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Play together family





CHAPTER ONE


Young Debbie Martin glanced impatiently from the TV to the front door. Do I have time? She wondered. Daddy'll be home soon. She visualized her son's handsome, smooth muscled body and found herself growing even hornier.
This has got to stop, she told herself, feeling her face burning. She was so hot and nervous that she ran into her bedroom and stripped naked as soon as she neared the bed. She failed to notice that her door was not completely closed.
Debbie spread-eagled herself on the bed and shoved two foam pillows under her plush ass. Her bushy blonde cunt faced the door, quivering with lustful excitement. Finger-fucking's so dirty, she thought, but God! How I need it! She reached for her pink pussy. The hot-assed mother felt a bit embarrassed about that part of her body, for it had earned her a nickname she despised: Loose Lips.
Years ago, a cruel girl in her gym class had called her that after catching a glimpse of the long, hanging folds projecting four or five inches from Debbie's straw-like cunt tufts. Once, her husband had even managed to twist the loose, pink flesh into a simple knot, humiliating her terribly by making her leave the lips that way while they fucked. Later, he'd untied them and stuffed them up her red, oozing cunt hole, laughing about corking up his cream.
Moaning excitedly, she pulled her heels close to her elevated butt and spread her luscious thighs wide apart. Then she peeled her juicy cunt-lips apart, folding them almost flat so that they looked like wrinkled butterfly wings. They were so large that they covered most of her pussyhair. Debbie looked down and saw her clit, upright and throbbing like a beckoning finger, and placed her palm over the hot, juicy flesh of her cunt. She groaned loudly.
"Uhhhh!" The hot-assed mother stirred her fingers back and forth over her wide-spread, rosyred gash, her lush hips grinding slowly. She was so wildly excited she was unaware of what was happening around her.
"Huuuu!" she wailed, her ripe body twitching spasmodically, her big tits rolling and wobbling with the violence of her masturbation.
"Wawwww, ummm…" she sighed. She didn't hear the front door close as Danny stepped into the living room. Nor did she hear the floorboards creak as he walked down the hall towards her room.
She sighed loudly, rubbing and moaning while her face twisted in delirious joy, the pillow directly under her trembling ass was so sopping wet that long trails of her cunt honey dripped from it onto the pillow beneath.
Hearing strange noises coming from his mother's bedroom, her tender young son hesitantly approached the door. Seeing that it was opened a crack, he couldn't resist peeking inside. He choked back half-formed words, momentarily paralyzed by the obscenely exciting vision that met his eyes. "Mom…" he breathed, suddenly realizing his mother was also a woman. His cock was instantly throbbing and pressing stiffly against his pants.
Danny's eyes darted from his mother's finger whipped cunt to her rolling, shaking boobs. Jeez! Her nipples were so large they almost covered the entire tips of her fat tits! And they were a dark brown, except for the red, extended nipples. All wrinkled and bumpy and shiny with her sweat.
Debbie was in seventh heaven. She was about to cum, her first in a number of weeks. It wouldn't be the same as from a big, hard cock, but it was going to be good. On the verge of a tremendous orgasm, Danny's mother hooked her fingers into the tiny red hole beneath the puffy, hanging flaps of her pussy and lewdly stretched it as far apart as it would go.
Danny choked. The interior of his mother's tight cunt was a bright, watery pink! He was being driven out of his mind by the sight not to mention the sounds of his mother's vigorously working fingers.
Wet sloshing and smacking noises mingled with her mindless groans as her body began twisting, making her huge, fleshy tits flop about like a couple of white balloons in a tornado.
Danny whipped out his stiff prick and began beating it like mad. His fist jerked over the length of his fat, red-capped cock as he stared at the finger-filled cunt hole between his mother's fleshy thighs. An excruciating ache grew in his balls, and he cupped his free hand over the spongy head of his prick.
Clear pre-cum was oozing in a steady stream from the gaping slit, running beneath his fist and lubricating his fist-fucking. He saw his mother's hips bounce strongly a few times, and heard her wailing and crying. He thought he heard his name mentioned along with some unintelligible words, but couldn't be sure.
And then he joined her in orgasm. He held his breath so she wouldn't hear his grunts as he spurted cum into his cupping hands. One sticky white glob after another hotly struck his hand, quickly filling it, but he was walking toward the bathroom as he came, and the overflow dripped into the toilet.
He was washing his hands when he heard the bed creak. He guessed his mother was getting dressed. Then he heard another sound, something like a small door closing, and recognized the noise as the lid of the hamper. She's hiding the pillow! He thought, and made up his mind to sneak into her room as soon as possible to smell – and maybe even taste the pillow's wet coating while it was still fresh. Wow! Wait till he told Tommy about this!
Sweet, innocent young Martha Martin was almost asleep when she felt her cousin ease away from her cuddly little body. Opening one eye, she saw Joan tip-toeing in her bare feet out the door. There was something furtive in the way she moved, and Martha, curious, followed. She saw loan open her father's bedroom door.
"Daddy?" Joan whispered softly. He was sound asleep. Her little body trembled under the thin nighty, and she was nearly sick with fear and excitement. If he woke, he'd be terribly angry. He might even send her away, like he'd done to her mother. Joan couldn't stand that. She loved him too much.
The precocious youngster had confided her problem to another girl, who had told her how she'd jerked her brother off without even waking him Joan knew her father had worked hard all day, and he'd had a few drinks before going to bed. She nervously licked her dry lips and knelt at the side of his bed.
Her red-haired cousin watched in horror from the shadows in the open doorway as Joan pulled the covers from Uncle Walt's feet and folded them at his waist. She stared and swallowed, her thin body shivering at the sight. She closed her eyes and opened them again. It was still there, curled up like a sleeping snake. Although Martha had never seen a cock before, she knew her uncle's was a huge one.
Joan too was entranced by her father's cock. It was awesomely long and thick, and the apple-sized head bulged ominously from its covering foreskin. The slit was wide and dark and damp-looking.
Joan knew from other girls what to do to get a cock hard, but she was terrified that her father would catch her. Gently, she ran a small finger along the entire length of his meaty dong, thrilling at his hot softness. The strong scent rising from her father's balls filled her nostril's, and she wet her lips again. She'd heard that kissing and licking would make a cock grow hard faster than anything else, and she was determined to try.
Martha stopped breathing when she saw her cousin inch her tongue out, lowering her head until it touched the slit surrounded by loose skin. The taste was different, exciting, and Joan's tongue curled under the foreskin like a wide spoon.
Walt's cockhead flushed a darker pink in the moonlight and slowly expanded. Martha slumped weakly against the doorjamb and cupped her itchy, nearly hairless twat through her pajamas. Even the soft tips of her budding titties were burning.
She watched Joan hold her head still and open her mouth wide as the foreskin peeled back from the expanding prick. The bulbous knob slid past her cousin's sharp little teeth and rested on her hot, tingling tongue. Joan gulped, swallowing continuously as her father's cock lengthened and hardened until her cheeks bulged out grotesquely. It was all the horny young girl could do to keep from gagging and biting him.
When his prick continued to lengthen, she backed up before the huge cockhead could lodge in her throat and choke her. His veiny shaft was glistening with a coating of her warm saliva. Joan couldn't pull free without scraping him with her teeth, and that, she knew, would wake him. She'd have to make him cum before freeing herself.
Because of his great size, kneeling on the floor was impassible. Joan was bent over her father's hairy groin like some perverted vampire in a kinky porno fuck, and her small body trembled from the strain of the awkward position. Slowly, carefully, she climbed onto the bed and between her father's parted legs without biting him.
Gently, she gripped the wrist-thick girth of his cockshaft and began jerking it with both hands. Her tongue moved around in the little space available, probing at his oozing piss-slit and tickling the ridge of his bulb. "Omphh…" Walt groaned in his sleep, his hands fluttering aimlessly. His hips hunched slightly.
Joan's little fingers jerked faster on the slippery-wet, loose skin of his meaty dong, coaxing him toward the climax he needed and she wanted.
The precocious youngster felt her father's thighs trembling. His breathing quickened. She knew he would cum soon, and she was, anticipating his climax with some doubt and fear. She'd heard that a man's spunk was sort of like the thin white paste the school supplied, only more watery and a little salty.
Martha was rubbing one finger along the tight slit of her cunny, pressing her pajamas between the pouting lips. She was hot and wet there, making the motion of her finger against the material very easy. She continued to watch, open-mouthed, unable to tear her eyes away from the jutting cock spearing upward between her cousin's puffy lips.
Suddenly, Walt's hips shot up and his cock expanded under his daughter's fingers, and the bulbous head swelled in her mouth. Before Joan knew what was happening, her father's long, fat prick was squirting thick wads of hot, frothy jism onto the back of her throat and the roof of her mouth.
"Umph! Umph!" She choked and gagged, trying to keep the noise at a minimum. White, liquidy cream oozed from her stretched lips and coated her father's shaft. Joan gulped and swallowed the load she'd been holding and slowly allowed her father's slack cock to slide from her mouth.
"Oooo, Jeez." She breathed dreamily, licking her lips and savoring the taste of her father's slippery jism. She wiped his prick with her fingers, scooping up the cum that had escaped her mouth. Then she bent and lapped his limp meat like a kitten would a bowl of cream, cleaning him of every last drop.
Martha saw a gelatinous pearl of cum ooze and run from her uncle's slightly open pisshole, and licked her lips as Joan slurped it up and sucked lightly on the tip for more. Walt shifted in his sleep and murmured, then snored loudly. Joan lovingly kissed her father's prick goodbye, pulled the sheet over his legs, and headed for the door.
Martha was already halfway to Joan's bed, her face red and her little cunt aching for something more than her finger. She wondered if she could bring herself to do what Joan had done without being sick – but who would she do it to? The only men she'd ever have a chance at would be her brother and her Uncle Walt. And he didn't want Joan to catch her, like she'd caught her cousin.
Wow! Joan thought, climbing into bed next to her cousin, is Daddy's cum ever tasty! She thought about other cocks, about being surrounded by cocks, and each one tasting different.
The next day Martha returned home, her mind still in a turmoil over the disgustingly obscene act she'd witnessed. But if it was so dirty, why was she still excited by it? Why was her cunt all wet and hot? Maybe she shouldn't sleep over at Joan's any more!
She spent the day helping her mother clean the basement, occasionally taking time out by watching a soap opera. But most of the time her thoughts were on her uncle's fat cock, and how Joan had looked with her cheeks bulging with her father's cum. When it was nearly time for Danny to come home, Debbie sent her to the kitchen to start supper.
When Debbie heard her son's steps on the porch, she jumped up. "Danny!" she said.
"Hi, Mom," Danny said, giving her a wet kiss on the cheek, keenly aware of the heated softness of her heavy jugs against his chest. A mental image of the big boobs rolling nakedly across her chest yesterday flitted through his mind.
"Where's Martha? You two got supper ready?" He fired the questions to mask his excitement. His mother had always been affectionate, but since he'd seen her fingering her juicy, hot pussy, he couldn't look at her without his cock getting hard.
"Your sister's got it on the stove," Debbie answered. Was that Danny's cock she'd briefly felt pressed against her hip?
"Good," Danny smiled. "Let's eat. I'm starved."
He brushed against her and she felt her face grow warm. This is ridiculous, she thought. He's my son. But every time he held her or kissed her, Debbie's cunt dripped. She was so ashamed by her body's betrayal that she could hardly think straight. It never failed. Let Danny's strong, muscular body touch her and she'd get all hot and itchy, from her slightly sagging breasts to her bushy, blonde twat.
She felt filthy and perverted, allowing her own son to arouse her, but there was nothing she could do about it. It's an animal reaction, she told herself. I'm just hot for any man it's been so long…
Debbie's husband had run off with some nightclub dancer years ago, leaving his two children, barely out of diapers, in his wife's care. She had no idea where he was, or even if he was still living, and she didn't care.
Supper was a relaxed, pleasant affair for the mother and her two children. Afterwards, there was a family conference. Debbie always included her kids in financial planning, believing that the responsibility would prepare them for the future. With that out of the way, Martha asked for and received permission to sleep over at Joan's house again.
Debbie felt sorry for her brother. Walt was a widower, and she knew he was very lonely, working hard and drinking to help him sleep. She wished, she could find him some nice girl who wouldn't mind raising someone else's kid.
With some extra time on her hands, she decided to do some cleaning. When Danny walked into the living room, his jaw dropped open. His mother was wearing one of his T-shirts, and it was obvious that she was braless. The young kid gulped as he watched his mom's huge, hanging tits shaking like crazy beneath the thin cotton, her large, swollen nipples clearly visible. Worse, under her short skirt she was wearing bikini panties!
Danny struggled valiantly to suppress his animal instincts and desires, but it wasn't easy. Every day was a constant battle for him against horniness, and since yesterday the battle was tougher. And his mother's careless attitude about clothing didn't help. When he was younger, he'd caught brief glimpses of her bare, bouncy butt as she ran from the bedroom to the bathroom. And just as often, at the breakfast table over the past few months, he'd seen her large, wobbling jugs right through her thin nighty. He couldn't help noticing the peaks made by her enormous nipples, and was guiltily conscious of his hard prick under the table.
He switched off the vacuum to make himself heard. "Mom! You're not gonna work dressed like that, are you?"
Before Danny's wide-eyed protest, Debbie hadn't realized at least not consciously how much of her body was available to his open stare. But she couldn't let her own son think that his hot gaze bothered her!
"It's awfully warm, Danny," she replied, "and I'm comfortable working in these clothes. I wear less than this on the beach, you know. Besides, there's nobody here but you."
Yeah, as if I don't count! Danny thought sullenly. And I can't tell my own mother that just looking at her makes my balls ache. But he didn't leave the room. Instead, he sat in the easy chair and watched his sexy mom move around with the cleaner.
Now Debbie was extremely self-conscious, seeing her young son slouch in the chair and fix his eyes on her tits. Oh my God! She thought, he's looking at me as a woman, not as his mother! And she was aware of how her big breasts hung and swung as she bent to vacuum under the couch.
Danny's hard cock slid down his pant leg and made a visible bulge as he watched his mother bend over. Nearly half of her plump, snowy-white asscheeks barely covered by her tiny black undies peeked beneath the raised hem of her skirt as she slouched low. Jeez! Danny thought, his hard-on pounding. I wish she wasn't my mother! I wish I could fuck her!
Debbie couldn't take another minute of her son's hot-eyed staring. She pretended to finish and turned to him, almost recoiling as she recognized, for the very first time, the hungry, speculative look in Danny's eyes. The pit of her stomach churned.
"I'm gonna lay down," she said, pretending to yawn and stretching her arms over her head, then blushing and dropping them quickly when she saw that she'd only drawn attention to her big, stiff nippled tits. She nearly ran from the room, her hips swinging and her short skirt flapping, exposing her winking, shuddering ass.
Danny slowly followed.
Debbie soon spread out naked on the bed again, preparing to finger her wet cunt when the door came open. "Oh, Jeez, Mom!" she heard her son cry. "I can't help myself!" He ran over, almost stumbling in his eagerness, and knelt at the side of the bed.
"Danny!" Debbie shrieked, desperately trying to cover her pussy with her hands. But this only squeezed her big tits up between her arms. Desperately, she rolled onto her stomach to hide her nakedness. Her fat, white asscheeks trembled temptingly only inches from Danny's eyes.
She heard her son's harsh breathing, and then felt the bed sag as he climbed up beside her. She turned her head, blushing furiously, her heart pounding with fear as she felt her son's hands on her bare ass.
"Danny!" she screamed. "What are you doing! Get out of here!"
"Oh, Mom!" He groaned. "I've got to do something. It hurts so much!" And then she felt his hands gripping her, pulling at her, forcing her to roll over.
"Danny! No!" she cried, blushing a fiery red as her handsome teenaged son stared openly at her exposed, shaking boobs and her overheated, glistening cunt. He bent over her blonde bush, his hungry eyes devouring the livid pinkness of her jutting lips.
"It's so pretty," she heard him breathe, "and it smells so nice, Mom!" And Debbie suddenly realized that the wet, steamy odor of her yearning snatch was rising like a mist above her.
And then her eyes widened as Danny suddenly stood erect and opened his jeans with unbelievable haste. For the first time in years Debbie saw her son's cock. It was already hard, fiercely swollen. He was intent on fucking her, she realized, even if it meant using force.
She was about to be raped by her own son!
"Ohhh, Danny! No!" she pleaded hastily. "I'm your mother! You can't."
"Mommy! Mommy!" he groaned, shucking off the rest of his clothes and reverting to the name he hadn't used for years. He stretched out beside her lush body, and she recoiled from him.
He grabbed her wrist. "It's wrong, I know it's wrong!" he cried. "But I can't help it. I've got to!"
Debbie cringed as he ran his fingers under her shielding hands and roughly explored the sensitive flesh of her fat-lipped pussy. She pried and sobbed at the electric-like shock of her son's touch, trembling uncontrollably as his inexperienced, probing fingers hurt her slightly. Her itchy twat ran wet with another load of her love-juice.
"Aghh! Danny! What are you doing?"
Danny crawled over her body and pulled her arms above her head. His turgid cock swayed an inch or so above her tits, the oozing head staring her right in the eye. And then she realized that he was tying one wrist, to the iron rail at the head of her bed with his sock!
"No-o-o!" She screamed loudly, thrashing as his weight held her down. Her heaving jugs slapped against his inner thighs and up-thrust cock as he straddled her heaving chest.
"No, Danny, no-o-o-o!" She cried as he grabbed her other arm. Her legs were kicking wildly and her hips were wiggling, nearly bucking him off her hotly moving body.
"Yes, Mom! Yes!" the out-of-control young boy answered her, his eyes glazed over with lust. He slipped off the bed and caught one of her kicking legs.
"Aghhh! No! No!" she screamed again, realizing what he intended to do as he bent her knee and forced her leg back over her head until her ankle was next to her bound wrist. He tied the two together, this time using the belt from her bathrobe. Then he bent her other leg and tied it the same way, to the other ankle.
Debbie groaned as most of her weight rested on her upper back and shoulders. Her upturned asscheeks were spread wide and quivering, exposing the tan, puckered dimple of her asshole.
"Oh, Jeez, Mom!" Danny said, studying his mother's gaping, simmering twat, that soft, secret place between her legs he'd always wanted to see.
"Oh, Danny-y-y!" Debbie moaned, filled with embarrassment and fear. She'd never felt so helpless, so filled with shame in her entire life. She was totally exposed to her son's lustful gaze, humiliated beyond belief by the grossly vulnerable position in which he'd bound her.
Danny licked his lips, overcome by the visual carnal feast spread before him. He could do anything he wanted, and his mother wouldn't be able to stop him! The way she was tied her legs widely parted and tied to her wrists above her head had rolled her fleshy ass and pussy into the air. He could even see the tight ring of her winking asshole! Shit!
"Oh, Mom!" He groaned, fisting his cock and switching his gaze from her huge wobbling tits to her meaty, blonde-haired cunt. "You're so pretty, so sexy!" He couldn't wait any longer. If he didn't do something soon, he'd shoot cum all over the bed.
"W-what are you doing?" Debbie whimpered, watching her son between the frame of her legs as he knee-walked toward her open cunt. The blood drained from her face as he inched his fat cock against her open, drooling slot. She felt faint and light-headed as Danny jockeyed into position with an almost frantic baste.
"No, son, no," she whispered in a small, frightened voice. But then her handsome, masterful son dropped down and buried his perspiring face between her fat, white tits and shoved his purplish cockhead into her oozing snatch.
"Wawww! No-o-o-o! Umphhh-h-h!" Debbie's body tensed, then sagged as Danny's thick shaft powered into her. She whimpered and groaned as her son covered her body with his, his fat-tipped cock soaking quietly in the rippling depths of her smoldering, clasping cunt. Now that he was in, he seemed overcome by the sensations.
Debbie sobbed and choked, unable to prevent the mounting pleasure of having a big cock shoved up her long-unused cunt. She felt her puffy folds throbbing tightly around the base of her son's fat cock, and unintentionally hunched her hips.
"Ohhh, God!" moaned the totally humiliated mother as the hot tunnel of her way ward cunt flexed and puckered around Danny's meat. Oh, God, why doesn't he move!
But the sight of his mother's fat, shaking tits, the milking muscles of her ungovernable pussy, and her beautiful, flushed face all sapped Danny's control. His cock jumped. He was cumming! "Aghh! Ughh! Oh, Mommmmmm!"
The depths of Debbie's cunt suddenly filled with liquid heat as she felt her son's hips tremble. Then he collapsed atop her.
"Aghhhh!" She sighed to her everlasting shame, feeling his bulbous cockhead quiver and swell. She refused to admit how good he felt in her.
