshing spit across his, and before she could jerk him again, Alex's cock gushed cum and she was screaming her excitement, into his open mouth.
The thrill was nearly as shattering in its unexpected intensity and ferocity as Amy's self-induced orgasm had been a few minutes ago. Her body seemed to turn into jelly, right then, right there, and if Alex hadn't been clutching her about the back, she'd have melted on the spot. His cock kept convulsing in her fists, and she knew that both of them were being sprayed by his thick, spattering cum. The more she squeezed, the more jism he shot, and the more jism she felt emerge from his cumhole, the more frantically she squeezed. She could feel the stuff on her belly, soaked already through her thin white shirt, the cream coating warm and sticky on her skin.
And still she manipulated his slender, incredibly stiff prick, teasing from its arrowhead point gush after gush of brother-cum, until her hands were as sticky as if she'd soaked them in a tub of simmering glue. Could she, Amy wondered, ever dare to let go of the rod that had bathed her so excitingly?
But she had to breathe, and with his mouth tight upon hers she couldn't. Amy moved her face against Alex's, disengaging his tongue by degrees, pulling free when she was no longer impaled by it.
She nabbed her wet lips on the shoulder of her blouse, fingers still entrapping his cock in a fierce possessive clutch, and she purred in remembrance of his tongue, of the way it had acted in her mouth. How might a tongue like that feel in her pussy? No!! Wasn't it wrong to think of things, of sexual things, involving herself and… and… her…
But it was just as wrong to do what they'd already done, and she might as well be damned for a sheep. Licking her lips, Amy cocked her head to one side and grinned up at Alex. "You're something else," she said admiringly.
"And so are you," Alex agreed in a husky voice, strained, as if his throat were a little sore. He took her by the shoulders, his face dropping. "My God, what did we do?"
Regretfully Amy released his cock. It had begun to go soft, but she knew that a few careful passionate caresses would have him up big and hard in just a couple of minutes. She knelt in sadness, watching his prick deflate before her eyes, and she licked her lips once more as she studied the gobs of cum clinging to the silk of his robe. Her skirt and blouse bore the remnants of his orgasm, too – glistening bubbles of butter milky cum on the white of her clothing, seeping through to wet her tingling skin. She knew that she had transgressed a particular and very ancient rule of humanity, but she didn't feel like a transgressor. No regrets, no compunctions.
Far from it, indeed. As Alex stared up at her from the chair, he seemed no longer to be just her twin brother. Just? Yesterday just her twin brother had been plenty. And today? Alex was someone very different, even – yes – someone special. And though Amy had just met that different, special someone, she was fully aware that she would meet him again.
Stepping back, she laughed softly. It was a pleasant, husky laugh. "You know damned well what we just did," she told her brother. "And talk about kinky aftertastes! I… I think I'm going to go take a bath. I smell like a Chinese whorehouse, and you really blasted me with that stuff. God, when was the last time you got your rocks off, younger brother? Didn't Dad have a little talk with you about growing boys and their urges?"
She shrugged, as if it was of no importance, but she knew she was lying and she was damned sure he did too. Amy turned, her short skirt swishing about her thighs. "Maybe I'll go to bed early," she added. "This has been a freaky day."
She didn't need eyes in the back of her head to know that Alex was watching as she strutted up the staircase. Amy could feel his stare and she walked with her back straight, head high, ass twitching no more than usual.
What must he be thinking now? About her? About himself? How was he cataloging his experience in his mind? Did he have any frame of reference to compare it to? Amy couldn't even guess. An hour ago she'd have said, "Yes, I know Alex like a book. After all, we're twins, and we've always been very close." But now – now? Her hands shook so much she had a difficult time undoing the buttons of her tennis top, and she had to lean one hand against the shower door while she caught a much-needed breath. Amy Messenger saw no way of denying that she was more excited at this moment than at any time in the past eighteen years. She stripped, then hurried into the shower, turning the water to very hot. Her hands raced across her young body, smearing on a froth of sweet-smelling soap. She rinsed it away, then smeared on more. The water flowed in sheets across her flesh, adding to the excitement she felt already. And, though she heated to leave the steamy atmosphere of the shower stall, redolent with her soap and body oils, she stepped onto the rug, and dried herself with care.
Amy found the talcum and applied it to her scrubbed, shiny body until she smelled like a newborn baby. She looked at her face in the minor, saw that it was still flushed and glowing. Or is that me at all? she wondered. Gathering up her clothes, Amy hurried to her room, closing the door behind her with a firm slam.
She saw the flash of her bare body in the vanity mirror, and she preened, turning round and round. Assuring herself that the curves of legs and ass and tits were spectacularly beautiful, that she was a lovely, attractive woman, that any man in his right mind would jump at the chance to hold her hand, let alone – perfume! She eyed, her selection, choosing Midnight Desire. Alex had given it to her a couple of Christmases ago, and she only wore it on special occasions because it was very expensive. Also, very erotic. Or so she'd always thought. Amy tipped the bottle in her hand and dabbed scent onto her red nipples, into her smooth-shaven armpits, into the nape of her neck, behind her ears, and lastly, ran a trail of perfume from the depressed circle of her navel downward, into her beaver, straight to the lips of her pussy itself.
"Ooohhh," she said, lifting onto tiptoes as her fingers twined amid her pubic, curls, depositing a medium-sized drop of Midnight Desire on the very lips of her cunt. It tickled. She wet her fingertip again and smoothed a little more perfume onto the slash of her sex, mingling the aromatic oil with her own fragrant juices. She put down the bottle then, smiling in appreciation. Her body smelled of perfume and feminine arousal. Was there anything else to do?
Only crawling beneath her bed sheet. Only waiting.



CHAPTER SIX


She'd been in her bed perhaps five minutes, heart thumping madly behind the apple of her left tit, when Amy heard the knock at her door. "C-c-come in," she said, and the door opened slowly. It was Alex, and he was still wearing his silk robe with drying cum splotches noticeable here and there.
"I-I – uh," he began. Amy waved him closer.
"Come closer," she told him. "I can hardly hear you."
He closed the door carefully behind him and approached her bed with uncertain steps. Amy's heart was still beating rapidly and there was a smashing in her ears, as if a mighty wind was blowing all around her head.
"I just wanted to tell you…"
She threw aside the sheet. Her naked golden body was displayed before him, lying upon bedclothes of soft baby pink, and her auburn hair fanned out on each side of her head. There was a tightness in Amy's chest and she didn't have to look to know that her nipples were stiff and fucked, surrounded by little goose pimples. Her armpits seemed moist, in spite of the deodorant and baby powder she'd used on herself. "It's funny," she said in a faraway voice. "When I came home today I had a problem that seemed unsolvable. But now I don't think it's any problem at all."
"What are you talking about?" His eyes ranged up and down her.
"Sit," Amy invited, making room on the side of the bed. He settled tensely, nervously, as if he were about to park his ass on a stack of egg cartons. Amy took his hand. "It's Steve," she said. "He wants me to do it with him. You know? Ball him? And… well, sure, I think I'm ready to do it, but I wasn't sure that I ought to do it with him. I'm still a virgin, Alex, and I didn't want to throw that away just because he gets some horny urges. I wanted it to be special – to mean something. Does that sound silly and romantic?"
He started to nod, then shook his head no. Amy smiled and went on. "But downstairs a little while ago, after you tried to make a fool out of me and got fooled yourself, darling Alex, I realized what it was that I needed. I realized what would make it special for me." She sat up, rubbing his arm with her hard, ripe tits. Her lips sought his cheek. "Kiss me again."
He had little choice. Amy was already covering his mouth with her own. His lips were damp and warm, and her tongue stabbed between them, into Alex's mouth. Amy's eyes were open, and she saw his widen in surprise, then go shut as he began to suck her tongue with a surprisingly deft touch. Amy pushed against his lips and she put her arms around him. He turned his upper body and silk rubbed her nipples. The caress had an almost electric sense of urgency and she held him tighter. Slowly his arms came up to surround Amy, the one encompassing her at the shoulders, the other lower, fingers dropped down to rest lightly on the swell of her ass.
She worked her thigh over his leg and into his crotch so that she could touch his cock once again, and Amy wasn't disappointed. She knew as soon as her leg brushed him that he'd taken off his shorts, for the staff of his prick was loose inside the robe. Whether it was the thought of kissing her or the insistent back-and-forth motion of her leg, Alex's cock lifted almost at once, hardening, rising, the lower part of his robe tenting out again. Amy removed her lips with a smack and she allowed one hand to fall into his lap.
"Amy, this is crazy," he protested feebly. "You don't know what you're doing… what you're asking me to do…"
"Of course I know. I'm asking you to fuck me, and I'm getting you all ready to do it! God, are you, ready! Do you always get so hard, Alex darling?"
He struggled a moment more, and then Amy stared into his eyes; they weakened, surrendered. Alex put one hand on each of her bare breasts and he squeezed them, her nipples hot and stiff in his palms. Amy purred, her tits vibrating as he fondled them, and she knew that he was lost.
Oh, God, now that it was happening, it seemed so obvious, so inevitable! As if her whole life had had no other purpose than to bring her to this very moment – in bed with her twin, ready to lose her virginity with him. She covered his hand-squeezing hands with her own, and she helped him knead the tender mounds, sighing when the delicious agony was too much to bear in silence. "Oh-oh-oh," she moaned, her face scarcely an inch from his. Amy could smell her own sexy musk, mingled with Midnight Desire.
"Have you ever done it with a girl?" she asked breathlessly, grinding his fists down on her boobs so roughly that tears sprang into her doe eyes. He dated a good bit, though currently he was a little more into motorcycles; he had no steady girl, however, and she wondered if he might be as innocent as she was. And would that be good or bad?
"A few times," he confessed, leaning in close to nibble her jaw. She felt his softly gnawing teeth and she made a choked sound of acceptance. Her cunt was so wet she had a moment's fear that she'd pissed herself in excitement. But it wasn't urine. Definitely not. The smell of her pussy juices, flowing with unprecedented abundance, was so strong her head swam.
"Good," she whispered, "because you can show me how to do it right. Won't you do that for me, Alex?"
He pried one hand from her tit and let his fingers wander down her belly, into the silken hairs of her pubes. One finger traced the line of her gash, strumming up and down the female ravine, and she was humping herself at him. Trying to shove that finger into the jackpot of her pussy, to suck him home with the cleverly twitching cuntal muscles that were already beginning to snap and bite.
"God, yes," he told her excitedly, "God, yes!"
How, Amy wondered as he laid her down, could she ever have considered allowing anyone else to take her virginity? His hands were so firm, yet gentle too, as they fondled every curve and contour of her body. She could look into his eyes and see a love, a concern – for her as a person, as his sister, not just as a piece of ass – that caused her heart to swell and pound like crazy.
When she was stretched out, tits heaving with desire, legs twitching in frantic anticipation, Alex got up and stood by the bed. Amy brushed her hair out of her face as he untied his robe and flung it aside, his cock wobbling majestically. God, he had a beautiful body! Wide shoulders tapering to narrow waist and hips, long strong legs, and between those legs a cock risen up big and hard, risen up for her. "Oh, Alex," she said, as he dropped the silk robe to the floor. "You're too much!"
He joined her on the bed. "You're not exactly the Wicked Witch of the West yourself, Peanut." Somehow it seemed weird that he should be calling her by that silly nickname at this moment, but it was right, too, decided Amy. "Peanut" was their link with the past, with what they'd been to each other as brother and sister. And shortly, she knew, they'd mean something else to each other – something she hoped neither of them would ever regret.
"What do you like best about me?" she asked coyly, fondling his head. She didn't care for guys who wore their hair really long, like down to the shoulders, and she was glad Alex kept his trimmed neatly.
"I like this," he said, kissing her mouth for what seemed an eternity. "And this is cute too," his lips moving to her chin. "And here." Down the neck. "These are dynamite, Peanut," he added, his tongue making circles around her pert nipples. "But what's the far-out taste? Reminds me of jasmine."
"You ought to know," Amy giggled. "You bought it for me one Christmas. Midnight Desire?"
"It isn't midnight yet."
"Does that matter?"
Alex grinned, leaning up to kiss her mouth again. Then, cupping her breasts from beneath, he gave each pap a prolonged sucking that left Amy weak in delirious approval. "Oooohhh, suck them! Suck them! Suck my titties, please!" she squealed, clawing his shoulders.
