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CHAPTER ONE

�You'd sure like to get into one of those tight little cunts, wouldn't you, Dan? Is that why you've taken up jogging all of a sudden?�
Dan Cabot merely grunted in reply. He was lying on his belly in his neatly trimmed front yard, wearing a loose sweat shirt and even looser boxing trunks, his chin resting on his folded arms as he watched a group of young girls playing touch football in the park across the street. �Sure. And I know what you'd like to do to them, too.�
The woman sitting by his side had wriggled her hand under his trunks and into his crotch, and was gently toying with his heavy scrotum, seemingly oblivious to the odd stares she was getting from the traffic passing by. Suddenly, she jammed her long-nailed thumb through his anal sphincter and deep into his colon. �That's not funny, Dan. I'm sorry I ever told you about that. You make it sound so� so dirty.�
He flinched at the invasion of his rectum, then relaxed and let his cock get hard beneath him, enjoying the feel of her digit in his bung.
�I was only teasing, Brenda. Don't get in an uproar. I don't give a damn if you like girls, too. Matter of fact, it makes it more interesting.�
�I don't do it any more anyway,� Brenda said poutingly. �Not for a long time, and you know it.�
�I know, and I keep telling you I don't care one way or the other.� He twisted his neck and looked up to see the sun burning off the early morning mist that shrouded the city, guessing that it must be a little after nine. �You're making me stiff, hon. Want to go in the house and take care of it?�
She slapped his rump with her free hand. �You know darn well I can't. I've got to show that property to Carpenter this morning.� Her thumb was probing deep into his anus, and a smile played on her full lips as she rolled his balls in her hand. �I only stopped by to see about tonight. Do you want to go out or anything?�
He sighed and stared at the girl's titties jiggling in the park as they ran back and forth, shouting and laughing. They were all in their young teens, and their bodies were deliciously inviting. Of late he had found himself drawn more and more to virginal little nymphs, and it was disturbing, especially since he had two daughters in the same category.
�Afraid not, sweet. Peggy's got a dress rehearsal for that Little Theater play I was telling you about. I think I have to drive her over and bring her back.�
Brenda's nipples were tingling and the lips of her pussy were beginning to quiver as she felt moisture seeping into the crevice between her thighs. She was restraining an impulse to delve further into Dan's trunks and grasp his swollen prick.
�We could still get in a little action either here or at my place. Jo Ann will be going, too, won't she?�
�I suppose. Look, will you cut that out? I'm getting horny as hell, and if we're not going to screw, stop it.�
�Land sakes!� a voice said. �Don't you people have any decency at all? There are children right over there!�
Dan and Brenda looked up. Neither of them had noticed the two elderly women walking down the sidewalk with shopping bags, both gray-haired, one plump with a pleasant face and the other tall and hawk nosed. The tall one had spoken, and was indicating with her beady eyes Brenda's hand that was moving hidden under Dan's trunks.
�So what?� Brenda said tartly. �They can't see anything, and you shouldn't even be looking. Move along, ladies. Nothing is going on here that would interest you.�
�Humph!� The tall woman threw them a haughty glance, the other covered her mouth to hide a giggle, then they continued on their way.
�That's enough,� Dan said. �Let's get in the house before someone calls the cops. You should know better than to try and rape me in broad daylight. And don't talk to old ladies like that. They could be somebody's mother.�
�I doubt it.� Reluctantly, Brenda pulled her hand from beneath his trunks and wiped her brown-stained thumb on the grass. �You did say the girls aren't home, didn't you?
Dan rolled over and sat up with his back to the street, concealing the immense protrusion jutting out from his pelvis. �Yeah. Jo's downtown shopping, and Peggy's going over her lines with Mrs. Knox. We'll be all by our lonesome.�
When they got up and started for the front door of the large white one-story home, Dan eyed Brenda with frank admiration. She was tall, long-legged and busty, and no one would ever suspect that she was thirty-four. Her raven hair was cropped short, her black eyes were dancing pools of ebony, and her complexion was unmarred.
�You really should wear a jock strap or something,� she said when he held the door open for her. �I can just imagine what those girls think when they see that big thing flopping around while you jog.�
He grinned lewdly. �So can I. Sometimes I think they're just waiting for my trunks to fall off. How about some coffee?�
She nodded, watched him strip off his soaked sweat shirt, then followed him into the big stainless steel kitchen. Seating herself at the table, she kept her eyes on him as he filled two mugs and carried them over. He was tall, muscular and ruggedly handsome, and could turn her on by simply being in the same room. The crotch of her panties was wet now, and strong spasms were causing her vagina to flutter maddeningly.
�Heard anything from Alice?� she asked, taking cigarettes from her purse and lighting two.
�Nope.� He took the proffered butt and sucked a drag into his lungs. �Didn't really expect to. Once that Doctor Whatshisname gets her down to fighting weight and pumps her tits full of silicone, she'll take off like a big bird. She's not doing all that for my benefit.�
�Oh, really, Dan. She won't leave you or the girls. She's got too much to lose. When she's beautiful again, she'll come back, and I understand they can work miracles at that place.�
�Why should I give a damn? I've got you. C'mere, baby. Let me see those fantastic boobs.�
Brenda crinkled her nose at him, then got up and began undoing the front of her pants suit as she stepped around the table. �How did you know I didn't have a bra on?�
�That question doesn't even deserve an answer.� His eyes were glazed and his cock was jumping in his trunks as he swiveled on his chair and began helping her with the bottom buttons. When her top was open, he pushed it aside and licked his lips when her breasts were revealed.
Her tremendous globes were absolutely perfect. They pointed straight ahead, not at an angle like most, and they were firm enough not to require any support. The aureoles of her nipples were over two inches across and puffed out from her tits, and the hard pink points stuck out like fingertips.
�Christ, honey,� he muttered, �they're the best I've ever seen.�
�You're nice,� Brenda whispered, running a hand through his wavy brown hair as he began to caress and kiss her smooth creamy orbs, his strong hands and hungry mouth sending jolts to her womb. �Uuummm! I like that! Uuuhhh! Uuummm! Don't stop! Ooohhh!�
After nuzzling into each soft fleshy tit and sucking on her stiff nipples, he buried his face between her upthrust mounds and pushed a hand into her crotch. He could feel her pubic bush under the slacks and panties, and also the intense heat exuding from the sweet-tasting nest that he knew so well. Brenda pulled his face into her twin mountains and ground her pussy against his groping hand.
�About ready, doll?� he asked hoarsely, feeling his rock-hard organ straining against his trunks.
�Not yet, dear.� She backed up a step, then bent over to pull out his waist band and curl her fingers around his throbbing tool. She felt it jerk as she stroked it tenderly, sliding her fist up and down the thick hairy shaft and rubbing her palm over the silken cockhead. �Ooohhh, darling! Uuuhhh! You feel so good! Uuuhhh!�
�So do you! Let's go fuck!� He was still massaging her cunt and burrowing his face into her stupendous tits.
�In a minute.� There was an odd sad note to her voice. �Dan, know what I think? I believe you're afraid I'm going to corrupt the girls. That's why you won't ditch Alice and marry me. You're sure I'll turn them into lesbians. Am I right?�
He pulled his head away from her lush chest and looked into her dark smoldering eyes. �That's ridiculous! For God's sake, Jo's fourteen and Peggy's only eleven! How could you make lesbians out of kids like that? They don't even know what sex is, yet!�
The brunette continued to manipulate his gigantic dick as she brushed her lips lightly over his mouth and hugged his neck. �Don't they? Kids mature earlier these days, especially girls. How do you know they haven't had their little experiments? Certainly Jo is old enough, and Peg is getting there.�
�I'm sure they haven't, that's all.� He stood up abruptly, pulled her to him, and rammed his rigid pecker into her belly. �I don't want to talk about it. Let me get this thing in you and give you an experiment.�
Brenda melted against him, still clasping his prick tightly, then she slid down him quietly to her knees, letting his rod trail up her front and through her cleavage. A faint mewing sound came from deep in her throat as she yanked his trunks out over his distended piston and let them drop to his ankles.
�Let me suck it a little first,� she panted, gazing intently at his pelvis and groin.
His fantastic organ was a full eight inches long and three inches in circumference, tipped by a bluish-purple knob the size of a small tea cup. His shaft was ribbed with stark tendons and veins, and was covered with dark brown curls, as was his pelvis and scrotum. A drop of milky pre-cum shimmered in the pee slit in the head.
�Not this morning, baby,� Dan rasped. �I'm all sweaty. Let's just fuck.�
�No, I like it that way, really! It smells so manly! Lord, Dan, I'll never get tired of that wonderful prick! I love to look at it and suck it and everything! Ooohhh, darling! I want so much for that to be all mine!�
Her voice was quavering with emotion and her hand trembled when she raised it to circle the root of his dick with her thumb and forefinger. Her heaving chest made her rose-tipped titties bobble and her nostrils were flared as she bent forward to kiss and nibble on the velvety crown of his joint.
Dan spread his feet as much as he could and placed both his hands atop her head, certain of what was to come. Brenda never sucked him a little bit. It was always all the way. He watched her jaws open, then her bright red lips were slipping over his cock, engulfing it as she pushed her face forward until the end of his muscle was touching her tonsils.
�Oh, Jesus, baby! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Go, doll! Suck it! Blow me off, honey! Uuuunnngggbhh! Aaaggghhh!�
Shifting her knees for better balance, Brenda began bobbing her head, making slurping noises with her lips as she sucked on the gargantuan peter so hard her cheeks puckered. Then her hand drifted up the inside of his thigh until she had cupped the weighty balls hanging between his legs. This time it was her index finger that speared into Dan's tight anal orifice, and she plunged it in to the last knuckle while caressing the wrinkled sac.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuunnnfff! Uuuhhh! Uuummm!�
With his knees becoming watery and his legs shaking, Dan began to hump at the woman's greedy mouth, darting his aching pole farther in on each thrust until the head of his pole was bumping the back of her throat. As she sucked feverishly, she was sloshing her hot tongue all over his poker and teasing his slit, drawing the boiling jizz from his bloated nuts.
�Suck, Brenda! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Oh, shit, suck!Aaarrrggg! Oh, Damn! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Blow me! Use that mouth! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuunnnggghhh! That's it! Suck! Suck! Gggaaahhh!�
The smacking sounds of her mouth became louder as Brenda began to tug and pull on his member in a frantic frenzy. The heady aroma of his sweaty genitals filled her nostrils, and she was taking his cock so far in that it was sliding down her throat. She was twirling her embedded finger in his rectum at the same time, using every trick that she knew to turn on his fountain of cum.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Uuummm! Uuunnnfff!�
Dan was sweating profusely as he pumped his prick through her clamped lips, scarcely aware that her teeth were raking his joint. The finger in his bung was prodding his prostate, exciting the flow of molten fuck juice that had begun its inevitable course through the tubes in his groin. She was good; better than anyone he'd ever had, as a matter of fact, and she knew just how to get a guy's rocks off. The tendons were standing out on his neck when he took her firmly by the head and started stuffing his muscle all the way into her mouth.
�sssuuuccckkk! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Brenda! Ooohhh, God! I'mgoing to cum! Suck me, baby! Aaarrrggghhh! Drink it, doll!Blow me! Wwwhhhuuunnnggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Now, sweet! Now! I'm� going� to� cccuuummm!Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!�
She felt him stiffen and become tense, then he jerked when his swollen organ spewed seething jets of hot semen that splashed against her palate and tonsils. The gushing torrent filled her mouth and puffed out her cheeks before she could gulp it all down. Whimpering and purring, she sucked him dry, swishing the delicious cream around in her mouth before swallowing it. When she finally pulled away, there was a gratified smile on her face.
�Like?�
He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly as he dropped back down onto his chair. �Don't I always? Only now you'll have to wait a few minutes before I can plow that tight cunt of yours.�
�I don't mind.� Brenda got off her knees and resumed her seat. �Sure the kids won't be back?�
Dan shrugged and reached for her cigarettes. �I'm not sure whether I care if they catch us or not. I may not be around very long anyway.�
The brunette's eyes widened and she leaned forward. �You're not thinking of leaving, are you? What about me?�
He blew smoke at the ceiling, snorted, and shook his head. �I don't know. What about you?�
She didn't like his response, and it showed. �Well, after all, Dan, I thought we had something going. My God, we've been making it for over six months now.�
He nodded without looking directly at her. �I know. And I gave you a job, got you your Real Estate License, and turned over some of the best listing to you. Damn, Brenda, I'm not even out of one mess yet, and you're trying to get me in another.�
�I don't think it would be a mess,� she said calmly, keeping her poise. �We both know you don't love Alice, and I told you I'd be willing to live with you to see how things work out first. Are you saying you don't want me now?�
�No, I'm not. Just don't push.� Dan got up and went to the refrigerator for a beer. �Want one?�
�No. I've still got to see Mr. Carpenter, remember?�
�And that's another thing,� he said, kicking his trunks across the room angrily when he returned to the table. �I don't know how you're making all those sales, but I've got an idea it has something to do with your presentation. What are you doing, going to bed with all the prospects?�
Brenda's eyes were becoming misty when she said, �That's cruel. You know there hasn't been anyone of either sex since we started. I don't suppose I can convince you, but it's true.�
�Well, I feel cruel.� Dan took a long pull on the beer. �I had this vacation all set up. For a year. Now everything's coming apart at the seams. I've got you and Alice, and the kids and the business to think about. Damn it, I'm just too old to fight it.�
�There's nothing wrong with the business,� she said quietly. �We're the fifth largest real estate firm in the county.�
�Sure,� he said harshly, �and everybody wants a piece of the action. You do, Alice does, and so do the top four. Christ, I've just about had it!�
Brenda rose and walked around to lean against him, pressing her naked tits against his shoulder. �I don't want anything, dear. Only you. And I'd be a good mother to the girls, too. And I mean a real mother. We could work things out if you'd try.�
Her feminine scent and the pressure of her satiny tits had the normal effect on him, and Dan's frustration dissipated quickly. He patted her hand while he took another swallow of beer, then put the can down and turned to her.
�Just give me some time, honey. I've got to put my head back on straight and get things organized. It's not as easy as it sounds.�
�I know it isn't, lover, but I know what will help. How about slipping that gorgeous prick into my cunny? I'll make you forget about your problems for a little while, anyway.�
Grinning sheepishly, Dan reached for her tits and planted a tender kiss on each stiff nipple. �You really know how to get to me, don't you? Where do you want it and how?�
�Let's go in the bedroom. I'm not too fond of getting banged in the kitchen, and besides, the girls might come home.�
�Okay.� He grabbed up his trunks, retrieved his sweat shirt from the living room on the way through, then led the way down the hall.
�Do you want me to jack off for you before we fuck?� she asked as she undressed and draped her clothes on top of the dresser.
�Not unless you want to.� Dan dropped his things on the rug and massaged his rapidly distending prick while he watched Brenda strip.
The brunette's bottom half was as good as her top. Her small waist poured gracefully into nicely rounded hips and buns which in turn flowed into exquisite long legs that were much stronger than they looked. But it was her pubic area that never failed to fill him with awe.
The dense thatch that covered her pelvis and curled into ringlets in her crotch was coal black, and even though the fur was thick, it still couldn't hide the bulging lips of her cunt that were inevitably parted to expose the pink slash of her cuntal mouth. Brenda had tried everything, but no matter what she wore, it always looked as though she had male organs.
�You know,� he said as she stepped to the bed and crawled up to sprawl on her back, �it might help if you shaved some of that damn wool off. Wouldn't stick out so much then.�
Brenda's head rocked back and forth on the pillow emphatically. �Huh uh! No way! I like my pretty little bush, and I'm going to keep it! I want you to know that it's a woman's cunt, and not some little girl's!�
�Have it your way. Just a suggestion.�
Dan knelt on the foot of the bed and squatted on his haunches while he trained his gaze on her delightful body. Smiling coyly, Brenda drew her legs up slowly and parted them to give him a full view of the fur-fringed coral maw between her smoothly rounded legs. Being deliberately seductive, she rubbed her open hands over her balloonlike tits, down across her belly and flat abdomen, then pushed her fingers into the ebony tufts of her pussy.
While he lightly stroked his elongated joint and fondled the hairy sack beneath it for her benefit, she began teasing her hard little clit that had popped from its sheath. The salmon-colored inner folds of her canyon were folded back like the petals of a blossoming flower, and the milky substance oozing from her dilated vagina was trickling down over her puckered ass hole.
�Why do guys get a charge out of seeing a woman jack off?� she asked, breathing heavily.
�It's sexy. Get's them hot fast. Besides, some women get off too quickly, and jacking off slows them down.�
�Oh.� She was raptly watching his hands move over his organs as she titillated the cream-slick slit of her twat, rubbing the lubricating mucous around and leaving glistening droplets clinging to the folds and lips. �Do you think the girls do this? I did when I was a girl. Hhhuuuhhh! Ooohhh!�
�I don't know, baby, but I doubt it.� She was pulling her valley wide apart now, letting him see the glossy sheen of the deep furrow as she ran a finger around the rim of her opening. Pressure was building up in his balls and loins as he watched the ravishing brunette masturbate. �Hurry up, hon! Climax so I can stick this big prick in there! God! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuunnnggghhh!�
Brenda was writhing and squirming jerkily, and her lovely face was flushed. She groaned with rapturous agony, then raised both hands to hold them out to him. �Please, Dan, I can't wait! Get up here and fuck me! My cunt can't stand it any more!�
Dan gave her twat one last longing glance before he moved up and stretched out on top of her. Before he could get comfortable she had hooked her legs over his shoulders and grabbed for his rod to cram it into her gaping orifice. He barely had time to get his hands under her arms before she was pulling his organ into her flaming sheath, sucking his pulsing tool into her belly with her pussy.
�Gggaaahhh! Oh, Dan! Hhhuuuhhh! My God, I wanted that! Do it to me, lover! Fuck me blind! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Oh-oh, darling! All the way in! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Gggaaahhh! Oh! Oh! Oh!�
Dan's troublesome thoughts were washed away by the clenching blazing sheath that enveloped his member. Her vagina expanded over his penetrating tool, but only enough to allow it entry. Her fiery pleasure tunnel squeezed on his anxious piston like a fist full of heated jelly, then his cockhead was pounding against the opening to her womb.
�Uuunnnggghhh! Damn, Brenda! You're so fucking hot! Christ, what a box!Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Fuck, doll! Use that cunt like you mean it! Ooohhh, you're tight! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!�
She was heaving her hips up to him, hammering her squishy cuntal mouth against his pelvis with wild abandon and making his balls slap against her ass hole. With a hard cock inside her, she was pure whore, and that's the way she liked it. Scratching his bare back with her long nails, she bit into his shoulder as she undulated her snatch on his driving poker.
�Fuck me! Fffuuuccckkk mmmeee! Dan! Harder! Oh, Damn do it harder! I want to cum all over the place! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Pound that twat! Give me every fucking bit of it! Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Hhhuuuhhh!�
He could feel her firm tits flattened against his chest as he plowed her juicy snatch mercilessly. Brenda's cunt was as tight as her mouth, and even though he tried to make it last longer each time, her eagerness always overpowered him, and he found himself shooting off more quickly than he wanted.
�Brenda! Jesus! I cant hold it back! I'm going to cum!�
�Don't wait!� she shrieked. �Shoot! For Heaven's sake, cum! I'm ready! Ooohhh, God! I want you to fuck me forever! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Dan! Dddaaannn! Now! Oh, now! Wwwaaahhh! Wwwaaahhh! Nnnooowww! Oh! Oh! Oh! Hhhuuuhhh!�
Dan plunged into her viciously three more times, then his muscles went taut and he shuddered as the lavalike river of scalding jizz squirted from his impaled prick and flooded her tenaciously grasping vagina. The viscous male juice poured into her, then spurted out past his shaft to dribble over his balls when she continued to thrash and surge up to him.