"Uhhh! Wuhhh!" she cried, unable to halt her climax. A river of molten lava blossomed deep inside her sucking honey-hole. Her son's jizz was filling her to overflowing, fountaining out alongside his fat balls. Debbie was shaking with the force of her orgasm, and she felt her cunt muscles contract, squeezing Danny's thick, shrinking cock. A veritable flood of sticky, rich cream poured from her packed pussy, and the gelatinous fluid ran down the crack of her upturned, wriggling ass, coating her bung before dripping to the bed.
"Oh, Mom!" she heard her son sigh as his cock slipped from her relaxed pussy hole with a wet, plopping sound. "I came…" More white jizz oozed out and fell to the bed.
"Jeez!" Danny exclaimed, lifting up on his elbows and looking into his mother's tear-filled eyes. "I never felt anything like that before! Your… your pussy's so hot! And I could feel it moving, to!" he added enthusiastically. "Mom, please don't hate me! Don't be angry with me!"
As he spoke, he stroked and tenderly squeezed her rolling, jiggling tits, fingering her enormous taut nipples and bending to kiss and lick them. Debbie sighed and moaned, unable to repress the wave of post-orgasmic pleasure washing over her body. She felt her cunt watering in obscene response to her son's active hands and lips.
"N-no, Danny," she stammered. "I don't hate you. You-you didn't know what you were doing. I-I shouldn't have dressed like I did, and I shouldn't have left my door unlocked. Please untie me, now, son. We'll try to forget all about this."
Danny looked down at her with surprise. "Oh, Mom! No! I'll never forget this!" And he caressed the upturned cheeks of her soft, plump ass, smearing his cum all over her smooth cunt furrow and the tiny, clenching ring of her sensitive bung.
She tensed and groaned as he traced wet circles over that attractively raised dimple.
"Mom, I-I'm getting hard again."
Debbie moaned softly, pitifully.



CHAPTER TWO


In the house across the street, thirty-five year old Katherine Dodge's morning had been spoiled. Tommy, her cute young son, was sitting at the breakfast table when he somehow managed to knock the salt shaker to the floor. Kate hurried to pick it up, forgetting that she hadn't worn a bra that morning.
She bent down much too quickly. Her loose, unbuttoned neckline hadn't been designed to contain so much size and weight, especially when her tits were on the move. So Kate's big-nippled, forty inch melons tumbled out, swinging and swaying before Tommy's admiring eyes. That was embarrassing enough, but then she had difficulty in stuffing those floppy jugs back inside the blouse.
"Wow!" Tommy exclaimed, blushing as he stared at his mother's bare, wobbling jugs. Now he understood why Danny was a peeper!
Kate was so flustered by the situation that she forgot to turn her back on her son, and Tommy watched the whole awkward, fumbling process with obvious delight. Finally, mischievously, knowing it would shock her, Tommy playfully asked, "Can I help you, Mom?"
Kate dropped the big breast she was holding.
Her enormous brown nipple hardened and tightened in front of her son. She stared at him, hardly believing her ears. "No!" she screamed, ready to burst into tears. How could he suggest such a horrible thing to his own mother?
Realizing that she was losing control, Kate ran to the bathroom. Tommy watched his mother's wildly flopping tits with more than a little interest, and decided to take Danny's advice about peeping.
Kate sat heavily on the edge of the tub, alone with her thoughts. An accident? she wondered, and felt a chill run up her spine. Was Tommy wondering, too. Were her subconscious desires responsible for her carelessness? She looked down at her still uncovered breasts. She'd been stunning as a bride, and Kate was a real knockout even now. After she'd given birth to Tommy, her measurements had blossomed even more, and even then his little hands and mouth had sexually stimulated her as they pulled and tugged on her erect nipples.
"Ohhh," she groaned, feeling her cunt loosen and growing moist. The memory was as vivid as if it were only yesterday. Cupping her soft, fat tits with her palms, she aimed the long, hard nipples up at her eyes, trying to see them from her son's point of view. Her tits sagged a bit more from sheer size than age but they were still firm and unlined. Not even a stretch mark, just a few tiny blue veins faintly visible on the sides where they approached her arms.
She smiled as she remembered how Tommy's tiny cock would get an erection when he suckled her, and how she had held the stiff little tool between her fingers for Jeff and her to laugh over.
Her baby's tiny cock – but it was tiny no longer!
She moaned and ran one hand under her skirt. Cupping the fat mound of her panty-clad pussy, she pound the heel of her hand into the springy hair just above her throbbing clit. She squeezed one fat tit until she winced, closing her eyes as her orgasm neared.
She visualized her husband Jeff's handsome face as he pumped his hard cock into her, and the heel of her palm made more direct contact with her straining clit. Then she shoved a couple of fingers under the leg band toward her drooling slot. Slickening them up in the puddle of cream at the bottom of the hole, she cased them into the hot channel.
"Ahhhh!" she groaned, feeling the start of her cum. It was almost there when her eyes shot open and she pulled her fingers from her snug slot with painful haste. Oh, God! Her husband's face had slowly changed while she was masturbating, growing younger and leaner under the cover of her passion-fogged mind.
And and the face was Tommy's!
Walt had wondered why his sheets weren't stiff with his dried cum the next morning. He vaguely remembered a pleasant dream about the sexy, mammoth-titted widow on his street, and how she had sucked on his cock. Huh, he grunted, maybe he was getting old, experiencing dry dreams instead of wet ones…
But he didn't fail to notice how his daughter Joan was filling out, becoming a woman. She was pretty well developed for a younster, he thought, nice, pear-shaped tits! Have to get her a bra, soon, he mused. Shit, he could even see her pink nipples through her nighty in the mornings! What a ball-breaker! He always woke up with a piss-hardon, yet seeing her bent over the sink, her plump ass sticking out while she washed her face, made him feel like he was walking around with a telephone pole in his shorts.
Joan hid a smile. She knew her father was looking at her with eyes that weren't quite fatherly, and she longed for the day that she'd be able to sleep in his bed, when he'd see her as a desirable woman and not just as his untouchable daughter.
All during the day Joan teased her father. She'd removed her panties and put on a short dress, making sure that she had to bend over a lot in the kitchen and den, or wherever he happened to be on his day off. She knew he'd seen her tender young ass a few times, for that was when he caught his breath and choked on his cigar.
The horny little girl's heart was beating wildly as she saw her father turn to hide the lump in his trousers. She'd given him a hard-on, and she remembered how it had looked last night. Her little cunt dripped and itched.
It was early in the evening when Joan announced that she was going to bed. The girl quivered with nervous anticipation as she undressed and opened her door four or five inches. The hall was dark, but there was still a light in the living room, and she could faintly hear the sound of some television program.
She undressed and lay down on the bed, and switched the reading lamp on behind her head. Then she put a book beside her. Her sparsely haired little pussy was aimed right at the crack of the door.
"Ohhhhh," she groaned. She listened, but heard nothing. "Wawwwww!" she moaned again, then cut it short and strained her ears. Yes. She had heard the couch squeak as her father stood up.
Joan threw her head back and pretended to be asleep as she groaned, "Ohhhh…" Her eyes appeared shut, but she was actually peering between her lashes.
"Ummmm…" she sighed, feeling her father's hungry eyes on her naked twat even before she saw his face at the crack of the door. She squirmed and twisted as if she was having a bad dream, giving him different views of her wet cunt and trembling ass.
Then she dropped her hand between her legs and stirred her fingers slowly back and forth, pretending to be unaware of what she was doing. She kept rubbing and moaning while her face twisted in what she hoped her father would believe to be delirious joy.
Hearing his harsh breathing, the daring adolescent widened her plump thighs. Walt gasped. Joan knew from examining herself that her virgin cunt was plump and pale pink, and not at all hidden by her few dark curls. And she just knew that everything down there was now wet and shiny.
"Oh, God!"
Walt stepped into her room, and Joan gasped and sat up in bed. He must have undressed in the hall, for he was naked from the waist down, and his gigantic cock poked straight out at her.
"Daddy!" Joan cried, jumping up and throwing her arms around him. "I was having an awful dream!" She pretended not to notice his nakedness at first. But she felt his hard dick pressed against her belly, the throbbing head nestling and poking at her belly button.
She stepped back a bit and looked down. "Oh!"
She looked up into her father's eyes. "Daddy?"
His cock was swelling, pulsing before her eyes. "Oh, God, Joan!" Walt said, lifting his hands to his daughter's beautiful tits. He cupped and squeezed them. Like melons, he thought, fleshy melons! He bent and kissed the red pointy tip of each nipple. Joan melted beneath him.
Reaching below his turgid, red-capped prick, she cupped her father's heavily-haired nuts. She'd been unable to get at them last night, and now she rolled and squeezed them with heated interest.
"Oh, Daddy," she groaned. "I love you!"
Stroking the fat length of his cock in her small fist, the horny young daughter moaned as his sweaty heat seared her small palm. Someday she'd tell him how she'd sucked this mighty pole dry without his knowledge, but not now. Her daddy's muscular prick tube was throbbing, and she leaned forward and examined it closely, squeezing its gristle-like stiffness with an enthusiasm she hadn't dared to use last night.
"I, Joan?" Walt hesitated, sighing as his daughter traced the network of rope-like veins with a finger. "Will, will you kiss it for me?" He tentatively placed his strong hands on the back of her head.
"Oh," Joan teased, pretending to be shocked. "I don't know if I should do that, Daddy. Isn't that sort of… uh, dirty?"
Walt groaned under her exploring fingers. "No, Joan," he said, thrusting his hips toward her pretty, pouting lips. "All girls do it for someone they love. Please, Joan. Kiss it!"
Joan looked up at her father as her small hands squeezed and jerked his fat, trembling dong. His handsome face was thrown back, and his eyes were shut. Joan pursed her lips and bent her head dawn, quickly kissing the leaking cockhead.
"Uhhhhh!" An expression of unbearable ecstasy turned Walt's face into that of a stranger. Joan smacked her lips loudly, wanting to excite him with the sounds she made.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, licking her lips and removing the tiny bit of moisture she'd picked up. It only made her mouth water for more. "It tastes good." She looked up at him.
"Should I keep doing it, Daddy?" she asked, her eyes wide and innocent.
"Yes, yes!" Walt groaned. "Kiss it, lick it, put it in your mouth and suck on it!"
Joan kissed his cock again, pressing her lips to the top and sides, and lashing her tongue up and down. She dribbled her saliva all over it and made a lot of squishy, slurping noises.
"Ahhh!" Walt sighed, his nuts churning from the sight of his hot and horny daughter's soft, wet tongue running over his straining meat. "That's enough, Joan. I don't want to cum that way."
"Oh, Daddy," Joan teased him some more, continuing to kiss and lick. "I never imagined your cock would taste so good! Can't I taste your cum? Please?"
Walt's pounding pulse threatened to burst a vein when he heard his sexy child begging to drink his cock cream. He forced himself to relax, then walked her to the bed and spread her out on it.
"Now I'm gonna do something special for you, sweet puss," he said. He crawled between his daughter's shapely legs.
"Ohhh, Daddy!" Joan whispered. "You, you gonna kiss me there, Daddy?"
"Kiss it, shit!" he rasped. "I'm gonna eat it, honey! And you'll love it!"
Joan hadn't considered that her father would want to kiss that wet, mushy slit between her legs. Rut when he raised his face to her lightly haired cunny, she blushed deeply, a little ashamed to have him looking so closely at what was supposed to be such a private, nasty place.
"Unghh!" Her father had pressed his lips to her pink cunt folds, and Joan felt his hot tongue gently licking up the sticky center.
"Oh, Daddy!" she squealed. "It feels so good!"
Walt lifted his face. "Hook your knees over my shoulders, baby," he said. Joan did, and her wet, wrinkled pussy petals winked and oozed juice inches from his lust-filled eyes. He spread the plump, frothy lips with trembling fingers.
"Oh, God, what a beautiful little pussy!" Walt groaned. And then he opened his mouth wide and sucked in his girl's tingling clit and all of the puffy folds.
"Yuhhh! Oh, Daddy!" Joan groaned, instinctively grinding her plump ass into the mattress. Walt wrapped his hairy arms around his daughter's rounded hips and made sucking sounds as his lips pulled at her distended little clit.
"Daddy-y-y-y!" Joan cried, grunting and panting like a rooting hog. Her heels drummed against his upper back.
Walt peered at his horny daughter's lust contorted face over the rise of her puffy bush and flat belly. And as he tongued her pouting, oozing snatch-lips, she grabbed her plump round tits and held them up for him to see. Rubbing the red nipples with her thumbs, she then pointed them at her father so he could see how big and swollen they were.
Walt lashed his long tongue all over his little girl's succulent pink gash, licking and lapping at her tasty, virginal beaver from her dainty little bunghole up to her tiny quaking clit. Hot cunt syrup ran over his tongue and smeared his cheeks.
Joan writhed in constant ecstasy, rolling her plump ass in slow circles, rubbing her sopping pussy across her father's darting tongue, and still holding her pear-shaped boobs. She cupped them by their soft bases, letting the dark, swollen nipples shiver and jump to add to his excitement.
"Ahhhh!" She groaned as his tongue scrubbed her tender clit. The cherry-colored bud felt ready to burst. She slid her ass up, pulling her knees to her chest and holding her father's nodding head, guiding his soft tongue to the slippery red ring guarding the dark, narrow mouth of her virginal cunt.
"There! There!" she cried. "Oh, yes, that's it! Yes! Ohhhh, Daddy!"
Walt pistoned his long tongue like a miniature cock into his kid's sopping wet, tight tunnel. Joan's shaking ass wriggled over the bed as he stroked her sensitive brownie before lapping up to the bubbling mouth of her cunt again.
Joan sighed and thrust her hungry, creaming little twat toward her father's eager tongue. Walt rooted and burrowed his face in his daughter's pussy for what seemed like hours, his tireless tongue scooping up her thick, sweet cunt honey and swallowing it as if it was vintage wine.
"Huhhhh, wahhhh!"
When Walt heard Joan's deep-throated moans, and felt the red, elastic rim of her little cunt-hole snapping at his tongue, he knew she was about to cum. He jabbed his tongue rapidly in and out of the shaking slit.
Joan felt her father's strong hands slide under her plump, bouncing white ass, and her whole body trembled. Her tongue-tormented twat was burning and tightening more than it ever had under her fingers.
"Yahhh! Hunhhh! Hunhhh! Ahhhhh!"
Joan gabbed her daddy's head and held it tightly to her spasming cunt while her thighs squeezed his ears. She screamed and wailed again and again, her mind spinning with the intensity of her rippling cuntal contractions. Her first real mind-blowing orgasm was here at last!
"Hunhhh! Ohhh, Daddy!" She opened her eyes and gazed lovingly at her wonderful father. She stroked his cheeks, feeling her own juice on her fingers.
"Daddy," Joan said, tugging on his arms. "I, I want you to put it in me. I want you to, to fuck me. Please, Daddy, I need to be fucked!"
Walt panted and grunted, jockeying into position with an almost frantic haste. Lifting up on his elbows, he looked into his little girl's shining eyes.
"There'll be no turning back if we do this," he said slowly, his cock pulsing threateningly against her soaking cunny. "I want you so much, but it's gonna hurt. Are you sure?"
Joan grabbed his thick cock for her answer, fitting the bulbous head to her wet hole. "Shove it in, Daddy! Shove it all the way in and fuck my little pussy!"
Walt shivered. He was so bit, and his child-like daughter was so small down there! He gingerly eased his big-headed prick to her oozing and seemingly too-small cunt.
"Come on, Daddy," Joan panted. "I'll get used to you. I, I've used a couple of fingers, already."
Which was mostly a lie. She hadn't put her fingers all the way inside. And they were very small fingers.
Walt's big cock was throbbing at the puffy ridge guarding Joan's red-hot cunt channel. She hunched her butt a bit, and he felt the steamy wetness of his daughter's pussy puckering around him. With one furious lunge he drove his curved, massive hunk of hard meat into her tight little pussy tube.
"Wawwww! Umphhh-h-h-h!" Joan's body tensed and then went limp. She whimpered and groaned as her father covered her tiny body with his, his mammoth dong sliding fiercely back and forth in her clasping and well-oiled pussy.
"You OK, Joan?" Walt asked.
"Oh, Jeez, Daddy, I thought it was gonna kill me!" She forced a small smile. "It's good, now," she lied. "Just fuck me nice and easy for a while."
Walt fucked his little girl's squirming, gripping cunt crack with deep, powerful strokes, spreading the narrow walls of her hot virgin pussy with each thrust. His swollen shaft was stained a bright scarlet from her ripped cherry. Soon, he was driving into her cunt faster and higher, scrabbling with his toes to move even closer, his pubic bone mashing her tingling clit.
Joan moaned as she stiffened under her father's brutal screwing, her tightly clenching pink pussy heating up. She lifted her ass to meet him, his heavily swinging fuck-sack slapping the quivering cheeks of her wide-spread, pumping buns.
Waft listed to his young daughter as she squealed and groaned with furious passion: "Ommhhh! Hunhhh! Humnnnn."
She was hunching her cunt at his pounding cock as her ass lifted and swung, and he could feel her pussy tightening even more, the tingling walls compressing around his wildly pulsing cock meat like a greasy velvet glove.
Joan felt the flanged rim, of her father's big cockhead as it slid back and caught on her sensitive, rubbery rim. Then she moaned as he slammed back inside the soaked channel of her rhythmically grasping, sucking pussy.
Wet, squelchy, fucking sounds mingled with their grunts and groans. Joan's ears were ringing, and she had that dizzy, hot-faced feeling like having low blood sugar and shock. She sensed the spastic jerking of her father's swollen cock-muscle, and felt his frantic hip-slamming falter and then cease altogether as he shoved in to the hilt, grinding his drawn-up balls against the stretched lips of her stuffed cunt.
"Aghhh! Here it comes!" he cried.
Joan wrapped her legs around her father's lean waist and drummed her heels against his ass. Then she used one heel to rub and push between the crack of his hairy ass.
"Ugh! Unhhh! Ahhhh!" Walt groaned, and collapsed on top of his little girl.
When Joan felt her father's dick jerking about inside her sucking cuntal depths, she cried out with pleasure. And then his fat rod was swelling and throbbing. She moaned and sighed as great, sticky wads of cum splattered hotly into her stuffed, spasmning cunt tunnel.
The bedroom door suddenly opened. "What Joan! Uncle Walt!"
Martha, finding the front door unlocked, had entered her cousin's house and called out. True, she had not spoken very loudly, but that was because she thought Joan might be in her father's bedroom, sucking on the sleeping man. But her uncle's room had been dark and empty. She couldn't resist opening Joan's door when she saw the silver of light under it and heard several passionate moans.
Joan saw her cousin's eyes drop to her father's fat, limber cock. She knew that Martha was still a virgin, but if she was any judge, her cousin was as horny as she was. She knew Martha masturbated. With Joan it was just once a day or so, but she knew Martha sometimes played with her little twat three or four times in a row.
Once, while Joan was staving at Aunt Debbie's, she had tip-toed into the bathroom and watched Martha through a crack in the shower curtain. She'd caught the youngster in the midst of probing her red-haired muff with a tube of dandruff shampoo.
Joan got off the bed and ran to her stunned cousin. "Come over here," she said, taking Martha's limp wrist in her hand. "Daddy's got something to show you."
Trance like, Martha allowed herself to join the incestuous couple on the bed. Joan wondered if her father had another load left in him. She hoped so, for Martha's sake. Besides, it would be kinky kicks to watch her father fucking that big prick into Martha's tiny twat.
Martha was hot all over. From her carrot-topped head to her freckled neck and chest she blushed furiously, but she never took her eyes from her uncle's large, wet cock.
Joan started to undo Martha's blouse. "No!" her cousin cried in a horrified voice, seeming to just now realize what was about to happen. "Don't!" She jumped up.
"Joan…" Walt stirred nervously. "Maybe we shouldn't…" He was beginning to have second thoughts about the idea of taking advantage of his sister's little girl.
Joan clamped her fingers over her father's slimy cock. "Look, Martha," she said, jerking the meaty roll up and down and playing with the loose foreskin. Walt's eyes narrowed and he groaned with pleasure.
"But… But he's my uncle!" Martha protested.
"No kidding, Dick Tracy! He's my father, stupid! And I love him. Just look at this." Joan lewdly aimed her father's bulbous cockhead at Martha's flushed face.
Martha looked, and licked her lips. It looked so much bigger up close than it had the other night. Joan saw that her cousin was weakening. Her pussy's probably wetter than mine, she thought, and ran her hand under Martha's dress and between her soft, warm thighs.