He did, but he couldn't give them all his attention. Long before Amy was ready for him to stop Alex was using one hand in her crotch and his lips bade farewell to Amy's teats. Down her ribcage they stole, with licks and kisses, onto her smooth olden tummy. His tongue circled inside her navel, lapping the droplets of Midnight Desire she'd anointed herself with there – God, she thought, I knew he was coming! Even then, I knew! Once it started, downstairs, there was no turning back. It had to come to this. And she was so damned glad it had!
"Will you eat my pussy too, Alex?" she asked excitedly as his tongue played in the curls of her beaver. He didn't bother answering, for his fingers had pried open her tight gash and he was already moving his face down, his tongue making a circuit of her pubic bulge. It was like being tickled with a feather, Amy decided. She didn't know whether to laugh or cry or scream or… or what!
"Careful!" she giggled. "I'm still under warranty!"
His fingers were rough in their usage of her cunt, but the warning cry reminded him, and his frenzied prying switched almost immediately to a friendly kind of persuasion. Amy sighed in delight, spreading her legs a little wider to give him workspace. She remembered how his tongue had snaked around in her mouth, and she hoped that Alex could show her pussy what snaking was all about.
"My God!" she screamed suddenly, just as his tongue located her clitoris. He licked her bud, he kissed it, and then he took it between his lips and sucked it, the way she would suckle a cock – the way she would, by God, suck his cock as soon as she could get it within gunshot of her mouth!!
"Ahhhh," she moaned over and over, her cries using and dropping in pitch with the beating of her heart and the throbbing of her cunt. "AaaaahhhhaaaahhhhAAAAHHHHH!" and her love button was in his mouth and she had her pussy smashed against his face and she hoped to God that he liked the taste of cunt juice because he was sure getting a mouthful of it right now. She could feel his face squishing in her wet twat and she couldn't stop gushing her female jism because it felt so Goddamned good and her pussy was out of control. Totally out of fucking control, oh God why didn't he fuck her why did he keep her hanging on like this she was coming. She was ready, she was as ready as she'd ever be more ready maybe. Oh yeah it was gonna be okay she knew it would be beautiful for her she knew she was right to have waited this long. Steve could never give her what Alex was going to give her, he was her brother they'd shared a womb together who else had as much right to give it to her the very first time. Flesh of one flesh blood of one blood like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle almost like fucking her own mirror age… "Oh God damn it!" she screamed. "Why are you making me wait? I'm coming! Can't you feel it? Can't you taste it? Alex, for God's sake screw me!"
And still he lapped and suckled and kissed and tongued, his tongue flitting in and out of her pussy, her clit popping into his mouth, his chin rubbing the swollen raw lips of her twat. She wondered if fucking could even hold a candle to the emotions that were flooding her body right now, as her brother ate her to the most glorious come of her entire life.
She sprawled a leg around his neck, at the same time thrusting her juicing twat up into his face, and she hoped he could hold his breath well because otherwise she was going to drown him in her succulent snatch.
"Oh, come on and fuck me!" she squealed. "I've never be any readier than I am right now!!"
His lips were ringed with a wet mustache of cunt juice when Alex finally raised his face from her, and she watched giggling as he cleaned his lips with a slick tongue. Amy sighed and moaned, her tits heaving as her body convulsed in ecstasy, and she reached for him with both hands, inviting him to mount her, to take her.
Instead he bruised her mouth with still another kiss, and she could taste her pussy on his lips. Her tongue stabbed into his mouth, sopping up the erotic fragrance, and the Messenger twins rolled and twisted together on the bed, hands roving and exploring one another's sweat-soaked frames, his cock bumping her in the tummy every now and then.
Amy worked a hand between their bodies and she seized his cock, wrenching it so fiercely he cried out in pain, but still she handled him, knowing that even if she broke him off at the fucking root, she'd have that tool in her soon, come hell or high water.
He spread her legs and he roared up between them on his knees, ass propped on his heels. His cock stuck up like a flagpole and Amy couldn't keep her hands off it, even while he was arranging her for the most comfortable penetration. How could he ever bend that stiff cock down far enough to get it into her pussy? she wondered, her hands full of his slender spear.
He raised her ass from the bed, stuffing both her pillows underneath, lifting her for a clean, convenient entry. She wiggled round till she was comfy, and her pussy gaped open. Alex touched the pink gash, working his fingers in and out the mouth of her fuck hole, and then he steered his rampant cock downward, straight for Amy's vagina. She saw it bending in her direction – despite her fears, he seemed to have no problem aiming for her cunt – and she made her hips jerk an invitation. "Oh, don't waste time!! I want to be fucked right now!! Can't you see I'm dying for it?"
"You're not the only one, Peanut," he grinned, touching her at last with the arrowhead point of his dong.
Amy squealed at the contact. Dry-humping had been her only penile-vaginal experience up to now, and this was nothing at all like dry-humping. There was something incredibly virile about the bulging knob of his dick kissing and stroking the wet mouth of Amy's itching cunt, and she wished it were over and done with, that he was buried in her to the hilt and humping for all he was worth. The buildup was Goddamn killing her!
"It's gonna hun," Alex warned. "If you've still got your cherry, there'll be some pain and maybe some blood tool God, Amy, are you sure you want to do it?"
"Damn it, fuck me!!" Amy was almost beside herself with desire now. Mary Beth and Connie might disagree on the moral situations in which fucking should take place, but one thing they agreed on – the act itself was incredible, dynamite, fantastic. And now, closer to getting it than she'd ever been before, Amy knew that they were right. "To hell with the pain and the blood!"
Her ass bucked and wiggled again, pussy slit rubbing up and down on the pressing tip of his cock the way a hungry cat weaves around the legs of its human. She pleaded with her hands, her eyes, and her lips. "Now, Alex, now!!"
"If it's what you want, Peanut."
"Yes, Goddamn it, yesssss!!"
He took his cock in hand once more and caressed her twat with its purple arrowhead knob, until he was liberally coated in the sticky juices that flowed from Amy's hole. His touch was ticklish and she couldn't keep from giggling. She felt alternate chills and hot flashes, as if she were being rubbed on the spine first with an ice cube, then with a smoldering cigarette. She couldn't lie still. Her ass was afire, her heels itching. She wiggled her bottom on the pillow in a vain effort to quench some of that fire, and she pushed herself a little closer to her brother's prong.
"Hang onto your hat, Amy," he warned. "You've got the sweetest, cutest cunt I've ever seen, and once I get in you, I don't know if I'll ever want to come out."
"Promises, promises!" she jeered.
He steadied his dick with one hand, using the fingers of his other hand to split her tight, wet, clinging pussy lips. Wet as they were, sticky as the juice had made them, they still spread for him, though it took effort and Amy chewed her lip, enduring the necessary roughness it took to open her up.
"Ohhhh… now!" she squealed as the tip of his dong made a partial penetration. The point of Alex's arrowhead was just caught in the tight, sucking mouth of her pussy, and Amy felt so widely split she wondered if her eyes wouldn't pop out of her head. "Ohhhh!!" she moaned, not at all certain if she could stand to take any more of him. Her pussy was naturally snug and virginally tight, and even the very tip of Alex's penis felt as big as a fence post.
"Do you want me to stop?"
"You do and I'll claw your fucking eyes out!"
"Okay, Peanut, here goes."
He pushed gently, wedging a little more of his cockhead in her. Amy screamed and grabbed at her tits, which felt as if they were swelling, swelling, ready to bunt like over inflated balloons.
But somehow her hands seemed to quench some of her cuntal discomfort, and as she stroked and petted herself, reassurance returned to her mind and body. "Go ahead," she told him. "I think I'm ready for more."
He gave her a little more, and she wanted to scream again, but her senses – what was left of them – told her that Alex might easily mistake a scream of pained acceptance for a scream of pained refusal. Amy bit her lip and stifled the impulse. She'd already gone too far to turn back – as if she even wanted to turn back. She would be fucked, and it would be something memorable, special, a fitting way to surrender her virginity.
"More," she gasped. "Give me more!"
A little more, and she was certain that he'd torn her pussy to hell and gone. And Alex wasn't as thick-tooled as Steve, either. God almighty – how would Steve feel, fucking her like this? She was glad she'd turned him down, glad she'd waited. Alex would never hurt her, never abuse her. He'd fuck her with a brother's love.
"Aaaggghhh!!" Amy screamed, unable to contain the need to cry aloud. Alex was head-deep in her, and she felt his rod bumping the fragile membrane of her cherry. Fragile? God, could he bust her, even with his hard strong dick? The very presence of him there, tap-tap-tapping her hymen, was enough to send her out of her skull with fright and dread, and she could feel her maidenhead hardening as if in protest of his attack.
He started to withdraw, and Amy screamed again, as loud as before. What's wrong with me? she asked herself. It hurts – Jesus Christ, it hurts! But I don't want him to pull it out of me. I don't want him to stop! "Don't," she commanded. "You said it was supposed to hurt a little."
"Oh, Peanut, I don't want it to hurt at all. Not for you."
"Screw me," she whispered. "Take the cunt and let the moral go. Okay?" Her eyes were throbbing, and there was a gut-wrenching tightness in her belly, but she feared that this moment, once lost, might never be regained. She couldn't bear that prospect.
"Go ahead, Alex… we're alone in the house. There's no one to hear me scream except you. Oh, Alex, fuck me. Please!! FUUUUCCCKKK MEEEE!!!" This time her scream was even louder, more piercing, and she writhed in a frenzy, trying to draw him further up her cunt by the power of her muscles.
"I love you, Peanut," he told her. "Remember. You're my little sister and I love the hell out of you. Even when it hurts, I still love you."
"I'm eleven minutes older than you are," she reminded him, "and why don't you get cracking? Or busting, or popping, or whatever the hell guys like to call it? Come on, Alex I want to become a woman, and you're making me wait??"
"If it's what you want," he said, pushing. Amy jerked but she wouldn't allow herself to scream again. Not the way she'd done before. There was too much at stake. She moaned, but it was a soft, muted moan, and her hands squeezed again at the rounded curves of her tits, and she let her bottom dance around the pecker that already had her partially impaled. "Give it to me," she whispered silkily. "Peanut needs some fucking."



CHAPTER SEVEN


He pushed into her again, this time with some muscle behind his dick, an Amy braced herself Alex took her hands in his, and he squeezed them, and then he pushed still harder at the grudging barrier of her cherry.
Amy closed her eyes – she closed off her throat too, unwilling to cry out again – and she lunged at dm with her hips and belly, her hands clasped warmly in her brother's. She felt a flash of pain, very sharp while it lasted, so sharp she wanted desperately to give voice to her emotions – but the flash was nothing more than a swift flash, and it was gone almost before she could fully absorb its intensity. Alex thrust past her torn hymen and his cock rammed into the wet, greasy depths of her pussy, and she raised one leg, locking it around him, pulling him into her.
"Oh, my God," she wailed, "you're fucking fine!!"
And he was! His cock slammed into her, pulled out, thrust home again while he worked his hips in a swivel action. Amy's pussy swallowed his rod with greedy gulps and ripples, and it was incredible how he fit inside her! Amy's twat was a snug sleeve, just the right size for his long slender dick, which fit her like hand in glove. She felt herself turn to jelly around his dong, her pussy reshaping itself so that his organ and hers were one, and the sensation of her distended tightness melting and transforming around him made Amy sob aloud with joy.
He thrust, his groin touching her beaver puff, his cock fully immersed in her seething sex, and she felt his balls jiggle in the cleft of her ass. Her heart swelled with love and her eyes filmed over with a steamy mist. She saw him above her, but he was only a vague shape, a myopic presence. Amy blinked in a vain attempt to clear her vision. It didn't work. Instead, she clasped his hands, tugging, whimpering, crying to him, "Oh, don't stop… don't stop!"
"I can't stop," Alex groaned in reply, withdrawing most of his cock and shafting it up her once again. Amy twisted her loins as her brother's tool slid home, and she rocked with the force of his thrust. By now her tight cunt was very nicely adjusted to his presence within her petals, and there was a wonderful feeling of friction as he moved in and out her clinging wet labia. "God," he sighed, "are you sure you've never done this before?" If he'd looked, he'd have seen that his cock was smeared here and there with the dark-red blood of her busted cherry.
"Tell me I'm good," she asked him. "Tell me I'm dynamite."