They lay there coupled together for several minutes until their senses returned to normal, then Dan carefully withdrew his dripping staff from her sopping pussy and rolled over onto his back with a contented sigh. Nothing was said until Brenda had gone into the master bathroom and returned to put on her clothes.
�I'll call you when I'm through with Mr. Carpenter.�
�Okay.�
�Love me?�
�I suppose so. Right now I don't know anything for sure.�
She finished dressing, kissed his wet limp prick, then smiled down at the exhausted figure. �Just rest, lover. I'll let myself out. You're some hunk of man.�
He watched her go, groaned, then reached for his cigarettes on the night stand.

CHAPTER TWO

As he lay there smoking and staring at the ceiling, Dan's utter despondency was a very real thing, gnawing at his gut. And he knew the reason for it. After seventeen years of guiltless marriage to Alice, concentrating only on his real estate business and keeping his family happy, he was now seriously contemplating dropping everything for freedom, particularly of the sexual variety.
Alice had been a good wife until the last few years when she had become unaccountably bitchy. Then there was the hysterectomy and the resultant immediate gain in weight which made her almost impossible to live with. Her once proud breasts shriveled and sagged, she grew a paunch, and her ass became three yards wide.
Her physical appearance and mental attitude deteriorated to the point that Dan was repulsed by her, and that was when he had sought out and seduced Brenda, a bright and vivacious divorcee that seemed to embody everything he desired in a woman. Though he rationalized that any sane man would have done the same thing, there was still an ever-present feeling of guilt that hung over his head like a sword.
Now Alice had gone off for a month to an expensive hideaway resort where they guaranteed to remake her into her old self and take ten years off. The trouble was, even if she came back looking thirty as they promised, he wasn't sure he wanted her. What had been there was gone, and he was certain she felt the same way.
�Oh, fuck it!� he muttered, sitting up and stabbing out his butt in the ash tray. �I'll just buy whatever happens and forget it.�
He went into the bathroom, took a long hot and quick cold shower, then shaved methodically and brushed his gleaming teeth. In the bedroom he put on a jock strap, his preference over any other type of underwear, then picked up his cigarettes and headed for the kitchen and a long cool drink. He needed to relax and sort things out.
Part way into the living room, lost in thought, he spied his oldest daughter laying on the sectional couch that filled one corner. Her purse was on its side on the floor, she was rubbing her stomach, and her attractive face was deathly white. She was grimacing with pain when he walked over to her, forgetting in his concern that he was nearly nude.
�What's the matter, Jo? Don't you feel well?�
Her lashes parted slowly and he could see the anguish in the blue depths of her eyes. She whimpered as she pointed to her flat abdomen, then clenched her teeth when she drew her knees up.
�It's my tummy, Daddy. It really hurts. It got so bad I had to come home. Ooohhh, Jeez!�
Tossing his cigarettes on a table, he sat down beside her and brushed back her tawny blonde hair, looking at her anxiously. She was tall for fourteen, and exceptionally developed, a fact that he had been noticing more and more lately. Her bra-covered breasts were huge mountains under the sheer white blouse, and the short beige skirt had slid to her hips when she pulled up her legs.
�Where does it hurt the most, kitten?� he asked, appendicitis the first cause coming to mind.
�All over,� she groaned, indicating with her fingers the area from her ribs to her pelvis.
�Better let me have a look. How do we get this skirt off?�
�Here.� The girl gingerly undid a button and slid a side zipper down, then raised her hips to let him pull it off.
Dan carefully eased the garment off her legs and draped it over the back of the couch. Even in his state of worry he couldn't help letting his gaze rest for a second on the dark shadow of hair under her scanty bikini briefs and the blonde tufts that curled out from under the elastic in her crotch.
He touched the right side of her belly and applied gentle pressure. �Is it worse there?�
Jo shook her head. �Huh uh.�
Slightly relieved, he began prodding her flat muscled stomach from side to side, lifting her blouse to reach her rib cage. �I want you to tell me where it hurts the most, baby.�
She winced each time he touched her, then gulped and finally said, �Everywhere, Daddy! Jeepers! I'm sore all over there!�
�I'd better call the doctor. He might want me to bring you in for an examination.� Crossing to the desk on the far side of the room, he picked up the phone and dialed the family physician, an old man of eighty who had taken care of him when he was young. After a few minutes he was put through.
�Doctor Schiller? Dan Cabot. I've got a problem with Jo Ann.�
When he explained the symptoms, Schiller asked about the girl's periods. Dan got the information from Jo that it wasn't time, and passed it on to the doctor. After a brief pause, the M.D. asked about her bowels.
�Just a minute.� Dan turned back to his daughter. �Baby, have you been having regular b.m.'s?�
�No. Not for, uhh, at least three days, I think.�
When he relayed her answer, Schiller told Dan to give her an enema right away, and if she wasn't better in a few hours, to bring her in to the office. Dan thanked him, hung up, then went back to the couch.
�He thinks it's your bowels, Jo. I'm going to have to give you an enema. Can you make it to the bathroom?�
She looked up at him with a mixture of agony and shame. She had eyed his naked behind and the bulging pouch containing his genitals furtively while he was on the phone, and was embarrassed to have him parade in front of her like that.
�Do you have to do it? Couldn't we wait till Peggy gets home?�
Unaware of the distress he was causing her, he shook his head firmly. �The doctor said right away. Do you want me to help you?�
�No, I can make it.� She swung her feet to the floor and sat up, uneasy about both the flushing out and having her father see her bare bottom. It wasn't that she was overly modest with her own family, but rather that none of them had ever openly exposed themselves to each other before.
Dan gave her a hand up, then trailed her into the hall, his hands extended in case she might become faint. His eyes dropped to the saucy rounded buns beneath her skimpy panties that didn't quite cover the deep cleft of her ass, and was surprised to feel a glowing warmth igniting in his loins. Casting aside the flash of carnal thoughts, he went with her into the bathroom and searched in the cupboard under the sink for the enema utensils.
�Take off your panties, kitten,� he said as he pulled out the rubber bag, hose and nozzle. �Better get out of that blouse, too. This might be a bit messy.�
Jo was nervous as she peeled off her blouse and bikinis while her father filled the bag with luke warm water, but the pain in her intestines was increasing, and she was willing to do anything for relief. She laid her things on the vanity, then watched her dad screw the hose in and hang the red rubber pouch on top of the shower door. When he turned to her, she saw his eyes widen as he scanned her body from head to toe.
Dan expelled a long breath, taken aback by his daughter's nearly bare figure. Her immense tits were literally stuffed into a thin lacy bra. The mature mounds threatened to overflow their cups, and her pink nipples showed darkly through the gauzy covering.
The contours of her lithe form were more womanlike than girl, and from her shoulders down she could have been twenty. Her curvy hips and slender tapered legs had lost all baby fat, and were firm and smooth.
Downy angel hair formed a vee over her flat pelvis and curled tantalizingly down into her crotch. The pouting lips of her cunt were closed, but he could still see an enticing bit of the bright pink slit between them.
�Ready?� he asked huskily, trying to keep his hands from shaking. When she nodded silently, he said, �Okay, turn around and bend over. Put your hands on the edge of the tub.�
Jo complied reluctantly, sensing something in the air between her and her father that had never been there before. Her mother had given her an enema before, and knowing what to do she spread her feet apart and waited for the ugly penetration of the nozzle.
�This won't hurt, honey,� Dan said, scarcely recognizing his own voice as he leaned over and pried her ass cheeks apart with one hand. The sight of the deep crease, the puckered anus, and the wisps of fluff that fringed her cuntal opening made his prick leap in its cotton sack. A lascivious urge gripped him suddenly, making his chest tighten and his heart pound. He was unable to stop the reaction in his organ, and it swelled immediately to an erection.
�Is something wrong, Daddy?� Jo asked meekly, unable to see him and wondering why he hadn't pushed the awful thing into her.
�Nothing's the matter, kitten. Relax, now, and hold on.�
Placing the tip of the black nozzle against her rectal opening, Dan tenderly punched it through her sphincter, then gently eased it into her colon, feeling his way cautiously. Her puckered hole sucked inward as he wormed the hard plastic up her rectum.
�Oh, gosh, Dad,� she whined. �That's far enough, isn't it? Please don't hurt me. Ooohhh. Uuuhhh. Isn't that all of it?�
It had been a long time since her mother had given her her one and only enema, and she'd forgotten what it felt like. While it wasn't painful, it gave her a strange sensation that she wasn't used to, and it frightened her. Not only could she feel the hard thing in her intestines, but also in that private area where she peed and menstruated, and in what her mother told her to call her �boobies�.
�It's all the way in, hon,� Dan said soothingly, aware that his throbbing hard-on had stretched the elastic in his jock strap to the limit. �Now I'm going to let the water go.�
He released the clamp on the hose, hearing and feeling the gravity-forced water rush through tube and into Jo's ass. It made a gurgling sound as it poured into her, and while it hosed into the clogged colon, he let his finger slip down to the moist opening of her pussy.
Jo chewed on her lower lip while the warm liquid gushed into her anal canal, stretching and filling it. All apprehension left her as she felt the pleasant pressure against her ovaries and womb, and she squeezed her bung on the nozzle while letting the rest of her body relax. She wouldn't have admitted it to anyone, but she was getting a thrill out of having her father excite her in a way she had never experienced.
�That's enough, Dad,� she said. �I'm full, now.�
�All right, baby.� Dan clamped the hose to cut off the flow, then slithered the tip from her butt, angry with himself for getting hard and wishing he could prevent her from seeing it. �Sit down on the stool and let's see what happens.�
The girl clenched her sphincter and backed up to the toilet where she lowered her buttocks to the seat. When she looked up to ask him to step outside while she went, and saw the gigantic pole that was pushing the pouch away from his pelvis, she was so stunned that she let go abruptly.
�Daddy! Wha�?�
They both heard the stream of water splash into the bowl, then before either of them could say a word, Jo's face turned a beet red and she shivered violently. A large glob of fecal matter was forcing its way out of her ass hole, expanding the muscle painfully as it squeezed its escape.
�Dddaaaddddddyyy!� she screeched, her face a mask of torment. When he hurriedly stepped over in front of her, she threw her arms around him and hugged him to her, unmindful that her face was pressed against the
stiff protrusion angling up from his groin. Daddy! Aaarrrggghhh! Ooohhh, it hurts! Eeeyyyiii! Ooohhh!�
�Easy, honey, easy.� He could feel his daughter trembling with agony and patted her shoulders comfortingly, not knowing what else to do. �It'll be over in a minute, baby. Relax. I know it hurts, but it won't take long. Easy, now.�
Clutching at her father's naked ass and shoving her cheek against his hard penis, Jo sobbed wrackingly as the huge chunk of shit passed torturously through her bung. Just as she thought it would never stop, the last of the massive turd oozed out and her anus snapped shut with blissful relief.
�Oh, God, God, God!� she cried. �That was too much, Daddy! I don't think I can even get up!�
Dan loosened her grip on him and backed away to look down at her tear-stained face. In the short span of time of her torment he had been able to ignore his blood-gorged dick, but now the vivid memory of having had her youthful mouth so close to it made him more uncomfortable than ever.
He wanted to dash to his room and hide his distended pulsing erection and the look of unadulterated lust that he knew was engraved on his face, yet he couldn't leave her in the condition she was in.
�Honey,� he said gently, �I think we should do it again to make sure you're all cleaned out. It won't be nearly as bad this time.�
Jo brushed the tears away, then unrolled a length of tissue and wiped her ass, having lost all humility during the terrible episode. �I can't, Dad. I'm too sore back there. Maybe later on, huh?�
�It has to be done now, kitten. We have to get it all out. We'll use something as a lubricant so it won't be so painful.� He opened the large medicine chest behind the mirror and brought out a bottle of baby oil that the family used for sunburns. �This'll do it. I should have used it the first time. Want to get up and bend over, now?�
It took all the courage Jo could muster to bob her head in agreement, flush the commode, and get into position once more. She was thankful that the ache had eased in her belly, and she didn't care now whether her dad saw her behind or not, but she was still timid about getting another flushing out.
�This will take some of the sting out of it, Jo,� Dan said as he knelt and unscrewed the cap from the bottle. He wet his index finger with the oily liquid, then spread the girl's cheeks. There was no sign of blood, so he knew she hadn't been torn.
�Be real easy with me, will you?� the young blonde pleaded. �I really smart back there.�
�Of course I will, baby. I wouldn't hurt you for the world.�
He was in a position now to look directly into the crevice between her delectable buns and the coral mouth of her twat. His prick began to do a vibrant dance and his balls sucked up into his groin as he gawked at Jo's two tempting openings and imagined what it would be like to pierce them both with his straining piston.
Shaking his head, he directed his attention to what he was supposed to be doing and parted her taut rounded buttocks. First he greased the quivering orifice and the area around it, then he dipped his finger in the oil again and injected it through the puckered muscle. Once inside, he twirled his digit and rubbed it thoroughly around her tender rubbery colon.
�Oh, Jeez, Dad, that feels better already! Use a lot of it, will you? I don't want to hurt like that again!�
With her tummy ache almost completely alleviated, Jo had begun thinking about all that was happening. She had felt his finger on her other hole when he was giving her the enema, and had thought it was an accident, but now she wasn't so positive. The greasy finger that was reaming her butt was doing things to her that made her mind reel.
He had rewet his finger, and was touching spots inside her that sent jolting tingles up her spine and out to her nerve ends. A peculiar sort of tickle had started in that place between her legs, her boobies were bigger than they were, or they felt like it anyway, and she wasn't sure whether she liked it or not. Then there was that giant thing sticking out of her dad like a big salami. She'd seen baby boys when their mothers had brought them over to the house and changed their diapers, and she knew they were different than girls, but she couldn't conceive of anything so monstrous as the jiggling pole that had pushed out her father's pouch.
�Do you like that, baby?� he asked in a voice just above a whisper as he twisted and turned his digit in her rectum.
�I� I guess so. Am I supposed to?�
�No. I only wondered.� Dan was restraining a fervent urge to stab his thumb into Jo's virgin cunt and jack both of them off right then and there. His dick was swollen to the bursting point, and his cockhead was becoming tender from chafing against the jock strap. �I guess that'll be enough. I'll give you one more enema, then we'll quit.�
When he popped his finger from her butt, then wiped it and reached for the hose and nozzle, Jo peered back between her spread legs and sucked in her breath at the sight that greeted her. The nose of her father's thing had pushed the support out so far that a tremendous hairy sack was now hanging between his thighs. The cloth-covered tube aimed at her was jumping up and down with a steady rhythm, and there was a damp spot at the very end.
�Daddy, what's that thing that's�?� She didn't finish. It didn't seem right to ask him about something that he had always kept intentionally hidden from sight.
�Huh? What did you say, baby?� He had been concentrating on getting the hose ready, and hadn't heard her clearly.
�Nothing. It wasn't anything. Can we get it over with? I'm not very comfortable this way.�
�Sure. I'm all set.�
This time the nozzle slipped in so easily that Dan almost lost control of it, and by the time he had it stopped, his thumb and finger were resting on the rim of her bung. �That's not too far in, is it?�
�Huh uh. It's okay.� She nearly said that it didn't feel nearly as good as his finger, but bit off the remark before it came out.
Dan was tense and suffering when he opened the clamp on the hose to fill her colon with water. His balls were on fire, and it was all he could do to keep from grabbing his jumping cock and pounding off while he stared at Jo's alluring ass and pussy. Even more, he wished he had the guts to have her stroke the jizz from his flaming joint, but that was something he couldn't bring himself to do.
�It's a lot nicer this time,� Jo said softly, trying to keep the quaver of delight from her voice, but not quite succeeding. �I don't mind it at all.�
�Good. Let me know when you've had enough.�
The pressure was there again, thrilling and exciting her as she stared back between her boobies and spread thighs at the huge projection that was leaping in her father's lap. For the first time in her young life her curiosity was aroused to a frantic pitch, and she wanted desperately to see what it was that her father had that he had so religiously concealed from her.
�That's enough, Daddy. I don't think I can take any more.�
Dan patted her velvety rump as he extracted the phallus object from her ass. �That's a good girl. You'll be just fine when this is all over with. Be careful getting to the toilet.�
Once again Jo backed up and plopped down on the commode seat, only this time she held the water inside while she watched her dad take down the rubber bag and move to the sink where he emptied it and washed off the nozzle.
She caught a quick glimpse of the base of the hairy shaft that jutted out from his pelvis and that increased her interest but now, as he stood with his back to her at the sink and she could see his bare ass and the funny crinkled sack hanging between his legs, she had a crazy notion that she wanted to touch them and see what they felt like. There was a vague recollection of digging her fingers into his butt and pressing her face against something hard when she was in blinding pain, but there wasn't enough there to satisfy her.
�About through, honey?� he asked, replacing the enema equipment under the sink.
�Uh huh. Just about.� When he turned to face her and she again saw that mysterious bulge in his front, she released her bowels in a sudden inspiration of awe and a thunderous cascade of water and excrement splashed into the bowl, the sound echoing resoundingly in the small room. The discharge eased her distress so much that she was able to smile at her father when she wiped, flushed, and stood up.
�Do you want to take a shower?� Dan asked, pointedly acting unabashed about the fact that they were both almost totally naked and that he was hard.
�No.� She picked up her panties and blouse. �I want to go lay down for a while. My tummy's still a little tender.�
�That's a good idea. C'mon, I'll go with you.�
In her bedroom, Jo carelessly threw her things on a chair and reached back to undo her bra. She kept her eyes averted as she let the straps slide down her arms, then tossed the flimsy undergarment aside and climbed onto her double bed. When her long golden hair was fanned out on the pillow and her legs primly clamped together, she turned her innocent azure gaze on him.
�Would you lay down with me for a while, Daddy? I'd like you to be close to me till this darn thing goes away.�
Dan hesitated. Seeing her large fully rounded tits with their hard tiny nipples had added fuel to the fire already blazing in his groin. Though her aureoles were small, her globes were nearly as maturely formed as Brenda's, and even laying on her back they didn't sag or droop. She was the ideal picture of feminine desirability, and he was losing his constraint rapidly.
�I don't think we should, hon. This isn't a proper situation for a father to be in with his daughter. You may not know why now, but you will as you get older.�
She ignored his protests, ignorant of his point. Her main interest now was to satisfy the nagging wonder about the incredible thing that poked in front of him. Plaintively, she said, �Please? Just for a few minutes? It can't hurt anything.�
�All right,� he said grudgingly, telling himself that she had gone through misery and probably needed some solace, even though his own immediate demands were much more crucial than hers. He got on his back beside her, mentally closing his eyes to the beguiling figure so alluringly displayed within easy reach.
Jo turned on her side toward him and tilted her head slightly, then closed her lids to the merest slit and inspected what she could see of the puzzling mound that moved and wiggled under the weird contraption he was wearing. There was a peculiar outline at the tip of the thing that was bigger than what she could see of the base, and she couldn't imagine what it was.
They laid there in silence for over half an hour, neither of them moving, Dan uncomfortable because of his erection and Jo staring at his organ, trying to recall all she had heard about a male penis, which was practically nothing. When he whispered her name, she kept quiet, feigning sleep and hoping he would stay with her long enough to let her fathom the bewildering marvel.
Getting no reply, and listening to her steady breathing, Dan assumed she had dozed off. He twisted his neck to make sure her eyes were closed, then feasted his gaze on the provocative curves and swells of her mouthwatering body as he curled his fingers around his thrumming cock and began to stroke it slowly and fondly, picturing his dick in his daughter's captivating pussy.
The girl suppressed a shiver of excitement when she saw him close his fist around the cloth-covered pole and begin massaging it. She had no idea what he was doing, but something told her it had something to do with what happened in the bathroom and their laying there unclothed. Whatever it was, she felt deliciously wicked watching, certain for some reason that she wasn't supposed to see.