Martha gasped and automatically widened her legs loan's fingers touched hot silk, gooey hot silk! She'd been right. Martha would, if they kicked her out now, rush to the bathroom and finger-fuck her soggy, itching cunt for hours.
"Joan," Martha groaned, "don't…"
Joan laughed. "All right, I won't. But I know somebody who will!" And she pushed Martha to her father and lifted her skirt. Walt stared at the bright red curls showing through his niece's damp panties.
Martha watched with horrified fascination as her uncle's hand cupped the crotch of her panties. He rubbed his palm in small circles, sliding the wet material over her slippery pussy lips. Martha groaned and closed her eyes. Then, as Walt rolled the small pebble of her clit through her panties, she gasped and flung her arms about him.
"Oh, Uncle Walt!" she cried, hugging him and grinding her hips in small circles. Walt's fingers slipped under the panties and he ran his fingertips up and down his sexy young niece's hot, sticky cunt furrow.
Joan continued yanking his cock, and soon it was hard and thick, bulging with blue veins. Crystal-clear droplets formed and rolled off the big, rosy head.
"Come on, Martha," Walt groaned, "let's get these off!" And his hands went under his niece's ass and clutched her panties. With one swift tug they were down to her knees. Joan lifted the girl's legs and removed them.
Martha blushed deeply and turned her face aside, but she made no attempt to conceal the few red curls topping her fat-lipped, juicy cunt. The reddish-orange curls started at the apex of her plump, lightly freckled upper thighs, and then formed a long, thin line which pointed toward her deeply-indented belly button.
Martha's pussy-lips were open, and their bright pink color drew her uncle's eyes like a magnet. The folds were large, not nearly as large as her mother's, but her clit was like a tiny, blunt-tipped finger.
"Oh, baby! Honey! It's beautiful!" Walt moaned, turning to one side and resting on his elbows. "I've just got to taste it!"
"Wait, Daddy! Wait!" Joan cried, not wanting to be left out. She pushed him onto his back again and straddled his hairy thighs, still holding his thick, pulsing cock with one hand.
"Let Martha kneel over your face!" the excited, innovative youngster suggested. Martha roused from her impassioned stupor.
"Joan!" Martha stared at her naked cousin with shock. "I, I couldn't! That's, that's dirty!"
"You're nuts!" Joan retorted. "You don't know nothin'! Daddy licked me till I came, and it's great!" she squirmed her plump asscheeks on Walt's gain, stirring the shaft of his cock against her wide-spread pussylips. Her thick cunt honey ran dawn, coating his big balls.
Martha was dismayed by the excitement she felt at watching her cousin's hand jacking her own father's distended prick. Her swollen clit was driving her crazy. It wasn't used to being ignored. Martha always played with it as soon as it started to burn and throb.
Walt placed his hands on both of his niece's soft hips. "Come on, baby," he said, "let me kiss that sweet puss of yours." He pulled her toward him.
"Please," Martha weakly protested.
She moaned with shameful indecision. But she did not draw back, and Walt's mouth watered with anticipation. He lifted one of her knees and eased it over his shoulder. The hot smell of a roused pussy drifted to his appreciative nostrils. There was nothing Walt liked more than sucking on a tender fresh pussy, a cunt so sparsely-haired that he did not have to hunt through a forest to find the juicy lips.
Martha looked down and saw her uncle's handsome face framed between her soft white thighs, and felt her little cunny contract. She knew she was flowing like a river there, and she could feel her hot honey running down her thighs. How could anyone want to put their mouth on that awful wet, smelly place? She wondered. Walt's hands pulled her down.
"Eeek!" Martha squealed as her uncle's face disappeared beneath her plump, squirming ass. She leaned forward and her head hung down. She almost bumped Joan's head as Walt's probing tongue washed over her pussy. Her little body shook and flailed as she wiggled her ass all over her uncle's face, sobbing and moaning with one frenzied explosion after another.
Joan spread her juicy snatch-lips and centered her cunt over her father's bucking prick. Fitting Walt's huge cock bulb against her hot, itching hole, she slowly settled down on it.
"Ahhhhh," she sighed as he filled her pussy completely.
"Umphhh!" Walt grunted into Martha's sopping wet pussy. His face was coated with his, hot young niece's sticky, hot juices, and they ran into his nose and ears, clogging them. He moaned again as he felt the tight, hot glove of his daughter's newly-fucked cunt slowly sliding down his long prick pole.
His hips hunched involuntarily, driving the last few inches of his thick meat into Joan's shuddering pussy. He heard her groan contentedly and start the long climb back up to his bulbous knob. Martha's ass cheeks wobbled on each side of his face, and as she squirmed, her smooth, purplish brown bung rubbed back and forth over his nose. He tilted his head and thrust his tongue straight up and into the mouth of her little cunt.
"Ooooh!" Martha's butt cheeks clenched over his face. He gripped them hard in his hands and lifted her up a bit so he could breathe. The blood filled lips of her cunny hung and dripped above him and he stirred them with his tongue, moving each one aside and probing under and around it.
Joan was filled with the newfound wonder of fucking while on top of her father. He seemed to stab her more deeply in this position, and also she was able to control the speed of the penetration and his cock's angle. Joan experimented with various rotary movements, and loved them all.
Her pear-shaped titties flopped up and down tightly as she lifted and plummeted, and she reached up and squeezed her meaty nipples, both the areolas and their hard, purplish tips.
Walt was panting into Martha's pouting cunt, groaning with the effort of holding back his cum. Joan's snug little cunt tunnel was fluttering around his fat, impaling dick, and the mouth of her cunt was snapping at the mushroom-like head like a hungry calf at an udder.
Martha's soft, warm ass rolled all over her uncle's wet face as his hands moved her from side to side. His hotly lapping tongue investigated every available inch of his niece's deliciously swollen, vibrating pussy. Her elongated clit jutted out from the pink folds like a tiny, blunt-tipped spear, and Walt glued his lips around it and gave it a good sucking.
"Muh-wahhh!" Martha groaned, shaking violently with yet another orgasm. Walt had never known anyone who could cum as often and as hard as his sweet young niece, and her constant climaxes were really turning him on. He could hardly wait to pluck her cherry!
Joan heard her cousin groaning out with another cum and slowed her pumping. Martha's blouse was still on, and Joan reached out and unbuttoned it, pulling it from the girl's shoulders. Then she tugged her bra down, not bothering to unsnap it.
Martha's plump, melon-like boobs stood straight out, wobbling over the bra, her nipples hard and crinkly, rising boldly from hugely puckered areolas. Joan cupped the little jugs and Martha lifted her strained, pinched face. She was on the verge of another terrific cum, but had to see what was going an in front of her.
As soon as Joan felt the softness of her cousin's tits, she realized that she could turn on to another girl's body. She knew she wasn't queer because she loved her father's cock too much. But at her young age she had never heard of bisexuality. Maybe she was just oversexed, she thought, really nothing to worry about. She was enjoying herself too much to care that part of her pleasure came from another female, and her cousin at that!
Joan started jumping all over her father's throbbing dick, groaning with pleasure at the tight friction. She knew her cunt was ready to explode. Her plump tits were bouncing with her vigorous fucking, slapping wetly and loudly against her sweaty chest.
"Unhhh!" she grunted with joyous surprise as Martha suddenly reached out and grabbed her boobs by her long, rubbery nipples. The girl tweaked her cousin's popping tit-tips in response. Soon the two incestuous girls were bouncing and moaning and giggling as they played with each other's bodies.
Now that Martha's hands weren't resting on his chest and stomach, supporting some of her weight, her ass ground heavily against her uncle's face. In sheer desperation he gently bit and nibbled her fleshy cuntal folds. He raked his teeth softly over his niece's stiff clit, and she squealed and lifted up a bit.
"Wahhh-ughhh!" she grunted, almost falling forward as yet another orgasm overtook her. Joan held her cousin up by her tender tits, digging her fingers into their softness. The pain seemed to intensify Martha's cum.
"Oh! Oh! Uhh!" she groaned, her clit and twat convulsing wildly. Her little pink hole clamped spasmodically, milking and squeezing out more hot cunt honey for her uncle's thirsty throat.
Joan plopped down on her father's thighs, squirming her soft, sweaty butt in tight circles. Walt's fat cock stirred in her gripping crack, pulling on her clasping pussylips and tugging at her tingling clit. She dropped Martha's bruised breasts and pinched her own nipples.
"Aghhh! Oh, Jeez, Daddy! I'm cumming!"
Joan hung her head and stared at her father's cock-shaft as she raised her ass a bit. The sight of that massive, glistening stake spearing into her little cunt was so stimulating that she threw her hips into a frenzy of agitation. Her twat convulsed again and again, and she screamed and fell forward against Martha's heaving little titties.
Walt shuddered as his little girl's cunt rippled flutteringly up and down the length of his gristly hard-on. He groaned into Martha's dribbling, totally hot cunt as his fat balls pulled up tight against the base of his cock and began jerking.
"Agh! Unghh! Arghh!" Joan's cunt seemed to suck the cum right but of him. His hot, creamy jism gushed steadily from his ballooning cockhead, coating his daughter's steamy cuntal depths.
Joan's shaking weight finally overbalanced Martha. The girl fell backwards, her legs straightening. The fat cheeks of her ass rested on the top half of her uncle's face, and her cunt was wet and open before her cousin's eyes.
But Joan had nothing on her mind but her father's cock. It had slipped free of her pussy when she fell away, and she could feel his hot cum jetting over her ass and the back of her thighs. Quickly scrambling around, she gulped the still-spewing prick into her avidly sucking mouth.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, holding the thick cream on her gums for a while, then swishing her tongue through it before swallowing. She took his limber cock in her hand and squeezed it while sucking at the fat head.
"Hummphh!" Walt grunted. "That's it! Work it all out, honey!"
About that time Martha's clit began twitching. She lifted up and gently rolled over, laying her open pussy on her uncle's lips. She started rubbing and grinding herself oft over his face. As she'd settled down, she caught a brief and startling scene: her young cousin mouthing her father's cock, her lips and chin shining with his pearly cum.
Martha groaned and grunted with her umpteenth orgasm. Walt sighed as Joan drained his softened cock of the last creamy drop of jism. She raised her head and licked the whitish smears from her puffy lips.
"Daddy?"
"Yeah, baby?" Walt sighed, his palms lazily rubbing his niece's plump asscheeks as they trembled over his head. His lips lovingly kissed her pouting pink cunt petals and worked-over clit.
Joan knee-walked to Martha's ass. Her hands joined her father's in kneading and squeezing those flaccid, white moons of ass flesh. The red-haired girl's sweaty flesh jiggled and shook like firm jello, and Joan found herself getting horny again.
"Can you get hard again, Daddy?" she asked.
"With a little help," Walt said, sliding out from under Martha's insatiable pussy. "God! Even my hair's soaked!" He wiped his face with a corner of the bedsheet.
"Ohhhh!" Martha was mortified. Blushing furiously, she buried her face in a pillow, her up thrust frecked asscheeks quivering as she sobbed out her shame and degradation.
"Hey, honey," Walt protested. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean that I didn't enjoy it. Oh, hell!" He looked helplessly at his daughter.
"C'mon, Cuz," Joan said. "Help me get Daddy hard. You want to get fucked, don't you?"
Martha's legs were widely parted, and below her quivering butt a ring of wet, red curls framed her creamy, thick-lipped pussy. Walt plunged his middle finger into youngster's oozing cunt hole. Martha hunched and groaned as her horny uncle's fingers probed her tender cherry.
"Oh, God!" she sobbed. "Uncle Walt! Let's stop now! This isn't right. I, we can't… I could have a baby! And you're my uncle!"
But she squirmed as thrills of unwanted pleasure shot through her cunny. Her uncle's frigging fingers were creating waves of spasmodic pleasure in her super-sensitive cunt flesh.
"Nuhhh! Uhhh! N-o-o-o…" she whimpered as her shamelessly aroused body betrayed her. Walt's free hand went around her softly rounded belly and lifted, gently hauling her into a crouching position. Martha's tender young buns spread widely and stuck up into the air.
"Ahhh… ahhhh," she sighed helplessly as her uncle's fingers wriggled around in her narrow hole. He twisted and pumped them in and out of his redhaired niece's cunny, and she shuddered and groaned with ecstatic response. "Aghhh! Uncle Walt!"
Joan knelt behind her father's hairy ass and reached between his legs. Walt sighed and tensed as he felt his little girl grab his hanging balls, squeezing them together, tugging on them, and mashing them up against his nodding, tired prick.
She turned on her back and slid under him, licking his nuts on the way. When his fat, slimy dong dangled over her mouth, she parted her lips and groaned at him. He dropped it in. Although he was still soft, Walt began his slow hunching, fucking movements, drawing away and then re-inserting his big pecker in his young daughter's willing mouth. Soon Joan's lips were stretched wide and her throat was being assaulted by his fully erect cock.
She pulled away with a wet slurp. Her father's cock snapped up toward his stomach, tense and angry-looking. The reddish-purple head was shiny and throbbing, dripping with spit and pre-cum.
"Daddy," Joan cooed, "I think you'd better hide that awful thing somewhere…" She grabbed his prick and pulled it down as her father leaned over her cousin's back.
Martha moaned when she felt her uncle's fingers slip from her aching cunny. She wiggled her ass impatiently, searching for his pleasure-giving hand. And then she felt his blunt, fat-tipped cock pressing into the hair-rimmed hole of her twat. She no longer denied the wanton longings of her body.
"Uhhh, uhh," she panted as her pleasure increased. She could feel her cunt lips being pushed inward, and her body tensed.
"Huhhh! Yes, stick it in me! F-fuck me!"
"Shove your ass higher!" Walt breathlessly ordered, the veins in his cock pounding with excitement.
Martha jerked her ass up and felt her uncle's huge cockhead slip between the stretched lips of her pussy hole. Pain shot up into her belly as she tightened her cunt just behind the ridge of his mammoth cock bulb.
"Godammit! You're tight, honey!" Walt said as Martha squawked like a plucked chicken. He let out the breath he'd been unconsciously holding. Still on her back between his knees, Joan excitedly watched the penetration of her cousin's virginal pussy.
"Fuck her, Daddy! Fuck her!"
Walt gathered his strength. Holding his sweet young niece by her hips, he powered his huge cock into her tight, humid passage. Martha's rosy maidenhead collapsed before him, surrendering to the intense pressure.
"Aieee!" Martha screamed as her uncle's wide cock shaft slid past the torn, bleeding edges of her tissue-thin cherry.
Walt leaned over her and grabbed her dangling melon-sized tits. "Ooowwhhhh!" She moaned as he pulled six or seven inches of cock out of her gripping cunt crack, then slowly sank the full husky length of his cock muscle into her ravaged cuntal depths.
Martha's eyes were tightly shut. Her uncle felt so big in her tender cunny that she blubbered with each thrust. The friction was intense, and she could hardly believe that all of that meaty monster prick had been accepted by her weeping pussy tunnel.
Walt worked his cock like a pile-driver, stabbing forward and swirling his cock with deft sideways movements of his hips. He felt his niece's tight cunt widen with every stroke, and then she was oozing hot honey all round his fat, probing prick.
"Ahhhhh…" Martha panted, pushing back with her ass. Walt pulled on her jiggling tits and ground his flat belly against her soft butt. His hands slid down her slippery titties and dug into her throbbing, rubbery nipples. Sticky cunt honey squeezed out around his cock every time he speared her, running down her thighs and puddling on the sheets.
Joan stared at the incestuous union and fingered her own cunt hole, occasionally tormenting her clit. Martha was groaning and thrusting her ass back so strongly that her thighs and cheeks rippled. Her inflamed pink pussy folds sucked out around her uncle's cock when he withdrew, leaving a trail of gleaming, sticky juice.
"Hunhhh! Uhhh! Ohh, Uncle Walt! Nowww! Ghahhh-uhhh!"
The desperate relief finally arrived. Martha felt her cunt clamp down harshly around her uncle's prick, and she knew that her hot, wet cunt walls were milking the muscular cock tube.
Walt shoved in to the hilt and arched his back. Martha's hot, tingling cunt was bringing him off! He squirmed, trying to get even closer to his niece's spasming, quaking cunt. "Yahhhh!"
Martha felt the first seething glob of her uncle's cum splash against her shuddering cunt-walls. It was the first time she'd ever felt, an alien warmth and wetness that deep in her pussy. She had never shoved anything past her cherry, not even a pencil. Over and over, Walt squirted out his steaming jism, bathing the youngster's aching cunt tunnel with it creamy, thick cum.
He felt a tugging at his balls. Looking down, he saw Joan's pleading eyes. Her mouth was yawning wide, and she licked her lips unmistakably.
"OK, honey." He grinned. "I guess I can spare some for you."
He pulled his still-thick, still-dripping cock from Martha's clinging cuntal passage and hung it over his daughter's pretty face. It was swollen and sticky, and still squirting. Before the meaty head reached her lips, Joan's chin and cheeks were splattered with his gelatinous cum-wads.
"Umphhh!" Joan choked as both the bulbous head and several jets of hot cum reached the back of her throat the same time. Walt felt his nuts jump and tighten when he saw Joan's cheeks bulge with the load she was swallowing. He gave into the ecstasy of his convulsing cock muscle.
Joan ran her tongue all over the meaty head and shaft, loving her cousin's slippery juices and the slightly pungent taste of her violated cherry. But it was her daddy's sticky, creamy cum-globs that thrilled her the most. She never tired of his jism, and was sure she'd never be able to get enough of it.
Martha still crouched before her kneeling uncle, her round ass twitching with small spasms. The bright red curls of her pussy were clotted with the overflow of pearly cum. He'd pumped so much of his frothy jism into her cunt that it was still draining out of her slightly open, red and irritated cunthole.
Joan moaned unhappily around her father's prick. His spongy, mushroom head had no more cum left in it! She'd pulled out the last stringy, watery drop. Walt eased his well-chewed meat from his little girl's reluctantly parted lips.
"Ahhhh," he sighed tiredly, rolling to his side and pulling Martha with him. He cradled her back and ass against his chest and groin as Joan crawled behind him and rubbed her wet pussy against his hairy butt.
"Daddy?" She hunched her little cunt bush against him.
"Oh, Joan," Walt groaned. "Let me rest a bit, huh? My cock's had it for now."
"But I'm burning and itching, Daddy! Will you lick me again, then? I don't want to finger myself anymore."
"OK, sweet puss. Climb up!"
Joan did, and a little later Walt fucked the two horny girls again. Afterwards, when he fell asleep, he dreamed about the mammoth-titted neighbor widow again. They'd never met, but he loved watching her fat tits jump and sway as she hurried up her porch steps.



CHAPTER THREE


Martha walked home the next morning in a state of blissful inattentiveness. Her uncle, aided by his hot-twatted daughter, had licked and screwed her until well after midnight, and then had started in again early this morning. She could still feel his cooling jism on her inner thighs.
She let herself in the house and walked toward her mother's bedroom. She didn't know why but something seemed different, even strange. She opened the door.
"Mommy!"
Debbie was still tied with her legs above her head, her plump, round ass upthrust. She'd tittie fucked to a frazzle, her large, reddened snatch-lips swollen and hanging heavily over the distended mouth of her cunt. Dried flakes of her son's cum coated her blonde curls and the pink folds. Danny lay next to her, his lips lazily nursing on one huge, hanging breast. Debbie looked half-dead as the result of one orgasm after another, for when Danny's cock would no longer rise, he'd continued to finger her pussy, rubbing her clit and pinching the long, pink flaps draped over his mother's dribbling hole. Martha's astonished cry jolted Debbie into a fuzzy awareness that it was morning, and that her daughter had returned. She also knew that she had to piss. Her eyes gradually focused, revealing her young daughter in the doorway, her mouth and eyes wide with incomprehensible horror.
Martha, still reeling from the joy of losing her cherry, found herself reliving the scene she'd happened upon last night. She could still see her uncle's fat cock, dribbling its cream. Her eyes darted from her mother's widely stretched, blonde haired cunt to her brother's limp, meaty cock, and she began breathing faster. She was confused by the emotions awakened in her by her mother and brother in this scene so reminiscent of last night.
Her nipples hardened and her tender, well fucked little cunt started to ooze. She moaned. Was every member of her family perverted, including herself? Although she'd loved what had happened to her, she knew how wrong it was, and felt guilty that her body was ready for it to happen yet again.
Danny jumped off the bed, his cock swaying heavily between his thighs as he ran to his stunned little sister. "Come on, Sis," he said, taking his sister's limp wrist. "Let's go to your room and talk, OK?"
"NO, DANNY! NO!" Debbie screamed, pulling at her bonds. "NOT MARTHA! PLEASE! NOT YOUR OWN SISTER-R-R-R-R!"