"You're better than good," Alex gasped, fucking for all he was worth. His hands shook as they clutched hers, and Amy's fingers were held in so tight a grip that numbness was beginning to set in. But if her fingers were numb, her cunt damned sure wasn't! She could feel every fantastic inch of him, sliding in, dragging out, and sliding in again. The tempo of his fucking was frantic and demon driven, and Amy's pussy lips twitched and spread and contracted again as he alternately thrust and retreated. She bucked and galloped, writhing round him with her sleek, sweat-dripping legs, her pussy hungry to swallow more and more of his cock.
It was a hell of a time for the phone to ring.
Alex stopped dead-still, his cock half withdrawn as he drew back for another shot at his sister's freshly busted pussy, and Amy yelled in frustration. Why had she ever cajoled her parents into getting a phone for her bedroom? Couldn't she have known that someday she'd be fucking here on her own bed, her legs wrapped around a sinuous, sensuous partner, her pussy full of incredible pecker power – and that the Goddamned telephone would choose precisely that moment to jingle-jangle? "Oh, go to hell!" she screamed at the phone, which sounded as loud as Big Ben; then, to Alex, "Screw the telephone!! No, damn it, screw me! Screw me!! Oh, fuck, damn it, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuccckkk meeee!"
That seemed to give him the message, and unmistakably. After a second's hesitation, Alex angled back with his dong, then gave it to her much harder than he'd been banging, and Amy felt the tip of him ram all the way to the mouth of her womb. "Aaaiiieee!!" she whooped, longing to open herself fully, so fully his dick could snake the way into her guts if that was where he wanted to shove it. God knew, she wanted it! His tip screwed at the entrance of her uterus, pushing, pushing, pushing, and she groaned, helpless with her lust, unable to take him a centimeter deeper, unwilling to let him pull back either.
He poked a moment or two more, then withdrew and shoved it to her again, just as hard, just as deep, and with precisely the same soul-shattering response from his sister.
She couldn't restrain herself. She had to come now, while it was so beautiful and sexy and he was deep in her and she was hot buttery flesh sucking on him, and she wondered if it could ever be like this again for her? "C-c-c-commmmiinnggg!!" she gurgled, her pussy gone seismic around him, her legs wrapping him in lithe, taut coils, and she rammed her pussy to meet Alex's in rushing cock.
"Ohhhh, yeaahhh!" he hollered, a deep groan, and he was plunging forward, his body dropping onto hers, atop hers, and he kept whispering "Oh wow, Peanut," again and again, the words sandwiched among the kisses with which he bathed her face and lips.
And his cock continued to jab in and out, but the strokes were shorter now, short and desperate, and his belly slammed against Amy's churning twat at intervals which grew progressively closer, until he gave a sudden cry and thrust his rod so deeply it felt as if the tip had gone clean through and entered her throat from underneath. She screamed for the loving clean lust of it all, screamed when his cock began to swell in her contracting vagina, screamed as she felt the first shattering explosion of his cum deep in her body, and she clasped him round and round with her legs and arms. Amy strained against Alex, and she felt him squirting again and again, and then she was totally beyond feeling.
When Amy opened her eyes again and filled her exhausted lungs with air, Alex was beside her, one knee up. He had a hand at rest on her tummy, and his face was very close to hers. Amy's eyes glistened like enormous brown jewels, polished and oiled, and she wanted to speak to him, to tell him how much this had meant, if only she could find the words for it – and the phone rang again.
"You'd better answer it," he suggested. "It might be Mom and Dad calling from Las Vegas."
She nodded. She slid away from him and answered the phone on its third ring.
"Oh," she said, a little disappointed that it was only Steve Carver. "Hi." She settled, drawing up her legs, phone cradled between ear and shoulder, and she held, a hand to Alex. He caught it and crawled closer. Maybe he'd get horny again and ball her while she chatted with Steve on the phone. Wouldn't that be a goof on Steve?
"I called a little while ago, but nobody answered," her boyfriend said, pausing as if he were expecting some explanation.
"Oh. I was busy." Her voice was sluggish and distant. "What did you want?"
"Are you mad at me?" Steve wondered. "You sound like you don't care if I call you at all."
"I'm just knocked out," Amy explained, and that was true. She squeezed Alex's hand and she stared at his face and she wished that he were fucking her right now. Her mouth dripped a little excess satin and she had to swallow hard.
"Look," Steve went on, "I can only talk a minute. Just wanted to tell you that I don't know if I can make our date tomorrow. At least, not by myself."
Date? She'd forgotten about – oh, yeah! They weren't supposed to… what were they supposed to do? Alex had balled the memory right out of her head. "That's too bad," Amy said, hoping she sounded somewhat concerned.
"Yeah, when I got home after dropping you off, we had company. My aunt and uncle and cousin. They're staying the weekend, and I'm supposed to entertain Roberta because she doesn't know anybody here. Christ, she's eighteen, gonna be nineteen! But Mom says I have to be the good old babysitter and constant companion, for shit's sake! So we'll have to drag her along when we go swimming that is, if you want, to bother, with Roberta around. I mean, it really cuts into – hey! I think I have an idea!"
Amy stifled, a yawn. She didn't really care. "Hmmm?"
"Yeah," he gloated. "We can have our cake and eat it too, if you follow. Is Alex doing anything tomorrow?"
"Alex?"
"Yeah, your brother. Remember him? Hey, baby cakes, I'm not the only guy around." If only, thought Amy, if only you knew! "Well, if he's not doing anything, why don't we fix him up with Roberta? Jesus, I'll lend him a few bucks if he needs some bread. He can take her to the movies or out for a pizza or whatever, and you and I can have some time by ourselves. I miss you, Amy. How long has it been since I kissed you goodnight?" A million years, she thought. Or at least it seemed that long. Steve was part of a time past that she found it steadily more difficult to remember. "Huh? Can you ask him?"
"He wouldn't be interested."
"Sure he would! Roberta's no dog! She's blonde and stacked like crazy, and even if she is my cousin, she's not bad." His voice dropped to a leering whisper. "I don't think she puts out, not all the way at least, but she ought to give him something."
Son of a bitch! thought Amy. What do you say about me? That I don't put out all the way either, but I give you something? "No," she said firmly, "Alex wouldn't dig that."
"Dig what?" her brother asked, pulling Amy's hand to get her attention.
She covered the mouthpiece with her palm. "He wants to fix you up with his cousin for tomorrow so he can keep a date with me. Have you ever heard of anything so gross?"
"Is she good-looking?" Amy frowned. "Tell him yes," Alex went on.
Amy couldn't believe her ears. "Yes?" she asked, flushing vivid scarlet. "Huh? Oh, Alex just came in. He said…" She raised her eyebrows, gesturing a repeat of the question, and Alex nodded once more. "He said yes, if she's good-looking."
"Hot damn!" Steve exulted. "You tell Alex he won't be sorry. Roberta looks like the kind of chick who may never be famous but will certainly go down, if you get the drift. But I don't figure you'd tell your brother that, would you, baby? Okay, then – hey, I gotta run. Catch you on the sunny side, light? After lunch?" He blew a kiss into the receiver and hung up.
"What the fuck are you trying to prove?" she asked her twin angrily. "A blind date with Steve's cousin?"
"You never know," Alex replied.
"I bet she's ugly," Amy went on. "I'll bet she's ugly and a pig, and…" She was stung to the quick. Good God, was she… was she jealous? She thought of Steve's nasty insinuations about Roberta, and she tried to imagine Alex even thinking about doing sexy stuff with the girl, and – oh, dear God, it hurt! But why? Why should she feel that way? "I don't like it," she said. "And I don't think you ought to do it."
Amy took a deep breath, her small perfect breasts rising so that the nipples seemed to stare at him like a second pair of eyes. She said, "I don't want you to fuck anyone. Anyone else, I mean." Anyone but Alex started, as if she'd just hit him in the face. "What the hell?"
"I mean it," Amy went on. "When you were in me, when your cock was in my cunt. I knew – somehow – that it had been meant to happen exactly that way. From the very beginning of time. As if the whole course of human history had been planned with that precise moment in store. It was… I was… oh, I can't even find the words to describe it, Alex darling! Didn't you feel that way too?"
"Look, Peanut," he said, trying to be a brother again. Didn't he know that was impossible? That they could never be simply brother and sister again? "It was great for me, too. And maybe – just maybe – I don't wish it had never happened. Something just got out of hand and neither of us could get it under control. But you're talking crazy now, Peanut – as if you want to make a regular thing of this – and I've got news for you! For one thing, kid, this is called incest, and it's a big no-no. Oh, be realistic, Peanut… we played around and we got carried away. I'm sorry, and you'll be sorry once you've cooled down a little."
"You said you loved me," Amy murmured. "And you fucked me as if you loved me."
"I do love you, Peanut. You're my little sister. And it's too late to undo it, so we might as well chalk the whole thing up to experience. So…" he patted her knee tenderly, "it's getting late and you oughta be going to bed. With Mom and Dad away, I have to keep an eye on things, and you'd better do what I tell you, or you're liable to get your butt spanked when the old folks return."
"You don't understand!" Amy told him. "You don't understand at all!" She picked up the pillow which had supported her perky little ass during that screwing. It was smeared with the cum and bloodstains their fucking had produced. "Look at this," Amy said, indicating a pinkish smear of jism. "This is what's real, you and me! Together!"
"Simmer down, Peanut," he said, rising from the bed. "You have a date with Steve tomorrow. And you told me yourself that he's been after you to make it with him. So why not give him a try? You don't have anything to lose now. Oh, look, Amy, you don't really feel anything for me, not the way you think. All girls are that way the first time. They want to make sure they did the right thing by giving in, and the best way to be sure is to convince themselves they're in love with the guy who did it. Anyway – I'm your brother. You can't be in love with me, dummy! So forget it. I gave you what you were asking for. Maybe I shouldn't have, but we just couldn't put on the brakes once it got rolling. Best thing now is to forget it and get a grip on life. See you in the morning."
And with that he was sore, leaving behind a sister who at least restrained her tears until the door was shut behind her first love.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Roberta bounced at the end of the diving board. Testing its spring, perhaps, or surveying the people in the water or at poolside while she selected the proper angle for her swanlike plunge. Amy Messenger was damned sure the cow was only bobbing up and down so her tits would jiggle and everyone would notice how stacked and sexy she was. The Goddamned slut! There was no other word for the bitch.
With a squeal of glee and warning, Roberta arced up into the air, then into the water sharp and clean as a knife blade. There was a splash as she went under, and she came up – beaching like a whale! reflected Amy – shaking water from he blonde hair. Roberta then got out of the pool, wet from head to toe, bathing suit glued to her body like a coating of thinned-out pink paint.
She stood on the edge of the pool, not two feet from Amy, and the water dripped from her body. Stacked wasn't quite the word for Roberta. She was about five-nine and Amy guessed that the measurements would approximate. Tits like melons, and so inadequately concealed by her pink bikini halter that every male eye within a mile was glazed with lust. And right now the wet bikini top clung like skin, so tight-stretched, thanks to that little splash in the pool, that Roberta's tits strained and thrust at the skimpy material, nipples standing out vividly. The bikini pants were just as pink, just as wet, just as tight-fitting, and Amy couldn't quite understand how Roberta managed to keep them on. They'd already managed to slip halfway down Roberta's ass, so that the big girl's ass was tantalizingly revealed to anyone standing behind her. And she made a point of turning round needlessly half a dozen times, so that eventually everyone within range of binoculars had at least one clear shot of her ass. What a slut! thought Amy, crumpling her paper cup and tossing it into a waste can.
Alex came up behind the big blonde, and he put his hands on her waist. She raised her eyebrows in a cutesy, sexy manner, saying "Oooohhh, who's touching my body?" and she wiggled her ass toward him, giggling. Amy wanted to barf.
She'd disliked Roberta from their fist meeting almost an hour ago. Especially when Alex warmed to the bitch and they settled into the back seat of Steve's car and laughed and chatted like old buddies all the way to the club. Up front with Steve, Amy was silent and morose, knitting her fingers and rarely speaking.
Oh, sure there were extenuating circumstances. Maybe. Roberta was really built for eighteen. Could you blame Alex for getting slobbery over that body? Men were conditioned to turn on when they saw a shape like Roberta's; it was part of some supernatural design. But couldn't he also see what Amy had no trouble detecting? That Roberta was a cheap slut or twit who'd be no more desirable than a dried-up cow flop if you took away her big tits and round ass?