�Uuuhhh!� Dan moaned almost undiscernibly. �Uuuhhh! Aaahhh! Hhhuuu! Uuunnnfff!�
Oh, Christ! he thought. I want you so damn bad, Jo! I want to shove this prick way up into your tight little virgin cunt and screw the piss out of you! God, you're so fucking desirable! So goddamn pure! I want to fuck you, honey!

CHAPTER THREE

Dan's pounding fist picked up speed as his eyes flicked back and forth between Jo's conical rose-tipped globes and the blonde triangle of fleece that covered her pelvis, and the hard edge of his hand hammered on his groin. Her thighs were pressed tightly together, squeezing out the puffy lips of her twat and making them look as though they were begging for a kiss.
�Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Ooohhh, fuck! Goddamn! Uuuhhh!�
Listening to his barely audible moans of ecstasy and seeing his hand fly up and down the giant shaft sent chills up Jo's spine. She knew he was giving himself pleasure, but the why of it simply escaped her. It seemed silly for him to fondle his own body that way, but she also sensed that there was some underlying reason for it that she didn't understand.
His entire body was in motion now, straining and raising to the swift movements of his pounding hand. While he beat on his dick furiously, he reached into his crotch and cradled his scrotum, rolling the sensitive nuts between his fingers like marbles and staring slack-jawed at the salmon-colored slit that disappeared between his daughter's enticing thighs.
�Uuunnnfff! Aaaggghhh! Uh! Uh! Uh! uuuhhh! Uuuhhh!�
Hoping fervently that she didn't wake up, Dan could feel the sizzling jizz bubbling through his tubes in its inexorable journey to the head of his turgid prick. The blessed relief that he had sought since the bathroom escapade was soon going to be achieved at the pumping of his fist became more quick and jerky.
Jo was experiencing weird palpitations behind the muscled walls of her abdomen, and there was a disconcerting seepage of warm liquid into the secret valley of her crotch. It was a struggle to remain still and to keep her eyelids nearly closed. She wanted to see what was going on, to rip away that tiny piece of cloth and to watch the awesome thing that her father was doing to himself.
�Ung! Ung! Ung! Ung! Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Hhhuuunnnggghhh!�
The guttural mutterings escaped his lips before he could check them, and his hips heaved off the mattress as thick viscous cream spurted from the end of his piston, soaking the supporter and running down over his tightly clenched hand. A shudder that began in his erupting tool spread out in waves through his body and limbs, followed by a long grateful sigh when he went limp and slumped back down on the bed. When the bliss of fulfillment had ebbed, a fleeting glance told him that Jo hadn't been awakened by his thrashing and groaning. He allowed himself one last look at her full, ripe and sensuous body, then slipped out of bed and padded noiselessly to the door, closing it behind him.
Having seen his animated gyrations and witnessing the spread of wetness in the cotton pouch, Jo was more bewildered than ever before. Something had happened, certainly, but he surely hadn't peed on himself. Rolling on her back, she put her hands behind her head and frowned thoughtfully, too dazed to concern herself with the faint quivering of her cuntal lips.
She had to find out! She had to find someone who would tell her what it was all about!
Dan went directly to the bath adjoining his bedroom, stripped off the soaked jock and tossed it in the hamper, then washed and dried his hands and prick. Now that his bloated balls were empty, he refused to think about the licentious ideas that had crossed through his mind concerning Jo. They were undeniably wrong, and he wouldn't permit himself the luxury of indulging in them.
After donning another supporter, he dressed in slacks and knit shirt, slipped into loafers and combed his hair, then went to the living room to recover his cigarettes and proceeded to the kitchen for a much needed drink. Pulling down a bottle of brandy, he tossed off a half tumblerful neat, then made a stiff highball with water. Then he returned to the front room to catch the noon news on TV.
The announcer was going into great detail on the weather when Peggy came through the front door. She waved a hello, then came over to stand quietly by his chair and join him in watching the screen.
His eleven-year old was a smaller edition of her sister, with a shade darker hair and a more impish gleam in her blue eyes. She was wearing a strapless halter over breasts a size or two large for her age, and skin-tight mini shorts that outlined her pubic region clearly and displayed the split that dipped into her crotch.
When a game show came on, he turned to her, smiled, and patted her on a well-molded convex bun. �Well, how did it go, youngster? Have you got all your lines down right?�
�Yeah, I think so. Mrs. Knox was happy, anyway. Dad, did Jo get back from town yet?�
�Yes, but she's not feeling too hot. Right now she's laying down. Why?�
�Oh, I'll talk to her later. How about some lunch? I'm darn near starved!�
�Okay, but don't bother Jo. She can eat something when she gets up.�
�Sure. I'll fix some soup and sandwiches.�
Dan looked her up and down when she crossed in front of him on her way to the kitchen, and it registered that he was seeing her in an entirely new perspective. In essence, Peggy was every bit as attractive as Jo, only she came in a littler package. Anyone looking at her with lustful thoughts in mind would see a choice piece of ass with a body screaming to be fucked, and it might never cross their mind that she was so young.
Moaning inwardly, he focused on the TV and channeled his attention away from the girls. After all, he wasn't a lecher. He'd heard and read about fathers who had seduced willing and unwilling daughters and even other children, and had always been revolted. People who committed such acts were on a level beneath sadists and murderers, and he wasn't about to sink to such lowly depths.
Peggy called him to the table, and he carried his glass with him, refilling it at the counter before sitting down. Sipping on his soup, he found his eyes drawn to the gentle slopes of her tits above the thin band of a halter and was startled by the sparks of passion they aroused in him. With an effort he lifted his line of sight and tried to start a conversation.
�All set for the big dress rehearsal tonight?�
�Uh-huh. That is, sort of.�
He let that pass, knowing she would tell him in her own good time. �Am I supposed to take you there and bring you back?�
�No, just take me there. Mrs. Knox will drop me off after.�
�That's nice of her. What did you want to talk to Jo about?�
She looked down at her bowl and stirred her soup idly. She was reluctant to explain her problems to a man, even her father, but with her mother gone, she decided to go ahead as she might need his help, and at the moment the play was the biggest thing in her life.
�Mrs. Knox told me there were a couple of things I had to do before tonight.�
�Oh? What?� He put down his spoon and took a swallow of his drink.
Peggy's face reddened and she pushed her bowl away. �Well, she said I'm too big. Up here.� She pointed toward her haltered orbs, then dropped her hands to her lap. �In the play I'm only supposed to be eight, and she says I look more like fifteen, maybe older.�
Dan hid a smile behind his hand. �And what are you supposed to do about something like that?�
�I don't know,� Peg said meekly. �She said maybe I could wrap something around 'em so they wouldn't stick out so much.�
�I'm sure we can take care of that somehow,� he said, stifling a laugh. He could imagine the girl's mortification at being told her tits were too big. �Anything else?�
The blush spread down to her neck, and her shoulders tensed. There was a lapse of several seconds before she answered. �Yeah, one other thing. See, in the second act, the family sits down to eat in the middle of the stage, and I'm facing the audience. I have to wear a real short skirt 'cause I'm a little kid.�
�That makes sense. So?�
Peg took a moment to lick her dry lips nervously, then said, �Well, Mrs. Knox was sitting out front the other night directing us, and she said she could see� she could see the hair sticking out around my panties. See, the audience is lower than the stage, and they can look right up between my legs. She thought I should cut it off or shave myself or something.�
This was more serious than Dan had expected, and he had to recover his composure before he could make a remark. �Couldn't you just keep your legs together? That seems a pretty easy solution to me.�
She tilted her head up and looked at him with sincere honesty. �I do, other times, Dad! Really! But when I'm trying to remember my lines and listen for my cues I just forget! Gosh, I'd hate to have all those people looking at me down there and laughing at me! It'd be just awful!�
�Slow down, now. Let's look at this logically. Even if you did trim your hair off they could still see your, uhh, panties. What are you going to do about that?�
�I've thought about it. I'm going to borrow mom's black stretch panties. That way they can't really see anything, you know?�
�Sounds reasonable.� Dan drained his glass, then rose and stepped to the counter. He sloshed in some more brandy and added ice cubes and water. �All you have to do now is cut your hair and you're in business, right?�
�Huh uh. That's why I wanted Jo. See, I've never done that before, and I wanted her to show me how. I'm afraid that I'll, you know, cut myself or something. Maybe Jo could even do it for me.�
With the drink in his hand, Dan strode over to her side and peered down at her upturned face and the deep cleavage that seemed to accentuate her enormous tits and through which he could almost see her naked navel.
Instinct told him that he should let well enough alone, but the desire to scan Peg's delicate torso as he had Jo's was much stronger than any moral conscience. In fact, Jo had only whetted his already existent appetite for young virgins, and now he wanted to touch and fondle and feel vibrant youthful delights.
�Honey, Jo's not feeling well at all. I had to give her an enema, and it hurt her quite a bit.�
�Honest?� Peggy was stupefied that her sister would let him perform such a personal act on her. Jo had always seemed too shy to let a man look at those parts of her anatomy.
�That's right. And I don't imagine she'll be much better the rest of the afternoon. Why don't we go to my room and see what we can do to get you ready for the rehearsal?�
The second jolt left her breathless. She had been sternly directed by her mother never to reveal parts of her body to a male, though truthfully she had never said anything about her father. Still, she had qualms about showing him her boobies and that place down there between her legs that her mother hadn't even seen since she began sprouting hair.
�Gee, Dad, I'm not sure. I don't know whether I want you to, you know, see me without anything on. I'm a big girl now.�
He laughed, more to ease her balkiness than anything else, then leaned against the table. �Peg, you were running around naked in front of me until you were, oh, seven years old, I guess. I've even given you baths. Don't you remember?�
�Yeah, kinda, but this isn't the same thing. I'm a lot older, and I've� changed a lot.�
�Not that much, sweetie. Anyway, I saw Jo without a stitch, so why should it bother you? I'm your dad. There's nothing bad about my seeing you in your birthday suit.�
�I wouldn't be too bothered, I guess, but-I'd be a little bit jittery.�
Dan responded as patiently as he could so as not to alarm her. �Peg, if you're a big girl as you say, you wouldn't let something like that throw you. I know how badly you want to be in that play, and I can help. Now I'll leave it up to you. Shall we go take care of things, or not?�
The reference to her being a big girl was all it took. No one was going to doubt that she was growing into a young lady, especially her dad. She stood up with determination written all over her face and pushed her chest out proudly. �I'll do it. There's nothing that says I can't show my own father everything I have. Ready to go now?�
�Certainly. Just let me freshen this drink, and I'll be right with you.�
The squeamishness still hadn't left her as she waited for him by the door then followed him to the master bedroom, but she was going to hold her ground no matter what. He wouldn't harm her, of that she was positive. The worst he could do was touch her, and she could certainly stand that if it meant not being embarrassed during the play.
�Wait there for a second, honey, and take off your halter. I'm going to check on some gauze.� Placing his glass on the night stand, he went into the bathroom to go through the medical supplies.
When he was out of the room, Peggy lifted the cups up and over her tremendous boobies and stretched the elastic back to pull it off over her head. She placed it on the dresser, then crossed her arms over her nipples, beginning to shrink inside when she realized what was about to take place.
�There we are,� Dan said, coming back with a thick two-inch roll of dressing gauze. He sat down on the edge of the bed, took a gulp of his highball, then signaled to her. �Come over here, baby. Let's see what we can do with this.�
With a feeling of resignation, Peg dropped her arms to her sides and walked over to stand between his splayed legs with her pointed cones aimed directly at his face. A tremor of unease scythed through her voluptuous frame when she saw the burning glint in his eyes as he ogled her full breasts.
�I'll say one thing, Peggy,� he mumbled, �you're definitely not a little girl any more. Not by any means.�
Her titties were symmetrical, nicely formed, and curved up in a picturesque arc from her chest to the tips. The aureoles were somewhat larger than Jo's, but less distinct around the rims. The nipples weren't hard, but long, and they sagged slightly from their own weight. Had they been erect, they would have stuck out a full quarter of an inch.
�Do you think you can make them look flat, Daddy?� she asked in a tremulous voice.
�I don't believe we can do that much, kitten, but I'll do the best I can.�
Obeying the urge that had been with him since the incident with Jo, he put the gauze on the bed and reached out to cup both of Peggy's wondrous mounds and kneaded them, pretending an examination that wasn't at all necessary. The flesh was soft, and they yielded like putty under his fingers.
�What are you doing? How come you're feeling them like that?�
�To see how tight I'll have to wrap you up, honey. Stand still and relax. You don't want to be uncomfortable up on that stage, do you?�
Not knowing how to answer that, she remained mute, but she couldn't disregard the queer disturbances his roving, squashing hands were causing within her. It felt as though a thread were tied between her nipples and her abdomen, and now that thread was tugging at places she hadn't even known were there.
�Daddy, you're making me feel funny. Don't do that any more, huh?�
He had felt her oversize nipples harden against his palms and was unwilling to release the twin mountains of delight, but a note in her voice suggested that she was becoming worried, and he lowered his arms. When he saw her pinkish teats at full extension, his dick that was already hardening blossomed into a full-fledged hard-on.
�Anything you say, Peg. Shall we get on with it?� He picked up the gauze and began unwinding it. When he had better than a yard unfurled, he started whipping it around her, beginning at the top of her tits and working down.
From the rough way he was twining the material around her, nearly knocking her off balance, Peggy got the impression she had teed him off by asking that he not squeeze her boobies. She regretted what she had said, but didn't know how to take it back or make him see that it wasn't that she didn't want him to touch her that way, but that she was scared of what it did to her.
�I think that's really going to work, Dad,� she said cheerfully. �I'll look like what I'm supposed to be in that loose blouse I'm going to wear.�
�Uh huh,� he said noncommittally as he watched the tender tits mash down under the wide strips. The head of his stiff poker was pushing relentlessly at his fly, but he resolved to go no further with Peg than was absolutely necessary. She was right. He had no cause to excite her when she didn't have the merest knowledge of what it meant. �There. Hold this while I get a safety pin.�
Dan found a pin and scissors in Alice's sewing basket that she kept on the shelf in the closet. He went back to the girl, clipped the gauze off, then pinned it in place at the middle of her back where it would be the least noticeable. Leading her over to the dresser, he had her look into the mirror.
�Think that'll be all right?�
Peggy revolved in front of her reflection. Her boobies made a bulge on her chest, but not nearly as much as before. She was positive that the frilly blouse would cover what showed. �That's neat, Dad. And it's not very uncomfortable, either.�
�Good. Let's take it off, now. I'll put it back on just before you leave.�
She stood there passively with her arms raised while he unwound the strip, then lowered her arms and waited until he had rolled it up and set it on the dresser. The next part was going to be the hardest, but she had reconciled herself that it had to be done, and had no intention of chickening out.
�I guess these will have to do for cutting your hair,� he said, picking up the scissors. �I don't know where any other ones are, and I sure don't want to use a razor on you.�
�I wouldn't want you to, either. Where are we going to do it?�
�The bed, I suppose. Take your clothes off, and I'll get a towel to put under you.�
He returned to find her standing stark naked by the bed with a pink flush tinting her face and neck. When he glanced down at the apex of her shapely legs, he could understand why Mrs. Knox had been concerned. Peggy had much more pubic fur than Jo. Her pelvis was covered with a thick forest of light brown curls, and long strands became stringy locks in her crotch, damp with natural moisture and sweat.
�How should I get?� she asked timidly.
�On your back facing this way, and spread your legs as wide as you can.� While she laid down, Dan switched on the bed lamp and took a long swig of his drink. This wasn't going to be the easiest thing he had ever done. Kneeling, he spread the towel and pushed it under her rump, getting a catch in his throat when he saw the delightfully pink furrow of her pussy, the moist opening of her vagina, and the coral protective nodules just inside that all young girls had.
Peggy swallowed hard and kept her gaze riveted on the ceiling, not wanting to see the expression on his face nor watch the operation that he was about to perform. This was the first time she could ever remember anyone ever looking at her down there. She had never taken a peek herself, though she had wanted to many times, especially when she began that incomprehensible female function of menstruation.
�I'm going to have to touch you quite a bit when I do this, baby, so don't get excited. For God's sake, don't jump. I don't want to clip your skin by accident. Just lay very still, okay?�
�Yes, Daddy. I understand. I'll try not to move.�
Dan began by snipping the hair on her thighs. A tic started in her leg muscles, but it wasn't enough to impede him. Ringlets fell away as he worked methodically into her damp crotch, then up and over her pelvis, saving the fringe around her slit for last. His hard prick was dancing in his support, but he tried to dismiss the ache in favor of his task.
�Everything still okay, honey?�
�Uh huh.� She wasn't sure they were or not. His fingers and the scissors moving all over her fluffy nest were causing eerie contractions in that region, similar to what she felt at times during her period, except that these were much more pleasing, and made her breath come a little faster. Her nipples felt odd, too, and when she peered at them, they were sticking straight up like the eraser end of pencils. �Will it be much longer?�
�Not much. I'm going to clip around your, uhh, crevice now, so don't get shook up.�
Taking a deep breath, Dan flattened out one pussy lip and started snipping the hair close to the skin. The soft flesh quivered under his fingertips, making it all the more difficult to concentrate on what he was doing. He snipped down close to her ass hole, men let the lip flop back into place. When it did, he saw that Peg's cuntal orifice had dilated considerably, and a white mucous was seeping out.
Oh, Christ, she's hot! he thought. What the fuck am I supposed to do now!
The pink inner lips were flowered out, lying against the walls of her canyon, and the tiny clit had poked out of its sheath to stand erect like a miniature penis. His hands were trembling as he lapped the other outer lip over the dewy valley and resumed his cutting with shaky hands.
�Daddy,� Peg whimpered, �why does that make me feel so weird? It's almost like I have to go to the bathroom or something!�
�It's normal, sweetheart, when someone else touches you this way. You're very sensitive there, like all females.�
�But it's not like that when I wash and things,� she argued.
�It's not meant to be. Well, that is� look, we'll talk about it some other time. I want to get through.�
Dan's pulse was racing and his cock was thumping harder than ever as he brushed her pelvis and crotch and clipped off the few stray hairs that he'd missed. Peg's flat abdomen was palpitating wildly, and her gaping cunt hole was puckering and pooching as though it was a mouth chewing something.
�Don't move now,� he said gratingly as he put the scissors aside and got up. �I'll get a wash cloth and clean you up.�
�Okay.� She raised her head to peer between her majestic tits at him, and saw a flash of the gigantic hump in the front of his slacks before he turned toward the bathroom. Having never seen him that way before, her face creased into a thoughtful frown as she laid back, trying to reason what it could be and what had caused it.
�All right, here we go.� He sank to his knees and wiped the warm wet wash cloth over her, picking up the tiny clippings, then turned it over to cleanse the delicate cleft of her twat. After drying her off with a corner of the towel, he rolled everything up in a ball and put it on the floor. �I don't think anything will show now.�
She remained immobile. Something about the way he had used the cloth and towel had turned on a searing flame deep within her. She felt curiously vacant and void, as though some unknown thing was supposed to be there, but wasn't. The contractions were still warping her insides, and there was a sense of emptiness and unfulfillment.
Dan's Adam's apple bobbed up and down as he tried to ease the tightness in his throat while he gawked at the impelling maw of her pussy. Then something snapped inside his head, and with a deep guttural groan, he pushed himself forward almost without volition and buried his face in the honey-sweet slash of her cunt.