Trance-like, Martha allowed herself to be led from the room, and Danny closed the door behind him. They didn't hear their mother's anguished, shameful moans as she pissed a strong yellow river across the bed.
Danny put his sister's hand on his limber cock. "Hold onto this." He grinned, walking backwards and leading his sweet younger sister by his cock. He could feel his balls beginning to churn.
At almost the same time that Danny was thinking of fucking his sister, Kate Dodge was in the bathroom, eagerly anticipating a leisurely finger fucking session.
She was completely bent over, peeling her damp panties from one ankle. Her ripe ass faced the door, her full, smooth-skinned cheeks drawn apart from her lewd, position. Suddenly she felt a gust of cool air hit the exposed ring of her puckered bung. She froze for a second, refusing to turn around.
Tommy had been walking down the hall toward his room when he'd heard his mother in the bathroom. He'd been planning to jerk off while thinking of the big tits she'd exposed the other morning. But now, if she was getting in or out of the tub, he had a chance to see all of her naked body!
His hand closed over the doorknob and gently twisted. It turned in his hand. She forgot to lock it he exclaimed silently, his heart pounding in his chest. He pushed it open a crack and peered within, and choked back the cry that rose in his throat.
His mother was naked, all right. But best of all she had her back to him, and he could see the wet pink ring of her asshole above her hairy, partly opened cunt.
Kate finally nerved herself up enough to turn her head slightly, checking the reflection in the mirror. She saw the bathroom door slowly opening, giving her young son an unhindered view of her naked body. Time seemed to stand still, to flow around the paralyzed mother and not touch her as her eyes bulged with shocked disbelief. There, in the mirror, was the skulking form of her son, and the front of his pants bulged with a gigantic lump!
"Oh, God!" she mumbled to herself, flushing a deep scarlet all the way down to her hanging, shivering tits. What could she do? Turn around and create an embarrassing fuss? The damage was done now. It was too late to protest. He'd already seen everything!
Then Kate saw Tommy rubbing the front of his pants. Her heart pounded with the realization that her horny son had gotten a hard-on by peeping at her naked body. But did she really mind all that much? Had she really forgotten to lock the door, or had she subconsciously wanted her son to see his mother's lush nakedness, to catch her masturbating? She only knew that she was intensely excited by Tommy's voyeurism.
She remembered a dream she'd had a few weeks ago, in which Tommy had been praising her big tits and telling her she should be posing for some men's magazine. The dream had caused her profound guilt at the time.
How can I be doing this? The excited mother wondered. Bent over like this! I know he can see my asshole, and he'll wonder why I don't straighten up. God, he's sure to suspect something!
But Tommy was in no condition to suspect anything. He was so overcome by the sight of his sexy mother's open, hairy pussy and bare, wobbling jugs showing between her shapely, parted legs, that she could have been wearing a dunce hat and duck's feet and he wouldn't have noticed them. His fingers trembled as he pulled his zipper down and fumbled for his dripping cock.
The truth was, Kate was afraid to straighten up. She was afraid that she might run and grab her son in her desperate passion. So she pretended to examine her toenails while still watching the mirror with her eyes. When she saw his movement she groaned with excited dismay. Tommy's cock was bobbing from his opened fly!
This was the first time Kate had seen her son's prick since he was a baby. It was husky and red tipped, and as he fisted it she saw the round tip swell.
"Ohhhh," she groaned softly. Her reaction to seeing her son's hard meat appalled her, but she couldn't control her emotions. Ten years! She thought. Thirty-five years old and I haven't been fucked in ten years! She felt that life was passing her by.
Kate knew that boys fantasized when they jerked off, and she flushed again as she realized that Tommy was using her body as the imaginary sheath for his hard cock. Her cunt contracted with the need for an orgasm.
Helpless to deny her body's needs, she squatted a little and rubbed the hot, wet lips of her lonely pussy. Oh, God, she thought, I'm giving him awful ideas about me!
The mirror caught the excited, wide-eyed expression off her son's handsome face as, still bent over, knees trembling, she played with her hairy twat, trying to erase the guilt and fear she harbored, trying to forget the crisis which was developing in her happy home.
Oh, if only her husband hadn't died with her sister's fiancЋ in that stupid car crash! But he had left a part of himself behind in Tommy.
Soon Tommy's excitement began to rub off on her. She was discovering how pleasurable it could be to have her forbidden cunt fingerings viewed by her son. She rubbed the swollen petals of her inflamed, droopy-lipped twat with exaggerated movements, her richly curved body shaking with perverse pleasure.
"Ummm," she sighed softly, strumming her out-thrust clit with her thumb while secretly watching her son's white-knuckled fist slide back and forth over his fat cockshaft.
Watching his eyes, Kate slipped two fingers into the drooling slot that had not been invaded by anything else in ten years. "Ahhhh," she moaned loudly, closing her eyes and tensing her quivering ass. Her throat sucked air noisily.
Tommy stared at the spread, bright pink petals of his mother's pussy as they surrounded her gently swirling fingers. The pouting, hanging folds gleamed with pussy honey, and he licked his lips. He beat his meat faster and harder.
Kate pumped her fingers furiously, but they weren't spreading her cunt as wonderfully as Jeff's cock had. She remembered her screams of passionate joy, and how her husband had grimaced as his scorching cum-wads jetted into her contracting cunt, bathing her torn cherry with soothing warmth. Jeff's handsome, grimacing face.
But now she was looking at Tommy's face. She saw his mouth hang open, and his eyes bulging, and then she saw him run his tongue around his lips. She knew where he was looking, and she shuddered.
And then her son's eyes closed tightly, as if he was in pain, and she dropped her gaze to see his fat-tipped cock spewing huge globs of white jism into his cupped hand.
"Uhhhh! Hunhhh!" Her son's orgasm brought on her own, and her tits and ass shook like jello as she came. She dropped to her knees on the bathroom floor. One hand continued working on her twitching pussy while the other grabbed at a heavily swinging tit. She hardly heard the latch on the door click as Tommy departed with a handful of sticky cum.
Danny stood naked before his sister, his fat cock waving in the air before her face. Martha was sitting on the edge of his bed, her dress hiked up to her waist. Danny had been surprised to find his sister walking around without undies, but he wasn't one to question a gift horse in the mouth, so to speak.
"Ever see one of these before?" he asked, making his cock jump up and down.
"No," Martha lied, fascinated by her close-up view of her older brother's cock. She tried to imagine how his cock had looked sinking into her mother's blonde-haired snatch, but all her mind could visualize was how her Uncle Walt's had looked going into Joan's tight pussy.
"Take hold of it," Danny said. "That's it! Use both hands. Now squeeze me a little. Yeah-h-h-h, ummm!"
Martha couldn't help being excited by her brother's fat cock and, as she held its heated throbbing girth in her sweaty hands, she knew she would let him fuck her. She could smell her brother's balls. The odor wasn't unpleasant, just masculine and sort of arousing. She licked her lips, remembering the first time she'd seen Joan suck off her sleeping father. Danny's cock was smaller, but not by much. At least the head wasn't as enormous as Uncle Walt's.
Danny shivered when he saw his sister lick her lips, and he inched a little closer to her, standing between her parted knees. This was one thing his mother hadn't done. The thought of sticking his prick into his mother's mouth just had not occurred to him. But with Martha's pretty, pouting lips so close that he could feel her every breath, he knew that he had to have her swallowing his cum.
"Martha, would you, uh, would you kiss it a bit? Huh?"
Martha looked at the dark pink head sticking out above her pumping fists. There was a bubble of almost clear liquid running from his open hole. Could she?
Danny saw the hesitation in his sister's face, but he also realized how horny the youngster was. He'd had no trouble getting her to handle his prick, and she hadn't objected to his hiking her dress above her waist. And fucking his mother so many times had taken the edge off his horniness. He could afford not to rush her.
Martha's lips were now only a few inches from her brother's prick-knob. Her eyes almost crossed crazily as she stared down at it and removed one hand to cup his soft, egg-shaped balls. Danny groaned and gently thrust his hips forward.
"Oh!" Martha exclaimed as the sticky drop left his cocktip and smeared her upper lip. She swiped at it with her tongue. It was faintly salty and not at all unpleasant.
She looked up at Danny and opened her mouth, and gulped down the head of his cock. The boy rose up on his toes when he felt the wet warmth of Martha's mouth covering the tip of his prick. And then her tongue was running around the shaft and rubbing across his oozing piss-slit.
"Oh, Jeez, Sis!" he cried, grabbing her ears and trying to pull her soft lips down the full length of his cock.
Martha took her other hand away and allowed her brother to pull her head toward his hairy groin. She fought back the urge to gag and soon felt his wiry pubic hair tickling her nose and lips.
She swallowed the saliva filling her mouth and Danny groaned. "Do that again," he whispered in a shaky voice. "Do it harder."
Martha immediately sensed that she had the upper hand in this relationship. Her brother was helpless, a slave to the demands of his throbbing cock. She gulped and swallowed a few more times, enjoying Danny's sighs and moans. Then she pulled her mouth away and stared at the dark wet head of his prick.
"C'mon, Martha," Danny pleaded. "Suck it some more."
But the horny younger girl only squeezed his meat and watched some cream ooze from his pissslit. She rubbed his leaking hole with her thumb, smearing the greasy stuff all around. Then she jacked his shaft some more, while her free hand grabbed his swollen balls and began playing with them.
Danny moaned as his sister's fingers rolled his tender nuts and then tightened around the sac, gently twisting it as she squeezed.
"Ahhh, careful!" he groaned, his hands tight on her head.
Martha released the boy's fuck-sac and began jerking him off with both hands. He sighed and grunted under her massaging fingers, the hard shaft tingling as the soft, loose outer skin slid up and down.
"Oh, God!" he cried. "Don't stop!"
Martha saw the big knob above her fists swell until it looked ready to burst, but she kept pumping. Danny was moaning and trembling, his hips matching her rhythm. Suddenly she saw the flaring slit of her brother's cock pulse wildly. A huge glob of cream shot out and splattered against her nose and upper lip.
"Oh!" She instinctively flinched, then caught herself and jammed her mouth over the shooting meat.
"Mminmmrnph! Ugg!" she choked, then sucked and swallowed rapidly.
"Mmmmm," Martha hummed around her brother's succulent cock. Her mouth was full of hot cream, and then was empty as she gulped. The process repeated itself seemingly endlessly.
Danny felt his sister's lips tighten around his prick, and then groaned as her tongue swirled around the spurting tip, lashing at the burning eye, exciting him beyond belief. He watched her curly head ride up and down on his spamming cock meat, thrilling to the feel of her soft lips sliding down his cock on a slick coating of jism.
"Ah, Jeez!" he groaned. His whole crotch was aflame. Martha sucked harder on his exploding prick met, loving the hot, slightly salty, meaty masculinity. She sucked so hard that Danny felt like his balls were being drawn up through his cock.
She sucked him dry, then nibbled on the soft, wet tip. Later, she began to drift into a light sleep, her mouth slipping away from his wet, limp cock shaft. Danny was not sleepy, just worn out fix a while, so he went and checked up on his mother. He stood there naked, hands on his hips, staring at the mess on his mother's bed.
"Jeez," he said, "you pissed the bed!"
Debbie tried to turn her face away, but couldn't. She stared at his limp, sticky cock. "Did-did you…"
Danny grinned. "No, I didn't fuck her." Debbie relaxed and sighed with relief until he added, "I let her suck me off!"
Debbie's mouth dropped open, and her eyes widened with shock. Was this casual, self-assured lecher her son?
"She swallowed every drop, too," Danny added. "Felt better than fucking you. No offense." He reached out and touched one of his mother's large, hanging pussylips.
As she moaned in shame and pain, he pinched and rubbed it between two fingers. He pulled it away from her blonde curls, making it stretch until the pink lightened in color. When it was distended beyond belief, he let it snap back.
"Ohhhhh!" Debbie wailed, and let out a succession of loud fans. Danny back up.
"Phew!" He wrinkled his nose as Debbie sobbed with embarrassment.
"P-please, son. Let me up," Debbie begged. "Let me go to the bathroom."
"Well," Danny tormented her, "you do need a bath. But that can wait for an hour or so." He pretended to leave. "Danny! Wait!"
He turned back. "What now, Mom?"
"Danny, I, I've got to go to the bathroom!"
"I know. But if you don't tell me exactly what you want to do in the bathroom, I'm gonna leave you here, right on the pissy bed."
Debbie saw by the look in her son's eyes that he was dead serious. He'd leave her there unless she humbled herself further.
She closed her eyes. "I, I want to shit, Danny."
"OK, Mom." His eyes gleamed. "But you've got to be punished for pissing the bed." He patted her upturned ass. "I wonder what a spanking would do for you?" he mused.
"Oh, Danny! No! Please!" Her plump cheeks quivered enticingly with her struggles. The tan ring of her asshole visibly opened and closed as her muscles tensed, and for just a second Danny caught of glimpse of its inner pinkness.
He lifted his hand and held it a foot above her ass, and let the tension build. For a moment he studied his mother's smooth, white ass and wondered how he could have ignored it during their night of wild fucking.
"Jeez!" he exclaimed, "have I got plans for this ass!" And brought his palm sharply down on one richly curved cheek.
"Oh!" Debbie squealed as the firm flesh compressed, then turned pink.
Again and again his hand landed hard and her body lurched with the stinging pain.
"Yeow!" the bound woman screamed shrilly, her hips wriggling and humping in a futile attempt to avoid the blows her son was raining on her completely exposed ass.
Danny alternated cheeks, and soon the pink skin turned a hot red. The sight of his mother's naked ass quivering beneath him released all the pent-up emotion within him. His cock was rigid and jerking, monstrously engorged.
"Oh, Danny! Danny!" Debbie sobbed, "Please stop! I can't take any more!"
Danny saw the juices flowing in his mother's cunt, and watched them dribbling down the spread crack of her ass. Her bung glistened wetly, tensing and puckering.
He raised his hand again. "Will you do what I tell you?" he asked. Debbie looked into his eyes, saw the wildness lurking within, and quickly nodded.
"No matter what?"
"N-no matter what," she sobbed tearfully.
"OK, I'm going to untie you. Then you're gonna take a shit and get washed. And I'm gonna help. Right?" Debbie shamefully nodded again. It took a while for the circulation to return to her hands and feet, and Debbie had to be helped into the bathroom. As she was about to sit on the toilet, Danny bend her over and said, "Take a shit. Do it now."
"Ohhh," Debbie whimpered with shame, her face glowing redly from her deep embarrassment. "No, please," she begged softly, "don't make me do that. Please, son."
"Do it!" he ordered loudly, "or I'll slap your ass silly!"
Debbie strained, but the position and her fearful dismay kept her sphincter locked up tight.
"Guess I'll have to help," Danny grinned. "Don't move, now."
Danny felt his mother flinch as he touched her sore ass, but when his finger slid down and probed her bung, she tensed even more.
"Oh, Danny, no, please," she whimpered. "Don't touch me… there!" Her last word came out as small yelp as her son, without any warning, stabbed his middle finger through the tight ring and into her dark ass depths.
"Aghhh! No! No!" She tried to jump up, but Danny's other arm around her stomach prevented her.
"Hold still!" he yelled, hooking his finger in her ass to hold her fast. He pulled her back into position.
"Uhhh, uhhh," she groaned as his finger, now fully inside, stroked in and out and made little circles. Danny suddenly felt something hoi and mushy touch the tip of his finger.
"Squeeze, Mom!" he cried. "Squeeze that shit out or I'll suck it out with the vacuum cleaner." His finger retreated as the shit moved down her tunnel. Danny pulled his finger free and kept his eyes glued on the wet, opening ring of his mother's asshole. The pink inner lining showed now. Then Debbie grunted, and the pink disappeared as a long, fat, oily brown turd slipped out of her shitter. It dropped into the bowl with a loud splash and the distended asshole popped quickly shut.
"That all, Mom? Don't lie, I'll find out."
Debbie couldn't trust her voice. So many different emotions were swirling in her tormented, aching head that she merely nodded, eager for this nightmare to end. Danny flushed the toilet.
"OK. Into the tub." Danny turned on the faucets and then climbed in, waiting for his mother to join him. "C'mon, Mom." He smiled. "Once you're cleaned up, we're gonna have a party. And you'll never guess who's coming!"
"And," Ruth read aloud to herself, "since Tommy hasn't seen you for a while, I thought I'd accept your invitation."
Ruth smiled, and suddenly looked very much like her younger sister. Kate and Ruth might have been twins except for the color of their hair. Where Kate's was a very dark brown, Ruth's was honey colored, gleaming with occasional golden strands. Physically Ruth had once resembled Kate, but now she was a bit overweight. Several well-intentioned friends had told her that she was the perfect model.
Maybe I'm growing old, she thought, but a youngster around the place might liven things up. Never in her wildest dreams could she suspect the real reason her sister was sending Tommy, for Ruth had except for an all-too-brief moment of glory led a very sheltered life. In her innocence she was looking forward to gossiping half the night with her young nephew.
When Tommy got off the bus, she greeted him wearing cut-off jeans and a man's white dress shirt. Ruth didn't allow her overblown figure to dictate what she wore. She dressed for comfort, no matter what others thought.
"Hi!" Tommy ran up to his aunt, waving his hands, and Ruth gathered him in her arms and kissed him.
God, she thought, he's grown! Tall and handsome and lanky! Well, no wonder, considering his father. But she quickly suppressed those thoughts, leading as they did to memories of her fiance.
"Well," she said, holding him at arms' length, "you've grown some. Here, let me help you with your bags."
She led the way to her car and Tommy hung back, feeling his face he watched his aunt's extremely large ass wobble and roll. Most guys would've called her fat, but to her young and horny nephew, Ruth was the sexiest thing, next to his mother, that he'd ever seen.
"Jeez!" he muttered to himself, "what an ass, and knockers like watermelons!" They were even bigger than his mother's, although he had to admit they drooped a bit, but that was probably from sheer weight. The round, jiggling globes of her ass and tits kept Tommy's interest all the way to the car. And in the front seat he managed to accidentally rub his arm against the side of his aunt's right tit more than a dozen times before they'd arrived at her house.
Ruth's home was old. The rooms were small, the ceiling low, and the furniture was inexpensive. And when she took him on a tour, all Tommy did was stare at the back of her white thighs and her butt.
"Here's your room, Tommy," Ruth said. "The bathroom's at the end of the hall. You unpack while I check on supper."
Tommy eyed the bathroom door, then her big ass and those heavy jugs. Oh, God! Maybe she's as careless as Mom! The boy realized she was overweight, but her ruddy cheeks and dark, flashing eyes helped compensate for her more than robust charms. And her face was round and smooth-skinned, with full, pouty lips.
Before going to bed that night, Ruth took a bath. Tommy had never thought of peeking at anyone until he'd actually seen his mother's sexy body, and then she'd sent him to her sister's. But now…
He waited a bit, his heart pounding, and then tip-toed down the hall in his pajamas. Just as he glued his eye to the keyhole, his aunt stepped from the tub.
Tommy nearly fainted. Her heavy, wet tits glistened under the fluorescent lights, their tips and sides dripping water. Her nipples were extremely large and reddish-brown, and the spiky ends were so hard and puckered that he was willing to bet they could be pinned into a board like two nails.
And then the older woman was vigorously toweling herself, bending over to dry her shapely calves and feet, spreading her ass right in front of him! Tommy gulped at the sight of her hanging pussylips. They were split open a little where her hole was, but clung to each other over her clit, which he couldn't have seen anyway because of all the wet, honey-colored hair plastered over the top of her bulging, well padded snatch.
Between her parted thighs he saw her dangling jugs slightly flattened against her upper thighs, actually bulging out to the sides a bit. And then she stood, her fat, round ass wobbling before him, the cheeks so full and tight that nothing could be seen inside the deep cleft.
Tommy's breath wheezing out as he remembered just in the nick of time not to whistle. Now that Ruth was standing, he saw that, there was a little space between his aunt's plump upper thighs which allowed her large-lipped pussy to be seen. He waited until she was almost dressed, then ran quietly down the hall and hopped onto the cot in her spare room, feigning sleep. He was sure he'd have a story to tell Danny when he went home…



CHAPTER FOUR


Debbie let herself be thoroughly soaped and scrubbed by her masterful son while she held back her tears. A little sob escaped her each time his soapy fingers probed and cleaned the various sensitive areas of her body, but she did not try to resist him.
His toweling was as much an investigation as a drying, and Debbie watched apprehensively as her son's cock grew long and hard, jerking excitedly.
"Unhh! Oh, Danny!" she cried, feeling her cunt begin to burn and ooze with his brisk rubbing, and hating herself for being unable to deny the pleasure her own son was giving her. Then Danny took her in his arms and kissed her full lips, while his hands fondled her soft hips and fleshy asscheeks. Her jugs flattened against his chest. Despite her fear and her painful memories, and her horror at incest, Debbie felt her body responding.