There were dark roots in that head of teased blonde hair, pointing to a drugstore origin. Her teeth were capped. Amy tried to conjure up a vision of Roberta's pre-dentist snaggle-toothed smile, and it pleased her. Yeah! she thought. And God didn't make noses as cute, and button like and turned-up as hers, either. Some plastic surgeon had probably created Roberta's nose from a Durante style original. It was all a fake. The tits didn't look like a silicone job, but Amy wasn't ready to bet on it yet. No, she thought. Roberta is just like a robot. Or was the proper term android? She could never remember. Whichever, she wasn't real and natural.
And it was disgusting to have to watch her brother make a fool of himself over the cunt. She didn't want to see that male weakness in Alex. She didn't want him to be there, cuddling Roberta against him, tickling her ribs so she'd giggle in a high-pitched voice. She didn't want "Huh?" said Amy. Steve was beside her on a chaise lounge, sipping a Coke from the bar. He put his hand on her thigh, just below the button of her bikini panty, and she felt like slapping him for the unwanted touch.
"I said, 'Why don't you and I split?' Aren't you listening at all, Amy? You've been in a rotten mood all day. It isn't your period or anything, is it?"
"No, of course not," she said, sun glassed eyes still focused on Roberta and Alex. She wondered if she were strong enough to throw the big busty girl into the pool and drown her. Probably not. Roberta looked the hefty type. The kind who could put up a fight. Unless, of course, somebody was about to feed her eight inches of cock. She wouldn't fight that. Not on her life!
"Well?" Steve went on, cupping her knee for a moment, then sliding his possessive palm onto her thigh again. God! Amy thought. In a minute he's gonna be grabbing my pussy! And I'll have to wrap his deck chair around his fucking neck! Didn't he know, couldn't he see, that she had changed since yesterday afternoon? She wasn't the same Amy.
"Let's go for a ride," be suggested. "I know a canyon where the grass is soft and green and birds sing melodiously on every bush and tree, and…" His face was coming clear… he was breathing into her ear… his hand slid up her leg. Amy was sure be meant to fuck her right here, right now, with everybody watching, with Alex only a couple of feet away.
"Unh-uhhh," she replied firmly, leaving her chair. Yesterday she'd have – God, yesterday she had – gone with him to that canyon, and she'd allowed him to have most of his way with her. But not today. And perhaps never again. She wanted Alex, not Steve.
"I'm hungry," she said in a voice loud enough for Alex and Roberta to hear. "And this is such a drag. Why don't we get a bucket of chicken and go to our place or something?"
It was cool and pleasant in the Messenger basement, which had been done up as a rumpus room. Rachel's washer and drier took up a corner of the basement now, sharing space with a pool table, some furniture too shabby to use upstairs, a small bar, and a black-and-white TV. Amy and Steve sat on the couch drinking a couple of beers, finishing the last of the fried chicken, while Alex and Roberta played a game of pool. Steve had his hands on Amy whenever he could get them into play, but she wasn't interested. Her eyes were on Alex and the blonde.
"You missed!" Roberta gloated. "My turn again!" Alex was a good pool player, too, as Amy was well aware. She was lucky to get in a shot at all, if he had the break. But with Roberta, he kept flubbing, over and over. Amy knew why. It was plain as day.
Roberta bent over, sighting down the cue. Her ass wiggled behind her, twitching to the beat of an imaginary rock band, and when she leaned forward, the scarf halter improvised for her big tits jiggled and gave way, offering free peeks into her luscious cleavage. Her tits had a tendency to sway and bounce as she lined up her shots, and Alex kept missing, giving her plenty of chances to line up her shots. Did he have so little self-respect? Was he fucking up a game he excelled at just to get a few cheap thrills from [missing text].
No, she didn't! But she wanted to! If only she could forget last night. And that was impossible.
"Don't you ever think of anything but sex?" she asked Steve shamelessly as his hand once again cupped her breast. She was bra-less under the halter, and his fingers worked the fabric against the skin until her nipple stood up automatically. Amy shivered, watching, feeling his hand encircle her small ripe mound. "My brother's watching," she added in an undertone. "What if he decides to kick your ass for playing with me?"
"Alex? The only as he's got his mind on is Roberta's. Bet we could really get it on, right here. He's so busy looking down her cleavage he wouldn't notice if we hollered and told him. Came on, Amy, you're not very friendly today. What's the matter?" His fingers worked past the edge of her halter, onto the flesh inside, and before Amy could stop him or even gasp, he was cupping her bare breast, fingers jerking behind the halter's thin veil of fabric. She whimpered softly, withering he wouldn't do that. Steve didn't seem to notice.
"Hey," Roberta sang. "I won! I won!!" She was jumping up and down, and of course her tits bobbled inside the scarf halter. Amy had never seen anything so cheaply obvious as the jiggling motion of Roberta's tits. She sniffed in contempt.
Alex walked round the pool table and joined the stacked blonde.
"I never won a game of pool before," Roberta confided. "Ooh, God, I'm so excited! Feel how my heart is beating?" And with that she took Alex's hand and planted it right atop the bulge of her left breast, using her lingers to seal his hand around the hump of flesh. "Pitty-pat, pitty-pat," she gushed, lifting onto her tiptoes, one hand bracing itself on Alex's muscular shoulder. "I know you let me win," she went on, purring-cute, "and for that, here's your good-sport prize." She slammed her mouth against his, locking her hand around his neck, twining one leg round his, clinging to him like vine ascending a brick wall.
Alex didn't fight. He grabbed her buttocks and pulled Roberta against him, his body a stout post for her to climb. And she climbed, kissing him with loud sucking noises, her cunt grinding into his loins as he kneaded the full, firm cheeks of her ass. Amy scarcely noticed that her own halter was being untied – not until her nipples were suddenly chilled by the air-conditioning, then warmed almost at once by Steve's pinching fingers.
She sank back, watching through one eye the Alex Roberta situation. Resistance seemed futile now, especially when she felt Steve's hard-on distending the front of his pants. His lips touched hers, wet and open, and she kissed him back, a little more spirit flowing from her body as she remembered how nice it had been with her and Steve, before Amy accepted his tongue in her mouth, and her tits warmed in his squeezing hands. He didn't seem to care that they weren't as big as Roberta's. Maybe all guys weren't like Alex. Oh, God, if only they were! Then she wouldn't have this problem. She wouldn't want him right now, the only guy she couldn't have, and she wouldn't be thinking of him while Steve's hands explored her vibrant young body.
He took his mouth off hers and moved it quickly to the buds of her red nipples. "That feels good," she told him, wishing she sounded more involved. And while she nursed Steve at her bosom, Amy looked toward the pool table, at her brother and her rival.
They were just coming out of their kiss, Roberta panting like a spent mare as she settled onto the soles of her wedgies. And when Alex turned, Amy could see that his pants thrust out with the lump of a stiff pecker. She gulped, and one tiny tear welled in her eye. She blinked as it rolled down her cheek.
"What have we here?" giggled Roberta, petting the bulge in Alex's trousers. He stood straight, tall, and handsome, his shoulders thrown back as she fondled his hidden boner, and he didn't even look in Amy's direction. It was as if she no longer existed as part of his life. Hate throbbed in her bosom. Hate for Roberta, hate for Alex, and hate for Steve too. She'd shown them. She'd show them all!
"Steve," she whispered, stroking his long, curly hair. "I have a wonderful surprise for you." He unclasped her nipple and a thin trail of spit stretched from her pap to his mouth as he drew back his head. She took him by the hand and placed his fingers upon the tight crotch of her shorts. "There," she went on. "There. That's where I want you. Take me, Steve. Take all of me!!"
He looked at her, then toward Alex. Amy signaled with her eyes, telling him it was all right.
He grinned broadly, his hands making for the tipper of he shorts. Amy went limp as he stripped her of shorts and panties, and then he untied her tennis shoes. She kicked them off and settled back on the sofa naked. Lust frothed on his lips as he eyed her naked body, and the bulge in his pants seemed to grow larger.
She heard Roberta giggle. "That looks like a good idea," the cow-tit blonde told Alex. And then a zip, and Roberta's excited intake of breath. "Who! It's even cuter than it feels!"
Amy didn't look. She couldn't. It was bad enough to know that Alex's cock was in Roberta's hands; she didn't think she could endure seeing it. Instead, she stared resolutely at Steve, and she cupped her breasts from beneath, nipples extended in offering. "Come and get it," she purred. "Haven't you waited long enough?"
It was amazing how he could kiss her and stroke her and feel up her tits and pussy, and at the same time be undressing himself while he writhed atop her body. Amy shivered at the touch of his excited fingers, she opened her mouth to his equally excited tongue, and she caressed him with frisky little motions of her smooth long legs.
"Do you mean it?" he gasped between kisses. "Do you really mean it?"
"Mmmm-hmmm," Amy sighed. "You can screw me, Stevie. If you're man enough to do it."
"Hot damn!" He was just getting his pants down then, pants and undershorts in one quick jerk that brought his hot stiff rod into scorching contact with the flesh of Amy's stomach.
Yesterday she'd salivated for that cock, aching to get it in her mouth, to feel its hot salty cum squirt in gushers down her throat. Today? Today she hardly cared. Steve was about to fuck her, but he'd never known that his stroke of luck was entirely due to the presence of his girl's brother. If Alex could whore it up with Roberta, well, Amy could do a little sharing too. And she hoped he got a Goddamned eyeful and a fucking bellyful and a son of a bitching mindful of her, too, damn him!
"Ah," she groaned in mock ecstasy as Steve kicked away his pants and shorts. He sat up, took off his sandals, and Amy sat up too, her hands cuddling his cock and balls. "Pretty, sooo pretty," she told his penis, blowing warm breath across its tip. "Peter want a kiss?" Her tongue flicked out, snaking into the cum left at its tip. Steve wailed in joy, every inch of his body shivering deliriously as Amy bathed his glands.
"Why don't we go upstairs?" Roberta suggested in her honeyed voice. "Maybe they'd like some privacy."
"This is fine with me," Alex replied nonchalantly. The blonde squealed in a shrill voice. Amy could hear the rustle of clothing. She shifted her eyes away from Steve's prick just in time to see Alex peel the scarf halter from Roberta's big brown-nipple boobs. They wobbled as they were set free, jiggling like a plate of jelly. Alex's hands caressed those big titties, and Roberta's head shook from side to side, as if she were in the grip of unendurable pleasure.
"Oooohhh, Alex!!" she whined. "You're so cute and cool, and so really together…" she reached down to trap the cock whose barrel thrust through his unzipped trousers, and her hand slid up and down the long shaft as he played with her fat boobs.
Steve's thick dick vibrated in Amy's hands, but she was scarcely aware of it, forgetting completely that only yesterday afternoon she had thought it a marvel of male architecture. She accepted the end of it in her mouth, stretching widely to allow his thickness its entrance, and even as her tongue began to work, Steve grabbed her by the head and tried to impale her throat with his hard dong.
"Oh, suck me, baby, suck me like you did yesterday… eat it… eat it all…"
She endured his thrusts, sucking with a little more involvement, and for a moment, as pre-Alex memories strengthened, it was almost enjoyable. But Roberta's high-pitched voice cut into Amy's concentration.
"Let's do it on the floor!" the girl trilled. "I like to do it on the floor. On my hands and knees, doggie-style. It feels sooo good that way." Of course you'd like it that way, Amy thought. You're just a bitch. Why wouldn't you dig getting fucked like a dog? "Get the cushions from those chair," Roberta went on, "we'll put them under my tummy-turn."
Oh, Christ, Amy thought. Tummy-turn? She raised her head slowly, Steve's dick half-emerging from her mouth bubbly with spit, and she looked up at her date, whose face was bright with anticipation.
"Now?" he panted, grabbing her shoulders. He tried to lay her down on the couch, and it was obvious that Steve was more than ready to take what she'd denied so long, what she was finally offering him.
Amy had no time to speak as he pressed her down. She could only spread her legs in acceptance, Steve moving between them. His hand was already fisted round his cock as he steered it toward her pussy. Amy wished she were a little more oiled up. She'd worked on his cock but he'd been too excited to do much for her, and she didn't look forward to his insertion. God, moisten me up, she prayed silently.
Steve blocked her vision of Alex and Roberta, but she could hear squeals and giggles and a thumping, too. Thumping? Were they really piling chair cushions on the floor to brace Roberta's tummy-turn? She wished she could see, but Steve's shoulder was in the way as he angled his cock further downward, scraping her pussy with the hard, hot knob.