�Uuummmfff! Uuuunnnggghhh! Uuummm! Uuummmfff! Uuummm!�

CHAPTER FOUR

�Daddy! What are you doing! Nnnooo!� She lifted herself up on her elbows. All she could see was his forehead and his rich mop of wavy brown hair. His hands were gripping the tops of her bare thighs as he nuzzled deep into her tender slit. �No, daddy! Oh, no! You shouldn't do that! Stop! Ooohhh! Ooohhh!�
He faintly heard her frantic pleas, but couldn't stop himself. He had been teased by virgin cunts too much that day, and the mounting obsession had grown unendurable. There was a ringing in his ears and a pounding of blood in his brain, canceling out all hope of restraining his passionate compulsions.
�Uuummmfff! Uumm uuuummmm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummm! Uuummmfff!�
First sloshing his tongue all over the slick cleft and silken folds, he lapped up the fragrant dew exuding from her vagina, then went to work teasing and sucking on her diminutive clit, making it wobble back and forth. The tantalizing aroma of her pussy added to his headiness as he moved his open mouth down her gash, licked her vaginal opening, then slipped his tongue down to her ass hole and rimmed it.
�No,daddy! Oh, God, please! You don't know what you're doing to me!It's not nice!Ooohhh, Dad! Don't! I'm begging you to stop! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Ooohhh! Ooohhh!�
Realizing that her plaintive cries were futile, Peggy dropped back on the mattress and covered her face with her hands. It was bad enough to feel his hot lips and tongue on her cunny and butt, but she couldn't bear to watch. Tears were streaming from her eyes and trickling across her temples into her hair before she gradually became aware that his mouthing of her wasn't so bad after all.
�Uuummm! Uuummm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff!�
Dan's hands were gently massaging her thighs, pelvis and belly when he began flicking his tongue into her slippery sheath as far as it would go. Her lubricating fluid oozed into his mouth, and the delicate flavor of it was like nectar. Reaching down, he ripped his zipper open, tugged his jock strap over his swollen prick, and let it pop into the air where it wouldn't be so painful.
Peggy's yelps of alarm had ceased, replaced by heartfelt mewing sounds that came from deep in her chest. Unconsciously, she rested her palms on her tits, choked back the last sob, then tried to relax her twitching muscles. Her father's delving, darting tongue was awakening and arousing instincts and emotions totally foreign to her, and as her body responded, her mind followed. This was the most exhilarating thing that had ever happened to her, still she didn't quite know how to accept it.
�Dddaaaddddddyyy! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Aaaggghhh! Oh, Jeez! You're blowing my mind! I don't know what to do! I'm scared, dad! Real scared! Gggaaahhh! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Please! I can't take any more! Something's happening to me! I'm going crazy!Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh!�
If there was one thing Dan knew how to do, that was eat twats. He'd had twenty-five years experience at it, and he was a master. Curling the edges of his tongue, he speared and twirled it in her juicy vagina, fucking her orally with the same precision he would use with his cock. He was going to make her cum, and hard, before he was through.
�Hhhuuunnnfff! Uuummm! Uuunnnfff! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummm!�
�Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Dad! Ooohhh! God, my insides are going wild! Stop! Jjjeeeeeezzz! Daddy! Why are you doing this to me? I cant stand it! I'm gonna explode! Hhhuuuhhh! Ooohhh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Gggaaahhh! Dad! Wwwaaahhh! Wwwaaahhh! Oh! Oh! Oh!�
She lurched her hips off the bed, slamming her swiveling cunt against his face without knowing why. Bolts of ecstatic bliss jolted her like electric shocks and arcing colorful lights burst behind her closed eyelids like the Fourth of July. The anguishingly wonderful sensation continued for several seconds, and when it faded, she slumped back, spent, breathless and dumfounded that such a thing had happened to her.
�Daddy, I� I don't even know what I did!� she panted. �It all happened so fast! What did you do to me?�
Dan sat back on his haunches and ran the back of his hand across his wet mouth. �Did you like it?�
�I� don't know! I can't even move! My head's still spinning!�
As he stared at her ripe pussy, rubbed red by his whiskers, Dan knew that merely jacking off wouldn't come close to satisfying him this time. He'd been through too much in the past few hours. He had to have feminine flesh surrounding his bloated organ in order to get any relief at all. He couldn't bring himself to fuck her snatch and take away her virginity. That would be going too far. But�
He lowered his eyes to her tightly puckered anus. With oil, he might, he just might�!
�Stay right there. I'll be back in a second.�
Pushing himself to his feet, he hurried into the bathroom for the baby oil and dashed back. His hands were trembling so badly that he had trouble unscrewing the cap on the bottle.
�Stand up here by the bed, Peg, and bend over!�
She sat up with her eyes still swimming. When her vision cleared, and she saw what had caused the bulge in his pants, she clamped a hand to her mouth to muffle a sudden scream that leaped to her throat, and her eyebrows reached for her hairline.
She had never seen anything like it, and was struck dumb by the awesome muscle that confronted her. The massive knob at the end resembled a purplish fireman's helmet, except for the slit in the tip. Through the hair on the vibrating shaft, she could make out blue veins and rippling tendons along its length. Just the sight of it sent a shiver of fear through her.
�What's� what's that?� she asked quaveringly. �What are you going to do to me?�
�That's daddy's sex organ, honey,� he replied with a casual and soothing voice. �I'm going to give you a kind of enema. Just like I gave one to Jo.�
Peg didn't look up to see the smoldering lust glazing his eyes, the flaring of his nostrils, or the tight set of his jaw. �You didn't use that on her, did you?�
�No, Peggy, I didn't. But it'll be the same thing. Get on your feet, now, and turn around and bend over. I promise you it won't hurt if you listen to me. I'll make it nice and slippery so you'll enjoy it. C'mon. Don't be afraid.�
The girl's chest caved in when she let all the air out. Her pretty face was blanched with terror. She couldn't imagine why he would want to stick that terrible thing up her butt, but at the same time, she didn't want to risk infuriating her one and only father, and refuse to do as she was told.
�Couldn't we wait till some other time? she asked with dread. �I'm not over that other thing you did yet.�
�I want to do it now, baby. You want to make me happy, don't you? Don't you want to please me? I've always helped you, you know. Won't you try it just once for me?�
Peggy's face was contorted with dismay as she nodded silently and slipped off the bed. Trying desperately to conquer her panic, she tore her eyes from the terrifying penis, twisted around, and with a soulful simper of dismay, leaned over to rest her palms on the mattress.
Dan crouched down behind her, dipped his index finger in the bottle, then punched his oil-soaked digit into her snug anus. She flinched and cringed as he greased her colon and bung, but only whimpered and didn't try to pull away. He went through the motions once more, then stood up to apply the aromatic film to his prick.
Oh, God! she thought. Is he really going to do it? Is he going to try and get all of it in? I'll never be able to take it! Never!
Placing the bottle on the night stand, Dan stepped up to her and put his hands on her hips, looking down at her plump rosy buns and the deep crack that separated them. �Spread your feet apart, baby, and relax your butt. If you don't, it might hurt a little bit.�
�Okay.� It sounded to Peg as though someone else was speaking.
Moving closer, Dan bent his tool down, rubbed it between her cheeks until he found the opening, then pressed his cockhead against it and returned his hand to her small waist. He braced his feet on the carpet, clenched his teeth together, then began shoving his piston forward and through her anal sphincter. The muscle stretched as the bulbous tip poked through, then popped over the crown like a rubber band.
�Daddy! Ooohhh, no! Don't! For God's sake, don't! I can't do it!I'm too small there! Aaarrrggghhh! Oh, take it out! Oh, please! You're hurting me!Gggaaahhh! Dad! Ooohhh, don't! No! No!�
�Hush!� he commanded sternly. �Don't wake Jo up! Be quiet and relax! Loosen up and it won't hurt! Don't yell, now!�
Peggy clamped her jaws together and watched her tears fall and splatter on the bedspread. The monstrous thing penetrating her rectum was like a fist, tearing her apart, but there wasn't a thing she could do to prevent it. She could feel it slithering up her colon, gliding over the oil and expanding her intestine, and just when she was about to scream to her sister for help, it stopped.
�Hhhuuunnnggghhh!� Dan groaned, resting his pelvis against her fleshy buttocks when his dick was implanted to the hilt. Her rubbery colon was closed on his member like a tight vagina, and he let it soak in her steamy warmth for a moment before fucking her. �Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Oh, Peggy! It's wonderful! God! Your ass is heaven! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuunnnggghhh!�
The girl's pent up sobs began wracking her when she felt him slowly start to pump his penis in and out of her rectum. It was hard for her to believe that her father would behave this way, but there was no denying the horrendous stabbing of his tremendous joint into her intestines. The teeth of his zipper scraped her tender rump, but she was hardly aware of it. All she could think of was the jerking, throbbing polelike organ thrusting into her guts again and again.
�Daddy,please!� she begged. �No more! I'll do anything, but no more! I've gotta go to rehearsal tonight! I'll be too sore! Take it out! Oh, please! Hhhuuuhhh! Ooohhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Dad, no! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Let me go! Please!�
Dan wasn't heeding her in the slightest. His neck was bowed and he was intently watching his brown-streaked cock at it rammed in and out of her magnificent ass. The sphincter slid over his shaft easily, aided by the oil, and he was sure he wasn't causing her that much pain. The boiling bubbling river of jizz had already started its route to his thrumming pecker, and it was too late to quit even if he wanted to.
�Fuck, baby! Oh, Christ, fuck!Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ooohhh, Damn! What a stupendous ass! Fuck,sweetheart! Daddy's going to fill you up with nice hot cum in just a minute! Fffuuuccckkk! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!�
Peggy thought her ears were deceiving her. She'd heard some swearing adults use those words, and had always believed they were filthy. Now her dad was saying the same things while he raped her butt. It troubled her, too, that she was no longer as opposed and frightened at what he was doing as she had been earlier. Without being conscious of it, she had stopped crying and the first torturous pangs had disappeared. She could feel his plunging penis throughout her body and all the way down to her toes, and it chilled her to think that she was waiting expectantly for each piercing injection.
�Daddy! Oh, God, I'm going out of my mind! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! It isn't supposed to be this way! I know it! Ooohhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Dad! Jjjeeeeeezzz! It's too much! Why do you do these things? Gggaaahhh! Huh! Huh! Huh!�
�Daddy! Oh, God, I'm going out of my mind! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! It isn't supposed to be this way! I know it! Ooohhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Dad! Jjjeeeeeezzz! It's too much! Why do you do these things? Gggaaahhh! Huh! Huh! Huh!�
�Just a little more, baby! A tiny bit more! I'm almost ready to shoot!Ooohhh, Fuck! Fuck! Damn! Peg! Pppeeeggggggyyy!Oh, shit! Now! I'm�cccuuummmiiinnnggg!Ung! Ung! Ung! Ung!�
Dan's back arched stiffly, his knees bent, shaking, then he released the dammed up load of sperm, letting it spew in jet after jet into his daughter's anal cavity. The release flooded through him in continuous, nerve-tingling waves that made his eyelids flutter, then his balls were emptied.
Too astounded to do anything but utter weak gasps, Peggy felt the hot squirting liquid gush into her colon, the heat from it spreading to that strange place she menstruated from. She didn't know what it was, but it didn't feel as thin as urine. A dizziness came over her unexpectedly, and she felt woozy enough to collapse, but she managed to stay on her feet. Then she steadied herself when her father began easing his softening penis from her anus.
�Honey,� he said chokingly, helping her up, �I don't know what happened to me! I must have gone berserk! I� wouldn't have done that for anything, normally! Do you believe me?�
The girl stared at him mutely with wet eyes because she was unable to think of anything to say. All she knew was that he had violated her in a most disgusting manner seemingly without reason. Now that it was over, there was no one she could ever tell, either. She would have to carry the occurrence with her the rest of her life, probably not ever knowing what had caused it.
Dan took her by the shoulders and tried to shake her out of her trance. �Peg! I'm sorry! So sorry! Can you hear me? Do you understand?�
�Uh huh,� she muttered numbly. �I understand. Shouldn't I go to the bathroom now? I've got something inside me.�
His hands fell to his sides and he nodded wearily. �Yes, hon, you go to the bathroom. I'll� talk to you later.�
He watched her move like a robot as she picked up her things, opened the door to the hall, then closed it behind her. Guilt washed through him like a deluge, leaving him weak and fuzzy-headed. He had committed the most heinous act known to man by performing sodomy on his own daughter, and he was on the verge of vomiting.
Oh, God! he moaned as he went into the bath to wash off his shit-strained prick. I must be going insane! No father with even a grain of sanity would do that to his own little girl!
Picking up his glass and cigarettes, he went to the kitchen. The door to the hall bathroom was closed as he passed by. He had an urge to stop and check on her, but thought that she probably wouldn't want to see him just yet, and went on his way. After he refilled his glass, he sat down at the table and hunched over his drink, lit a cigarette, then stared out the window morosely while he went over his recent actions in his mind.
Peggy got off the toilet seat, still holding the tissue she had wiped with in her hand, and turned around to peer into the bowl to see what her father had put into her. Blobs of stringy white mucous floated in the water, and she leaned down for a better look. It was like nothing she had ever seen, and couldn't imagine what it was.
She threw the damp tissue in, flushed the commode, then put her clothes back on. Her butt was a little tender, but not nearly as much as she had expected. The memory of what had happened was rapidly fading, but the nagging suspicions of the why of it were still with her, as was the wonder about why she had seemed to enjoy it toward the end.
Going to her room she brushed out her hair in front of the mirror, went to the closet for the skirt and blouse she had rinsed out the day before, then got the iron and ironing board from the hall closet and began pressing the things out for the rehearsal that night. She went at the chore automatically and precisely as she had been taught, then hung the clothes up and returned the ironing things.
Her dad was nowhere to be seen, so she went down the hall to Jo's room to look in on her. When she opened the door and saw her sister lying naked on the bed, she backed out quickly. �Sorry.�
�Oh, that's all right, kid. C'mon in. I don't mind, if you don't.�
Peggy had never seen Jo's naked body, and a young girl's natural inclination to compare forced her to let her gaze rove over her sister's shapely figure as she crossed the room to the bed and sat down. She was pleased to see that she equaled the older girl in every way.
�How come you're laying there like that? Do you do it all the time?�
�Huh uh. I had a real sore tummy, and I didn't want to wear anything, is all. I just woke up, and I'm a lot better. How did you get along with old Mrs. Knox?�
�Oh, okay, I guess.� Peggy couldn't bring herself to tell about it, as she would have to mention what her dad had done, so she changed the subject. �Are you going to want any dinner? I can bring it in here, if you want.�
�No, I'll get up. I wish I could go down and watch you tonight, but I don't think I'd better. Are you all set with your lines and everything?�
�Yeah, as much as I'll ever be.� The younger girl looked down and twisted her fingers in her lap. �Jo, has daddy ever done anything funny to you?�
�Huh? I don't get you. What do you mean?�
�Well, like, something you wouldn't think he'd ever do?�
Jo scowled at her young sister. �He gave me an enema this morning, if that's what you're talking about. He had to. Doctor Schiller told him to. I was really hurting. Is that what you're talking about?�
�No.� Peg twisted her head from side to side. �I mean like something really strange. Something, you know, that he wouldn't normally make us do.�
�I don't know what in the heck you're getting at. Make it more plain, then maybe I can tell you. Like what?�
�Oh, forget it. It's not important. Shall we listen to some music on your tape deck?�
�I don't care. Let me put my robe on.� Jo slid off the bed and went to the closet. �What's dad doing?�
�Beats me. He's in the kitchen, I guess.�
Dan had downed three highballs in quick succession and was at the counter mixing himself another when the phone rang. He let it go until he had finished, then picked up the receiver.
�Hi,� Brenda said. �Guess what? Carpenter bought it, lock, stock and barrel! Isn't that fabulous?�
�Yeah, that's great. Frankly, I didn't think you could do it. He's a cagey old bastard.�
�He didn't have a chance, lover. He was still gawking at my tits when he signed the papers. And speaking of titties, how about tonight? Can't we work out something? I'm dying to have your cock in me, and I don't care which hole you use. Any chance?�
�Afraid not, babe. Jo's under the weather and I'm going to have to stick close by. Why don't you come over tomorrow? Maybe she'll be better by then.�
There was a silence on the line, then Brenda said softly, �Dan, I get wet just talking to you. Couldn't I swing by after the girls are asleep? We could be very quiet. You could call me at home.�
�No, I think we'd better wait. Come over for lunch, and well see what happens. You can hold off that long.�
�I'm not sure I can. Well, hell, I can always use the damned old vibrator. I've done it before. I'll see you around noon, dear. I love you.�
�Thanks. I love you, too. See you tomorrow.�
He hung up the phone, looked moodily at the glass in his hand, then tilted it to his lips and poured some down his throat. His steps were unsteady as he reeled to the table and dropped down to light a cigarette, thoroughly nauseated with himself. Here he had a beautiful sex pot willing and able to fuck him senseless, and he had to go and screw an eleven-year old girl in the ass.
I've got to be sick! he thought. Sick as hell! What in the goddamn hell is the matter with me? Maybe I should see a doctor!
Finishing his drink, he smashed out his butt in the ash tray, then stumbled into the living room to flop down on the couch. The wretchedness rending him apart made him tired, and in a matter of seconds his snores were bounding and rebounding across the room.
�Dad. Dad, supper's ready. Wake up. C'mon. It's time to eat.�
Dan blinked away the last vestiges of sleep and looked up at Peggy. �Okay, honey. What time is it?�
�A little after five. I've got to be at the theater at seven, so I thought we'd eat early. Okay?�
He was astonished at her agreeable attitude as he swung his feet to the floor and sat up to rub his eyes. He'd been positive it would take much talk and persuasion to get her to forget his grievous mistake. Now she acted as though it had never happened, and he couldn't quite understand it.
�Sure, baby. Let me go slap some cold water on my face, and I'll be right with you. Is Jo getting up?�
�Yeah. She's setting the table right now.�
When he reached the kitchen, the girls were already seated, Jo dressed in a pink quilted housecoat with her hair tied back in a pony tail. He took his place and began dishing up their plates. �Feeling any better, Jo?�
�Uh huh. Lots. But I still don't think I should go with Peg tonight. I'll just stay here and watch some TV. Are you going to wait around there?�
�No. I'll drop her off and come right back. I don't want to leave you alone too long.�
They chatted about the play and the other actors during the meal, neither girl making any mention of what had occurred during the day, for which Dan was thankful. It was nearly six when they were through, and the youngsters cleared the table and stacked the dishes next to the sink.
�You go on and get ready, Peg,� Jo said. �I'll take care of these. Let me see how you look before you go.�
�Thanks, kid. Dad, will you help me for a minute?�
�Sure.� It was evident to him that Peg hadn't said anything to her sister as he followed her down the hall to his room, and he breathed a sigh of relief. It would have meant disaster if she had. He closed the door and waited while she peeled off her clothes, then went to the dresser for Alice's black panties.
�I sure hope they fit,� Peg said, facing him as she stooped over to step into the mesh bikinis with a satin crotch. Her huge tits swayed and slapped together as she wiggled into them, and when she had them up on her hips, she looked sexier than ever. �Will you wrap me up, now?�
He nodded, picked up the roll of gauze, and sat down on the bed. When she came over to stand in front of him with her long drooping nipples aimed at his mouth, he struggled to resist an impulse to cover them with his lips and suck on them. Instead, he set about tying her lush tits down briskly, pretending to pay no attention to her gorgeous globes.
�Okay, that's it,� he said after pinning the strip in place. �Go get your clothes on and we're ready to go.�
�Thanks, Daddy. I'll be out in a minute.�
Dan waited in the living room, and when Peggy came out of the kitchen after saying goodbye to Jo, he let her lead the way to the car. There was a leaden silence between them as he threaded his way through traffic that neither one of them wanted particularly to break. When they pulled up in front of the theater, Dan twisted around and put his arm on the back of the seat.