Unable to help herself, her mouth opened, allowing Danny's tongue access to that warm, wet oral cave. Her own tongue met his, and soon her ass was wriggling with excitement. Her legs parted automatically, allowing his hands to slide up her full thighs. His other hand played with her big bouncy jugs.
Before she knew what he was doing he had placed her hand on his cock. She squeezed it for a second, moaning into his mouth, and then started and pulled her hand away, as if from a hot stove.
"Come on," Danny said, grinning. "I know you want to. You really turned on a few times last night, you know." He laughed. "At least you did after I started fucking you."
Debbie turned red but didn't answer him. She groaned as her son's fingers probed the heat and dampness of her fat-lipped cunt.
"Ohhh, Mom," he sighed, nestling closer and dropping his face to the pillow of one fleshy jug. "You're gonna love what we do. You'll get used to me." He looked up at her. "We'll be fucking every day now, as many times as I can get it up. No matter what time it is, or what you're doing, you're gonna get fucked!"
"Danny!" the horrified mother cried, "d-don't talk that way! It's, it's awful! Even, even if I wasn't your mother, I should have some choice in the matter…" Her voice drifted off at the sight of the look in her son's eyes.
"Your cunt belongs to me," he said evenly.
Debbie's heart sank. Was she nothing but a sex slave now? No, she couldn't let that happen!
Possessed by a perverted new idea, Danny led his mother to his own bed. Grinning evilly, he rolled her over and shoved a pillow under her belly, lifting her fleshy buttocks into the air. They quivered with her movements and she felt her son begin to stroke and kiss them.
He was such a long time at this that she relaxed a little, unable to deny that his gentle hands and warm lips felt good on her tender, spanked ass flesh. She was quiet, when his tongue slipped lower, brushing over her bung, and she moaned.
He positioned himself over her. "Grab your cheeks, Mom!" he ordered roughly, "and spread em wide!"
"Oh, God!" she cried, realizing what he intended. "Don't do that to me, please!" He slapped her ass until it glowed a bright pink and the tears ran down her face.
"Don't make me," she moaned. "Please don't make me!" But he watched, trembling with anticipation, as she slowly reached back with both hands and grasped her soft cheeks, pulling them apart.
"Oh, wow, Mom!" Danny exclaimed. "What an asshole!" Debbie's bung was wet and reddish in color toward the deeply indented center, and it was smooth and perfectly hairless. He touched it with a finger and watched it shrink as her cheeks tightened.
"Ohhh," she moaned. Not even his father had touched that sensitive, forbidden ring of muscle! She felt it reflexively pucker as Danny prodded it.
"Please, son, don't do this to me! I'm your mother! I love you! I don't want you to hurt me!"
"Relax, Mom. I'm just gonna fuck your ass, that's all."
Debbie sniveled and then drew in a sharp breath as he pressed his warm face between her spread buns and kissed her asshole wetly, lapping his tongue the full length of her parted crack. She shuddered as his tongue swept over her asshole, and then returned to circle the pleated ring of muscle.
At first Debbie whimpered and cried as her son forced her to accept the rim job. Then she began to shake and moan from the excess of passion brought on by his bung-tickling tongue. She continued to hold herself exposed as he removed his lips and lowered his body.
"Oh, Danny, I love it! Use your tongue! Please!"
Debbie hadn't meant to tell him that, and was more surprised than ha son to hear such words leaving her lips. But she couldn't deny the thrill she felt when Danny's tongue returned and laved up her sweaty ass crack until it located the prominent pucker of her pulsating asshole. He pressed against it, and Debbie arched her back.
Danny felt rather than saw his mother's voluptuous body bow and shake under the quick invasion of her rosy asshole by his hot tongue. It was embedded to his lips, and he reveled in the sheer nastiness, the forbiddenness, of what he was doing. His fingers located her stiff clit and pinched it, feeling it twitch in response.
The young boy thrilled at his mother's tastiness, slithering his tongue in and out of her soft, grasping hung, thoroughly exploring its heated depths.
"Unghh! Ahhh!"
Debbie felt her son's hot tongue sliding into her asshole and groaned, thrusting her butt higher and pulling harder with her hands. She shivered with obscene pleasure as Danny's tongue thrust in joyful opposition to her pumping hips, and cried out for more.
Danny was surprised by the ease with which his mother's asshole accepted the wide length of his tongue. Her asscheeks quivered on each side of his face, and as he diddled her clit he could feel hot juice spilling into his palm. Her moans and cries and the shaking of her hips told him she was about to cum.
His own mother was about to cum while his tongue was in her butt! And maybe because of that! The more he stabbed and sucked her pouting shitter, the more she squealed and shook. Suddenly her hips heaved and she ground her clit against his fingers. He plunged his tongue all the way into her clenching asshole and nipped at her bung with his teeth.
"Unngh! Cumming-g-g!" Debbie howled and beat on the mattress with her fists as a burning fireball of orgasm was unleashed in her belly. Danny held on behind her, his own passion at fever pitch. His rock-hard cock was jerking and swaying like the boom of a shaky sailboat.
"OK, Mom," he panted. "On your knees. Higher."
When his mother was positioned to suit him, Danny clambered up behind her until his cockhead nudged the soaking folds of her large-lipped pussy. His big red cock bulb bumped her everywhere, and soon was glistening with a coating of her hot cunt honey.
Danny stroked the rim of her bung with a forefinger. Debbie sighed. She was no longer capable of even a token resistance, at least not physically. All she could do was moan and protest weakly while her body betrayed her by enjoying every dirty thing her son did to her.
The finger slipped into her shitter past the second knuckle. He shaved two fingers of his other hand up her cunt. He felt both heated tunnels twitching in response, giving his fingers hard squeezed. His thumb swirled back and forth across the soft, hanging folds of her pussy, smearing her twat-cream as his fingers pulled out and then were almost sucked back inside the twin tunnels, separated by the thinnest of tender membranes.
Danny couldn't ignore his cock a minute longer. The head was so swollen and shiny that it looked ready to split, and his balls were pulled up tight against the base of his fleshy prick spike.
"Oh, Jeez! I can't wait! I've gotta stick in now!"
Debbie only groaned and pressed her face against the bed. Her big boobs were squashed under her body, the white flesh oozing out the sides.
Danny centered his rubbery cock against his mother's tensed ring of spit slick ass flesh. The bulb burned her with its heat, and she became frantic with fear.
"Now!" he said as he felt her move, and then thrust downward.
"Yahhhhh!"
Debbie screamed and her body stiffened as Danny's huge prick split her virgin asshole. She shrieked at the top of her voice, then twisted and tried to pull away from the impaling pole. Danny grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head as he felt his balls slap against her hot, wet pussy.
"Muhhwahhh!" Debbie moaned, feeling her tender shit-chute filled to the bursting point by her son's fat cock. His hairy balls rubbed the loose lips of her aching twat. He was all the way in! She squirmed and wriggled under the incestuous buggering, but then the pain slowly eased and his hips began working vigorously.
"Huhhh…" The wet sloshing of his bloated cock and the rhythmic slapping of his belly against her bare ass heightened her unwanted and shameful lust.
"Aghh!" Debbie cried as one of Danny's hands slid under her hip to tease her wet snatch. Her ass began to hunch up against his fucking prick.
"You like it now, Mom?" she heard him ask.
"Ump." Debbie shuddered with his movements, her body bouncing and glistening with sweat. Danny released her hands and, with his own hand thus freed, returned to her shaking buns, grabbing and spreading them, and stabbing her wet, rubbery asshole even deeper.
Then both his hands slid up to clutch the large jugs which had squeezed halfway out between the mattress and her chest. He tore at the spongy melons and aching nipples, milking them violently as his mother cried out her ecstasy in harsh, sobbing gasps.
"Aghh! Ohhh! Unnnghh!" Danny quickly followed, his lurching, aching balls pumping huge globs of thick, creamy cum from his jerking cocktip, filling her pummeled bowels with liquid heat. His body sagged against her fleshy buns. Then, as he sighed, he told her how good it felt.
When his mother began to squirm beneath him, Danny eased his deflated cock from her gripping sphincter. The withdrawal was accomplished with the aid of several sharp tugs, and was followed by a succession of noisy wet farts.
"Ohhhh…" Debbie buried her face in the bed, hugely embarrassed. Her poor bung burned and her bowels felt strangely empty. But try as she might she could not deny that her climax had been one of the most powerful of her life.
The subdued mother knew that butt-fucking was perverted but, having tasted it, she was honest enough to admit that if her son wanted to shove his huge chunk of cock meat into her shitter again, she wouldn't be able to resist. She gingerly turned around and sat up, feeling Danny's jism running from her cum-packed asshole. Her heavy tits swung and bounced before him.
With his sperm cooling under her butt, Debbie lifted one huge, white jug and giggled it. "Kiss it," she said softly. "Suck it for me."
And she cradled his head as he leaned over. He nursed strongly for a while, his face sinking into the doughy flesh of his mother's warm tit. Then he put his arms around her and tenderly kissed the column of her throat and nibbled on her chin and lips.
Then he pulled her head down and covered her full lips with his, drawing her hot tongue into his mouth and sucking on it. Debbie hummed and took his feeling the passion building again.
"What's next?" she asked, smiling, forgetting that he had debased her, disciplined her, raped her cunt and ass.
"I'll think of something," he replied, "but you probably won't like it. At first." He watched as she remembered and shivered at his grin.
Kate wandered through her empty, silent house. Although there was housework to do, the thirtynine-year-old widow found herself restless and uneasy. It was past noon but already she'd had a few drinks, hoping to drown her sense of loneliness. The more she paced the house, especially those areas where Tommy's things were strewn, the hornier she became. Her plump and wet twat-lips were sliding over each other with every step. Soon her clit responded to the friction created by them.
Kate walked to the bedroom, unbuttoning her blouse on the way. Her firm jugs wobbled on her chest, the nipples already knotted into stiff, brown spikes. Kate's tits sagged heavily as she bent to remove her slacks and panties, and then she stood erect and felt them slap against each other and wobble back into place.
As she ran her fingers through her dark brown cunt-lips, she suddenly thought of Tommy. Wouldn't he just love to walk in on this? Strangely, she wasn't as excited as she wanted to be, nor had she been since she'd allowed Tommy to peek. With no way of release her exhibitionistic tendencies, her solitary pleasure was dulled.
But her tight cunt was terribly itchy. Kate spread herself out on bed and propped a hand mirror between her upper thighs. She felt a bit depraved, but ordinary finger-fucking wasn't going to bring her off this time, she knew. She'd have to work on her body as if she were a stranger, and as if that stranger was male, and very much interested in foreplay.
Lifting her magnificent breasts from the sides of her chest, Kate began to gently fondle them, noting how her large brown nipples, already stiff, turned a dark red at their ends. She rubbed them with her palms, breathing slowly and deeply as those hot hard lumps of sensitive flesh rolled around under the caress. "Ohhh," Kate moaned as her hands slid off those twin tits. They fell back to her chest, quivering into place.
Pinching her fingers and thumbs around the purplish pointy ends of both nipples, she pulled until her milky jugs were wobbling in the air, held up by only her nipples by her fingers. The strain was painful. Her nipples felt ready to burst. Hot honey ran from between the folds of her cunt.
Kate lowered her tits to her chest and cuddled them as she lewdly admired the hairy mouth of her pussy in the mirror. It was grossly exposed, the spongy pink inner folds distended and jutting in a wet pout from the center of the hair-fringed outer folds. Her dark clit was straining fiercely upward, and she rubbed it lightly and moaned.
Changing her tactics, the passionately aroused young widow fucked it from side to side, gasping all the while. Her cheeks were a bright red, and her tits were shivering with excitement. She tormented her clit with tantalizing circular motions, then dipped a finger into the creamy flaps beneath it.
"Ahhhh!" she moaned, squirming as she pulled out her dripping finger. She looked at it for a second, then popped it into her mouth before she could change her mind.
"Mmhhh," she sighed, sucking on her slippery digit. It tastes good! She thought, vaguely surprised. Warm, and not too thin, and not at all sticky! She reached for more. For a number of minutes she dipped and sucked, probed and licked, swallowing her own sweet juices. As she did this she stared into the mirror, studying her clit. It throbbed, seeming to move with a life of its own, reaching up and pleading to be kissed. But there was no one to kiss it, and hadn't been for a long time.
Briefly Kate considered bending over and trying to reach it with her tongue, but knew she'd never make it. Her full-fleshed body was nowhere near that flexible. She toyed with the hard bud for a while, catching it between her fingers and slowly and gently turning and twisting it.
"Ummihhhh!" Her hips were dancing and her asscheeks were tense. She spread her legs wider, and the puffy pink opening between the lips clenched and squeezed out a small stream of hot honey. It trickled into the deep cleft of her round ass, coating her bung with its soothing warmth.
She knew then that it was time to get down to serious business.
Lifting both heavy breasts, she aimed her large, rubbery nipples at her opened mouth. With a little effort she was able to steer both tit-tips into her hot oral cavity. She closed her lips and teeth over them, the slight pain increasing her pleasure. She then tilted the mirror so she could see the kinky sight of her forty inch jugs stuffed into her sucking mouth. The lower half of her face was buried under white flesh, muffling her ecstatic moans.
With both hands now free Kate mashed her pussylips together, making her honey froth up. She rolled the folds and stirred them furiously, and her inner juices flowed all over the bed. Her fat, pink cunt meat protruded like a hungry, toothless mouth when she pulled back on her hairy pubic bone, and she moaned behind her tits.
Tossing and writhing ecstatically, her harsh breathing interspersed with unintelligible grunts, Kate inserted two fingers into her nibbling pink cave. God! She was burning and throbbing! It hadn't felt so good in years! Fluttery spasms coursed up and down the rippling tunnel of her cunt, and her inner muscles clamped down on the wriggling fingers back and forth, in, our, press up, press down. Her mind wildly ordered her fingers as the fire began to build in her belly. Visions of cocks, stiff and fat-headed, floated before her eyes. Long, mammoth cocks, dripping with urgent need, and all lined up waiting a turn in her gripping-lipped pussy.
Her hands worked faster, one probing, the other scrubbing, as she bit and chewed on her bursting nipples. Oh, God, she felt horny enough to strap on a dog without a second thought. Her fingers became those waiting cocks. One cock, then another, filled her, dumped its load, and was replaced by yet another in the endless line of hard ons.
One was Tommy's! He was standing there with his fat prick in his hand, its round, mushroom-like head swollen and purplish above his fist. He was looking at her gaping cunt. His hand was pumping faster and faster, his nuts pulling up, ready to spew their boiling load! Oh, no, not before he shoved it in!
Kate gasped with dismay. "No! No!" she cried to her long-gone son. "Don't shoot!" Her fat tits jumped from her mouth as her climax struck, and she writhed and bawled, climbing to the heights of intense pleasure.
Exhausted by the tremendous culmination of her self-manipulation, Kate sighed and her shaky mind calmed. She remembered her fantasy and shuddered. God, she'd actually believed Tommy was going to blow his wad in his hand! And she'd wanted it in her pussy!
What kind of mother fantasized about her son's cock? She felt the return of excitement when her mind recreated the image of Tommy's meaty cock as she'd seen it in the bathroom that one time she'd lost control. "But he's only a kid," she breathed aloud and, try as she might, she couldn't keep her mind from repeating that phrase over and over again, much like a musical tune stuck in her head.
Had she been too hasty in packing Tommy off to her sister's? Should she have faced her unnatural desires, fought them with him at home, instead of taking the easy path?
The next night, Ruth played with herself before turning out the light, but she was careful to keep her cries down. She was also careful not to let her nephew's image intrude on her fantasies. But it was difficult not to think about Tommy when the boy was sleeping only a few rooms away.
It was a little unnerving for the woman to have her sister's son staying with her. First of all, he was so lean and handsome that he reminded her of her fiance. More importantly, she suspected that he was jerking off, for she'd heard his cot rhythmically creaking. And that too reminded her of her fiancЋ, and of his fat prick. Al had been a wonderful, considerate lover and the pain of his loss was as strong now as ever.
She drifted off to sleep, her hand stuck between her plump thighs.
A few hours later her door slowly opened and Tommy crept in, his heart in his throat. He could see his aunt clearly in the bright moonlight shining through her thin curtains. Wearing nothing but his pajama bottoms, he inched up to her bed. The twin mountains of her tits rising and falling with her breathing nearly caused him to groan aloud.
Please don't wake up! He silently prayed. Slowly, he pulled the sheet down to her waist. Oh, shit! Those huge, creamy melons were covered only by a thin, lacy nighty!
The round top of his aunt's nighty was held together by a long silk ribbon. Tommy gently tugged on it and the bow came undone. Carefully, his face hot and flushed, the horny young boy parted the frilly material. Ruth's breasts rolled out slowly and majestically, gleaming as they sagged slightly away from each other. They quivered and rippled to a stand-still, the nipples dark and huge, just like his mother's!
Holding his breath, Tommy lowered one hand until he could feel the heat of his aunt's breast radiating against his trembling palm. Too horny to consider the risk, he placed his hand directly on the soft tit, groaning as it sank into that living pillow of flesh.
Gently stroking the mammoth boob, he circled the large, crinkly areola with a single forefinger. Then he bent and kissed her long, rubbery nipple. Pursing his lips around it, he gave it a few tentative sucks, keeping his eyes on his aunt's relaxed face. His cock poked its bulbous, purplish-red head out of his pajamas, and the slit was leaking.
Tommy quickly halted his nursing when Ruth shifted to her side, but since her breathing was still shallow and regular, he was encouraged to explore further. He drew the sheet down until it was gathered at her knees. Then he slowly lifted her nighty. When Tommy saw his aunt's bare asscheeks, twin pale white moons, he licked his ups and eyed the shadowy place where her plump thighs met.
Luckily, she was resting with her knees drawn up a bit, her sleek buns protruding. He saw a slice of pink flesh and a lot of hair where her fat, honey colored muff was. That bit of pink flesh looked moist, and it smelled awfully wonderful, so Tommy craned his neck and stuck his tongue out, touching it very lightly.
"Mmrnhhh…" Ruth mumbled and shifted. Tommy froze and his heart leaped. But she didn't wake, so he rubbed the tip of his tongue against the roof of his mouth, savoring the tangy flavor of a mature woman's pussy for the very first time.
Tommy carefully caressed his aunt's milky ass flesh and his fist began pumping his prick. Without even thinking of the consequences, he pressed his hot lips to the smooth, white skin of those generous cheeks, peppering their softness with wet kisses.
Ruth moaned again and the boy drew back, his fist blurring over his meat as he eyed her hot looking pink gash. The steamy, faintly fishy odor of her weeping cunt was a powerful aphrodisiac to the inexperienced young boy.
But, just as he was about to cum, Ruth snorted and mumbled, turning and sleepily reaching for the drawn-back sheet. She pulled it up around her shoulders just as Tommy was racing out the door. A few minutes later he was pouring great globs of jism into the toilet, grunting and panting with his powerful release.
After Danny had left his sister, Martha dressed and returned to her uncle's house. As soon as she was inside, Walt slid his hands up her hot thighs to grope at the dripping folds of her little cunny. Martha hunched against him and sighed.
"Oh, baby," he groaned, stepping close to her and cupping her left tit with a large palm. "You're the best!"
Martha felt her thick juice slickening his fingers path, and shook as they probed her silky, sensitive cuntflesh. "W-what about Joan?" she managed to ask, jumping as his thick middle finger wriggled up her wet pussy hole.
"She's the best too," Walt sighed. "But she's taking a shit or something now. When she gets back, you'll both be the best."
"Uncle Walt, please," Martha groaned. "I don't really want to… I want to tell you something. Oh, God!"
Her uncle had knelt and shoved, his head under her skirt, and was now tonguing her pink cuntlips surrounded by red hair. Martha wriggled her ass as his lapping threatened to bring her off.
"Unhhh," she groaned as his head quickly nodded between her plump, freckled thighs. "Oh, Uncle Walt!"
Walt's hot breath gusted on her rosy, oozing gash, and she moaned again. She lifted her skirt and saw him looking up at her, enjoying her reaction.
Seeing how excited his little niece was, wait put a hand on each side of Martha's pouting, red haired pussy and parted the big outer lips. Her interior was a deep pink, and the small opening of her cunt tunnel was palpitating wetly. He touched the watering cunt mouth with his finger and Martha writhed, blushing a deep, crimson as she felt a flood of cunt-honey lubricate her already dripping pussy. She remembered how she'd drenched his whole face the last time he ate her cunt out.