"How come you're so dry? Aren't you ready?" Roberta was making some voraciously loud, slurpy sounds and Amy knew that the bitch was sucking Alex. She flamed with anger. And jealousy. Of course it was jealousy. Why shouldn't it be? Alex belonged to her and she to him. It was sinful for them to be making love to strangers. "Stuff it in," she said, hoping the words were lascivious and inviting, and, above all, audible to Alex and Roberta. "Ram me with your cock," she went on, speaking faster, more shrilly. "Split me! Oh, Steve, drive it in and FUCK MEEEE!!"
"Goddamn, yesss!!!" he hollered, stabbing her tight twat with head of his dick. Amy screamed as the thick pole sought admittance, and one of her legs shot straight up into the air, toes jerking spasmodically. He dug at her unyielding sex, frantic with his desire to get it in and up, and Amy strained too, wishing to Jesus he'd hurry up and fuck her, no matter how much it hurt, no matter how much she wished it were Alex, not Steve. "WHEEEEE!!" Roberta screamed. "Oh, lick me! Get your tongue in it, Alex! OOo… darling doooooo itt!!! Jeeee-susssss, my clit!"
Amy's body suffused in a hot, burning flush. Alex was eating Roberta now. She wanted to seal off her scream, to escape the blonde bitch's slaughtered-pig squeals, but she couldn't avoid those shrill cries no matter how she tried. "C'mon!" she challenged Steve. "Can't you even fuck a girl?"
"You're too tight," he answered. "I don't want to hurt you."
"Oh, screw that! Shove it in!!"
He pressed harder with the tip of his rod and Amy's petaled pussy yielded slightly. Steve was appreciably thicker than her brother, and she wasn't quite ready for him. Her pussy was very dry in spite of her eagerness to take him on, and as Steve finally got some of his cock in, she opened her mouth in a heart-stopping scream.
Steve pulled back at once, his face pale with care and concern. "Me you okay? Did I hurt you?"
"Let me on top," she suggested. The scream had drained some vital spark of energy, and speaking was difficult. "Maybe it'll be easier that way."
Steve picked himself up and helped Amy. She was nervous as a cat, wandering if she could go through with this after all. Even to spite Alex. He'd hurt her with that attempted stab, and her cunt felt raw and lacerated. Maybe she was still too tight for dicks the size of Steve's. Maybe she should practice a few days, spreading herself with fingers or handy household objects, such as candles, or long handled spoons, or. Her eyes scanned the rumpus room and she saw them. Roberta, her big lush body naked, lying on the floor with her curvy ass thrust high, chair cushions bracing her from underneath. Legs spread widely. And Alex.
Alex. Naked too, cock and balls showing between his legs as he knelt behind Roberta. His face was thrust into the gap of her spread and she was quivering and squealing as he mouthed her pussy. His hands grasped the plump cheeks of her buttocks, fingers digging into the golden pink-tinted flesh. Amy knew exactly how the busty blonde must feel right now, with that marvelous tongue snaking around in her slit. Flicking her clitoral bud, pushing up her twat itself until the muscles snapped and jerked as if they meant to seize that tongue and pull it all the way up, to imbed it in her womb.
She looked at the breadth of his shoulders, at his narrow waist, at the flat of his bare buttocks, at the strong, long, muscular legs. She stared at his cock where it jiggled and shook in fierce erection, at the nuts hanging beneath – the nuts that had filled her belly with love's sweet fluid last night in bed.
"Hey," Steve whispered into her ear, "remember me?" He cupped her tits, squeezed a couple of times, then jabbed one hand into her crotch. His finger tickled her pussy slit. "You're a lot wetter now," he said with approval, moving his finger along her gash, the tip carefully venturing inside. "Wow, listen to Roberta taking it! Your brother must be some stud. So c'mon, Amy, let's make them look like a couple of fuckin' amateurs! Come to papa, baby!"
And Amy knew that she would do it. Yes, she would! She'd fuck Steve blind. She'd scream in her orgasm and she'd wail and whine and moan, and Alex would hear her convulsions. He'd look at her as she tossed in ecstasy, and he'd wonder why he was fucking a pig like Roberta when he could have a vibrant, responsive creature like Amy, any time, any place.
"Yes," she panted. "Yes, darling, yes! I'm ready now! Ready to be fucked!" She giggled, grinding her ass on his peter, then lifting her buttocks. Her hand seized his shaft. "Ooohh, it's up big and hard and fat, just for me! Let me put it where it belongs, Steve, darling, and then you can fuck me till your cum runs out my ears!"
"Right on, baby!!" he yelled, his loins humping already while Amy arranged herself above his restless cock.
She straightened the dick, kissed its knob with her dripping pussy, then settled down carefully. Her pussy was wet now, and it opened to suck up the end of him. "Feel how sticky I am now?" she teased, working his tip into the mouth of her pussy. "Ready, too. Ready to eat your cock with my hot snatch! Are you ready too?"
"Jesus, I've been ready!" he assured her, hands on Amy's hipbones. She eased down a little more, and his cock began to slide up her greasing chute. She was wetter, stickier now, very ready, but it was still an excruciatingly tight fit, and her pussy ached with the size of him. "Good," he whispered behind Amy. "Great!"
But it didn't help. Not his eagerness, not her spite. For Alex had pried his mouth from Roberta's shaking bottom and he was positioning himself behind the writhing blonde. "Stick it in!!" she shouted, her ass wiggling a signal of cunty readiness.
He turned, and for a moment his eyes and Amy's were locked in on one another. She couldn't fathom the expression in his brown orbs, and she wondered if he could read her own. Viciously, snarling in his direction, Amy thrust herself down in full sight of her watching brother. Steve's cock rammed up her twat, and she moaned, knowing that it was his egg like testicles she could feel quivering at the mouth of her tunnel.
"AAAHH!!" she cried in triumph, pained by the thickness of Steve's dick but curiously happy that her brother was watching as she sucked it all home. Her ass shook and she could feel the blood draining from her face. Her tits were sore, as if they'd been pinched for and her nipples stood out in painful erections. She glared at Alex, asking him with her eyes, How do you like this, younger brother? and then she began to fuck Steve with all her power, all her anger, all her furious resentment.
Alex turned away and she had a flash of his tumescent cock. He took his pecker in hand and moved toward Roberta, kneeling behind her. One hand shot round her body to tickle the dangling swells of her tits, while the other steered his prick into her snatch.
"Yessss!! Yeessss!!" Roberta squealed, and Alex was in her, fucking, ramming, plunging. For a moment Amy watched the tension of his ass as he stabbed the blonde girl from behind, and then her eyes filled with team and she couldn't look another second.
"F-f-f-fuckkkk," she sobbed, and Steve took her at her word. Gripping her possessively by the hips, he started pounding his meat up into her, Amy rocking and bobbing with his frenzied strokes. She could hear Roberta wheezing and panting under Alex's attack and she moved her own body with a vengeful eagerness to outdo Alex and his partner.
Even so, Roberta apparently reached climax first. She came like the pig she was, with gasps and grunts and moans that made Amy sick to hear them. And in a second or two, Alex too groaned and she knew that, he was spilling his seed into Roberta's undeserving pussy. She closed her eyes, determined to watch no more, if she couldn't screw her way to orgasm fast. And she dedicated herself to surpassing Roberta, to astonishing Alex with the intense fervor of her own orgasm.
It hit her without warning, a sudden explosion in the pit of her belly that made Amy shake and vibrate and chum atop Steve, and she opened her eyes in wide surprise. She hadn't really expected to come – she'd been counting on a fake job that would impress Steve and Alex – and the reality of it was a pleasant gift.
"Unnhhhh," she moaned in a soprano, "I'm cuming!" and her pussy sank down, eating Steve's cock in hungry sucking swallows. She took him deeply, to the bowl of her womb, and it was a warm, wet come, but even as she wiggled and shuddered with its rippling, she knew that it couldn't hold a candle to the one Alex had given her last night. It was only a substitute, as adequate as most substitutes, but nothing to write home about. Write home? Christ, she was at home! This was the house she lived in, this was the fucking rumpus room! Sometimes she and Dad sat on this very couch and watched the Rams battle it out with the visiting team.
Amy's eyes blinked open and shut as she bounced on Steve's dick, and she felt it starting to bloom inside her. Bloom? God, there was hardly enough room for his prick in her pussy as it was! And she recognized that swelling. It was something she'd often felt in her mouth as he readied himself to coat her gullet with sticky cum. "Nooo!!" she wailed. "Not inside me!"
"Huh?" Steve groaned dully.
Amy lifted, cock popping out of her pussy, and it was incredible the way her twat snapped back into place once the thick invader had been removed. That in itself was enough to send her twittering into another climax, but she had to keep her head. She settled down again, rubbing his peter, wet from her cunt and cum, on her pubic puff and lower abdomen. Back and forth across her hot skin Amy slid his organ, until suddenly it gushed and she was bathed in his cream. She seized him in her fist and shucked his pole until the ejaculation was complete. Her entire hand was drenched with cum, and so was most of her belly and beaver. Huge, gobby drops of sticky goo everywhere. God, such a big load! And if he'd poured it up her pussy, instead of outside? The very thought of knitting baby clothes… "Ah," Steve moaned from behind, apparently not too displeased that she hadn't accepted his semen in her belly. His cock twitched in her fingers, pissed out another thin spurting of seed, and then his stiffness faded like morning dew. In a moment her hand clutched a very wet, very sticky, very soft pecker, and Amy's belly had virtually ceased its convulsive orgasmic flutters.
She looked up then, and Roberta and Alex were sitting side by side. Amy hoped to shit they'd gotten their Goddamned eyes full. Especially Alex. Very especially Alex.
"Wow," she said, hoping that conveyed the intense spiritual as well as physical nature of what she'd just gone through for their benefit. "Talk about fucking!"



CHAPTER NINE


"Talk about fucking," Steve repeated. Amy rose delicately, one hand puddling in the jism that coated her loins and stomach. Steve grabbed her other hand, pulling her down close. He caressed her cheek, then smacked a giant lingering kiss onto her mouth. Amy responded as best she could, and when he grabbed her tits for some plying and squeezing, she made her ass do a sexy little wiggle number. Are you watching, Alex? she wondered. Are you taking it all in?
"Why didn't you let me…"
"Because I'm not on the pill or anything. I was afraid you'd knock me up if you squirted all that delicious goo into me. A girl can't be too careful, especially when it comes to making babies."
"I never even thought of it," Steve said solemnly. "It never crossed my mind. Thank God you're quick on the trigger, Amy baby."
"You'd have thought of it," Amy pointed out, "if you were the one who could get pregnant." He laughed, tickling her ribs, and she giggled, but not wholeheartedly.
"Wow," Steve yawned, "I could dig another beer. Any more down here?"
"Nope. You'll have to go up to the kitchen and get some. You do know the way, don't you?"
"While we're on the subject," Roberta put in, "could somebody direct me to the ladies'? I have to pee." She rubbed her pussy, finger smearing itself in the slow leak of jism from her slash. Alex's jism. "Good thing for me I take the pill," she simpered. "Every day." Roberta made what somebody must have told her was a very cute face, and Amy wanted to smash that cute face with a cute fucking hammer.
Roberta stood up. Just as I thought, Amy gloated quietly. The hair which covered her pubes was very dark, almost coal-black, in stunning and telltale contrast to her peroxide blonde head. "C'mon, Bobbie," Steve volunteered. "I'll lead the way." As she went past him, he gave her bare jiggly ass a playful slap.
"Watch it, you son of a bitch!" Roberta snapped. For a moment she didn't look very cute. "Keep your hands to yourself."
Steve made a mocking bow. "So sorry," he mugged, then, to Amy, "Cousin Bobbie is very picky about who gets her. She draws the line at blood relatives. Usually."
"Don't try to be a comedian," Roberta said. "You don't have any of the necessary qualifications."
She went up the stairs, Steve following at a respectful distance.
"Well?" Amy said to her brother. "Are you satisfied?"
He nodded. "It was okay."
"I meant me."
"What about you?"
"Didn't it please you that I let him screw me? Wasn't that what you wanted?"
"It didn't matter that much."
"You cocksucker!" Amy's voice was sharp and tense. She got up and started toward him. As she walked, Steve's cum began to ooze down her belly, into her beaver, down her long legs. There was a stickiness in her crotch. She stood looking down at Alex for a moment, then knelt beside him.