�Peggy, about this afternoon, I��
�Let's not talk about it, okay? I've got to get inside. Wish me luck.�
�Break a leg, sweetheart.� He kissed her on the cheek, then she opened the door and was gone.
On the drive home, the illusion of both girl's naked bodies flitted through his mind. There had been hope for him before, when all he did was dream about having a tender virgin cunt in bed with him and screwing a young untouched twat until she begged for more, but now his dreams had turned into an impossible nightmare that was entangling him like a web of chains.
By the time he reached the house, his prick was hard and pushing at his fly.

CHAPTER FIVE

It was getting dark when Dan parked the car in the driveway and sat there waiting for his erection to go down. The lights were on in the living room, and the drapes were pulled. Thinking of Jo in there alone made him uneasy. What if he lost control again? It was certainly possible, the way things were going. After what he had done to Peggy, he felt as though he was a sexual time bomb, ready to explode at a moments notice.
By the time he got out and locked the car, he had made up his mind not to let anything happen that would even remotely suggest of sex that evening, and to keep as far away from his daughter as he could. One carnal mishap was enough, and his conscience wouldn't stand another.
Jo was sitting placidly in a chair when he went in, watching television with her long legs stretched out in front of her. She was barefoot, and the short housecoat barely reached her knees. He nodded to her, went into the kitchen to mix a highball, then headed for his room to change into his robe. As long as he didn't dwell on Jo's mind-blowing body, he stood a good chance of being able to spend the evening in peace.
�Good show?� he asked when he went back to join her.
�Uh huh, but it's almost over. There's a better one coming on next. It's a movie. I can't think of the name of it, but it's super.�
He dropped into his chair and lit a cigarette, propping one ankle on the other knee and leaning back in comfort. It had been a long day, and all he wanted to do was relax his besieged brain in the serenity of his home.
�Peg almost looked like a little girl tonight, didn't she?� Jo asked when the commercial was on.
She had turned her head in his direction at the same time, and a tight spasm seized her chest. With his leg cocked up the way it was, she could see right into his crotch. In the dim light coming from the screen, she was able to make out his genitals that were nestled between his thighs.
A short stubby projection was laying across his crinkly sack, but because everything was covered with a thick mat of dark curls, all she could see was the smooth oddly shaped tip of the shriveled fingerlike thing. It didn't seem conceivable that it was the same pole that had stood out so fiercely earlier and had pushed his tiny cotton pouch so far away from his body.
Dan wasn't looking at her as he flicked an ash off. �Yeah, she sure did. I hope it comes off all right. This is the greatest thing that's ever happened to her.�
The lead-in to the movie flashed on, and Dan found out it was a psychological western that he'd been wanting to see. It was two hours long, so he said, �Jo, why don't you get us some chips and dip? We might get hungry later on.�
�Okay.�
In the kitchen, Jo was becoming increasingly tense and nervous. Her youthful inquisitiveness was working at top speed as she tried to fathom the amazing difference in her father's sex organs between that morning and now. It upset her that she hadn't pressed her mom for more information when she had haltingly tried to explain the sexual process to her last fall, without really telling her anything.
She knew she wasn't imagining things. When her dad had laid down with her, whatever it was sticking up from his pelvis that he had pumped with his fist had been immense. Now, whatever it was, appeared to be no longer than her forefinger, laying limp and docile on his funny looking sack.
I've got to find out! she promised herself. It's driving me buggy!
She carried the bowls back, put up a TV tray to set them on, then sat on the floor at his feet with her legs curled up under her. From that vantage point she might be able to sneak a peek or two into his crotch and try to solve the problem that was troubling her so much. Looking up into his face, she rubbed a hand over his bare hairy calf.
�It's nice to be all alone like this, isn't it, Daddy? We've never had a chance to do this before.�
He smiled at her, noticing that the top buttons of her housecoat were undone and that it was parted just enough to give him a glimpse of the beginning swells of her creamy tits.
�It sure is.� It was then that he realized he was exposing his cock and balls to her unintentionally, and he put his leg down quickly, knocking her hand away as he did so. This wasn't the time to start giving her ideas, or himself either for that matter.
�What's wrong?� she asked, agitated that her carefully laid plan had gone awry. �Did I do something?�
�No, honey. Excuse me. I was getting a cramp.� Lying was a lot better than promoting another incident. He reached over to the tray and scooped up some dip, then popped the chip in his mouth. �It's starting now. Let's watch.�
When Jo turned away and rested on an arm, her housecoat ballooned out over her breast, and Dan found himself looking down at a tantalizingly white globe that he could see all the way to the pink-nippled tip. He nearly strangled on the mouthful he was chewing when his throat tightened convulsively. He was finally able to swallow, but couldn't take his eyes off the gently sloping orb.
With an almost superhuman effort, Dan leaned back and turned his gaze toward the screen, lit a cigarette and sipped on his drink. The lustful thoughts meandering through his mind caused invisible fingers to titillate his organ and balls, and though he tried, it was clearly impossible to dissipate them.
At the first commercial, he got up to pee and mix himself another highball. When he returned to sit down, Jo made room for him, then leaned back against the chair between his legs, nibbling on the snacks from time to time with complete unconcern.
�It's really a good one, isn't it, Daddy?�
�Yeah. If you wait long enough, you can see all the best ones at home.�
He bent forward and rested his elbows on his knees, peering over her shoulder at the deep cleavage between her gorgeous breasts and feeling his tool surge to a gradual hard-on. The allure became too great, and a few minutes later, he stealthily rubbed a hand over the side of her throat and began caressing the smooth skin on her breast bone.
Jo snuggled back and folded her hands in her lap, elated over the attention he was giving her. Though he was a good father, and she loved him dearly, physical contacts were few and far between, and even a light kiss was a rarity. But today they had become very close that way, and it pleased her.
�Gosh, Dad, did you see that!�
�Uh huh.� He hadn't. He was watching his hand as it moved father down toward her magnificent tits, his fingers brushing the starting swells and the beginning of the separating cleft. Her housecoat began parting and falling away from her titties, showing more and more of the satiny globes as his hand glided over their slopes.
His fondling was causing a tingling sensation in her nipples that ran down to her abdomen and crotch. Though delightful, it unnerved her for some inexplicable reason. She began twining her fingers together and chewing on her lower lip, her concentration on the movie wavering.
Dan's prick was fully extended and jumping, and his nerves were as taut as banjo strings. He wanted to pull his hand away, but couldn't. Before he could stop himself, he kissed her on the ear to divert her attention, then pushed both hands down her front and cupped her firm fleshy tits in his palms and began kneading them.
�Ooohhh, Jo! You're such a wonderful girl! So soft, and tender, and sweet! I love you, honey!�
The girl was startled, but made no attempt to pull away or remove his squeezing hands. No one had ever handled her tits before, and she was delightfully surprised at how good it felt. The words of caution her mother had given her didn't include anything about how exciting it would be to have her boobies massaged, and though she was a little nervous about it, she had to admit she enjoyed it.
�I love you too, Daddy. A whole bunch.� She tilted her head back to smile at him and bumped into a hard projection that she knew instantly was the stiff extension she had seen before. All at once the pieces of the puzzle started to fit together. Somehow, some way, that little thing with the smooth end had gotten thick and long, and she was the reason behind it.
He grinned down at her shamefacedly but didn't stop manipulating her lush spongy cones with his strong hands. The pert nipples were hardening against his palm, and with her back arched that way, they seemed to leap up at him. He noticed that she was breathing faster through her partly opened lips.
�Do you like to do that to me, Daddy?� she asked in a whisper as she rested her head against that mysterious jumping pole.
�Very much,� he murmured. �How about you? Does it feel good?�
�Uh huh. It makes me feel real funny, though. Is it supposed to?�
�Yes. All girls like that. You've got beautiful tits, baby. When you have babies, you should have a lot of milk.�
Jo was becoming disturbed at the quivering in her crotch and the moistness that seemed to be collecting there, but not enough to ask him to stop. A warmth had come over her that seemed to increase to flaming heat in that hairy area under her hands. Now that he was actually fondling her, she felt brave enough to ask the one big question on her mind.
�Daddy, what is that thing that sticks out of you? That thing that's under my head?�
Dan wasn't at all bashful about telling her. He was too hot to be reticent. Peggy had seen it and felt it up her ass, so there was no reason why the older girl shouldn't be exposed to the natural functions of the human body.
�That's my penis, honey. My sex organ. All males have them. Haven't you ever seen pictures of them?�
�Just drawings and statues. And the boy babies I've seen. I didn't know they got so big, though.�
�Nature made us that way, sweet. It's normally soft, but at times it swells up and gets hard.�
�Why?�
�So we can have sex with girls. Didn't your mother tell you about all that?�
�A little, but not very much.� She paused, and her expression became very serious. �Could� could I see it? Would it be wrong if I took a look at it?�
He felt himself being pulled into a development that could only lead in one direction, but was powerless to resist. His burning desire for the young virgin was making the blood pound in his head and a dull ache was growing in his groin. It was either call a halt now, or give his emotions free rein. He already knew which it would be.
�No, I don't see why you shouldn't. It might help you understand boys better, and you won't be shocked when you see another one.�
�Good.� Jo squirmed around onto her knees. �I've been dying to see it ever since this morning!�
For an instant, Dan wondered if she had observed him jacking off, then pushed the thought aside. She had been sound asleep when he'd pounded off, and was still that way when he left the room. He undid the sash around his waste, then opened his robe wide. His quivering cock was standing straight up.
The girl suddenly went weak, and she gripped his bare thighs for support. When the wooziness went away, she focused her eyes on the gigantic penis and inspected it carefully. Now she could see the smooth hood that had made such an odd outline in his cloth pouch. The jerking muscle was huge, corded with veins and tendons and covered up to the crown with dense dark hair. Hanging beneath it was the crinkled sack that she had seen in the bathroom.
�Oh gosh!� she gasped. �Why does it have to be so big?�
�So girls can really enjoy them, honey. Here. Feel it.� He took her by the wrist and placed her hand on his joint, then curled her fingers around it.
Jo reluctantly grasped it, feeling the heat exuding from the pulsing shaft against her palm. It terrified her, but at the same time she was enthralled. What he did with it she wasn't sure, but holding it that way provoked a thrill greater than anything she had ever experienced.
�God, Dad! It's so hard! What makes it jump like that?�
�It's full of blood, hon. It moves when my heart beats. Go ahead. Feel it all over. I don't mind.�
�Wow!� Her initial fear was replaced by wondrous awe as she let her tiny fist rove up and down the spectacular organ, feeling his legs twitch against her sides as she examined the tool by touch as well as sight. After fondling the hairy part, she lightly ran her fingertips over the silken bluish-purple head, marveling at the size and texture of it. �Doesn't it hurt when it swells up like that?�
�No, Jo. Not unless it's like that for a long time.� He was gripping the arms of the chair so hard his knuckles were white. Cum was boiling in his balls, and his thrumming poker was straining to be stabbed into a hot moist female opening. His guts were knotted up, and his chest felt as though a steel band was crushing it. �How would you like to kiss it, baby? Just for a few minutes. It would certainly make me happy if you did.�
She snapped wide smoky eyes up. �You mean put my mouth on it?�
�Uh huh. Just kiss it. All over. It won't bite, you know.�
She swallowed hard and looked back down at the distended rod that was throbbing wildly. �I don't know if I can, Dad! That's not a very nice thing to do, is it?�
�Of course it is. My penis is only another part of my body. You wouldn't mind kissing my hand or my back, would you?�
�Nnnooo, I guess not.�
�Well, then, it's the same thing. Please, honey. Daddy wants you to. Be a good girl and do what I ask.�
In a rush of recall, Jo remembered the wetness when he had rubbed himself on her bed. �You won't do anything if I do, will you?�
Dan didn't understand what she meant, but was too eager to get her mouth on his dick to pursue it. �No, baby. Just kiss it for me. C'mon, now. I'm waiting.�
Jo leaned forward cautiously and jerkily, her innocent young mind tortured almost beyond endurance. What he was asking her to do couldn't be right. He urinated out of his penis, and it wasn't nice for someone to put their mouth there. She had heard the term cocksucker used by some of the rougher kids at school, and she wondered if this was what that dirty word meant.
�That's my baby!� he groaned, placing a hand behind her head and drawing her lips down to his pecker. �Kiss it, honey, and lick it! Make daddy feel good! Oh, sweetheart! Hhhuuunnnggghhh!�
Resting her forearms on his sturdy thighs, Jo lowered her head under the pressure he was exerting and placed her soft lips on the tip of his penis. As she began kissing the bulbous knob, his strong masculine genital aroma wafted around her face, and she was forced to inhale deeply of it. After pecking at the tiny pee slit and circling the head, she moved her lips down the hairy shaft, the springy curls tickling her chin and nose.
It's not so bad, she thought. I can do this if that's all he wants. There's no taste to it at all!
�Uuuunnnggghhh! Ooohhh, Jo! Damn! Thatta girl! Baby! God! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Aaaggghhh! Jesus! Go back up to the head now, darling! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Ooohhh, Christ! Uuunnnggghhh!�
He was twisting and writhing in the chair as he watched her soft red lips glide over his joint. Caution was thrown to the winds. His carnal obsession now had full and complete control of all his senses, and nothing could ease his incestuous craving except the invasion of her tender girlish flesh.
She was panting heavily now, though unaware of it. She seemed to be pleasing her father tremendously, and doing so made her happy. Kissing his penis was no longer distasteful to her, because there was no pungent flavor to it as she had expected. Rather, it was just like kissing his hand, as he'd said.
�Uuunnnfff! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Jo! Ooohhh, God! Baby! You're wonderful! Aaarrrggghhh! Honey! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! My God, you're making me feel good! Uuunnnggghhh!�
Her warm breath was blowing around his pelvis, dick and scrotum as she moved her mouth back to his cockknob, heightening his already flaming passion. When her lips were on the tip, he began worming it between them, holding her head tightly so she couldn't back away. The head touched her teeth, and he pushed harder. Slowly, her jaws opened, then he could feel her tongue as he forced his thrumming prick into her saliva-wet mouth.
�Jjjooo! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Oh, baby! Please! Suck it! Oh, fuck! Suck on it,Jo! Pretend it's a popsicle and suck real hard! Uuunnnggghhh! Damn! Aaaggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Uuuhhh!�
Stark terror gripped her when he made her take his hard penis into her mouth, begging her to suck it as he shoved it in. This wasn't kissing! He kept cramming it in, and she could feel the fiery head slide over her tongue and palate as the huge tip pushed in toward her tonsils. She was afraid he would never stop and would choke her with the massive muscle, so she whimpered with fear to get him to take it out.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff! Hhhuuummm Uuummm! Hhhuuummm Uuummm! Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Hhhuuummm Uuummm!�
Dan stopped just short of her throat, then twined his fingers in her golden tresses and began hunching off the cushion, fucking her face deliberately with slow, even strokes. His face was contorted, his neck bulged, and there was a glassy sheen in his eyes. The temptation was great to make her blow him, to release the damned up jizz into her oral cavity and let her sample the ambrosia of male fuck juice, but even in his crazed lecherous state he couldn't bring himself to go that far.
�Ooohhh, honey, just a little bit more! Get it good and wet! Soak it with your spit! Make it real slippery! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Ooohhh, fuck! Fuck! Aaaggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Okay, that's enough! Take your mouth off now! Aaaggghhh!�
Jo was so confused, she was dazed. Pulling her mouth off his dancing piston, she looked up at him with total bafflement. Her deep blue eyes were clouded with wary anticipation about what was going to come next.
A quick glance showed Dan that his rigid prick was well coated with saliva, the spittle plastering down his cock hairs and glistening in the lamplight. He leaped to his feet and shrugged off his robe, then crouched down and began undoing the buttons running up the front of Jo's house coat.
�What are you going to do, Daddy?� she asked in a quavering voice. �Tell me! Please!�
�I'm going to give you something like an enema, baby!� he said, fumbling with the buttons with shaky fingers. �Only this time, I'm going to use my penis! Don't worry! It won't hurt like it did this morning!�
�Ooohhh, no! You can't! Dad, I'm still sore! You're not going to put it in there, are you? It's too big! You'll never be able to do it! Ooohhh, Daddy! Don't! Don't do that to me!�
�Be quiet, Jo! I said I wouldn't hurt you, and I meant it! I'm all wet with your spit! It'll go in real easy!� He peeled the garment off her shoulders and arms and tossed it aside, his fierce eyes devouring her melonlike tits, the curves of her hips, and the fluffy vee of down that covered her pelvis and cunt.
�Please, Dad!� she wailed. �Oh, God! Let me do what you did to it in my bed! Just don't stick it in me! You'll hurt me something awful!�
Her pleas fell on deaf ears. He didn't even hear the mention of his jacking off. The one all compelling thought on his mind was to get his cock into her ass and loose the load that he was holding bottled up in his groin. He rubbed his trembling hands over her tits, thighs and pussy, then kissed her hard and passionately on the lips.
�Get on your knees, honey!� he said gratingly. �Hurry before your saliva dries! Go on, now! I'll be very gentle with you!�
�Ooohhh, Dad! Oh, my God! Ooohhh, no!�
She was crying uncontrollably when she twisted around onto her knees and lowered her cheek to her crossed arms, leaving her ripe ass hiked high in the air. She felt him push her legs apart, then the flaming head of his penis was touching the crack between her buttocks. The appalling dread that encompassed her made her mouth cotton dry, and she couldn't quiet the shudders that raced through her body.
Dan rested the head of his twanging tool against her bung and placed his hands on the hip bones just below her waist. He dug his knees into the rug, then arched his neck to watch his spit-wet organ as he pierced it through her tight anal sphincter. The taut muscle expanded, then stretched elastically over his cockhead. He felt the clamping ring slide down his shaft to the root, then his pelvis was tight against her buns.
�Dddaaadddddyyy! Aaarrrggghhh! Oh, God! Why? Why? Ooohhh, don't! Oh, dad! You're tearing me! Please! Please! Stop! No more! I don't want you to! Gggaaahhh! Gggaaahhh! Nnnooo!�
From his experience with Peggy, Dan knew that her cries were from fright rather than pain. Leaving his prick motionless, he began rubbing his hands over her shoulders and back soothingly, then bent over to reach beneath her, cupped her tremendous tits that nearly hung to the floor, and began milking them tenderly.
�Take it easy, sweetheart,� he crooned. �That's the worst of it. Now it'll be much better. It doesn't hurt now, does it? Of course not. You'll like it when I fuck you, baby. You'll like it a lot.�
Jo stopped crying, more because she knew it was hopeless than anything else. There was nothing she could do, and if she fought it, it would only make it worse. Relaxing her anus, she took a deep fluttering breath, then shut her eyes and tried to pretend it wasn't happening.
�That's it, baby. Calm down and relax. Now feel this.�
Withdrawing his slippery member to the end, he plummeted it back into her colon, beginning very slowly, then gradually picking up momentum. Some residue of the baby oil remained, making his screwing of her bung nearly effortless. The rubbery intestine sucked his tool delightfully, stretching only enough to admit his blood-gorged pecker.
�Uuunnnggghhh! Ooohhh, Jo! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Ooohhh, fuck! This is fabulous! Your ass is pure pleasure to fuck! Damn! It won't take long, hon! I'm almost ready to shoot off!Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Don't you like it? Doesn't it feel good aaaggghhh! Uuunnnggghhh! Ungh Ungh! Ungh!
Jo sniffled and swallowed a sob. It was true. There was no pain now. Only a dull agreeable pressure against her intestinal organs that wasn't at all uncomfortable. Each inward thrust of his penis touched something inside her that ignited an electric shock that shot out from her abdomen. It tingled her nipples, caused her to gasp, and made her pulse race.