Walt's mouth was hanging open, and his cock felt huge and tense in his pants, ready to shoot. He shoved his finger into the narrow hole again, grinning as Martha squirmed as if impaled on a fence post. The fat, juicy lips of his niece's cunt was one of the most beautiful sights he'd ever seen, and he pressed his lips to the tiny maroon clit poking out of the carrot-colored curls above his disappearing finger.
"Ahhh!" Martha jumped as the middle finger of his other hand teased between her plump butt cheeks. Her buns twitched, involuntarily contracting her little brownie as Walt tickled it.
"Jeez!" Walt exclaimed. "You oughta see how stiff your clit is! It's just standing up and begging to get sucked!"
Martha groaned and hunched over again as her uncle dragged his tongue up and over her agonizingly erect clit. It was throbbing almost painfully now, protruding further from its hood than she had ever seen it. She tossed and bucked, and then emitted a little yelp as Walt's searching finger slid up her tight bunghole. The finger scoured her, and her winking assring burned from his continual goosing. "Yaghh!"
Martha shuddered as Walt's teeth nibbled lightly at the big spike of her tingling clit. He gently chewed and nursed on it while Martha went wild with one cum after another. Her grunts and cries echoed throughout the house. Finally he used his tongue to soothe every inch of the raw, aching nubbin. While he was doing this, he slowly pulled his finger from the hot, gripping tissues of his niece's tender asshole.
"Ugh!" Martha groaned as the finger popped out and her butt ring clamped closed tightly.
Walt watched his niece stagger to a chair. Her freckled cheeks were flushed a bright pink, complementing the red curls framing her face.
"Oh, wow," she gasped, her little body still trembling from her last orgasm. She looked at her uncle.
"What I wanted to tell you," she said, "was that Tommy's fucking Mommy."
Walt stared at his niece. "You're not serious."
His voice trailed away. He could see that Martha wasn't joking. He thought of Debbie and Tommy in bed together, but the emotion he felt wasn't disgust or anger. He remembered how, when they were little, he and Debbie had showed each other what boys and girls had between their legs. He relived the excitement he'd felt then, and groaned.
"Joan!" he called. "I'm going over to Debbie's for a few hours!"
He turned to Martha. "Come on," he said with a determined smile. "I'm going to find out if the saying 'like mother, like daughter' is true!"



CHAPTER FIVE


"You feel like an early-morning dip?" Ruth asked after breakfast the next day. "The pool's filled."
"Hey, yeah!" Tommy agreed. "That'd be great, Aunt Ruth." He ran for his trunks and then he and the older woman walked outside. There was a little two-room building right on the edge of the large pool.
"I'll be right out," Ruth said, stepping in and shutting the door.
"OK," he said, entering the other section. He wasted no time in checking out the thin wooden slats separating the two rooms. His heart was beating a mile a minute when he found a narrow crack. His breath caught in his throat.
Ruth had her slacks off and was skinning off her panties. There were a few lines on the white flesh from her tight clothing and her ass was a little heavy. But Tommy didn't give a damn, especially when she reached behind to unsnap her big-cupped bra.
His aunt's huge tits tumbled out, shaking all over her chest as she straightened up, and he could see the deep red lines caused by the tight elastic. She sighed and rubbed her jugs, then lifted her big boobs a bit and briefly massaged them. Tommy gulped. He had a good view of her heavy white tits and the thick, honey-colored bush covering her plump pussy.
He ran out and jumped in the pool as she reached for her swimsuit. Ruth joined him a minute later, and they played water-tag for a while. Tommy managed to bump into the sexy woman as often as possible, but Ruth didn't seem to notice anything out of the ordinary. He could hardly wait for night to come. It seemed to take forever!
Finally it was bedtime. Tommy was flushed and nervous as he came in to say goodnight to his aunt. He kissed her plump cheek. "Goodnight, Tommy."
"Goodnight, Aunt Ruth." His voice was purposely sad, and his eyes down cast. He slowly turned to leave.
"Is something wrong, Tommy?" Ruth asked, taking the bait. "You're not homesick, are you?"
Tommy smiled faintly. "Well, maybe a little. It's just I hate being all alone in that small room. I guess I'm being silly. I'm too old for that."
"Would a night light help?" she asked in a concerned voice.
"Naw, it's just being alone in there, Aunt Ruth, could I sleep with you? It's a big bed, and I don't toss and turn…" He looked at her with wide, innocent eyes.
Ruth melted. What's the harm? she thought, he's Kate's son and he's still just a kid. "All right, Tommy," she said, moving aside. "Hop in."
Masking his excitement, Tommy lifted the sheet higher than necessary and caught a glimpse of his aunt's bare thighs before he slid in next to her. He could feel the warmth of her body next to him, and his prick stiffened. Ruth turned off the lamp on the nightstand, said goodnight again, and rolled over, her back to him.
Now that the boy had had a taste of voyerism, he was hooked. With luck he'd be able to see and touch a lot more tonight. He rested quietly in the moonlight until he was sure that his aunt was asleep. Jeez! Maybe he could even rub against her while he pretended to be asleep! She couldn't get mad at him, then.
Ruth was sleeping on her side with her back to him, and her shapely legs were slightly bent. He lifted the sheet and moved around until he was positioned at the small of her back. The moonlight that filtered through the sheet made her dimly visible.
Up went her nighty, exposing her beautiful, fleshy ass and plump thighs. Jeez! He thought. Look at all that golden-brown hair! And then he wondered what his mother's darker cunt bush would look like surrounding those bright pink pussylips. The few peeks he'd had weren't very fresh in his mind.
Tommy ran his finger very gently up the centerline of the thick, slightly sticky folds of his aunt's pussy, feeling their springiness and heat. Ruth sighed and shifted but didn't awaken. Tommy noticed that the division of her lips was now wet and oozy. He wriggled nearer and saw that it was opening up just a bit, and even as he stared a trickle of thin cunt honey seeped out of the tiny hole at the top of the thickly haired bulge.
The excited young boy pulled himself up until his hard cock was resting on her hot, wet slice of female cunt meat. His original idea had been to just rub off against her pussy until he came, but when his aching cockhead bumped against the dripping rim of his aunt's hairy pussy, he lost control.
Sweat broke out on his fevered brow, and his heart raced. He didn't know much about fucking, but he hoped it was possible to stick a prick into a woman without waking her up.
In her sleep, Ruth dreamed of the hard, probing heat of her fiance's dick searching for her itchy cunt hole. The big bulb burned as it slid up to nestle at the quivering rim of her hot, dilated cunt tunnel. Then it spread the sensitive opening and slid inside.
"Uhhhh," Ruth groaned hunching back as her nephew's huge cock slithered all the way into her long-unused pussy, splitting the wet, tender cuntal lips apart.
"Ohhhh, God!" Tommy moaned. Nothing had ever felt so good around his prick as his aunt's hot, tight cunt. It was great, really great! He pulled back and shoved into her again, one hand holding onto her soft hip.
In her dream, Ruth felt Al's cock stirring and churning her narrow pussy hole as he pulled out and then hunched his strong hips quickly forward. The large lips of her greedy cunt locked as tightly as a rubber band around his immense veiny cock, sliding greasily up and down its fucking length.
She gasped and mumbled during the erotic dream, bouncing from pleasure to pain and back again as she relived her fiancЋ's lustful fucking of her cunt-hole with his husky pecker. Finally she began to move, rocking her large ass back to meet Tommy's thrusts. Hot honey poured and splattered with his every plunge, and her crammed-full cunt clutched and sucked at his prick like a sumppump.
As Tommy's fat prick slid out, then slipped back inside the tight, foaming channel of his aunt's grasping pussy, his belly smacked the generous cheeks of her nakedly quivering ass. Ruth felt her full-fleshed fanny rippling with her nephew's blows and, deep inside, sensed the spastic jerking of that blood-gorged cock muscle. Tommy shoved in to the hilt, grinding his drawn up nut sac against the stretched rim of the older woman's jam-packed pussy. His bulbous cockhead quivered and bounced, and then Ruth felt an enormous quantity of hot cum squirting from his straining dick, filling her pummeled pussy with liquid heat. She squirmed her butt cheeks against his hard belly and moaned with contentment. Although she hadn't climaxed, the fucking had given her a great deal of pleasure.
"Ungh! Aghhh! Ohhhh!" Tommy's jumping balls emptied their heavy load in his aunt's cuntal depths and his body relaxed, sagging against her bare sweaty backside. They both lay motionless for a while.
When Ruth began to sleepily shift under her nephew's weight, Tommy slowly pulled his tingling soft prick from her gripping oozing cunt slit. He felt his jism run out after him and, using some facial tissues from a box on the nightstand, he gently wiped the older woman's dripping, open cunt. Then he cleaned himself and the sheet as best he could.
With a little luck, she'd never notice.
Ruth was amazed at how good she felt the next morning. Her whole body felt revitalized, really alive for the first time in years. She opened her eyes and looked at her sleeping nephew. It must be just his company, she thought. Maybe – and here she allowed herself to consciously think of her fiance for the first time maybe Tommy's warmth in her bed subconsciously reminded her of the nights she and Al had spent together. And thinking of Al brought back some of the dream she'd had last night.
How wonderful it had been to relive Al's fucking of her snug, itchy cunny! If only Tommy were…
She looked down the bed and muffled a cry of pure astonishment. Her cute young nephew was hard! There was a tall tent in the sheet above his groin. Then she relaxed and smiled affectionately, remembering that men often woke with an erection a piss hard on, Al had called it, although he'd often used it for more than pissing!
Poor Tommy, she thought. He'll be awfully embarrassed when he wakes up and finds he has a hard on with me here! God, it looks almost as big as Al's.
Guiltily, ashamed to be taking advantage of the sleeping boy but uncontrollably curious, she gently lifted the sheet and moved it away from his prick.
"Hohhhhh!" Ruth gasped. Tommy's huge cock stood straight up, pulsing almost angrily above his hairy balls where his pajamas had unsnapped. She was hypnotized by the girth of the boy's fat prick. The bulb looked broader than Al's, and there was a small bubble of clear lubricant rising from its wide slit. Her mouth watered, and there was an emptiness in her loins. She saw not Tommy's cock, nor even Al's, but only a cock. It had been so long since she'd held, kissed, or fucked one.
Impulsively she bent and pressed her full lips to the wet head, flicking her tongue out and tasting his youthful cock juice. But she drew back quickly, her face flaming, disgusted with herself. How could she have done such a sinful thing? She wondered. But she couldn't resist running her tongue over her lips to pick up the last traces of Tommy's pre-cum.
Covering him again, she slipped quietly out of bed and walked briskly to the bathroom for her usual morning shower. That was what Tommy heard when he woke up, and he ran down the hall to peek at her again, his cock and balls bouncing out of his opened pajamas.
But he didn't jerk off when his aunt's naked, glistening body came into view. No more of that for him, not when he was sleeping with her! He's save every drop of his cum for her steamy pussy!
Debbie heard the front door slam, and heard Martha's voice and footsteps that were heavier than her daughter's. She was in the bathroom, still naked, and she'd just finished douching herself. Quickly she locked the door and hoped that Danny was smart enough to lock the bedroom door until he put some clothes on. She couldn't imagine who Martha would bring into their house at a time like this.
"Uncle Walt!" she heard Danny's surprised voice, and then heard her brother speaking: "Get dressed, Danny, and take a walk or something. I'm gonna have a talk with your mother!"
Oh, God! Debbie thought, feeling faint. He's found out! Martha must have told him! The woman was sick with fear that in his disgust and anger, her brother might take legal steps against her. Suddenly, the bathroom door was forced open!
"Hello, Debbie," Walt said quietly, smiling. And then he rubbed the swollen lump in his pants. Still confused and fearful, her naked body trembling, Debbie watched as her older brother unzipped his fly and let his cock jump out into the air. She nearly died, it was so huge and taut-looking.
And then she realized what all this meant. Walt wanted same of what his nephew was getting! And Martha was in on it! The wretched mother's heart sank. She shouldn't fear incest, she knew. After all, she'd already been fucked in the cunt and ass by her own son. And Walt was big and handsome.
But the head of her brother's cock was so bulbous and meaty, really frightening in size! She couldn't be sure after all these years, but she thought it was bigger around than her husband's.
Steeling herself, she saw Walt's hands hovering over her large tits. Then, unable to resist the sexual frenzy which took over his body, he cupped his sister's large, spongy jugs. Debbie mutely watched her brother's hands squeezing and milking her butter-soft globes, and reveled in his experienced touch. And then he bent and sucked one large, hardened brown nipple into his hot mouth.
"Ohhhhh, Walt!" she cried, closing her eyes.
"Let me help," she beard Martha say. Her too young daughter had joined them!
And then she saw Martha put her small hand on her uncle's cock and jerk on it. The shaft pulsed, and a large drop of pre-cum ran from the wide open slit.
"Oh, no," she groaned, stricken with horror as she realized that her little girl had been drawn into the awesome depravities of a sick adult world.
Walt removed his niece's hand and shoved Debbie to her knees. He steered his painfully throbbing cock toward his sister's parted wet lips. As her brother's meat struck her cheek and left a wet smear, Debbie twisted and felt the hot bulb sliding across her forehead.
"No!" she gasped. "Walt, I -mmhhhh!"
Walt trembled as he shoved his aching cock intohis sister's soft, wet, mouth and watched her cheeks bulge with its enormity. He saw tears in her eyes. With a wild cry her horny brother grabbed her by her blonde hair and pulled her face closer to his stiff, jerking cock. Walt guided her head up and down his pulsating, rubbery spike, fucking his sister's hot mouth.
Debbie whimpered and moaned as his knob battered the back of her throat. She gagged around the fat cock and her plump body writhed. She'd never felt so used, so humiliated, before, not even when Danny was raping her. How could her own brother degrade her like this in front of her daughter?
The poor mother was swallowing constantly, for her brother's prick was drooling his cum mingling with her saliva. He more than filled her mouth, and her tongue squirmed reflexively.
"That's it! Lick it!" Walt cried, twisting his hips and churning his dick in her mouth. "I'm gonna cum!"
The more Debbie tongued and sucked on Walt's huge cock, the more she relaxed. Her lust caught up with her and she cupped his soft, hairy balls with one hand. Rolling and tugging the twin oval masses, she hummed over her brother's turgid meat.
"YYuhhhh! Huhhhh! Unghhhh!" He gripped her ears tightly as his cock snapped up against the roof of her mouth. Thick, hot cum streamed into the back of Debbie's throat and she swallowed quickly. Then she pulled her head back a bit, wanting the final squirts to land on her tongue. Walt watched his sister form her lips in a tight circle behind his cock ridge as she sucked him dry.
"Ummmm," Debbie moaned, loving the sweet, musty taste of his thick jism.
"Ahhhh, God!" Walt said, grimacing as his sister sucked deeply on his tender meat.
Despite the fact that he'd forced her to suck him, Debbie felt her body crying out for a good fucking. She felt the mouth of her cunt loosen and knew it was brimming with hot honey. But she just couldn't bring herself to tell him how much she wanted his cock inside her cunt. Especially with her own daughter looking on! She let his limp prick slide from her lips.
"C'mon, Sis," Walt said. "Bed time." And he took her tits in his hand and used them as handles to haul her to her feet.
"Please," Debbie moaned. "Don't let Martha see any more. Send her away."
Martha looked up at her uncle, knowing that he was the boss now.
Walt slid his hands down Debbie's hot thighs to grope at the large, dripping folds of her cunt. Thick juice slickened the path, and he thoroughly explored her silky, tender flesh, making her jump and shake.
"Oh, Walt!" Debbie groaned, unable to prevent her hips from rolling. "Don't!"
Walt merely grinned and motioned Martha to come and stand beside her mother. Then he knelt and brushed his sister's blonde curls to the sides of her cunt. Debbie's large, pulsating lips jutted from the center, and Walt licked his lips. He lifted Martha's skirt.
"You know," he said, looking at his sister, "if Martha's pussy was an inch or two longer, I wouldn't be able to tell the two of you apart down here."
Debbie gasped as her brother pinched one of her meaty lips and lifted it to one side. "Just checking your clit," he said. "Yeah, just like I thought. Martha's is bigger. That's why she cums so quick and so often."
"You mean…" Debbie choked. "You fucked her."
"So what? You and Danny weren't playing Chinese Checkers."
Then he dragged his sister into the bedroom. Martha followed and pulled her dress over her head. Underneath she was completely naked. Debbie was amazed at the ease with which her daughter joined in the lewd incestuous activities.
Her musings were rudely interrupted as Walt tossed her onto the bed. Martha crawled up alongside her. "Mommy," she said, her eyes and voice wise beyond her years, "don't be afraid. He'll make you feel good."
Debbie squirmed in dismay as her brother fondled the large boobs rolling and quivering on her chest. "Walt!" she exclaimed as he slid down to kneel between her plump, white thighs. "Oh, Walt, no."
But her voice was empty of conviction.
Walt's hot breath gusted on her rosy, oozing gash and she moaned again. She saw him looking up at her, enjoying her reaction, and she felt shame mingle with her excitement.
Walt placed his thumbs on each side of Debbie's pouting, blonde-haired pussy and parted the big lips. Her interior was a deep pink, and the opening of her steamy tunnel was palpitating wetly. He touched the creaming opening with his tongue and Debbie writhed, blushing a deep crimson as she felt her cunt-honey drip onto her brother's tongue.
Then Walt slid his outstretched tongue down, and Debbie tensed and then groaned as its tip explored the wrinkled surface of her contracting bung.
"Walt! No, don't! Not… there! Ahhhh."
Walt thrilled to the taste and smell of his sister's hot asshole. He stiffened his tongue and prodded the tight pink center of that prominent ring, not knowing that it was all the more prominent because of Danny's large cock. Then he clamped his lips over the tan, pouting rim and sucked on it.
Debbie's legs flailed in the air above his head and finally came to rest on his shoulders. She groaned as her brother's tongue probed with more and more insistence, unable to resist the mounting spasms of pleasure shooting through her body. Her brother's sucking lips had drawn in the sensitive, rubbery edges of her forbidden ass crease, and the tip of his tongue suddenly popped into the smooth, gasping interior of her shit-chute.
"AGHHHH!" Martha watched with lustful horniness as her uncle drove his tongue deep into her mother's asshole. She'd never touched that part of herself, even with a finger, but remembered how Uncle Walt's nose had rubbed it when she'd sat on his face. That had been thrilling, although embarrassing, but she couldn't imagine what a soft, wet tongue would feel like there.
"Ahhh, ahhhh!" Wave after wave of ecstasy flooded Debbie's receptive asshole and cunt as she shamelessly jerked her quivering ass back toward her brother's spearing tongue. She didn't care how she looked to her wide-eyed daughter now. She needed to cum!
Walt felt his tongue being gripped and squeezed by his sister's strongly winking sphincter, but before he could pull away to lick her cunt, Debbie's hands grabbed the back of his head and her ankles locked over his back. She ground her plump, spread ass into his face.
"Wow!" Martha breathed. The fat lips of her carrot-colored little pussy hung pink and wet with anticipation. Her dark-red clit throbbed as she viewed the unnatural act her uncle was performing on her mother. Jeez! She thought, the way Mommy's sobbing and screaming, somebody might call the cops!
She reached back and touched her own bung as her uncle's ass-fucking tongue drove her mother wild. The tiny ass pucker clenched and her cunt dripped. She remembered how Joan had played with her titties when Uncle Walt was eating her, and how she had pulled on Joan's hard nipples.
Martha wasn't shocked. It somehow seemed natural that her own mother should turn her on. Keeping her eyes on Debbie's wide-spread ass as Walt's tongue worked wildly at the purplish brown, blood-filled rim, Martha inched toward the head of the bed.
She couldn't see as much from that angle, but her uncle's noisy slurping and sucking was nearly as exciting. Pushing a pillow aside, the horny younger girl knelt above her mother's head. Her little hands reached for her huge, wobbling tits. Her mother's soft, sweaty tit-flesh more than filled her hands, and gave her the same excitement she remembered experiencing with Joan.
But she wanted more. Spying Debbie's sopping cunt folds gleaming around her thrusting clit, she bent down, nearly bumping her uncle's head.
"Ahhhhh!" Debbie cried as her nasty daughter gobbled her tingling clit. Then her eyes focused on the sparse red curls outlining the little cunt above her face. Martha!
"No, no," she weakly groaned as her excited cunt streamed with hot honey. Her daughter's weight on top of her arms made Debbie release her brother's head just as her eyes widened with the onset of her climax. She spasmed again and again, pinching Walt's tongue with her muscular sphincter. Martha's clit-sucking had brought her off!