"It was great for me," she said. "He was ten or twenty times better than you'll ever be. When I came it was like an H-Bomb going off in my guts, and with his hands all over me." Alex was looking at her, his head cocked to one side. His brown eyes fixed upon hers and she squalled before their frankness.
"How was… how was Roberta? Compared to me?"
"Pretty good," he said blandly. "I dug it. I came. So did Roberta. So did you. So did Steve. I guess we all fucked out."
"Oh, Goddamn you to hell!" she told him. Tears poured from her eyes. She swayed where she squatted, and then she was swaying toward him. Alex had no choice but to put up his hands, to catch her, and her breasts slid to rest against his chest, her head in the angle of his shoulder, and he was petting her back up and down. "She wasn't as good as you, Peanut," he said in a voice so soft Amy wondered if she had heard it or only dreamed it.
She raised her face, eyes meeting Alex's, and her lips parted. One of the Messenger twins – which? – moved, and her mouth was touching his, her hand thrusting into his loins to seize the wet, soft penis in a death grip. And suddenly it wasn't a wet, soft penis any longer. It was hardening, hardening, tilling her list with its erecting length, and Amy squeezed more fiercely, but with a certain loving tenderness too. Her heart pounded madly as she brought her brother to raging erection.
"Yes," she whispered, "yes! You can feel it too, can't you, Alex? You… me… the two of us."
His eyes didn't seem so bland right now, nor so calm. They were reflecting his inner emotions and she didn't have to hear his voice to know the answer. The look in his eyes, the feel of his cock, his heart beating inside his body, beating so spiritedly she could hear its thump-thump-thump. Still listing him, Amy leaned back, breasts rising high and proud, nipples thrust out in salutation.
"Yes," she said breathlessly. "I know you can feel it, Alex! Oh, give it to me now. Give me what you couldn't get from her, what Steve couldn't give to me – what we can only make together – you and me – the best. We're the best. Oh, Alex, darling, ball me, please. Now… now… now…"
She flopped over, onto her side, and her head moved to his thrusting hard cock. If he wanted to stop her, now was the time. He could catch her shoulders, remind her of the madness of her desire for him if he wanted to stop her. He said, "Peanut, I think you're crazy. I think we're both crazy." And then her mouth was upon him, and he was in her mouth, and she was sucking madly, not caring if his dick still tasted of Roberta's cum. It was the first time she'd sucked him down her gullet, but she knew it could not be the last.
Nothing else mattered. Nothing but his dick, fucking her in the mouth. She opened her mouth fully, taking him into her throat, bathing him with hot flowing saliva, and she demonstrated perfectly how much loving one mouth could offer. Before she'd swallowed him half a dozen times, his hands were on her, gripping her head, steadying her face as he fucked its eager, willing, red-lipped hole.
God, he tasted of sex – hot steaming sex! She'd barely climaxed, balling Steve, but the very idea of eating her brother's dick sent her into a convulsion of ecstatic tremors where she lay. Amy's legs twitched, she groaned around the slender sausage Alex fed her, and he put his hand on her cunt for reassurance. One finger stabbed into her wet tight hole, another began to tickle her cunt with fingering repetition, and she humped a preliminary orgasm onto his hand.
Reluctantly, Amy released him, her frothy mouth curled into a smile no sadness could ever erase. "I came," she told Alex. "I came all over your hand. Did you feel me come?"
"I sure did, Peanut. It was beautiful. Just like you. Hot and gorgeous and so fucking sexy…"
"Then don't shit around, brother lover," Amy went up, onto her knees. She leaned toward him, breasts falling forward. His hands cupped them, awaking and playing the hard, hungry nipples. "Fuck me now, Alex. Fuck me while I'm still hot and gorgeous and so fucking sexy I could burst with it…"
"My God," he sighed, "if I don't, I may burst too!"
Amy saw the pile of cushions and she had an idea. She lay down upon them but, unwilling to imitate Roberta too closely, she stretched herself face up. The pillows were beneath the small of her back, and her pussy lifted high, high into the air, its wet rosy portals glistening for Alex. She opened her eyes and he moved between them, one hand shucking at his cock. As if he needed to worry about losing his hard now, with Amy here, ready, willing. It was the perfect position, she told herself. Her cunt and his dick were on a direct line, and when he touched her with it, Amy's twat seemed to gape open and suck him home. He plunged into her with a cry of satisfaction, his hands reaching across the bend of her body for her proud, hot tits. She wailed as he rammed her, and her pussy whirled at once into a climax.
There was a strange sound in the air, a sound Amy couldn't quite identify, but she didn't care. The only thing that mattered was Alex, fucking her like a maniac.
But he stopped in mid-stroke, his cock half buried in her, and she wiggled her pussy in hungry, wanton invitation, beckoning him with her body to finish the task he'd begun. Amy's head began to dear, and she could hear things now.
"It's disgusting!" Roberta was screeching. "It's sick and perverted and disgusting!"
"Oh, come on, Roberta," Steve put in. "I don't think I like it either, but what the hell? A cunt was made to be fucked. Does it matter who handles the contract?"
"Get your hands off me!" Roberta hollered. She came stomping down the steps. Amy sat up, rubbing her eyes.
The big blonde stopped short where Amy and Alex had broken their connection. "Your own brother!" she said in disbelief. "How could you do such a filthy thing? A couple of degenerates, that's what you are! Both of you! Where did I leave my clothes? I'm getting out of here right now!"
Steve came up behind her, trying to smile. "Don't mind Roberta," he said. "She has a great body and a bad mouth. Personally, I think her problem is that her old man's been after her ass for years, ever since she grew that cute set of buns…" and with that he grabbed Roberta squarely by the butt. She turned, face livid with rage, and she belted him alongside the mouth, so hard Steve reeled back, eyes rolling.
"How dare you talk about me that way?" she yelled, and Amy wondered if Steve mightn't be hitting Roberta where it hurt. I'd like to hit her where it hurts, she thought. Still, Amy was suddenly very much aware that Roberta wasn't the only person around who might feel this way about what she and Alex had been doing. It was incest, and the Bible forbade it, and so did the state legal code. God, she thought, Roberta's carrying on the way Mom or Dad might, if they found out. That scared Amy. She'd never given a single thought to the implications of her passion for Alex. She wanted him and, now that she knew he craved her too, that seemed sufficient. They ought to be able to do whatever they wanted with one another, as long as they both desired it. But now a little tremor of fright fluttered in Amy's stomach. What if it had been our parents walking in on us, instead of Steve and Roberta? What if it had been? Jesus!
But her eyes met Alex's, and he was a tower of strength. She drew courage from him, and it didn't matter a fuck about piggy Roberta. She was a hypocritical bitch anyway. She could approve of casual fucking with someone she'd only just met, but she was horrified at Amy and Alex making it together. Besides, Alex had assured his sister that she was a better sex partner than the big-boob blonde. Roberta's outrage, real or pretend, seemed petty in contrast to that assurance. Amy took her brother's hand.
"Where are you going?" Steve wondered. He'd brought four cans of beer downstairs with him. He was also naked, and his cock was at least half erect. Had the sight of her and Alex turned him on? "I'm not ready to leave yet, Bobbie," he went on. "So why don't you just simmer down?" He moved toward her, his hands molded into potential cups for her large breasts. "Play a little switch about maybe? I'd like to stick it up you, find out what's buzzing, cousin. Maybe you'd change your mind about doing it in the family."
Roberta evaded him. She backed up to the wall and dressed hastily, her eyes flitting from Amy to Alex to Steve, as if she feared they might gang up on her. As if we'd want to, Amy thought contemptuously. When Roberta bent over to buckle her wedges, Amy noticed a puff of fat bulging around the blonde's middle, it was unattractive as hell. Amy felt quite satisfied for noticing it, and she smiled like a cat.
"Screw you," Roberta snapped at Steve. "I'm walking home. Maybe the Manson family or someone will offer me a ride. It would be nice to get away from you bunch of perverts." And she tied her halter with a flourish, then hurried to the steps.
"Good riddance!" yelled Amy. "You're not even a fucking natural blonde!" Upstairs, the back door slammed. Roberta was gone.
Steve cracked up. "I'd still like to bang her," he admitted, "but she's a scanty person. Whew! Talk about heavy, gang! I go upstairs to get a can of beer, and I come back to find this stuff going on. What are we gonna do about it?"
He didn't seem upset, and Amy liked him all the more for it. He could have pulled a scene like Roberta's instead, he was making jokes. Amy felt a little guilty about using Steve to get Alex jealous, and she extended a hand toward her boyfriend palm up, fingers spread. He came a little closer and she took him by his cock. The erection which had been building, built, and he was stiff in her hand. The hell of her palm supported the underside of his cock while her fingers made a nest for his balls to lie upon. She jiggled his stones about in their sac, and Steve put his hand on her shoulder. Amy looked at her brother. "Can we be three?" she asked. Alex shrugged as if to say, why not?
None of them had ever made it with more than one other person at a time, and there was a momentary confusion about how to carry it off. "I can't very well take you both at the same time," Amy pointed out, touching her tight but eager pussy.
"How about one here," touching her cunt "and one here," finger slipping back to bung about her anus. Steve grinned and Amy yipped.
Her eyes went big as saucers. "Stick it up your own ass!" she told him firmly, one hand covering her rectum defensively. She'd heard all about ass-fucking from her friend Mary Beth, who'd tried it a few times – Mary Beth had tried everything except fuck the dead, she used to say she just could not find a corpse with a hard-on – and the idea didn't particularly appeal to her. Not now, at least. Besides, Amy had a pussy that wasn't fully broken in yet.
She looked at her two men, at their hard dicks, at their beaming though puzzled faces, and she wondered how best all three of them could be satisfied. "Why not put one of you here," indicating her cunt "and the other one here," and she made a round-mouthed gesture of accommodation which, though simple, spoke volumes.
Amy lay down on the chair cushions again, her cunt high and open for Alex, who moved into the spread of her thighs. Steve sat beside her face, cock sticking up all hard and ready, and Amy took it in her hands as Alex made his own preparations. She moaned and winced in pleasure and pain as her brother's cock parted the flower-like petals of her pussy and slipped into her cum-oozing sex, and then Steve eased closer, stroking her face with his penis, the tip of it already leaking out the thin, watery pre-coital fluid.
"Careful!" he squawked. "You're biting!"
She was sorry, and she rarely bit cocks when she took them in her mouth, but it was hard to concentrate on both ends as they took pricks. Alex was moving steadily, masterfully, in her pussy, and she couldn't exactly lie stock-still while that went on. And if some of the response caused her teeth to chatter like a squirrel's, while Steve's prong was busy slipping into her mouth, well, at least she didn't mean to nip him. Amy strove to get herself under control. She pulled back her lips to protect Steve from her teeth, and she cupped and squeezed his testicles as she drew his dick into her mouth.
"Oh, wow, that's it, baby… that's really terrific!! Yeahhhh!!"
She had a better grip on him now, even if the position of her head made it impossible to deep-suck him. She could take him pretty deep, anyway, and she could still suck the hell out of his dong. And suck Amy did! Her tongue sloshed around him as he thrust again and again into her saliva-drenched mouth, and she had her cheeks drawn in tightly enough to pop him off if he'd only hold still long enough to be vacuumed. Her lips tightened and slacked, tightened and slacked, in a relentless unceasing pattern that met his in stroking and out pulling.
Alex's hands were on her belly and hips, reaching up now and then to massage the hard-nipples tits. She pushed her pussy at her brother, swallowing his long slender prick with greedy cuntal gulps, and she made her bottom twist in a wriggling symphony of fuck-motion. Her guts seemed full of him, as her mouth was full of Steve, and she wondered if there was any room left inside Amy for Amy? Or – perhaps – was her interior being in the process of going out to them, filling their bodies as they filled hers?
They certainly seemed to fuck her, vaginally and orally, with a growing sense of urgency, a mounting insistent fury, as if her hunger for them had become a part of their own natures. Amy took them with pride and pleasure, moaning round the mouth-filling cock as the dick in her pussy coaxed flares of hot response from her cunt and ovaries. It was difficult for her to recall that only yesterday, at almost this very time of day, she'd been a nervous virgin wondering if she should take the irrevocable step of surrendering her cherry, and this evening she was busily engaged in satisfying two horny studs at the same time.