�Daddy� we� shouldn't� be� doing� this!� she panted between jabs of his gargantuan prick. �It's� not� right! Mom� would� be� mad! Ooohhh! Uuuhhh! Jjjeeeeezzz! Dad! Please! Uuuhhh! You� shouldn't! Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Oh! Oh! Oh!�
Now that she was yielding and becoming pliable, Dan began impaling her ass hole with hard quick stabs, feeling the unrestrained river of seething jizz flooding through his tubes toward his prick relentlessly. He straightened his back and peered down at his brown-streaked peter as he plowed it in and out of her anal cavity.
�jo! Ooohhh, fuck! I'm going to shoot off! Fuck, baby! Oh, Damn! It's coming! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Hold on, honey! Now! Oh, Damn! Aaarrrggghhh! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Ung! Ung! Ung! Ung! Ung!�

CHAPTER SIX

Jo managed to stifle a yelp when the scalding semen spewed into her colon. She could feel his penis leap in her guts as jet after jet of molten fluid sprayed her intestines and filled her lower tract. When he stopped pumping and his grip relaxed on her hips, she knew it was all over. Twisting her neck, she looked back between her tits and thighs to watch his swinging sack as he began gently extracting his pole from her butt.
Dan was at a loss for words when he popped his cockhead from her bung and sat back on his ankles, and looked down at the shit-stained piston that was wilting in his lap. With the disgorging of his fuck fluid, his sordid appetite was satisfied temporarily, and the lust inspired haze lifted from his brain. As though awakening from a coma, he began to realize what he'd done, and when he saw the flecks of jizz on the rim of Jo's raw anus, a sorrowful groan rumbled in his throat.
�Jo? Honey, are you all right? Do you want me to help you?�
The girl's blonde hair swished across her back as she got to her feet wincing, and stepped over to pick up her robe. At that point, she didn't know what to think or what to make of her father's actions. Everything seemed surrealistic, distant, not real at all. She looked at him with blue opaque eyes, staring through him as if he wasn't there.
�I'll be� okay. I'm going to go to the bathroom, then get in bed.�
He groped for the right words to say as he rose and put his arms around her to hug her close. �Baby, I�! You see, I've been under a lot of strain, and�!�
�That's all right, Daddy,� she said dully, unresistingly letting him press her naked body to his. �I'm fine. I think I'd better go, now.�
Releasing her, Dan watched her plod mechanically to the hall, his expression sad and lost. It would have been better if she had screamed, or cursed at him, or hit him. As it was, her calmly contained grief made him feel more like a bastard than he already did. He hit his palm with his fist angrily, then snatched up his glass and walked naked to the kitchen.
Unshed tears hampered his vision as he poured straight brandy into a shot glass and tossed it back. After two more of the same, he mixed a standard highball and went back to the living room to put on his robe and light a cigarette. The movie that he had wanted to see was still on, but his interest had lapsed. His thoughts were on his eldest daughter, and the sickening wound he had inflicted on her.
Self-pity and chagrin were like a hard tight ball in his chest, and he felt despicable beyond words. Nothing could salvage him now. He had committed the coarsest kind of incest with both his girls, and there was no excuse that could even begin to save him from his own world of anguished torment.
�Oh, God!� he moaned. �What am I doing? What have I done?�
It was shortly after eleven o'clock when Peggy let herself in. Seeing her father dozing in his chair, she closed the door quietly and put her purse on the couch, then crossed over to him. An empty glass was on the table, and an unlit cigarette had dropped from his limp fingers onto the rug. She leaned over and shook him gently.
�Daddy? Dad? Why don't you go to bed? It's late. I just got home. C'mon. You can't sleep there.�
�Huh?� His eyelids parted slowly and he blinked at her. �Oh, Peggy. Hi. How did it go?�
�Super! I didn't forget a line or miss a cue. Mrs. Knox said that I couldn't have done better.�
�Wonderful.� He roused himself and sat forward, grabbing up the cigarette on the floor and lighting it. �I wish I could have been there. Are you going to have something to eat?�
�No, they fed us at the theater. How's Jo? Feeling better?�
The mention of her name caused him to flinch. �Yes, she's a lot better.�
�Great.� Peggy pulled her blouse out and began undoing the buttons. �You'll have to take the gauze off for me, Dad. I can't reach the pin.�
�Sure.� The liquor-induced sleep had left him sapped, and he couldn't think about anything clearly. When she tossed her blouse atop her purse and backed up to him, he took out the pin and began unwinding the strip.
Peggy turned around to face him when the gauze was removed, and rubbed her tits with both hands, peering down at the creamy cones and the long nipples projecting from the tips. �I think next time we'd better wrap 'em a little looser. I can't hardly feel 'em now. They're kinda numb.�
�All right.� Dan's hands were clenching and unclenching as he watched her fondle and knead her mouth-watering globes. He was nearing the breaking point, and her innocent teasing actions were creating a storm in his groin. He pictured her tender vibrant cunt, now hidden under her skirt and covered by the black panties, and he could almost taste the ambrosia of her vaginal mucous.
�Daddy, how come my nipples stick out straight sometimes, then shrink back? Are they supposed to do that?�
She was scrutinizing the pink points as though seeing them for the first time, completely unaware of the effect she was having on him. He watched her thumb the salmon-colored tips, saw them expand and extend, and his cock leaped into an erection. For an instant, he wondered if she was deliberately goading him, but dismissed the idea as being impossible. Still, she had made no mention of the scene in his bedroom.
�Listen, honey, this might be a good time to talk. What we did this afternoon was, well, an accident. It's not something we want to discuss with others or let happen again. Do you understand what I'm getting at?�
Peg dropped her ripe orbs and looked at him with naive simplicity. �I'm not still all bent out of shape, if that's what you mean. I thought it over, and you must have had a reason for what you did. Maybe you were trying to teach me something. Anyway, I'm not hurt, so everything's okay.� She leaned over to kiss him on the forehead, then said with knowledge far beyond her years, �I'll never tell anyone about it. It's just between us.�
�You're sweet, honey. Let's go to bed, now. It's been quite a day for both of us.�
His ragged nerve ends were about to get the better of him as he watched her parade around the room, turning off lights and the TV and locking the door. Her bountiful tits swayed, bobbled and slapped together, and the sight wrenched at his guts. By the time they had said goodnight and gone to their rooms, Dan was worked up to a feverish pitch, and beads of sweat had formed on his forehead. He climbed into bed and pulled the covers up, gritting his teeth against the swirling, churning lascivious thoughts in his head.
Peggy already had the coffee made when Dan entered the kitchen, showered, shaved and fully dressed. She was wearing a sheer nightie of bright yellow through which he could distinctly make out her upcurved tits and down-covered twat. He sat down at the table and waited for her to bring him his cup.
�Jo isn't up yet?�
�Huh uh. I haven't seen her. Guess she's sleeping in.
When she set his coffee in front of him, her gown fell away and he could see down her front all the way to her vee of blonde pubic curls. Sober and rested now, he was more capable of ignoring the enticing view and only gave her a quick glance.
She brought over some toast and a glass of milk and sat down across from him. �Mom's gonna be gone another three weeks, huh?�
�As far as I know. Why?�
�Oh, no reason.� She bit off a piece of toast and chewed it ponderously. �Dad, can I ask you a question?�
�Sure. Fire away.�
�Well, actually I've got two of 'em. How come your thing isn't hard all the time, and does it have something to do with making babies?�
Dan nearly choked on his coffee. He put his cup down and lit a cigarette with exaggerated care, allowing himself time to collect his thoughts. There was no doubt now that she was taking what he had done to her as a matter of course, that she didn't intend to let it trouble her, and that now her interest in sexual functions had been awakened.
�Peg, it would take hours to explain it all. If you really want to know, and Jo does too, I'd rather sit down and go over it all with you together so I wouldn't have to say it twice. Perhaps we can work it in some time this week.�
�Okay, but just tell me one thing now. Please. Why did you want to do that stuff to me, licking me and all that?�
He felt the burning redness creep up his neck.
�Because I love you, sweetheart. It's pretty involved. Let's wait till we have that talk, huh?�
He saw that she wasn't satisfied with his answer and that she was about to say more when the phone rang. Grateful for the timely interruption, he got up and picked up the receiver.
�Mr. Cabot, this is Mel Turner. I hate like the devil to bother you on your vacation, but Mr. Lowe is here about that Tilden property, and he won't talk to anyone but you. I tried to explain, but he insisted that I call. Do you want to come in, or should I try to make another appointment?�
�I'd better come in, Mel. That property has been a dead horse for ten months. If we've got a bite, we'd better reel it in. I'll be there in half an hour. Don't let Lowe go.�
�I won't. I'll tell him you're coming.�
�Going down to the office, Daddy?� Peg asked when he hung up.
�Yeah. I've got a prospect waiting to see me.� He looked at the clock. It was ten after ten. �I should be back around noon or so, kitten. If Brenda Mills comes by, tell her to wait.�
�Couldn't I ride along? I want to look for a pair of black panties so I won't have to wear mom's. Jo'll be here. Can I?�
�Okay. Hurry up, though. I don't want to keep that man at the office waiting.�
By the time he had gone to his room to gather up his things, Peggy had already slipped into shorts and halter and was standing by the front door waiting for him. Neither of them noticed Jo at her window as they got in the car and drove away.
Jo turned away from the window, crossed to her dresser, and picked up the hair brush to run it listlessly through her honey blonde hair. Her eyes were red-rimmed and puffy, and the whites were bloodshot. The impact of what her father had made her do and done to her hadn't sunk in until she had crawled into bed, and when she realized it had been naughty and sinful, her spotless conscience had generated a crying jag that had lasted far into the night.
She put on her house coat and went to the bathroom to piss and wash her face. As she bathed her cheeks and eyes with cold water, she wished she could rinse away the memory of the affair of last night. The feeling of his penis in her rectum stayed with her, and even the short troubled sleep hadn't been able to banish the queer sensation. But the problem, the real problem, was that his stabbing organ had triggered some hungry innate response that she couldn't comprehend or account for.
A spooky sensation of wanting something desperately but not knowing what that something was pervaded the consciousness of her mind so thoroughly that it effected her physically. She seemed to be hollow from her waist to her crotch, and her organs protested by contracting in twitching spasms that made her belly palpitate. In all, it was very disturbing.
Going to the kitchen, she cleaned up the table, put the dishes in the sink, then had a bowl of cereal and a glass of orange juice. After cleaning up the room, she went into the dining area of the Living room and stood before the large bookcase, searching for the medical advisor that might give a clue to her symptoms.
She located the book she was looking for and was reaching for it when the door bell rang. When she went to answer it, she was both surprised and pleased to see Brenda Mills.
�Good morning, Jo. Is your dad�?� Brenda stopped halfway through the door when she saw the girl's face. �Why, honey! You've been crying! What's the matter?�
�Oh, nothing.� Jo shut the door, and they went in to sit down.
�Dad's not here. He and Peggy took off some place a while ago, but I don't know where they went.�
�Oh. I just stopped by to tell him I wouldn't be able to make it for lunch.� Brenda looked at the beautiful girl searchingly. �Are you sure nothing is wrong, dear? We're friends, you know. You can tell me.�
�I know.� Jo considered the ravishing brunette something akin to an older sister. When her mother had taken off on her many tantrums, the girls ran to Brenda. The woman had talked to them, consoled them, and taken them to dinner and the movies in order to make things easier. But, as close as they were, she couldn't divulge her troubles. �It's nothing, really. Should I tell dad that you're coming back later?�
�Yes, about four. Now 'fess up and tell Aunt Brenda what all the tears were for. It's good to talk things out.�
The girl watched Brenda cross her legs and light a cigarette. Brenda was wearing a short tight skirt that hiked up to her hips when she sat, and a lace-front blouse through which her immense breasts and dark nipples could be easily distinguished. Jo hoped that she would be that gorgeous when she was that old.
�Honest, Brenda, there's nothing to say. It's all over, now. If it was important I'd tell you.�
Smiling warmly, the brunette opened the top buttons of her blouse and casually rubbed a spongy tit. �Anything that makes you cry is important. Let's have it. Maybe I can help.�
While the girl thought it over, Brenda let her eyes travel over the girl, her breath quickening as she imagined the swells, hollows and curves hidden under the quilted robe. All she could see were the plump mounds pushing out from Jo's chest and the slim tapered legs that were as good as her own. Her smile became softer as she began leisurely tweaking her nipple, pleased at the result-and twittering in her pussy.
Jo had reached a decision, even though the very thought of speaking of it choked her up again. If anyone could tell her what was going on, Brenda could, and she trusted her friend to keep it a secret. Embarrassingly, her eyes filled and spilled over even before she could begin, then, in a choking halting voice, she told the woman everything that had happened, along with her reactions, doubts and fears.
When she finished, Brenda left her sitting there crying softly while she went to the kitchen for a stiff drink, and to wipe her twat with a paper towel. She wasn't wearing panties, and what the girl had told her made her cunt leak mucous into her crevice. She carried her drink back and sat on the arm of Jo's chair.
�Honey, you're making a mountain out of nothing. Everything you've told me is perfectly natural. Perhaps not between a father and his daughter, but natural just the same. I've done everything you mentioned and more, and you can see I'm still healthy and happy. Your only trouble was not knowing what to expect.�
The girl craned her neck to look up at Brenda, eyes bulging with amazement. �Honest? There's nothing wrong with what I did?�
�Of course not. Once you understand what it's all about, you'll find out that it's a helluva lot of fun.� There was a smoldering gleam in Brenda's eyes as she checked her watch for the time. �Do you have any idea where your dad went?�
�Huh uh. I heard the phone ring, then they left a little bit after.�
�Probably went to the office, then. That means he'll be tied up for at least a couple of hours.� Brenda lifted the glass and gulped down half the contents, then stood up. �Why don't we go to your room, dear. I think I can make a few things clearer to you so you won't be so upset.�
That was what Jo had been waiting for! Someone to explain to her and dispel the fretful anxieties! �Gosh, yes! I haven't made my bed, but I'll do it real fast!�
�Don't bother,� Brenda said, following the girl. �Right now, other things are more important.
The brunette closed the door behind them, then patted the girl's cheek. �It's a trifle warm in here. Take off that robe and get comfortable.�
Jo hesitated only a split second. Brenda was a friend and a woman, and there was no reason to be shamed in front of her. She stripped off her robe in record time and tossed it on the foot of the bed, then bent over to straighten the covers so they could sit down.
A hiss of air blew through Brenda's lips when she saw the girl's statuesque body, and her eyes became flaming coals of intensity. While before she had been stunned by Jo's statement of Dan's actions, she was now perplexed over why he hadn't gone all the way and given the curvaceous young nymph a taste of serious vaginal fucking. Any real male she had ever met, and a lot of women too, would have given almost anything for a sample of that magnificent vision of virginal purity.
�Now we can sit down,� Jo said excitedly, totally at ease in her nakedness before her friend and confessor. �C'mon, Brenda. I'm really anxious to talk about this stuff.�
�Just a minute, dear,� Brenda said throatily. �You don't mind if I get comfortable too, do you?�
�Oh, heck, no. Go right ahead.�
Jo looked out the window to make sure her dad's car hadn't come back, and when she turned around again, her jaw dropped. The brunette had kicked off her shoes, shed her blouse, and was fumbling with the button and zipper that held her skirt up. She had never seen a grown woman's tits, and was intrigued by the fact that they were no larger than her own.
�These damn skirts are only good for one thing,� Brenda muttered testily as she struggled to get it off. �The guys can get to it a helluva lot faster.�
�Get to what?�
The woman's head snapped up and she looked at the girl with a blank stare, as if she hadn't heard right. Then the corners of her mouth turned up and she smiled merrily. �I forgot. Never mind. We'll get to it in a minute.�
Jo gulped and licked her lips nervously when Brenda let her skirt drop and stepped out of it. The brunette was wearing only a lacy black garter belt around her waist, with long straps that hooked onto the tops of her stockings. The fact that she wore no panties escaped the girl as she stared shamelessly at the ebony patch of pubic curls and the thick pussy lips that jutted out from the dark thicket.
�Criminy!� the girl gasped. �You're� awfully pretty!�
�Thank you. I might say the same for you.� Brenda walked over to stand directly in front of the girl, posed with her feet apart, then ran her splayed hands down over her tits, her stomach and abdomen, then her pelvis, twining her fingers into the sable bush. �You look as though you'd never seen a naked woman before, Jo. Don't be shocked. You have all the equipment I do.�
�Yeah,� Jo squeaked, �I know.�
An intangible feeling of want bloomed in Jo's pelvic area, a sense of urgent need for something that she couldn't define, much the same as she had felt after the episode with her dad. Her eyes were glued to Brenda's fingers as the woman sensuously fondled the pouting lips and coral slash of her cunny.
�Every woman has one of these, darling, but only a few of them know how to use it. Do you know what it's called?�
�N� n� not really,� the girl stammered, afraid to speak some of the coarse terms she'd heard in the girl's locker room.
�It's a cunt, or a pussy, or a twat, or a snatch. It has a lot of names, but they all mean the same thing. Guys, most of them anyway, want a cunt more than anything else in the world. A clean educated pussy can get you anything you want, if you know how to use it. Would you like me to show you?�
Jo was too flabbergasted to do anything but nod silent assent. This wasn't at all what she expected. She'd thought they would talk, girl to girl, and that Brenda would help her understand what her dad had done to her, and why. Now she was becoming more fearful of her friend than she had been of her father.
�Wonderful! First of all, you have to know what you have going for you. Have you ever looked at your own pussy?�
�Uh huh,� the girl managed to whisper. �Once.�
Brenda sensed the voluptuous nymph's quandary, and slacked off into an attitude of friendly persuasion. She kissed the girl's brow, saying, �That's all right, sweet. I understand. Only you must know what you're working with before you can grasp the point of it. Now, I want to show you something.�
Crawling up on the bed, Brenda flipped over on her back, drew her knees up, then used her forefingers to pry her cuntal lips apart and lay open her slick pink crevice. A milky white fluid was oozing from her vaginal orifice, and beads of the lubricating fluid clung to the flowerlike inner folds.
�Turn around and get close to get a good look, Jo. All cunts are very much alike, and you can get a good idea of what someone else would see if they looked at yours.�
Jo twisted around to kneel on the mattress, stupefied that the woman would go to such extremes to educate her in the mystics of sex. Brenda, poised and confident and self-assured Brenda, was baring her private and personal body to a mere wisp of a girl. It didn't make sense, but she wanted to learn as much as she could while she had the chance.
�Jeez!� she said, staring into the coral maw of Brenda's slit. �You're right! It looks almost like mine!�
�We're both women, honey, and we're expected to perform the same function. Now, I know you've probably never felt inside yourself. See that hole? That's where a man wants to put his cock so bad he'll do damn near anything to get it. Take your middle finger and put it in me. It's all right. It's better if you feel someone else to see what a guy feels. Go ahead. Don't be bashful.�
�Are you sure?� Jo said, aghast. �I mean, my mom said�!�
�I'm not your mother, honey. I'm your friend, and I'm trying to help you. Now, put your finger in me and see what it's like.�
Brenda's smile grew larger as the shapely young virgin lifted a hand, stuck a finger out, then moved it toward her gaping twat. If she was ever going to get Daniel nailed down to a life of marital and sexual bliss, it would have to be through his daughters, and this was only the first step in her plans. Once she had the kids hooked on her side, Alice wouldn't stand a chance, and Dan would be all hers.
�I� I really don't know how to do this, Brenda,� Jo whined. �I've never even done it to myself.�
Brenda reached out and put a hand on the girl's arm. �Don't let it bother you. Women have instincts, and this is one of the most natural ones. What you'll feel inside me is exactly how you are. Remember, it's a lot better to know than remain ignorant.�
Jo filled her lungs, clenched her fist with the one finger extended, then speared her digit into the pink succulent opening. The walls of Brenda's sheath closed around her finger, drawing forth a suppressed gasp of awe.