Martha was eagerly licking and sucking at her mother's red clit, loving the taste of the stiff bud and the way the tiny thing throbbed between her puffy lips like a midget cock. Girl-girl love was a real turn on! But her own itchy, drippy cunt was being neglected. Martha lowered her plump little ass without even considering that her mother might have some objection to eating pussy, especially her own young daughter's juicy cunt.
But Debbie was in no condition to protest anything. She was still panting and gasping with her orgasm, cumming from the double thrill of having her sensitive butt-hole tongue-fucked by her own brother and her upraised clit sucked on by her little girl.
But when her daughter's plump, pink slit landed on her nose and lips, Debbie woke up real fast. Her eyes bulged with horror as she recalled that it was Martha who was eating her, and that the red-tinted wet curls spread over her face were a part of her daughter's pussy. Martha wanted what was widely known as a sixty-nine!
Debbie opened her mouth to plead with her daughter, but before she could get one word out, Martha had wriggled her hips and covered her mother's tongue with her plump pink cunt folds.
"MMMFFF!" Debbie gagged with revulsion. Her daughter's soft, slippery cuntlips filled her mouth, making her taste the hot juices and meaty flesh. And all the while Martha was squirming and moaning!
Walt's tongue was beginning to ache from his sister's constant sphincter-winks, and he pulled it free and raised his head…
"Oh, fuck!" he exclaimed. He hadn't realized that his niece had crawled atop his sister, and he was shocked to see them, in a lesbian embrace. But as he watched the little girl's pink-tongue swirling around his sister's blonde muff, he felt his already tense cock jerk and dribble. He was ready to shove it to one of them, and Debbie was the one he wanted.
Debbie felt as if she was going crazy from her conflicting emotions. She loved the way Martha's hot, lapping tongue and sucking lips tormented her clit. And her daughter's loose pussylips were delicious. But it was perverted! First her son, and now her daughter and brother! What else could happen?
When Walt pulled his tongue from her tight bung, she felt that pink ring pinch shut. She missed her brother's rimming and stabbing, and was immediately ashamed. What was wrong with her? It wasn't normal to want, let alone enjoy, what Martha and Walt were doing to her. But she did. She did!
Hesitantly, fearfully, she rubbed her hands on Martha's warm back, slowly approaching her daughter's quivering bum. When she finally held the cheeks in her hands she was surprised to discover how soft they were. She dug her fingers into each plump, freckled mound, and Martha moaned and lifted her face.
"Keep licking me, Mommy! Please! It's not fair to stop!" And she hunched her ass over her mother's face to show her what she meant.
Debbie understood what her daughter felt for, in speaking, Martha had left off her own sucking. And Debbie's poor clit was begging for Martha to suck it some more. Debbie had always been horny, had always masturbated more often than she believed was normal, but until now had never realized the extent of her lust.
Martha too played with herself quite frequently, but until she'd joined her incestuous cousin she'd had no idea that multiple orgasms existed. Now she couldn't live without them.
Her usual orgasm, brought on by fingering her clit and the surrounding lips at the top of her pink slit, was a piss-poor substitute for the colossal explosions she'd experienced lately!
Then she felt her uncle's prick bump her. Walt was knee-walking toward his sister's cunt, and Martha reached out and guided his prick until the bulb pressed against the flooded hole a few inches beneath her lips.
"Umphhh!"
Debbie grunted into her daughter's cunt and her fingers dug into her tender butt as her brother's huge cock split open her twat. It was almost as bad as the first time Danny had fucked her! She felt his balls slap against the bottom of her asscheeks and then he pulled quickly out and rammed in even harder than before.
"Unhhhh, God!" Debbie managed to squeal. He was making her feel like a virgin again! Walt's hips slammed downward as he put his ass into high gear, fucking his sister with long, looping strokes. Debbie panted joyfully into Martha's wet cunt as her elastic tunnel was rhythmically filled and emptied. Cunt juice oozed and splattered from her stuffed hole, soaking both their thighs and Walt's hairy balls.
Walt felt his sister's hot pussy tube rippling and milking at his gristly, fat cock. His belly smacked Martha's forehead, and his balls flopped wetly against her ass. Faster and harder he fucked her, and her soft, over-ripe body shook with his frantic pounding. One of her large tits slid from under Martha's tummy, jumping and quivering enticingly.
When Walt saw the huge, brown nipple with its extended red tip, he leaned over and took it between his lips. Martha felt her body squeezed between her mother and her uncle, but she kept on licking and sucking.
Debbie had put aside all moral qualms long before, and now she squeezed her daughter's bare buns and swished her tongue with a furious passion through her plump, wriggly pussylips. Now that she was experiencing rather than judging, Debbie was really enjoying Martha's hot cunt.
"Unhhh," Martha groaned happily, feeling her mother's avid mouth sucking hard on her meaty folds. They were alike in one respect, she thought. Having a lot of cunt meat down there was a distinct advantage. It gave them more surface area, and therefore more nerve endings to be titillated.
Walt pulled his cock free. "Debbie! Martha!" he cried, not giving his niece time to enjoy her mother's oral manipulations. They both looked at him. Martha raised her wet face to find her uncle's cock staring her down with its blind eye. She gave it a quick lick, savoring the mingled juices.
"Turn around!" Walt commanded. "Rub pussies and I'll stick it in you both that way!"
More than willing to try something different, Martha lifted her ass from her mother's face. She scooted around and rubbed bellies with her mother. Walt grabbed his sister's legs and pushed them up beside her ears, rolling Debbie's ass into the air.
"Hold their there," he said, and both Debbie and Martha placed their hands on their shapely calves.
"Ahhhhh!" Debbie sighed as her daughter's cunt splattered wetly on her gaping twat.
"Oh, Jeez." Martha groaned, humping and rotating her plump, freckled butt to frenziedly nib her twitching clit against her mother's dripping snatch.
Walt scooted up until his fat cockhead nudged his sister's flooded hole. Slippery cream ran from the blonde-haired woman's pussy and drenched the mushroom-shaped head before he'd even penetrated her cunt an inch. Her slippery lips parted, and Debbie sucked in her breath.
"Ohhhhh," she gasped as her hole was filled again. His dangling nuts smacked wetly against her upturned sweaty ass. Then he pulled out and plunged it into Martha's slick, tender cunt tube.
"Yahhhhh!" the horny youngster screeched happily, cumming from Debbie's slippery lips sliding over her clit. She felt the walls of her cunt gripping her uncle's cock, creaming ova it, and then it was gone and she groaned aloud.
Walt stuck his turgid meat back into his sister's gaping twat, felt it begin to jerk, and sagged against her. His thick, pulsating cock began to jump and spurt.
"Ughh! Aghh! Ohhhh!"
Walt let Debbie take the first three or four, hot wads, and then tightened his muscles and pulled free. Quickly, hardly losing a drop between the two holes, he rammed his burning prick into Martha's drooling cunny. She was still spasming, or maybe cumming again, he thought, and he felt his meat gripped with little nibbles of her twitching cunt muscles.
Alternating between the two hot-twatted females, Walt managed to fill their hungry, juicy cunts with enough of his thick, white cream so that they couldn't accuse him of undue favoritism.
Tiredly he pulled his shrinking cock from Martha's hole. Thick jism oozed slowly from her hair-fringed pit and coated the top of her mother's snatch. The white cream from Martha's open hole ran to mingle with the cum dripping from Debbie's blonde-ringed cunt.
"Come on," Walt said. "Sixty-nine again. Maybe watching you eat my cum will get me as hard as I am horny!"



CHAPTER SIX


Ruth was wearing a robe over, her nightgown when Tommy emerged from his morning shower. Her eyes automatically dropped to the white towel around her nephew's waist, and she couldn't help remembering how big his cock was. She swallowed hard. Tommy's wide shoulders and flat stomach were enough of a turn-on without her thinking those lewd thoughts.
But it wasn't fair. How would he feel if she stood in front of him with just a towel wrapped about her waist? The mental image made her giggle nervously.
Suddenly all the years of sleeping alone and finger-fucking herself seemed stupid. What was she saving herself for, anyway, finger-fucking was all right, but enough was enough!
"What's so funny?" Tommy asked, blushing as his aunt stared at him in an awfully funny way.
"Oh," she improvised, "you look like an old Roman or Greek in a toga!"
Tommy smiled and Ruth relaxed. The boy couldn't possibly have any idea of how the sight of his body affected her. And she was sure he'd never thought of her with just a towel around her waist. And she'd keep it that way, too.
"Take that back," he laughed, pretending to threaten her with raised arms. Ruth made believe she was going to run, turning her back to him, when he rushed up to her and tickled her ribs. Before either of them knew what was happening, they were wrestling and laughing wildly. Tommy grabbed his plump aunt around her waist and easily threw her onto the sofa, and her fingers shot under his arms.
Ruth giggled. Tommy's armpits were ticklish and she thought she had him under control. Suddenly both the towel and her robe parted, and she felt something hot and hard rubbing her thin nighty.
"Oh, Tommy! Stop it, Tommy!" Ruth writhed frantically, but he was stronger. He held her down, still laughing, then raised his upper body. He look ed down and was still. Ruth followed his gaze. During their struggles one of her large, big-nippled tits had escaped both the nighty and robe and was now wobbling on her chest. The large, tight nipple pointed up at her nephew like a red bullet.
"Ohhh, Aunt Ruth!" Tommy groaned, and instinctively dropped his head, kissing the soft jug and laying the bumpy nipple with his warm, wet tongue.
"Tommy! What are you doing? No!" When Tommy took her sensitive nipple into his mouth and began sucking on it, Ruth went weak. She moaned with shameful embarrassment and unwanted lust. No! She couldn't let this happen! She went mad, squirming and bucking furiously, and Tommy fell to the floor on his back, his cock throbbing. The towel was crumpled on the sofa.
"I'm, I'm sorry, Aunt Ruth," he stammered. "I, I forgot! I just couldn't help it!"
Ruth lay in a sort of daze, staring at his bobbing prick. Her poor tit felt all swollen and tingly, and the nipple was still crinkled and wet from Tommy's tongue. As her nephew's saliva evaporated, it felt cold and stiffened even more.
Remembering where she was, she suddenly covered herself. The boy's cock was stiff and red, jerking above his dark-haired groin, and there was a bubble of wetness on the bloated tip, just as there had been when she'd kissed it in bed. She blushed an even brighter shade of red and looked away.
"You-you'd better get your towel," she whispered.
"You won't tell Mom, will you?" He pleaded. Oh, shit! He'd probably ruined his nightly fuck!
"No. I won't say anything, but don't let anything like this happen again."
Tommy sighed his relief. "OK," he said, grabbing the towel and running into the bathroom.
Ruth heard a loud crash and a scream a moment later.
She rushed inside and found Tommy moaning on the tile floor. He'd tripped on the wet bathmat and fallen forward, hitting both the sink and the side of the tub on the way down. Ruth immediately phoned her doctor, and then left a message for Kate to call her.
Hours later Tommy was in her bed, his face pale and sweaty. He'd broken both his arms and they were encased in plaster and strapped across his chest. He'd been given some pills to ease the pain. That morning's incident was long forgotten.
Danny still hadn't returned after suppertime, but Debbie wasn't worried. Her son could take care of himself. A telephone call an hour later from Walt's house confirmed that. He was spending the night with Joan, he said. They'd had a nice talk when he'd arrived. That was OK with Walt, too. He had two hot cunts with him, and that was more than enough for a guy who'd done without cunt as long as he had.
The incestuous trio rested a bit after supper until Walt stood, announcing loudly that he had a hard on. Debbie and Martha squealed with joy and scrambled to his side. Two pair of tits were rubbed all over his body, and then Martha stood while Debbie knelt at her brother's feet.
"Finger me, Uncle Walt," the cute young redhead whispered into his ear as she grabbed his wrist and shoved his hand between her thighs.
Walt slipped his thick fingers into the wet fleshiness of his niece's cunt, and took hold of her engorged prominent folds. They were firm with excitement and running with her honey, and he picked one up and let it slip through his fingers. He repeated this a few times, alternating cunt lips, while Martha moaned happily into her uncle's ear.
Debbie had, immediately upon kneeling, begun tugging and squeezing her brother's hot hard prick. It jumped in her hand and she used both hands to steady it. Giving the thick shaft a hard squeeze, she stroked it.
"Unhhh," Walt groaned. A crystal-clear drop of pre-cum oozed from the wide slit. Debbie pressed her pink parted lips to the dripping knob and sucked it clean. Walt touched the back of her neck with his free hand, urging her forward.
"Ugh!" he cried, feeling a slight, sharp pain as his sister's pointed little teeth nipped his cock just behind the bulb.
"That's for being so demanding when you came in," she said. But she smiled to ease the harshness of her words, and her hot tongue lapped hungrily as she milked more cream from his meaty staff. Then she replaced her delicately clasping fingers with her puffy lips, going all the way down on his bursting dick.
"Oh, shit!" Walt exclaimed, feeling his blonde haired sister's sweet lips wrapped around the base of his throbbing cock. "That's the way!" He moaned. "Deep-throat me and swallow! Ahhhh! Yeah!"
Debbie drooled all over her brother's hot cock, feeling his meaty bulb throbbing in her constricted throat. She conquered the urge to gag and began gulping around him, swallowing and sucking as her head slowly bobbed up and down.
Martha watched her mother eating her uncle's cock and felt a pang of envy. But her hips just wouldn't stop squirming as Walt rubbed her tingling cunt with the ball of his thumb. All four of his fingers were wriggling around between her fat cunt folds, and he was alternating opening and closing them in the mouth of her pussy as she gushed juice and groaned. Her hot honey drenched his wrist and part of his forearm. The rest ran down her trembling inner thighs.
Debbie's eyes were bright with incestuous excitement as she felt the cock in her throat expand. Her hands lifted and grabbed her brother's sweaty, hairy nuts, gripping each firmly in her palm. She held on as they tried to tighten up against the base of his cock, making him groan in an agony of pleasure-pain.
"Urnmmhhh!" Walt moaned. "Suck harder! Faster, I'm almost there!"
He exploded with vengeance, making Debbie choke and gag. Jet after jet of hot, thick cum hosed down her gulping throat until she was able to pull back and take the rest in her mouth. One burst followed another, coating her teeth and tongue, and the corners of her locked lips leaked white foam.
"Don't swallow it all!" Martha begged loudly, watching her mother's throat work.
"Hmmmm! Ummmm! Ulllp!" Debbie choked and swallowed, but managed to take most of his load. But she held a bit in her mouth as Walt's still dribbling prick slipped from her nibbling lips and swung limply between his hairy thighs.
"Jeez," he exclaimed. "What a blow-job! Honey, you're a natural cock-sucker!"
Debbie let herself sag to the floor, knees up and parted. Her hands scrambled between her thighs, rubbing the top of her blonde curls and fingering her thrusting clit. Walt watched with a measure of lust as she hunched and groaned. She closed her eyes and stuck her tongue out just a bit. It was covered with his unswallowed jism.
"Oh, Mommy!" Martha cried happily. "You remembered!" She drooped to her knees beside her mother and kissed her parted lips.
The two groaned as they swished Walt's cum back and forth with their tongues. Martha drew back, a long string of sticky white cum connecting her lips to Debbie's.
"Come on, Martha," he said. "You eat your mother and I'll eat you." He knelt and waited for his niece to get in place. The little redhead stretched out on her stomach and rested her face in her mother's gaping wetness.
"Brrrrr!" Martha shook her head eagerly, vibrating her hips against the firm, slippery folds protruding from Debbie's blonde muff.
"AGHHH!" Debbie spasmed, shrieking wildly. Her large tits rolled across her chest and Martha reached up, bowing them still by covering the tumid tips with her palms. Her fingers dug gently into the soft, fat sides of her mother's hot jugs.
Walt gazed lustfully at Martha's plump ass as it wobbled and quivered with her movements. Tantalizing flashes of pink and red further inflamed him as she teasingly parted her legs. She lifted her head from her mother's orgasming cunt.
"Lick my ass, Uncle Walt!" she pleaded. "Stick your tongue up my brownie like you did Mommy's!"
Walt needed no encouragement. Just the sight of the tender young girl's pink and white asscheeks lifting and trembling was driving him wild. The more she raised her hips, the better he could see the pink, dripping folds which were so much like his sister's.
He cupped her freckled ass and spread the flaccid checks so wide that the red ring of her button like thing was stretched horizontally. Then he pressed his face into his niece's sweat-shiny butt and lovingly kissed her asshole. Martha giggled into Debbie's exploding box and clenched her plump cheeks in her uncle's hands.
"That tickles!" she cried, her breath bursting in her mother's swampy blonde-and-pink cunt gorge.
Martha sighed and groaned with childish pleasure as her uncle's soft tongue gently caressed the smooth, winking pucker of her shitter. He circled it with his lips and lapped at its center with just the tip of his tongue.
"Ohhh," Martha crooned, wriggling her hips. She loved the feel of her uncle's hot, wet tongue on her little brownie. She felt it curling into the muscular ring and cried out her joy as her tender butt convulsed.
"Uhh, uhhh," she panted as Walt's tongue stroked the smooth inner lining of her tight bung. The sensations spreading from her sensitive nether membranes made her hips bounce uncontrollably.
"Do it!" she screamed. "Tongue-fuck my brownie!"
The little girl felt him trying to oblige, driving his tongue into her spasming ass almost to its roots. She felt his lips and teeth pressed tightly against the fleshy smoothness of her widespread buns. He was working his buried tongue back and forth between the stretched red lips of her asshole, and her flesh jerked wildly.
"Ahhhh!" she cried. "I'm gonna cum!"
Martha squealed and sucked her mother lustfully as her uncle's fingers probed her hair-rimmed slot. He found her tiny clit and batted it back and forth while his other fingers explored her soft, swampy cunt folds. A cry of sheer bliss from her daughter's lips vibrated Debbie's elongated, beetred chit.
"Uhhh, uhhh, uhhh!" Martha chanted loudly as Walt's finger's and tongue brought her to the heights of pleasure. He pulled his tongue from his young niece's spasming asshole and ran it down to her overflowing cunt. Extending it full length, he bestowed a slow, sensuous lick clear from her clit to her brownie.
Martha continued to explode, unable to control the ecstatic waves of passion sweeping her young, inexperienced loins.
Debbie's diminishing cries were drowned out as Martha's cum reached a crescendo, and the woman squirmed and arched her back, bouncing her ass and mashing her cunt against her daughter's sucking lips. Both females' cuntcups were filled to overflowing, and warm, sticky honey smeared all over the floor.
The afternoon of the accident wasn't too bad for Tommy. The pain in his arms had diminished to a dull ache, and his mother had called twice to see how he was. Since he couldn't return home for a few weeks, she'd come out to see how he was in a couple of days. And his aunt sat beside his bed almost constantly. But toward late afternoon he began to realize that there were more than just the obvious drawbacks to having two broken arms. He needed to piss. His bladder was full, and he couldn't hold it much longer. And there was no way he could open his pajamas, let alone steer his pecker, with both arms taped against his chest. "Uh, Aunt Ruth?"
"Yes, Tommy?"
"I, I hafta go to the bathroom…" He struggled to sit up, the weight of the casts and the lack of hands causing him to lose his balance. His aunt steadied him as they began to rise.
"I'll help you in, Tommy," she said, and the boy realized that she still didn't understand what she'd have to do. Maybe the accident was a blessing in disguise, after all. Otherwise he never would have been able to blurt out what he did when they reached the bathroom and she turned to leave.
"Aunt Ruth," he said. "I can't, uh, open my pajamas…"
"Oh!" Ruth's face turned a bright red as Tommy's predicament impressed itself on her mind. He couldn't use his hands! "I guess you want me to."
Tommy hung his head, pretending embarrassment, and nodded. "I can't even take… uh, it… out, or aim it," he whispered.
Ruth briefly closed her eyes, knowing she had to go through the ordeal of temptation again. Nervously she stood behind her cute young nephew and reached in front of him to unsnap his pajamas. Tommy heard her breathing grow heavier as her unsteady fingers fished around for a second and then located and grasped the soft tip of his pecker. The boy choked and trembled.
Ruth aimed it at the open toilet and, after a few tense moments, Tommy was pissing into the bowl. She felt the underside of his heavy meat vibrating as the piss flowed, and then it was dribbling out.
"Uh, you'll have to, uh, shake it a bit," Tommy mumbled, staring at her plump fingers and trying to hide his enjoyment. But as his aunt vigorously shook the heavy tube of muscle, it began to grow, forcing her fingers apart. Soon Tommy had a roaring hard on.
Ruth pulled her hand away quickly and stepped back, but the hot hardness of her nephew's prick had impressed itself indelibly on her palm and in her mind.
Tommy turned around and the broad, purplish head of his throbbing cock pointed up at her face. "I, I'm sorry," he mumbled, "but I can't button up, or anything."