Merely satisfying them? God, no! Her body thrilled each one of those splendid cocks invaded her willing holes, and she had to fight off the urge to sink into a coma of orgasmic surrender. But this wasn't merely Alex's party, nor Steve's, nor her own – it was a meeting of three distinct individuals, and each of them was entitled to his or her personal delight. She wanted so much to collapse and let them simply fuck her the rest of the way into orgasmic oblivion, but she knew that it was only fair to keep on fucking, providing her share of the action. Amy contorted her buttocks, pussy sucking up another of Alex's plunges, and she angled her head onto Steve's cock, squeezing his nuts till he moaned frantically. If only they did their share, too.
Her neck ached – she couldn't keep bending herself in to suck Steve. There wasn't enough liniment in the world to soothe the muscle pains she was gonna have in the morning. She pulled her head back, trapping the knob behind her front teeth, and she began to stick just that part of him, that sweet, honey-dripping, fat-fleshed crown. Man-flavor coated her tongue, dripping and oozing from Steve already, even before he was ready to give her a real load of cum, and she sucked faster, tongue whipping.
She used her tongue like an artist's paintbrush, tracing the edges of his coronal rim, drawing it languidly through the cumslit at his very tip, flubbing her passionate tongue work only when Alex's cock rammed very deeply or made a particularly wicked jiggling penetration of her pussy. She sucked while she tongued, and Steve began to blossom in her oral snare.
"Aaaahhhhh!!" he moaned softly, and then he was grabbing the back of her skull with one hand and the unmouthed portion of his dick with the other. Amy couldn't pull her head away. He didn't try to ram any more of his dong into her mouth, but he maintained the exact ratio of slicker to sucker that she'd established.
His hand began to shuck rapidly up and down his bone, and Amy knew that Steve wasn't far from coming. She had only to give his peter point a comfortable home in her mouth while he stroked the jism from his balls. She sucked at his tip with fishlike impatience as his movements grew faster and faster. He bumped her chin and lips with his flying hand, but he didn't hit her unbearably hard and Amy tolerated him, knowing that she was about to get a mouth full of gravy.
"Nnnnnhh-nnnnhhh," she gurgled, lips tightening on his peter, and his fist action grew positively manic. Amy whipped his knob with her tongue, scraping, licking, flipping, and teasing. She made her tongue a sexy butterfly on his point, and she felt his glands engorge with unmistakable warning.
Alex was fucking faster too, his cock ramming into her, lifting her ass from its perch upon the cushions, filling her pussy with his manhood, and his index fingers – both of them – doing strange, loving things to her clit. He pushed the bud from side to side, squeezing it, and white-hot tremors of excitement tore through Amy. From the faster tempo of his lovemaking she knew that her brother, like her lover, like herself, was close to climax. Wouldn't it be fantastic, she thought, sucking one man, fucking the other, if we all went over the top in one hot crazy rush?
But it wasn't quite to be. Alex creamed first, his dick heaving in her gash as it poured a gallon of jism up her belly, and he pinched off her cunt until she jerked like an electrocuted convict. Her pussy melted around him like popsicles left out in the sun, and she was liquid jelly from her navel to her knees. Her own juices were flowing nearly as thick, nearly as wet, as his, and she could feel a blending of their cum oozing from her twat like a river that had over flown its banks. How, she wondered later, did she retain enough presence of mind to keep on sucking Steve, while he jacked himself desperately to add his jism to the flood entering Amy?
But suck she did, even as Alex groaned, "Take it all, Amy!! Take my cum, Peanut!!", as her pussy sucked the tangy fluid from his body and into her own, mixing it with girl-juice in the churning blender of her uterus. Her tongue whirled round and round Steve's knob, and his fist batted her chin again and again, and he seemed to be swelling, thickening, engorging, so that her lips must stretch further, further, further, to encompass even his tip. And then Steve yelled "I'm coommmiiinnggg!!" screamed it like a banshee, and he let go his cock, which needed no further inducement. He shoved into her a bit more, far enough for his prick to weight down her tongue-carpet, and across that pink floor mat his cum rolled. It gushed into her mouth, it coated the insides of her cheeks, it filmed on her teeth, and it poured down her throat in greasy, thick gobs. Amy gulped, drinking – it was sweet, sweet beyond compare. When Steve pulled his cock at last from her mouth. When Alex had shot the final dribble of sperm up her pussy. When her cuntal muscles had ceased to suck and vibrate, when the explosions in her tummy were cooled and semi-contained, she fell back, worn out but enriched beyond measure.
"My pussy is sore," she said proudly. "I can barely stand to touch it."
Steve brought the beers he'd carried downstairs, and they sat silent, sipping. It was a shame to get dressed when being naked felt so good, and they had no secrets from one another. They had already been as intimate as three people could hope to be. Amy was surprised to notice that Steve and Alex betrayed no sign of rivalry or jealousy. How could she feel so warm and attached to Steve, though? It didn't match her passion for Alex, but she liked her boyfriend much more now than she had only an hour ago. He really was nice. Not to mention understanding. It would be good to have him as a friend and sometime lover. She only hoped he could understand how special it was, this sex between Amy and her brother, how special it would always be.
There was a sound upstairs, and all three of the young people started in panic. "What's that?" Amy whispered. "Is somebody in the house. Oh, my God… what if it's Mom and Dad?!?"
They scurried swiftly, hunting their clothes, but none of them was even half dressed when footsteps clattered on the stairs. "Oh, shit, it's Roberta!" Steve said in relief.
"Uh, look," she said, appearing on the stairs that led into the basement, "uh, maybe I shouldn't have come back, after what I said about you all, but, uh…" she hung her head sheepishly, an ingratiating smile curled just below her too-cute nose. "Well, I kinda walked around for a while and, uh, all these streets look alike to me and, uh, well, I just don't remember how to get back to Steve's house."
"Do you need directions?" Amy wondered aloud. "Because if you do, I have some. Why don't you just take a…" Alex touched her arm communicatively, and Amy fell silent.
"Look," Roberta went on, approaching the three half-naked youngsters. "I'm sorry. Maybe I have a big mouth to go with the tits. And maybe I shouldn't put you down for doing your thing. But you gotta admit, it is pretty weird for a brother and sister to be – oh, I don't know! If it turns you on, I guess it's your privilege, even if it is a perversion and sorta disgusting to watch. So I apologize. It's your house, you oughta be able to screw whoever you want. Friends again?"
Amy didn't want to answer. She'd never considered herself and Roberta to be friends in the first place. As far as she was concerned, Roberta could still jam it up her ass and leave it.
"Anyway," Roberta added, "Steve should apologize to me now, for saying that stuff about my daddy."
"I won't apologize for the truth," Steve cut in. "He's always grabbing asses. At New Year's, I saw him cop feels off your mom, my mom, Aunt Betty, both her daughters… If Grandma hadn't been in her wheelchair, he'd probably have goosed her too. Are you saying he's never rubbed your buns?"
She blushed. "You just have a dirty mind, Stevie. And if he did, why, it wouldn't mean anything. He's my daddy."
"Daddies get hard-on's too," Steve pinned, sliding his arm around her waist and rubbing her thigh with his own. His fingers slid downward, strumming a soft pattern on the curve of one hip. Roberta frowned, but she neither protested nor belted him.
Amy found herself mellowing slightly. "Oh, let it rest, Steve," she suggested. "Why argue any more?"
He nodded. "Listen, Bobbie, something tells me Amy and Alex would enjoy a little time alone. Why don't you and I go someplace, maybe get a bite to eat, and talk it over. I'd like to hear your opinions on the national debt, the B-1 bomber, Governor Brown's reforms of the state governmental structure, the desirability of incest – all that good stuff." His hand clasped her buttock, then gave a warm, friendly squeeze.
"Stevie," she replied, not without interest. Steve patted her bottom. "You and I don't get much chance to talk, do we, Stevie?" She looked down at his cock, and a smile formed on her lips.
"Can I talk to you a minute before we go?" Steve told Amy. She nodded. They moved closer together as Alex led Roberta upstairs.
"Well, babe," Steve said, "I wonder what all this does to you and me. I mean, you and Alex apparently have a real thing going for each other. The expression on your face when he was balling you – really heavy. You were so sexed up it was a little frightening. Am I out in the cold now?"
"Of course not," Amy replied. She took his face in her hands and kissed him. Her lips were sticky with cum and fragrant with beer, and he seemed to enjoy the taste of her. She clung to him a long time, her nipples flicking against his warm flesh. There was a stir of life at his loins and she felt his pecker begin to harden where one of her hipbones grazed it. Amy stepped back, nibbling her lip in concern. "I'm sorry about that," she said, indicating his erecting cock. "I…"
"Don't sweat it," he grinned. "I have the strangest feeling I'm finally gonna get it into Roberta. More than just a feeling."
"You're very understanding," Amy said. "I really mean that, Steve. You're not jealous, you're not embarrassed, you're not even angry. With Alex and me – oh, it only started last night, and I'm still floating. I don't think I could even explain it coherently. Not yet, at least. But we can still be friends, you and I."
"I hope so," he grinned. "And since you've finally, decided to let it swing, we can be much better friends than before. If I still have privileges, that is," and he rubbed her pussy until the hairs crackled with static electricity.
"Sure you do. And good luck with Roberta. If you really want to get into her, I mean."
"I don't, really. Not the way I crave your body. But she's been a sex symbol to me for years. Do you know she was a B-cup? And the wiggliest little ass, Jeez! When I was eighteen and just getting to make use of my hard-ons, I used to whack myself raw fantasizing about her. Cousins are incest, too, you know. Maybe that's why you and Alex don't shock me. Anyway, just now was the first time I ever bad my hands on her that she didn't punch me out. I think she's starting to come around."
Amy and Alex watched Steve's car back down the driveway, into the street. Horn tooting, it took off. "He thinks he might get a piece of Roberta," she told her brother with a smile.
"He'll be disappointed. She's okay, but she acts too cute and she's never going to be better than second-best." It was a calm, dispassionate judgement which pleased Amy very much. She had no liking for Roberta and, though Alex had screwed the blonde girl, she didn't want to think that he might like her as well.
"What about first-best?"
Alex took her hand. "First-best has been a very good girl and she's being sent to bed early tonight. To my bed." He tugged her hand and Amy went along, her heart swelling with love, her parities soaked in pussy dew.



CHAPTER TEN


The nicest thing about sex, Amy thought, was going to sleep, worn out from a plethora of climaxes, with her butt pressed to Alex's loins and his body close, snuggling behind hers as they lay in spoon like nearness. Or so she thought as she dropped off to slumber.
Perhaps, she decided, opening her eyes, it was even nicer to dream a sweet dream of being screwed by her man and awaking to find that dream a vivid reality. Indeed, she couldn't tell where the dream ended and the fuck began. She'd been wrapped in sleep, her mind carrying them through an Eden of dreams. Both of them naked, innocent, carefree, wandering among the trees and glades of their private garden, stopping to make love whenever the urges struck, while birds chirped overhead and big-eyed deer and rabbits watched them from the bushes.
Amy on her back in a spread of dewy-moist grass that her body heat was rapidly warming. Alex between her parted legs, using his mouth on her dripping cunt while her hands beat his cock in a frenzied pattern. Her face turning at the climactic moment to receive the spurt of his seed. Amy and Alex playing in a pool of water that glinted silver where the sun rays penetrated the leafy coverage overhead. Amy on her brother's lap, his cock thrusting up high, hard, fast, into her willing snatch. Amy, her arms wrapped round a slender young tree whose straight, sleek trunk reminded her so much of her brother's cock, as Alex fed her that selfsame cock from behind and her ass wiggled with a frantic need to swallow him whole.
But it was one thing to dream of fucking. It was another, and fantastic, to open her eyes slowly and realize that Alex was even then impaling her from behind as she lay in bed with him. His hands grasped her hip bones, and his abdomen bumped her buttocks as his screwing quickly brought her awake.
"Oh, God, yes!" she called, cupping a breast with one hand, dropping the other hand back to stroke his leg as he kept putting it in and pulling it out. Before they fell asleep early this morning, he'd banged her pussy raw. She had wondered if she could ever endure the delicious agony of fucking again, wondered if her brother could even scare up another hard-on, after the dozen or more she'd aroused and drained after Steve and Roberta took their departure. But here he was, up again, thin but long, and hard oh, Jesus!!!, and here she was, pussy wet and hot and tight as it made a glove around his welcome cock.