�Let's see if Jo's awake yet,� Dan whispered to Peggy. �If she is, I want you to make yourself scarce. I want to talk to her privately for a few minutes.�
�Okay.� Peg was trying to think of what could be so private between her father and sister as they approached the door to Jo's room, then stopped. Dan held up an arm for silence, then silently twisted the knob and cracked the door open an inch. They both froze when they saw Jo completely naked, her finger buried to the last knuckle in Brenda's cunt.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Dan was so choked with astonishment and rage he temporarily forgot that Peggy was standing at his elbow, viewing the same disgusting scene. When he finally recovered, he pulled the door closed and jerked his head toward the living room.
�You'd better take off, Peg,� he said, his voice cracking. �I don't want to see you for at least an hour.�
The girl had difficulty in acknowledging his order with a nod. What she had seen had jarred her badly, and she was more than happy to have a chance to escape before her father blew up. She took one last glance at the closed door, remembering graphically the sight on the other side, then turned and walked away rapidly without a word or question to her dad.
Taking in air to fill his lungs and trying to quell the raging inferno roiling his bowels, Dan stepped boldly into the room. The woman and girl sensed his presence before they saw him, then they bounded from the bed to stand before him, too perplexed to think of their nudity.
�And just what in the hell is all this about?� Dan asked coldly.
�Please, honey, it's not what you think at all,� Brenda said, extending her hand protectively without being aware of it. �I was only trying to help Jo with some questions that had been bothering her.�
�Oh? Well, that seems to me a pretty strange way to go about it. Are you sure it isn't your problem that you're worried about?�
�Dan, please don't! Not in front of the girl. You'll give her the wrong idea about everything. Let me see you alone for a minute.�
His eyes were hard and icy as he glared at her. �I don't think we have anything to say to each other, Brenda. Why don't you just put your clothes on and leave.�
Even the woman's voluptuous body couldn't still the resentment that boiled inside him. She had violated his trust and lied to him. Performing a lesbian act with his daughter was more than he could stand, and his coolness was like a dark cloud hanging in the room.
�Daddy,� Jo said meekly, �I wish you would talk to her. This was kinda my fault too, and she was only trying to help.�
Dan felt a dead calm creep over him as he scanned the lush contours of their bodies, one a virgin nymph whose tender pussy had never been penetrated by a stiff prick, the other a woman who had admittedly participated in every sexual experience possible for an adult female to indulge in. It slowly dawned on him that it was only natural for Jo to seek out a friendly woman who knew the score and who would be able to teach her the ramifications of sex.
�All right,� Dan said finally, seeing little to be gained by not permitting at least an explanation, �let's go in the living room, Brenda. Jo, you stay here. I may want to chat with you later.�
The brunette gathered up her things, and after giving the girl a consoling smile, followed Dan down the hall and into the front room. She dropped her clothes on the couch, then went to her purse for cigarettes and lit one when she sat down. �Why don't we have a drink, Dan? I'm sure we could both use one.�
He nodded mutely, glancing at the dark nipples protruding from her immense breasts and the pink curl-fringed slash between her tantalizing thighs before turning toward the kitchen. Returning with two glasses, he handed her one then took a seat directly across from her where he could have a clear view to all her bounteous endowments.
�Okay, Brenda, I'm waiting to hear what you have to say.�
She leaned back with her legs splayed, counting on her more than abundant charms to aid her argument. Taking a moment, she chose her words carefully, realizing this was no time to start a rift between them. �Darling, you've got one very upset little girl on your hands, whether you know it or not. I don't know about Peg, but Jo's in a blue funk. She told me what you two did, and she simply can't understand it. It makes sense, because evidently no one has bothered to sit her down and tell her the facts of life.�
Chagrin made Dan's face flush, and he was at a loss as to how to reply. It wasn't easy to admit anal fornication, with your own daughter, even to someone as close as Brenda. This was something he hadn't expected, and he was momentarily confused as he groped for an explanation, knowing full well that mere was none.
�I know how you must feel, Dan, or at least a little bit of it anyway. Believe it or not, I was once in the same boat that Jo's in now.�
�You were?�
�That's right. It was my dad, too. I was only thirteen when he started horsing around with my tits and cunny, and a few months later he went all the way and fucked me.�
�Christ! You mean he took your cherry?�
Brenda nodded. �And you know something? I'm not a bit sorry that he did. At least he knew what he was doing, and I didn't go through half the grief that other girls did with fumbling kids. Oh, sure, I was scared when it happened, but afterward I realized that it wasn't bad at all.�
�Am I following you correctly?� Dan asked dubiously. �Are you saying I should screw the girls in order to break them in properly?�
�Well, you've certainly started in that direction, haven't you? As I said, I have no idea what you've done to Peggy, but Jo is certainly in a dilemma. I don't think it's because she didn't like it so much. She just doesn't know why you'd want to do those kind of things to her.� The brunette set her glass on the table next to her and looked across at him frankly. �Why don't you use your knowledge and go all the way, Dan? Wouldn't it be better than having some young boy frighten them out of their wits?�
�That's impossible,� he said, snorting with disgust. �I'd be even more of a sonofabitch than I already am. My God, we're talking about incest, not some childish game we could play.�
The woman sighed and lit another cigarette. �Of course, it's up to you, but I know from my experience and other girl's that your lovely daughters are going to discover sex one way or the other, and the way they're built, you're going to have problems if you don't keep it in the family.�
Dan crossed his legs and shook his head, unsure and mystified as he watched Brenda rise and begin dressing. He still couldn't believe there was any moral justification in performing sexual acts with his girls for the sole purpose of educating them, no matter what he had already done.
�You say you know other women mat had that type of experience with their fathers?�
�Quite a few, Dan,� she replied, zipping up her skirt while she stepped into her shoes. �It's not quite as unusual as you may think, though most girls won't admit it openly. There's still a social stigma to incest that keeps hanging on.�
�And you still maintain I should have sex acts with them to overcome their ignorance?�
�I truly do, Dan.� She picked up her purse and cigarette, then moved over in front of him, her dark eyes warm and sincere. �You're not still mad at me, are you? I was only trying to help out.�
�No, I guess not. It's going to take me a while to digest all this, though.�
Brenda bent over to plant a kiss on his lips. �It didn't hurt me, honey. If it hadn't been for my dad, I might never have known how fantastic sex can be. Look, I've got to run, now. Think about what I said. I'll call you after a while and see what's happened. If you don't do anything else, at least talk to them and see what they think.�
�We'll see.� He walked her to the door and held it open.
�'Bye, dear. And good luck.�
�Thanks. I'll need it.�
Dan watched her go down the walk, and saw why he hadn't noticed her car earlier. She was driving a different one, probably because of the sale she'd made to Carpenter. He shook his head at her seemingly irresponsible spending, walked over to finish his drink, then returned to Jo's room. The girl was still sitting on the bed naked, thumbing through a magazine that she put aside when he entered.
�I don't know what to make of all this, baby,� he said, sitting down next to her, �but I must admit I'm a little disappointed over what you did. Why on earth did you tell Brenda about us, then come in here with her?�
�You're disappointed in me?� the girl asked evenly, trying to suppress the sudden fury she felt. �What about what you did, and what you made me do? God, I'm so uptight I'm almost sick! All I wanted Brenda to do was talk to me! Jeez, Dad, I didn't think she'd go as far as she did! It surprised me, too!�
�Easy, now. Take it easy. Let's approach this like intelligent people. I'm very sorry for what happened, Jo. I mean that. I'd give anything if it hadn't. It was something I couldn't control.�
Jo turned sideways and looked at him beseechingly. �But why, Dad? Just tell me why, that's all. I don't get it. Nobody's ever told me about things like that. God, if I knew, I'd feel a lot better. Is it so hard to talk about? Is it too dirty to tell me?�
Expelling a deep breath, Dan rubbed his forehead. This was far beyond his realm, but he was trapped. After what he had put her through, Jo deserved to be told about it, no matter how badly he botched it up.
�Okay, Jo, here goes. Just be patient. First of all, there's nothing dirty about sex unless people make it that way. A man and woman usually use sex to show how much they love each other. What they do and how they do it is up to them.�
Dan went on to give her a detailed description of vaginal, oral and anal sex, spelling everything out in layman's terms since he knew she would be exposed to that kind of language sooner or later. Jo listened raptly, following every word while she tried to picture in her mind what he was telling her. When he was through and paused to light a cigarette, a tiny shudder rippled up her back. She got up to get him a souvenir ash tray, more self-conscious of her body than before, then resumed her place by his side.
�Then you did that to me in my, uhhh, anus because you still wanted me to be a virgin?�
�That's right.�
Jo gulped noisily. �But you� you did want to fuck me?�
�I'm afraid I did. You're a very beautiful girl, Jo, and a very desirable one. You excited me, just like you'll excite boys when you start going out on regular dates.�
�And when you get excited, your cock gets hard?�
�Yes. Not only me, but practically all males will do the same thing. It's a natural reaction.�
The girl looked down at the floor, unable to face her father when she asked the next question. �Do you still want to? Fuck me and do all those other things?�
Dan coughed nervously and shifted his feet. �I'm trying not to, honey, but it isn't easy. You have that effect on me. Every time I see you without any clothes on it bothers me.�
�Peggy, too?� Her voice was barely over a whisper.
�Uh huh. I'm not proud of it, but that's the way it is.� He stood up and began pacing, not even attempting to conceal the hard erection shoving his fly out. �I wanted to talk to both you girls at the same time, but you forced me into this.�
She watched him with soulful eyes as he strode back and forth, rubbing her smooth thighs and trying to stop a bad case of jitters. �Did you do the same thing to her?�
�Yes, almost exactly the same thing. Christ, baby, don't rub it in. I feel bad enough as it is.�
�I'm not trying to make you feel bad, Daddy. I just wanted to know. I love you an awful lot. A bunch more than I love mom. If you want to do that stuff to me, I won't mind. I'd be scared silly, but I'd let you. It must mean a lot to you, or you wouldn't want to.�
He stopped directly in front of her and tilted her chin up to look into her azure eyes. �Do you realize what you're saying, Jo? Do you know what it means if we get involved like that?�
�Yes,� she replied demurely. �To tell you the truth, I'd like to know what it feels like to, what did you call it, have a climax. It must be far out if people want to do it all the time.�
Dan knelt and placed his hands on her waist, drinking in her firm titties and fleecy twat before looking her in the face. �Jo, I can do that for you, but I can't fuck you. I want you to save yourself for the boy you marry. It's only right.�
�I understand.� She was trying to keep up a brave front, but her attack of nervousness was getting worse. �You mean you could do it with your tongue like you said, don't you?�
�Yes. I'd like to do that very much, baby. Just once, to let you see what it's like and taste you. Are you sure you wouldn't mind?�
�Yes, I'm sure.� She had seen how her father had looked at Brenda's undressed body, and now that she knew about her sister, her jealousy was rampant. Counting her mother, she was competing with three other females for his attention, and she wasn't going to be left out if she could help it.
�All right, sweet, lay back on the bed. Daddy will show you what grown-up women do, and make you feel real good.�
When she had scooted back and laid down, Dan lifted her ankles and positioned her bare feet on his shoulders, staring all the while at the fleshy canyon of her cunt. Her vaginal opening was dilated, and a trickle of oily mucous was flowing into her slit. He wiped his lips up and down the insides of her creamy thighs, then moved his hands up to knead her tits when he pressed his open mouth on her snatch and began swabbing it with his tongue.
�Daddy!� she whimpered. �Gosh! Ooohhh, wow! I can feel that all over! Hhhuuuhhh! Jeepers! I think I should have washed off, first!�
�Hhhmmm uuummm!� he moaned negatively as he slurped loudly in the slick crevice. Her lubricating elixir was dribbling onto his tongue and flowing into his mouth, and the saccharine smell of her twat formed an aura around his face. He sucked on her clit, feeling the hard little nubbin leap between his lips, then he moved down past her snatch to rim and tease the puckered orifice of her bung. �Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummm! Uuummm!�
Jo raised her head to peer at him through the valley between her tits, then reached down to twist her fingers in his hair and pull his face even farther into her crotch. His searching, probing tongue was making strong hot flashes erupt in her pelvis, and her reaction was more instinct than intent. She didn't know what a climax was supposed to feel like, but she was avidly intent on making it happen.
�More, Daddy! More! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Ooohhh! Jeez! I'm so dam sensitive down there! You're tickling me crazy! Hhhuuuhhh! Aaahhh! Aaaggghhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh!�
Dan lapped hungrily at her flowerlike inner lips, savoring the rich syrup flowing from her opening, then began delving into her cunt hole, fucking her tender twat with his darting tongue. The pain in his turgid prick was tormenting him, and he was struggling with himself not to plow it into her belly.
�Uuuuuummmmmm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummm! Uuunnnfff! Uuummmfff!�
Fierce delightful pangs seized the girl in the groin, forcing her to alternately arch her back and heave her hips off the bed. She was panting heavily, watching her flat abdomen flutter as she ground her cunny against his burrowing mouth. If this was sex, she could easily grasp why people went back for more and more.
�Dad! Ooohhh, dad! I don't know what's happening to me, but I love it! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Aaarrrggghhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Hhhuuunnnggghhhh! My God, daddy! It's wild! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh!�
Shaking and twitching violently, Dan pulled a hand from her spongy tit to reach down and rip his fly open. His straining cock was becoming too painful, and he had to extract it from its prison. He struggled with his jock strap, pulled it over his throbbing rod, and let his dick seek freedom. The moment it was out, he knew he would have to pinion her juicy twat with his joint or face the very good possibility of going completely berserk.
Jo saw him raising up on top of her, and her eyes bugged in her head. She caught a brief gander at his gigantic prick before he threw himself down on her, and she sucked her breath in with a rush when she felt his pole punching at the thick pouting lips of her cunny.
�Daddy,� she gasped, terrorized at the blistering look in his eyes, �I thought you weren't going to do that! Please! You gave me your promise! Don't, Dad! You said you'd let me keep it!�
His mania for her pure hitherto untouched pussy possessed him entirely, and his rabid intent could not be diverted. He must feel her tender vagina on his pecker at all costs, or he could find himself running amuck among other young girls and raping them indiscriminately, for which he would undoubtedly go to prison.
�Sweetheart, I love you!� he moaned, digging for her hole with his cockhead. �Can't you see that? Don't you understand? I have to fuck your pussy! I want to make you climax, baby! Don't fight it! Let it happen! Uuunnnggghhh!�
Jo had her hands flat against his chest and was pushing at him, aghast at the way he was slavering all over her boobies. What had started out to be a joyous frolic had suddenly turned into a nightmare, and she was cowering to the point of being paralyzed. Blood-curdling horror made her want to scream, but when she opened her mouth, no sound came forth.
�Darling! Oh, baby, baby, baby! I've got to have you! Your tight little twat will feel so good on my prick! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Jo! Ooohhh, damn! It's almost in! Don't struggle, honey! Let me fuck your wonderful cunt! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh!�
He located her vaginal opening with the knob of his tool, and could feel the steamy heat pouring from the orifice. Crushing her hands down with his chest, he touched his milk-covered lips to her face while he wormed his aching piston into her flaming sheath. The walls of her tunnel closed tightly over his thrumming organ, then he pressed it in until he felt the thin membrane of her hymen.
�Honey,� he grunted, �you're going to feel a slight twinge of pain, then it'll be all over. Don't worry. It'll only last for a second. Please don't cry out. Bite on your knuckle if you have to. Oh, Jo! Oh, baby! Here it comes! Now! Hhhuuunnnggghhh!�
The next few moments burst through her like a thundering maelstrom, only part of which she would remember later. She was cognizant of the smell of liquor on his breath and the faint delicate aroma of her pussy which she had noticed sometimes on her menstrual pads. There was a feeling of ripping and tearing inside her, accompanied by a blinding, searing sensation of pain that caused a brilliant flash behind her eyelids, then her intestines felt stuffed with throbbing man-meat.
�Nnnooo!�� Nnnooo!�� Daddy! Gggaaahhh! Please, no! Ooohhh! It's too much! My God, no! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh!�
Dan was dimly conscious of her nails raking his back and her feet kicking at his legs as he plunged his fevered dick into her scalding pussy. He didn't stop until his tool was impaled to the hilt in her torrid sheath, and his scrotum was resting snugly against her ass hole, then he relaxed and let it soak while he kissed her throat.
�Jesus, Jo! Oh, honey! It's so wonderful to be inside you like this! Uuuunnnggghhh! Now we can fuck whenever we want to! You don't have to worry about it hurting any more! Uuuhhh! Oh, Christ! Uuunnnggghhh! We'll fuck every chance we get, and I'll show you everything there is to know about it! Oh, Jo! God!�
The girl had become completely impassive. Her arms were flung out on the bed and her legs were limp. She could feel the leaping of his cock inside her, but it meant nothing. Her father had tricked her and stabbed her with his tremendous cock, causing her pain, and despondency was like a lead lump in her chest.
�Baby, what's the matter? Is something wrong?�
�You said you wouldn't.�
�I know I did, but doesn't it feel good now?�
�You hurt me, Daddy.�
�Honey, that's all of it. From now on, it'll be fantastic. It's all part of being a woman. Every girl has to go through that. You can take it, can't you? Aren't you daddy's girl?�
�Not if it means doing this, I'm not. I don't like it. I'd feel a lot better if you'd take it out.�
�I will in a minute, sweet. Try it first, and see if you don't like it. If not, I'll get off right away.�
Jo sighed and turned her head away. She'd let him, only because she couldn't stop him, but it wouldn't make her like it. If he'd only stopped at licking her, she wouldn't have minded, but this was too much. She wasn't even sure he'd realized he might be giving her a baby, but she'd let him worry about that. All she had to do was lay still and let him do what he wanted.
The athletic supporter was digging into the base of his scrotum as Dan braced his elbows at her sides and began pumping his pecker in and out of her slippery tube. The fistlike canal caressed his joint delightfully and made squishy sounds as he plumbed the depths of her vagina. He was counting on Jo's naturally innate sexual response to blossom when she felt his stroking peter.
�Jo, baby! Ooohhh, Jo! God! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! That's the way to fuck! Aaarrrggghhh! Squeeze it now, honey! Clamp on it real hard! Move your hips, too! Let yourself go, darling! Don't try to hold back! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!�
She fought to ignore the bloated poker that was plummeting into her belly, but as it hammered against her womb and his balls slapped against her anus, she began to feel the same sensation she'd had when he lapped her crotch. Her arms came up slowly and wrapped around him, then she pulled her knees up and pressed them against his sides. His lunging muscle was causing her to feel flushed, and that private place between her thighs seemed to be on fire.
�Daddy, I'm feeling real strange! Don't do that any more! It's really weird! Please, take it out! I don't mind the other, but this scares me! I've never felt like this! Jeez! Oh, don't! My insides are going round and round! Gggaaahhh! Hhhhuuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Ooohhh!�
A faint smile flickered on Dan's face as he kissed her ear and tongued the shell-like protuberance. She was coming around, now, just as he knew she would. His invading prick was stirring and stimulating her, and it wouldn't be long before her volcanic passion came to the surface. He was bringing her along tenderly, and there was no chance that she could resist.
�Darling! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Ooohhh, honey! This is the way it's meant to be! Lord, what a terrific cunt! Uuunnnggghhh! Let yourself go! Fuck me, Jo, and let daddy fuck you! Push your cunt on it! Like that! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Don't stop now! Ooohhh, baby! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!�
The frenzied turbulence in her groin was increasing at a raging pace, and Jo was so wrought up her mind reeled. Furious tremors fluttered through her, and she was so tremulant she was almost hysterical. For some reason she felt that she and her father were one, irrevocably connected by his cock, and that they were joined forever.