Ruth took a deep breath and, with shaking fingers, tried to close the front of his pajama bottoms. But her nephew's cock was so long and stiff that the flaps wouldn't come together over it, and she couldn't bring herself to push it inside. She doubted it was even possible. Ruth avoided touching his youthful prick as much as possible, but the sight and smell of it was driving her crazy. Al had smelled the same way when he was horny…
"Oh, Tommy," she wailed. "Can't you make it go down?"
Ruth felt her cunt drip. She didn't realize it, but Tommy's nocturnal fuck had roused the feelings she'd repressed since her fiance's death.
"Jeez, Aunt Ruth, I wish I could! It really hurts when it gets like this."
Ruth helped the boy back to her bed. Now on his back, his cock looked much the same as it had that morning, and Ruth again tasted in her mind the boy's sweet pre-cum. She licked, her lips. Tommy saw how his aunt kept stealing glances at his hard on, and played the pain bit for all it was worth.
"Uhhh," he groaned, winding, really hamming it up.
"Oh," Ruth cried. "Do you need another pill?" Tommy shook his head. "It's not my arms," he mumbled, his gaze dropping to his naked cock. Ruth had tried to pull the covers over it, but he had grunted and said their weight hart.
"Is, is it bad?" she asked. He nodded. Ruth looked with a mixture of concern and lust at the throbbing shaft. Tommy saw the play of emotions across, her pretty round face.
"I, I guess I could help you," Ruth almost whispered, compassion and lust combining to force her decision.
"Help me?" Tommy gave his aunt a puzzled look. "How?"
"I could make your, your erection go down."
"But-but," Tommy stammered, pretending to be surprised, "do you know how? I mean…"
"Yes, Tommy," Ruth smiled, "I know how. I may be old now, but I was young once. I know what boys do at night. Believe it or not, I had a boyfriend once, too."
Tommy swallowed hard as he watched his sexy aunt reach out, first hesitantly but then enthusiastically, and wrap her plump fingers around the shaft of his bobbing prick. He groaned as she tightened her grip, and she looked at his face as her hand began pumping up and down.
"Ohhh, Aunt Ruth! It feels so good!"
"Tommy," she said a moment later, "you mustn't ever tell anyone about this. I'm only, only helping you because you're in pain and can't do it for yourself."
"Sure, Aunt Ruth. I'll keep quiet."
Ruth thrilled at her nephew's enjoyment. His hard cock felt damp and hot against her palm, and she wanted to bend down and suck in that fat, mushroom-capped dong and really give the boy a treat. But she wasn't quite ready to go that far. She saw him staring at her heavy tits and remembered how, only this morning, he'd had one stiff nipple in his mouth. She yanked his meat with more energy and heard him groan again.
Minutes passed, and Tommy, still showed no signs of cumming. Ruth wrapped her other hand around the swollen cock and jacked it up and down. Then she used one hand to pinch the tender skin under the groove of his bulb while she pumped and squeezed.
Tommy gasped and sighed, rolling his head from side to side on the pillow, loving the expert hand job he was receiving from his aunt's soft, teasing fingers. Jeez, would Danny's tongue hang out when he heard about this!
Ruth's hands blurred as she pumped her nephew's jerking, oozing cock furiously, anxious to see his thick jism erupt into the air. The boy smiled, frustrating her by holding back. It was a trick he'd learned while jerking off long ago.
More minutes passed, and Ruth wondered what was the matter. Al hadn't been able to take more than two or three minutes of her talented hands before shooting all over the place.
"Tommy," she asked, removing her hands, "am I doing something wrong?"
"Oh, no," he assured her. "Well," and here he pretended to be embarrassed, "I guess I'm nervous, and I usually, uh, look at pictures, you know?"
Ruth's face flushed with excitement. Unable to resist the ache in her cunt, she asked him what kind of pictures he looked at.
"Well," he said, his fat cock waving in the air, "I like GEM and FLING magazines."
Ruth knew those magazines featured women with huge tits, and understood now why Tommy had lost control that morning. "I don't have any pictures like that here, Tommy," she said, her mouth suddenly going dry. "But – do you think seeing the real thing again might help?"
Tommy forgot alt about holding back his cum as he watched his red-faced aunt unbutton her dress and slowly pull down her bra. Ruth's milky tits rolled hotly and sagged away from each other, the brown nipples stiff and quivering.
"Oh, Jeez!" the boy exclaimed, his eyes bugging out as his aunt's mammoth jugs shook nakedly before him.
"The women in those magazines look like this, don't they?" she asked.
"Yeah, yeah!" Tommy agreed, never taking his eyes from the round, smooth surfaces. He'd never been this close to his aunt's tits when she wasn't lying flat. He licked his lips as they swung and swayed when she reached for his cock.
Ruth pumped it slowly and said, "They pose like this, too, don't they?" And her free hand scooped up a heavy tit and jiggled it a bit.
"Yeah," Tommy said, his tortured prick jerking and his fat balls contracting as he watched her fingertips disappear in the soft tit-flesh. That did it. Ruth felt his cock vibrate, and then Tommy was hunching his hips wildly.
"Hunhh! Ug!! Ahhhh!" he grunted, thick wads of pearly cum flying into the air and falling on her wrist and forearm Ruth kept on jacking his shaking, rubbery cock. The gushing teenaged cock made her mouth water, and she tried to recall the taste of Al's cum. She was surprised to discover that the memory was no longer there; it had all been too long ago. Mindlessly, Ruth slowly lowered her head and felt the boy's warm, wet cum-wads striking her lips and cheeks.
Tommy groaned and tried to lift his ass higher as he watched his red-faced aunt close her eyes and open her mouth. Then her tongue was hanging out a few inches above his spurting cock. He could hardly believe his eyes as he watched the last silvery globs shoot weakly out and land on her pink tongue. And then she was squeezing the fleshy pole, forcing a few thin drops to ooze from the peehole. They dribbled down the round sides of his bulb and were caught by her fingers.
"Mmmmmm!" Ruth sighed, releasing him to lick them clean. Then she sucked up the white pearls on her arm.
"There's some on your cheeks," Tommy reminded her.
Ruth tried to feel guilty about her conduct as she wiped her cheeks and then stuck the fingers in her mouth. She couldn't, and was a little apprehensive about where all this might lead.
"I, I guess I got carried away," she said, eyeing her nephew's spent cock. The faint trace of lipstick on it reminded her that their relationship had been irrevocably changed. "I wish I could say I'm sorry, but I'm not. Seeing your cock, and playing with it, made me horny, too. But this is wrong, and we could both get in big trouble! So-so try to forget what happened, OK?"
Suddenly worried, Tommy blurted, "We can still do this, can't we?"
"I-I hadn't thought that far ahead," Ruth confessed. "I guess you're going to get hard every time I help you pee, aren't you?"
Tommy grinned, and his aunt ruefully added, "If not oftener. OK, I'll help you out until you're able to do it yourself."
Tommy was in seventh-heaven for the next few days. His aunt had graduated from jerking him off and licking his cum to forgetting all about her hands and letting him fuck her face every time he got hard. The first time he'd done that was after he'd taken a piss. Ruth had knelt in front of him and opened her mouth. Tommy just stepped forward until he was surrounded by warmth and wetness. It was his first blow job, but he could tell his aunt knew what she was doing.
Then his mother arrived, and Tommy wondered how he and Ruth were going to manage it without arousing suspicion. Ruth hadn't thought about it, but then it came to her! Kate would now be the one who was responsible for taking Tommy to the bathroom to piss and shit.
And, knowing her horny young nephew, he was sure to get hard. Ruth wondered how her sister would be able to handle her son's hard tool without getting horny.
It happened sooner than Ruth expected. Kate was sitting on the edge of Tommy's bed when she noticed a growing lump under the sheet. She swallowed hard and groaned inwardly. Her tight, plump cunt was burning and she knew that she was oozing. When Kate thought Tommy wasn't looking, she parted her legs under her dress to allow some cool air to hit her thighs.
"Mom," Tommy said, the ache in his balls heightened by the memory of her finger-fucking. Kate looked questioningly at him and he decided to try the ploy that had worked so well on his aunt. "I have to go to the bathroom."
Kate hadn't even had time to settle in her room, let alone talk with Ruth. It hadn't occurred to her that her son wouldn't be able to care for his private needs without help. But she was his mother. It was up to her.
The troubled woman helped him out of bed, her eyes avoiding the straining bulge in his pajama bottoms, and led him to the bathroom. Tommy stood in front of the toilet. Kate waited, and wondered what was taking him so long.
"Mom?" Her son's nervous, unfinished question brought a sudden awareness.
Kate gulped, realizing she'd known all along she would have to help him. She just hadn't been willing to face the fact. Moving almost as stiffly as a sleep-walker, she moved in front of him and opened his pajamas. Tommy's blood-filled prick jumped out, brushing her hand, the swollen purplish head slippery with pre-cum.
"Oh!" A look of awe washed over Kate's face. It looked so much larger than it had in the mirror when she'd been playing with herself. She noticed how fat her son's balls were as they nestled close to the thick root of the cock.
She stepped back, her face hot, but Tommy stopped her. "Mom, would you, uh, point it down so I can hit the bowl?"
Touching her boy's turgid, veiny cock was the last thing that Kate wanted to do. Her cunt was already on fire just from viewing it.
Steeling herself, she reached for the vibrating pole. A clear drop ran from the eye just as she touched the shaft. A thin string, like a miniature, shiny icicle, hung from the tip and swayed above the rim of the toilet. Kate closed her eyes and felt the heat of his cock muscle sear her fingers as she tried to force the head down.
Tommy groaned, and Kate quickly withdrew her hand and asked if she'd hurt him.
"Just a little," he said. "It hurts, if you push down on it too hard."
"Well," she said, losing patience because she was upset, "if you'd make it go down, I could aim it a little easier!"
"Uh, Mom? I've been wondering, do you think you could help it go down? I would if I could, but…"
At first Kate didn't catch on, but when his meaning dawned on her, she left him standing there and marched into the living room where Ruth was reading.
Ruth looked at her sister and put down her magazjne. "Why is your face so red?" she asked.
"Nothing," Kate mumbled, sitting down next to Ruth.
"Nothing?" Ruth mocked. "You just took Tommy to the bathroom, didn't you? From the look on your face, I'd say you were upset because he got hard. Right?"
"You shouldn't talk like that," Kate protested. "It isn't nice!"
"Come off it, Kate. It's normal for kids to get horny. You weren't such a prude when we watched each other masturbate in the garage that time."
"We were kids!"
"And so's Tommy. Just think how he feels, walking around with an itch he can't scratch!"
"But-but he wanted me to jerk him off!"
"Who else can he ask? Lots of mothers probably jerk off their sons. What about kids who are born without arms? Do you think a good mother would let such a kid suffer? Jerking off's important. Besides feeling great, it relieves a lot of frustration and tension."
"I know all that," Kate said weakly. "It's just-just…" But Kate couldn't admit, even to herself, that she was afraid she wouldn't be able to control herself.
"Just nothing," Ruth said, knowing that if Kate got sexy with her son, she couldn't very well object to what Ruth did.
Deeply disturbed, Kate left her sister. She found Tommy lying on his bed, his long, curved prick waving in the air. "I couldn't button up," he said sulkily.
"That's all right, Tommy," Kate said. "I, I shouldn't have left you like that. Do you want to try again?"
"Naw, I can't do nothin' like this."
Now that Kate felt she should help her son out, she also felt an element of forbidden excitement building in her. And she realized that it must give Tommy a thrill to have her see just how big and fat his cock was.
"Sooner or later," Kate said, "you'll have to go, so I'd better take care of this first." And she took his hard cock muscle in her gripping fist.
Tommy gasped but the sensations he was experiencing were nothing to what his mother felt. Her eyes rolled when she first felt his heat against her palm, and the ache in her cunt was rapidly becoming unbearable.
"How-how does that feel?" she asked, moving his loose skin up and down over the steely shaft.
"Uh, OK, I guess. But I don't think I can cum this way."
"Why not?" Kate asked, surprised.
"Well, it's more exciting when I have pictures and stuff to look at when I'm doing it."
Kate remembered the look of ecstasy she'd seen on his face when he'd watched her fingering herself, and suddenly wanted to see him just as excited now. She climbed up onto the bed next to him.
"I know you watched me once, Tommy," she said, her eyes bright and her cheeks flushed. "I'll bet you'd like to see me play with myself while I jerk you off."
"Oh, Mom!" Tommy sighed as he watched his mother slowly pull her skirt above her heavy thighs. His fingers curled. He could almost feel her hot cunt flesh beneath them. Her panties were bursting with dark curls, and he could smell her damp pussy. She took her hand tram his cock.
"Don't stop now!" he said, his hips humping, fucking the air with his prick.
"Don't you want me to take my panties off?" Ruth asked huskily, reaching down with both hands to pull them to her knees.
"Ahhhh," she sighed as her fingers caught her tender pink flaps and pulled on them. She stretched them past the hairs until the wrinkles smoothed out, and Tommy choked. He twisted on his side, trying to rub his prick against her hip.
Kate's free hand grasped the top of his shaft and her thumb made large circles over the wet knob. Soon both mother and son were shaking with incestuous passion.
Ruth gave Kate a few minutes and then got up to check on how well her advice had worked. When she arrived, her heart beating rapidly, she gasped with surprise. Kate was half-leaning over Tommy, her face red and sweaty with lust as her hands worked between her plump thighs and on her son's cock.
Ruth groaned. She couldn't tear her eyes from the lewd, incestuous spectacle. This was far wilder than she had expected, and viewing her sister's hairy slot reminded her of the times they had played in their parents' garage. She could almost taste the pre-cum Tommy was dribbling all over the place, and wasn't aware that her fingers were quickly stroking her wet cunt through her skirt.
The fingers Kate was sliding into her burning cunt weren't enough. She loved jerking off while playing with her son's cock, but she needed something more. Beyond any rational considerations now, the horny mother allowed only the sight, sounds and feeling of sex to make an impression. They were no longer mother and son, but male and female.
When Ruth saw Kate get on her knees and climb over the boy, she broke free of her trance-like state and gathered up enough courage to join in on the fun. She walked quickly to the bed, ripping off her clothes.
When Tommy saw his mother squatting above his cock, he knew he was going to get fucked. Her soft, meaty ass bumped his wet prick and he groaned, and then her hips were slowly circling until the fat tip encountered the hot slice of pink, female meat.
"Unhhh!" Kate groaned, tensing her ass as she slowly, mindlessly, impaled herself on her son's huge cock. She cried louder as the full, throbbing length slid deep into her humid cunt and nudged something at the very end.
Tommy sighed ecstatically as his mother's round ass squashed against his thighs, and then she was lifting up, groaning and shaking. Her dress was hiding her pussy so that he couldn't see what was happening under there, but it sure felt great!
"I'm fucking you!" Kate cried, "I'm fucking my own son, and I love it!" She rocked her meaty ass from side to side, stirring his burgeoning prick inside her slick tunnel.
Kate didn't see Ruth at first. She was incapable of seeing anything but her son's happy face. But she did feel the zipper at the back of her dress sliding down. But it wasn't until the dress was falling from her shoulders, exposing her large breasts shaking in a flimsy bra, that it finally dawned on her that she wasn't alone with Tommy. She turned her head and saw Ruth just as she felt her sister's hands slip under her arms, lifting her off her son's hard meat.
"Ahhh, no-o-o-o!" she protested as his wonderful huge cock fell free with a lewd slurping sound. And then Ruth was taking her place, climbing atop Tommy's jerking, juice-soaked cock.
The horny young boy just looked at his aunt as she slowly lowered herself until his cockhead was kissed by her pouting, syrupy pussy. She sank onto the vibrating pole, the tightness and friction of his girth taking her breath away.
Tommy hunched up as she slid down, and the bed creaked and groaned as they slapped against each other. Ruth's mammoth, pendulous tits flew up and hit her chin as she bounced her ass wildly, and Tommy wished for another pair of hands.
"What about me-e-e!" Kate cried, her fingers digging into the yearning, foaming cunt hole. She stood up and the dress slid to her feet.
"I'll take care of you like I did when we were kids," Ruth said. "Just kneel over Tommy and face him."
Kate hurried to comply, her twitching cunt now the very center of her being. Tommy found himself staring at his mother's beautiful naked buns. He bent his neck as far forward as he could and pressed his lips to one milky, spongy globe. The position was painful but well worth it.
"Ohhh," Kate moaned, feeling her son's hot lips just as Ruth, still bouncing, lifted a fat tit with one hand and cupped her wet, hairy cunt with the other. Kate squirmed over her sister's active fingers, but they were no substitute for Tommy's meaty reamer!
"Feel me, too!" Ruth groaned, her heavy tits flopping on her chest as she shoved down and rotated her passion-pit snugly against her nephew's hairy groin.
Kate eagerly reached down and rolled Ruth's glowing clit with a forefinger. The older woman shuddered and hunched faster, grunting with ecstasy.
"Aunt Ruth!" Tommy cried. "Pull Mom's ass open!"
Ruth did as the boy asked, her imagination fired by the wet sounds he was making back there. Kate groaned and leaned into Ruth, thrusting her butt back to Tommy's searching lips and tongue.
"Oh, God!" she cried as she felt her son's lips pressed against her puckered bung. Then her boy was sucking the forbidden, pouting pink ring and jabbing it with his tongue. He pressed his face hard against his mother's soft, shimmering ass-flesh as his cum hit.
"Agh! Ungh! Ahhh!" Tommy's gasps burst hotly into Kate's wide-spread buns as her son's jerking, tortured tool spewed out a thick load of boiling white cum into her sister's gulping twat.
"Aghhh!" Ruth grunted, almost falling forward as his erupting volcano of a cock poured scalding lava-cum deep into her belly. One contraction after another rippled through the barrel of her steamy cunt, and she bucked and heaved with animal passion. Her weight pushed Kate back a bit, and the excited mother ground her soft ass into her son's face.
"Make me cum, Tommy!" she pleaded. "Make me cum!" And she lifted up and moved back until the boy was staring up into his mother's open, dripping cunt. Hot scents wafted down to him.
"Yeah, Mom, yeah! Let me kiss it! I'll suck it till you cum!"
He lifted his face as Kate lowered her ass and ran his thick tongue all over the meaty wetness of her fat-lipped pussy. The boy loved the taste of his mother's sopping cunt, and rooted with gusto. Kate's tasty cunt-honey was running down his cheeks as she sighed and wriggled around until he caught her clit between his lips and drew hard on it.
"Unghhh!" Kate grunted, grinding down so that the stiff nubbin scraped over his front teeth. "AGHHH!" Her eyes went wide and rolled back into her head. She sagged against Tommy's face as she convulsed, nearly smothering him. He was rescued by his aunt, who helped Kate lift off the gasping boy. Then the two horny women cleaned his limp prick, their tongues swirling over his cock meat and into each other's mouths.
A little later they went into the bathroom to clean up. Tommy heard the shower running, and heard his mother giggling. He tried to imagine what was happening in there, and his cock came to life.
"Hey, Mom!" he cried when he heard the water turned off. "Come and get it!" I'll bet she doesn't let Aunt Ruth hog it all this time, he thought.
Tommy's mother and aunt were kept busy reducing his constant stiffness for the next month. They tried almost every position possible for three people, one of whom had his arms in casts. But it wasn't long after his arms began to itch that Tommy's casts were taken off. He wasn't completely healed, but he had the use of his fingers at last! And the two women made the most of all ten digits!
The first time he was left alone, Tommy phoned Danny, intending to brag about his fantastic luck. But his tale was cut short.
"You haven't fucked their asses, yet? Man, have you got a lot to learn! There's nothin' like a tight asshole! I've shoved it up my mom, my sister, and my cousin, and it's great!"
"I don't know if Mom or Aunt Ruth would like that," Tommy said slowly, feeling deflated.
"Just bend 'em over and slip it in fast," was Danny's advice, and the mental image of his cock in his mother's shitter got Tommy hard.
"Listen," he said. "We'll be coming home next Friday, and I think Aunt Ruth's coming with us. Why don't you and your mother and your sister and your cousin drop in about an hour after we arrive? That'll give me time to get Mom and Aunt Ruth hot."
"Hey, far out! But Uncle Walt'll want in on this, too. He's had his eye on your mom for years."
"Bring him too," Tommy said. "I won't say anything to Mom or Aunt Ruth, and you keep quiet, too. We'll surprise everybody!"
Danny agreed, thinking about the erotic fucking and sucking combinations possible with three big titted women, three guys, and two hot-twatted little girls. Chances were everybody'd be eating and fucking at the same time, and a horny young boy couldn't ask for a better home cumming than that!
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