"God," she cried, "I want to wake up this way every morning for the rest of my life! Do you hear that, Alex?"
"… hear… you!" he panted, slamming his sausage home. He'd been gentle at first, when he put his dick in her sleeping pussy and began to work it, but there was no need for gentleness now. Amy liked it hard and macho, and he gave it to her the way she liked. Her puss wasn't as tight as it had been the first time he fucked her, night before last, but she still had a magnificent nutcracker between her legs, a snug wet bun apparently made with his hot dog in mind. "Oh, wow, Amy. I don't think I can hold off much longer. I'm almost ready to commmeeee!!"
Quick as a thought, his hand moved from her hip onto the swell of her pussy. He touched the lips, where they were splayed by the ramming thrust of his cock, and Amy shivered in glee. His finger moved up, tapping the base of her erecting cunt.
"There, Alex, there!!" she yelped as he began to strum her love button, and she felt a chill run up from her tummy to her heart, then back down again. "Oh, do it again, do it again, do it again!"
He did it again, and more than once. His fingers played with her supple bud, and she reached down to help him. Together they masturbated Amy's trigger while his cock continued to slick in and out, faster and faster, and she couldn't lie still. Her body trembled and shook. She backed her ass against him, grinding at the cock that kept filling her tight cunt. She knew by the rapidly shortening strokes, by the way they slammed into her, then jerked back again for a fresh attack just as short and frantic, that her brother was on the verge of blowing his nuts. Well, thought Amy – so the hell am I!!
She lifted a leg and slipped it back, toes easing in behind the calf of her brother's bracing leg, and it seemed to split her wide open. The lips or her pussy strained, and the straining combined with the finger tweaks both of them were lavishing on her cunt. "Ahhh!! That's… it!" Amy squealed, her cunt erupting in orgasm at the precise instant Alex's long gun fired off in her guts. She felt her pussy drink up his cum, and she humped at him, swallowing that pole deeper and deeper and deeper.
She could feel him going tap-tap-tap on the mouth of her uterus chamber, and for the fiftieth time at least she regretted her inability to open that narrow tight mouth and pull him forcibly into her guts. Still, was there anything to quibble about, when he was pumping cum into her. She was bathing his cum-pumper with her own brand of girl fluids, and his body kept ramming hers from behind and she was squeezing a tit whose nipple seemed a mile and a half long, and there was no one in the house but them. No one to hear or to care if she wanted to scream her head off with the unbelievable delight of beginning her Sunday with a hot, steamy, creamy fuck, delivered by the only guy she had ever loved – really loved. She screamed in her come, not merely because she could but because she wanted to so fucking much, and behind her Alex was groaning and moaning, and his hand just kept squeezing on her clitoral region, even though she couldn't come a bit harder than she was already coming. Oh, God! Amy thought, what else can life offer?
They separated, when his cock went too soft to keep them connected any longer, and Amy turned over. She threw her arms around his neck and kissed her brother for a long, long time. "I love you," she told him finally. "I mean I really love you. Promise me that you'll do that to me every day of my life. Promise?"
He shook his head, smiling. "We're both crazy, Peanut. But that doesn't mean I don't dig you, that I'm not gonna be after your dynamite little ass every chance I get. Like I said, we're both crazy."
"Do you love me?" she asked coyly. He nodded. "The same way I love you? The way a man is supposed to love a woman? Do bells ring and fireworks explode when you kiss me, when you ball me? God, Alex, they do for me!" She kissed him again for emphasis, and her nipples hardened dramatically. Between her legs there was a sticky viscous feeling. Ooohhh, Amy thought, it's his cum oozing out of my pussy again. Jesus, how great it feels! She squeezed her legs together, coating the insides of her thighs, matting her pubic bush with the thick male cream that was slowly trickling from her slit.
"Oh, Lord," she said. "Did you notice last evening," she added quickly to stifle his look of bemusement. "that when. Steve and I were baiting and he was ready to come. I made him take it out of me before he squirted?" Alex nodded, eyes uncertain.
"Well," Amy giggled, "didn't you notice that right afterwards, when I let you stuff me, there wasn't any talk about more, pull it out! Don't knock me up with your hot cum! And how many more times have you squirted your seed into my belly, brother darling? You did that very first time, and we must have fucked… oh, I don't know, maybe ten or twelve times up to rigid now. Do you have any idea how much cum you've pumped into me? I bet it would take a couple of gallon jugs to hold it all – Wow! Is that heavy? With you, I never even thought about being careful. Do you think I could be…" she paused for dramatic effect, one hand rubbing a circle on her warm tummy "…do you think I could be pregnant right now?"
"Oh, Christ, Amy!" he blurted. "I think you just scared me out of ten years' growth!!"
"Would that be crazy?" she went on, scarcely noticing. "For me to have your baby in my tummy. Can a brother knock up his own sister? Isn't there some kind of genetic imbalance or something that would prevent it?"
"I think it's possible," Alex said weakly. "I think it's more than possible."
"Gee… if I was gonna have anybody's baby, I'd want it to be yours, Alex. Because I love you. I always dreamed about meeting a knight on a white horse, but God, I never thought it would be you!"
"Either you get on the pill or I get some rubbers," Alex declared firmly. "When's your next period due? God… we have to cool this just a little, Peanut."
"Well, don't get hysterical," Amy giggled. "If it happens, it happens. And I know I could come up with some kind of lie Mom and Dad would believe. Oh, damn, the phone's ringing! I'll be back in a flash, lover!"
She was just hanging up the phone, when Alex came into her bedroom. "It was Steve," she told her brother. "He got Roberta last night, out in the canyon – where he used to take her all the time. Laid her on the grass, and then he laid her but good. We must have worked her up with that demonstration of… what did she call it? 'A perversion and sort of disgusting to watch.' Something like that. Anyway, he was wondering if we would care to join him and Roberta for a trip to the beach a little later in the day. Drive down to Santa Monica, maybe camp out, stay the whole night and watch the sun rise in the morning. I told him I'd get back to him after I'd talked to you."
"Sounds like fun," Alex said. "I suppose he's planning on an orgy in the sand."
Amy nodded. "You wouldn't be too jealous if I balled him would you? Not as a steady thing… just once in a while? I mean, he's nice, and there'll be lots of times, I bet, when I'm really horned up and you're not available."
"It's okay with me," Alex said. "Maybe you should try it with a lot of guys, you know? Play the field? You might even find somebody you like a lot better than you like me."
"Oh, horse shit! Last night, in bed, at a very tender moment, you confessed to me that you'd screwed half a dozen chicks but none of them were even half as good, half as sweet, half as fantastic as I was. Well, I've come to the same conclusion about you, darling brother. Why should I go around fucking everybody and his brother just to confirm what I already know? You sound like you're trying to get rid of me, anyway. Come closer." She took hold of his soft cock and lifted it to her mouth. "Have you forgotten already that I know a hundred ways to do this?"
Amy extended the tip of her tongue and licked the end of her brother's peter. She could taste cum and piss on his slit opening, and she smacked her lips as she savored the flavor. With the flat of her tongue she cleansed the head of Alex's rod, licking until the tool grew noticeably stiffer against her mouth. "See?" and she opened her mouth, sucking him inside.
His prick grew rapidly, and she felt its tip sliding with speed back, back across her tongue, aiming for the opening of her throat. Amy sloshed saliva around his prong, and she closed in her cheeks. She loved to suck him. He was slender enough to be very comfortable in her mouth, long enough to make swallowing his knob a remarkable and pride worthy feat, and the seed he could gush into her mouth was sweet enough to make a nun abandon her convent, vows and Christ. Why in God's name should Amy even think about playing the field, when she had this waiting for her at home?
The phone rang again, just as Amy was about to lay some heavy gobbling on Alex's cock, and she frowned. "Oh, fuck," Amy growled, removing her mouth from her, brother's organ, then "oh, hi, Mom! How's Sin City USA treating you?"
"Well," she told Alex after she'd hung up, his cock cuddled in her hand, "if you want to go to the beach, I guess we can swing it. Mom and Dad are staying on in Vegas for a few days. They won't be home till middle of the week. So we can hang out all night. Whatcha say, sport?" She jiggled his dick, moving toward it with her face, the tongue already thrust out, anticipating the taste of that wet pecker in her hungry mouth.
"God, Amy, we went all to pieces after they left, didn't we? But what are we gonna do when Mom and Dad come home?"
She stopped sucking. "We'll worry about that when they get here. But I think we can find a way to be together most any time we want. Let me stroke you. You're dribbling a little cum already, and it tastes so delicious."
"What if they find out? About us, I mean."
"Oh, be serious, Alex! I love our parents. They are dear, sweet, loving people, but they are also old-fashioned and straight as arrows. I doubt if either of them have ever heard of incest, for one thing, and unless you and I do something really dumb, like sucking each other off at the dinner table, there's no way they're ever gonna find out! So let yourself go, younger brother. Enjoy me, because I'm yours to enjoy, and let me enjoy you for the same reason. Fuck me when I'm horny, kiss me when my lips ache for the want of kissing, and be close when I need you. Let's be the way. All right?"
"All right, Amy."
"Then, if the discussion is at an end, I have some important business to take care of." She plunged his cock into her mouth again, and she sucked him with deep loving strokes. Besides, Amy thought, if I drain him but good before we go to the beach, he won't have a Goddamned thing left to give that cunt Roberta. And she can sit around watching while I do the same thing to Steve. Should be a righteous evening.
"How are they?" Jon Messenger asked his wife. Rachel nodded with a smile. "See? They're big kids. You don't have to worry about them. Amy and Alex can take care of themselves if we happen to go away for a weekend."
"Oh, I know," she agreed, "but I just wanted to call and make sure. They're so self-assured, not at all like we were at that age. Of course, we had such a different upbringing. God, when I think of that squalid building where we grew up, of those filthy streets of the winos and drunks vomiting in the alley just below our window. But on the other hand, if we'd been brought up in the affluence we provided for our children, how much different would our own lives have been? You and I might never have… oh, and wouldn't want to think about a life without you!"
She was sniffling now, wiping her nose with a tissue. Jon sat down beside her on the bed, his arm encircling her body. Rachel leaned close, his strength flowing into her, and she sighed deeply.
The drive to Vegas had been long and wearying, thanks to that plane they missed, and yesterday's convention activities nearly as bad. She and Jon had lunched with two or three of the company's top brass, an unexpected honor and during the meal Rachel's brother husband was offered something just as unexpected; promotion to an executive position. The salary was a sizeable increase on what he made now, but the job entailed moving east and… "Of course there's one other prerequisite, Jon. You'll be intimately connected with some of our government contracts, and you'll have to go through a standard security clearance."
Of course he refused the promotion, on some logical though circuitous grounds, but Rachel knew and Jon knew that the FBI security check was the major obstacle. Even the most cursory check of his background would include a survey of Rachel's and their investigators would have to find some interest in the fact that subject lives with a woman purporting to be his wife. Woman is actually his sister, as Dauphin County vital statistics verify. They are the parents of two children… And there would go the job.
"Are you still fretting about that job?" Jon asked. "Well, damn it, don't! Because I didn't want the promotion in the first place. The company has worn out five good men in that position in the last three years. That's an average of seven months per man. I don't have an ulcer and don't want one. Anyway, I could be the happiest ditch digger in the world, if it came to that, as long as I had you and the kids to come home to at the end of the day. And listen, Rachel, we're going to have a great time here in Vegas, and I don't want you to cry or to fret or to worry once in the next three or four days. This is a vacation. Let's enjoy it."
She nodded, smiling through tears. "Of course you're right, Jon. He was only thinking about the twins, how they'd feel if they ever found out?"
"Well, don't. Don't think about anything except having fun. And as far as the kids go, if it ever comes up, God forbid, we'll tell them the truth. That ours is the kind of love that happens only once in a million years, that's it. It transcended the social barriers and that we simply followed our hearts. But I still think you're worrying about nothing. The kids are so wholesome and so normal and so straight-laced that it's ridiculous. Do you really think they even know what incest is? Of course they don't! So give yourself a rest, darling. We've gotten along for the last eighteen years, and we can get along for the next hundred."
"I'm sorry," she conceded, smiling more broadly.
"Love," Jon quoted, "means never having to say you're sorry."
He was right. He was always right. In spite of their unconventional love, she and Jon had created two beautiful, sweet, darling children who need never know the social cloud under which they had been conceived. We must have done something right, she thought proudly. We've been so lucky.
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