�Dddaaadddddyyy!�� ooohhh! Ooohhh! Jeepers, I'm blowing my mind! I think I'm gonna do what you said! I'm gonna climax! Oh, God! You're so far up inside me! I can feel every bit of it! Oh, dad! Dad! Dad!�
Dan kissed her soft warm mouth and stroked her hair as he slammed his dick into her again and again with increasing ferocity. It filled him with intense rapture to be the first to embed his prick in her magnificent snatch, and he was positive she would never be able to forget it.
�Honey! Damn! Ooohhh, fuck! I'm going to cum! Fuck, baby! Buck on it! Uuunnnggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Climax, sweet! Cum! Cum! Cccuuummm! Hhhhuuuunnnngggghhhh! Feel it, Jo! I'm shooting off in you! Feel it! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh!�
Jo did feel the pulsing jets spew into her cunt. They sprayed the opening of her uterus with unbelievable pressure, and filled her vagina so full the viscous liquid seeped out past his cock and oozed down over her bung. The squirting gusher triggered a heated flare in her pelvis that stormed out to her nerve ends in a galvanic rush that left her quivering and vibrating beneath her dad.
She clutched at him with both arms and twined her legs around his waist to wait for the furor and convulsions to abate.

CHAPTER EIGHT

�We'd better break this up now,� Dan said quietly.
He grunted when she unwound her limbs from around him and he pushed himself to his feet. A vaginal fart hissed from her cunt when the head of his joint vacated the tunnel, and when he looked down, he saw that a thick river of their combined fuck juices flecked with blood was flowing out of her twat and forming a puddle on the bedspread between her ripe buns.
Jo mewed and rubbed her still palpitating abdomen. �I sure feel strange, Dad. Like I'm all weak and beat, you know? Is it supposed to be like that?�
�Sometimes, when it's been particularly good.� Even now, with his balls drained dry, her magnificent torso, her rose-tipped cones and curl-ringed pussy excited carnal lust. Her sweetness, purity, and heart-tugging innocence sent his senses swimming, and it aggravated him to know that she would have the same effect on him for years to come. �You'll have to change your bed linen, too. Let's clean up and get dressed before Peg gets back.�
Tearing his eyes from her bewitchingly seductive figure, Dan headed for the hallway and his room, upset and fatigued. After stripping off his pants and jock strap, he stuffed them in the hamper and washed himself before donning clean clothes. A quick swipe with the hair brush made him ready. Picking up his billfold, car keys and other pocket items, he started for the front door, meeting Jo coming out of the hall bath on the way.
�Are you going some place, Dad?�
�Yes. Listen. When Peggy comes home, I want you to tell her exactly what I told you about this sex thing. She's interested too, but I'm just not up to going through it again. Can you handle it?�
She nodded, frowning thoughtfully. �I think so. You don't want me to say anything about us, do you?�
�God, no! And don't mention it to anyone else, either. I'm going downtown, and I don't have any idea when I'll be back. Try and keep a lid on things, will you? If Brenda calls, tell her� tell her I'll try and see her later.�
�All right. I'll do my best.�
He kissed her, feeling the heat from her bare flesh penetrate his clothing, and the pressure of her stiff nipples against his chest. Without looking down at her luscious body, he spun away and walked rapidly to his car. The one problem that troubled him most was the impelling reflex action toward the girls that was getting totally out of hand, and he was resolutely determined to find the answer to it, either on his own or through the help of a psychiatrist.
The main library was a block long edifice that should contain what he sought. Depositing the car in a lot, he walked in, nodded to the smiling elderly woman behind the counter, then struck out for the non-fiction area.
It took him a while to locate the books he wanted, tomes that covered sexual aberrations and unnatural acts, written by or co-authored with medical doctors, shrinks, and behavioral scientists. Carrying the volumes to a table in the far corner, he sat down and began pouring over the texts, selecting from the index only those pages that dealt with his particular situation.
The words seemed to leap out at him, boggling his mind as he read about confessions and family histories that duplicated his own. Though the girls involved were generally older than his daughters, the acts performed were nearly the same, and the father's attitudes coincided with the way he felt.
One authority after another said almost the same thing; that many men harbored incestuous thoughts toward their offspring, much more in fact than the average person suspected. The majority of the fathers described indulged in everything from casual petting to out and out vaginal fucking of their girls along with all other acts in between.
What astounded Dan most was that the authors looked upon this supposed deviation with respect and understanding, provided the men guided the girls lovingly and not with vicious intent. One and all, they seemed to agree that a young lady suffered no ill effects from sexual attentions given by her father, and several stated that some eight out of ten girls actually benefited, and that the acts did cement family relations.
He turned to stare out the high grimy window and ponder what Brenda had told him about her own experience. Perhaps there was something to all this after all, and maybe he wasn't the vile ogre he pictured himself to be.
Bending back over the books, he resumed absorbing what the learned experts had to say. Instance after instance was cited where young girls had submitted to their fathers in every fashion, in some cases with the express approval of the mother, who had gone through the same thing herself. He read and reread certain passages, not noticing the passing of time until he sensed someone standing by his shoulder.
�I'm sorry, sir, but it's six o'clock. Time to close.�
�Oh, excuse me. I didn't realize it was so late.�
The librarian, who looked to be in her fifties, leaned over to help him close the books, brushing her balloonlike breasts against his arm in a way that he thought was intentional.
�That's quite a subject you've been studying,� she said in a religiously practiced soft voice. �I've read up on it myself, and I found most of it quite interesting, particularly some of the shocking things that girls and women do.�
�Yes, it is engrossing.� Dan stood and stacked up the books, then started to pick them up.
�Oh, don't bother. I'll take care of them.� She looked up at him coyly, fluttering lids over large brown eyes. �If you're really curious about the topic, I have some excellent books at home that they won't permit in here. My name is Mabel Garner. I'm in the phone book. You could drop over some evening. I'm quite alone.�
�Thank you. I may do that. Goodbye for now.�
He made a fast exit, wondering if the woman was a female-type lecher or whether she thought the subject was a good lead-in to a fuck. Either way, he wasn't interested. The afternoon of study had paid off, and his nagging conscience was beginning to let up. He wasn't abnormal at all, only different than some men. It was a relief to know that.
On the way home, he stopped off to fortify himself with a couple of drinks and digest his new knowledge before facing his daughters again. When he resumed his journey, he was light-hearted and felt as though he had a new lease on life.
The house was lit up when he arrived. Walking jauntily into the living room, he heard noises in the kitchen and went in to see his daughters with an air of not having a care in the world. Peggy was setting two places at the table and looked up when he came in. She was still wearing the shorts and halter outfit, and her shapely figure reeked of desirability.
�I didn't know when you'd be back, but dinner's ready. Want to eat now?�
�Sure. I'm famished. Where's Jo?'�
�Oh, Debbie Fuller called and invited her over to eat with them. You know, she lives over on the next street. Jo said she'd be home at nine.�
�I see. Okay.� He sat down and started on his salad while Peg took a casserole from the oven and brought it over. �Smells good.�
�I hope you like it.�
When they had filled their plates, Dan asked, �Did Jo have a chance to talk to you this afternoon?�
The girl nodded. �About what you told her? Uh huh.�
Dan forked up a mouthful and chewed. �What did you think? Did anything she said surprise you?�
�Gosh, yes! I didn't know there was so much to it! Having babies doesn't seem to have much to do with� oh, you know.�
�You mean fucking, honey?�
�Yeah, and that other stuff. Like what you did to me. From what Jo told me, it's just supposed to be a lot of fun. Is it?�
He waited to swallow. �Absolutely. It's not exactly a game, but it's meant to be enjoyed. People are built for that specific purpose. Tell me, what did you think was the strangest part of it?�
Peggy ate while she mulled that over. She still had a few questions, but most of them had been answered, and she tried to think which was the most odd. �I guess that thing about a girl sucking a guy's� cock. I can't figure out what either of them get out of it.�
�That's easy, baby. Most girls and women enjoy sucking a cock and tasting fuck juice, and the guy gets pleasure from having a girl make him cum that way. It's something like the way we both felt when I licked your cunt.�
�Oh, I think I get it now. But what about what you did to my behind? Is that as good as� as fucking me in the other place?�
�Pretty much, once you get used to it. The point is, you have to want to do these things before you can get any fun out of them.�
Dan let that sink in while they finished their meal in silence. His organ was already hard and thumping, and he had plans for the girl later on, but he wanted to go into it gently, as the books had recommended. He put down his fork, lit a cigarette, then picked up his coffee cup.
�Peggy, let the dishes go. I think it would be nice if we took a shower and relaxed this evening. You didn't have anything planned, did you?�
�No.� She was scowling at him apprehensively. �You didn't mean we should take a shower together, did you?�
�Of course,� he replied nonchalantly. �Why not? We don't have anything to hide from each other, do we? Besides, now that you know what it's all about, I thought you might find it a bit more interesting to see how a man is put together.�
�I'm not so sure, Dad. To tell you the truth, I've kinda been trying to forget that stuff.� A shiver ran through her. �I don't even want to remember seeing Jo and Brenda together like they were.�
Dan reached across to take her hand while he spoke soothingly to her. �I can appreciate that, sweet. The thing is, you must know these things if you ever want to grow up. It's all part of life. You trust me, don't you?�
She had to avert her eyes. After his licking her and ramming her rump with his huge cock, she didn't know whether she could believe him or not. When Jo had told her she knew all about it that afternoon, her sister had passed it off as though it was nothing, but it was to her.
�I guess I do, Dad, if you tell me what's going to happen.�
�Let's let that take care of itself, honey.� He rose to his feet and picked up his cigarettes, then stepped to the counter to mix a drink. �You clear the table and stack the dishes, and I'll go get things started in my bathroom. We'll have to make it fast, because it's already seven-thirty.�
�All right. Give me five minutes.� Peggy was filled with anxious foreboding as she set about her task. She had to admit, if only to herself, that she was leery of what he might do to her with his mammoth muscle. If he forced her to suck it, and shot that gunk into her mouth, she was certain it would gag her. And if he wanted to stick it in her cunny, she was afraid she couldn't take it.
Dan undressed and draped his clothes over the closet doorknob, then carried his highball into the bathroom. He ran his electric razor-over his face, brushed his teeth, then turned on the shower to lukewarm. He was laying out fresh towels when Peggy appeared in the doorway, her smooth bare body gleaming and her arms dangling at her sides.
�All set, sweetheart?�
Her stare was fixed on the enormous pole angling up from his groin and the hairy sack that hung between his muscular thighs. �I guess so.�
�Fine. Let's get in.� He opened the door, helped her into the tub, then followed her. When she turned to face him, he marveled again at how a mere eleven-year-old could have such a perfectly formed body. She didn't seem to be aware that her long nipples were hard and pointing straight out from her tits. While she gawked at his rigid joint and scrotum, he gazed at the thick puffy lips of her twat that poked out through the clipped pubic hair.
�When you're hard like that, it means you want to do something with it, doesn't it?� she asked timidly.
�Usually, but I'm sure Jo told you about the different ways to take care of it. Stand still and let me soap you down.�
He sudsed up a cloth, then began washing her fascinating figure, starting at her neck and working down. She flinched slightly when he got to her fleshy globes, but she didn't back away, letting him caress the twin mountains as long as he liked. He did her belly, legs and snatch, then turned her around to get at her back. As soon as he was finished with her buns, he shoved his swollen dick into the crack of her ass and reached around her to fondle her wet tits and foam-covered pussy.
�That's not so bad, is it?� he whispered, kissing her hair and the side of her neck.
She was trembling inside, and wondered if he could feel it. The hot hard cockhead punching into her anal crevice was disturbing, forcing her to recall how it had felt spearing into her colon. He was feeling her tenderly, squeezing her boobies and sliding a soap-slick finger up and down the slash between her thighs.
�No, it's not. Do you want me to wash you, now?�
�In a second. Do you like me to touch you like this on your tits and cunt?�
She couldn't say no. It was pleasant. Surging tingles were rumbling out from her pelvis to all parts of her body, particularly her nipples. The titanic piston dancing in her ass crack was no longer gross, but felt snug and cozy, putting her at ease.
�I think I do. It's sure different from anything I've ever done. Do you like it?�
�You bet! More than you'll ever know.� He dropped his hands and backed up under the stinging spray. �All right. You can wash me now.�
Peggy turned around, grabbed the cloth, and scrubbed him down. She was hesitant about doing his cock and balls and left them till last, but when she crouched down to wash them, she let the cloth slip from her fingers and soaped them up with her hands, feeling the strength in his giant cock and lingering over the queer sack that contained two marblelike objects.
�That's the girl!� Dan groaned as she massaged his genitals. �Now, why don't you reach back and slip a finger in my ass? That's the only way to get it clean.�
The shower rain was shooting over his shoulders and rinsing his peter as she groped behind his tool, located his bung, and speared her index finger through the sphincter. She had never felt inside a human body, not even her own, and when his anal muscle clamped on her digit, she let out a squeal.
�Eeeyyyooowww! Daddy! God! Do I feel like that in my butt? It's so hot, and tight! Jeepers!�
He looked down at her tender young mouth that was only a hands breadth away from the tip of his straining poker. His immediate inclination was to jam his blood-gorged prick into her mouth, but he held back to let her do it of her own volition.
�Yes, baby, you're just like that. Kiss my cock, now. And suck on it a little bit. I promise I won't cum in your mouth if you don't want me to.�
The chilling fright returned when she tried to imagine stretching her lips over his tremendous cock. It wasn't nearly as terrifying as it had been, but she still had qualms about taking it in her mouth and sucking on it. �Do I really have to, Daddy? Is it so important that I do?�
�I believe it is, Peg. You're going to do it to someone sooner or later. Wouldn't you rather it be me that you try out on?�
Her lower lip was quivering when she nodded her head. She had to agree with him. If it had to be, she would much rather do it to her father than some snotty boy. Her finger was still embedded in his ass and her other hand was cradling his balls when she leaned forward and began kissing the bulbous knob of his organ. It was clean, she knew that, and there was no flavor to it except a faint soapy taste.
�Uuunnnggghhh! Ooohhh, baby! That's what I wanted! Kiss it, darling! Kiss it real good, then suck it! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Oh, damn! Pump your ringer in my ass! Aaaggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! You're doing fine! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuunnnggghhh!�
The girl was becoming strangely excited when she realized how much effect she was having on him. It was exhilarating to know that just by using her mouth and hands, she could give him so much pleasure. Since it didn't hurt her at all, and there was clearly nothing to fear, she was beginning to enjoy it.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff!�
Dan's legs were quaking and his bung hole was clenching tighter as he rumped her wet hair and watched her nibble on his aching joint. Gradually, almost as if she were doing it unconsciously, her lower jaw dropped and she was taking his flaming organ into her mouth. He first felt her sharp little teeth on the turgid end of his poker, then her raspy tongue was wiping back and forth on the sensitive underside. She was sucking like a pro, even though she'd never given a blow job.
�Honey! Ooohhh, Christ! Baby! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! That's so good! That's perfect! Suck it, darling! Put your mouth way down on it and suck! Aaaaaarrrggghhh! Uuunnnggghhh! Ungh! Ungh! I'm going to pump it now! Just keep sucking! Unf! Unf! Unf! Unf!�
The massive cock was thumping against her palate as she moved her lips farther down the shaft. His hair tickled her mouth. She applied pressure to his dick, drawing her cheeks in, and swabbed it with her tongue. Time seemed to stop, and they were closeted away from the world. There was only a blistering heat in her bowels, and a frantic desire to satisfy her father.
�Uuuuuummmmmm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff! Uuummm!�
Dan's body was tense and his neck was bowed as he watched his thrumming pecker glide in and out of her mouth. His balls were pulling up into his crotch, and her stabbing finger in his rectum was titillating his prostate. The powerful rush of seething jizz from his nuts was racing through his tubes at breakneck speed. If he was going to pull out, it had to be now.
�Peggy! Ooohhh, fuck! I'm going to cum!Baby! Take your mouth away if you don't want me to shoot in it! Ung! Ung! Ung! Peg! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Ung! Ung! Ung!�
The girl heard him, as if from a distance, but his words didn't register. Blood was pounding in her head and her ears were buzzing loudly. She could feel thick hot fluid oozing into her cuntal slit, and droplets were falling onto her ankles. A marvelous phenomenon was happening behind the walls of her abdomen, an incredible miracle that she never wanted to stop.
�Aaauuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuummmfff!�
Unable to corral his response to her gobbling mouth any longer, Dan flexed his knees and began fucking her face ferociously, pushing his thick throbbing member past her tonsils and into her throat. He went deeper with each thrust, feeling her trying to swallow his distended cockhead.
�Baby! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Ooohhh, Peg! Fffuuuccckkk! Oh, God! Blow me, darling! Suck daddy off! It's coming, sweet! Suck it harder! Harder! Aaaggghhh! Uuuhhhng! Ung! Uhng! Hhhuuunnnggghhh!�
Peggy's lips were still smacking noisily on his prick when he suddenly pulled back, leaving only the smooth tip between her lips. Then he went rigid, jerked, and his hands tightened on her head. She only had time for one deep inhale before a fountain of frothy cum spilled into her mouth, washing over her tongue and teeth and bloating her cheeks. She began gulping, too stunned to pull away and spit it out.
�Uuummm� uuummm� uuummm� uuummm!�
�Peggy!� he croaked, throwing his head back. �Ooohhh, Peggy! Oh, Jesus! You did just what daddy wanted! Baby! Uuuhhh!�
When the torrent slackened, Peggy was able to savor the fluid her dad had poured into her mouth. She found it had the consistency of cream, and it had a mild, bitter-sweet flavor. She carefully sucked out the last drops, swallowed, then removed her mouth from his dick and pushed herself onto her feet. A quick swipe with her hand took care of the flecks of cum still clinging to her lips.
�Is that all I'm supposed to do, Daddy?�
He leaned against the wall, breathing hard and fast. �That's all, honey. Do you know now why girls suck cocks?�
�Uh huh. It'd take some getting used to, but it's not all that bad.�
�I'm glad you look at it that way. Let's rinse off and get out of here, now. We're running out of hot water.�
Dan turned the taps off, then they stepped out to dry off. He watched Peg towel her body to a tempting rosy glow, thankful that he had taken the time to check those books by the experts. Now he could let his sexual craving run rampant without being guilt-ridden and anguished about it.
�What now?� Peg asked as she hung up her towel.
�Nothing, right now. Why don't we put our robes on and watch TV for a while till Jo gets home?�
�Sounds okay. She started out of the room with her trim buns bobbling saucily, then stopped at the door and turned. �Daddy, are we going to do stuff like that all the time, now?�
�I hadn't really thought about it, but there's no reason why we shouldn't. I read some books today about that very thing that I'll tell you about later. What I say might get rid of any doubts you still might have.�
�Oh, I don't have any doubts. Heck, I'm just learning. I was only wondering, is all.�
He was still swiveling his head in amazement as he went into the bedroom for his robe. Peg, in all her youthful naiveness, had put it in a nutshell. There was no cause for doubts now. There was only room for happiness and jubilation. He recovered his glass from the bathroom and proceeded down the hall.
The phone was ringing when he reached the living room, and he crossed over to the desk to answer it.
�Good evening, master,� Brenda said, mocking Bela Lagosi. �I was wondering what your plans were for this evening. My fangs are sharp, and I believe I could suck a little blood from your prick.�
Dan chuckled into the receiver. �Think so, huh? Sorry, doll. Jo's out, and I have to stick around to make sure she gets home okay. Besides, I just got out of the shower.�
�Damnit, damnit! It's always something! How do you expect a girl to exist without a little male fuck juice to survive on?�
�You'll manage. Incidentally, I went to the library this afternoon to check on what you said. Turns out you were right. Frankly, I was amazed.�
�I see.� Her tone was subdued now. �I'm beginning to get the picture. What you mean is that you're experimenting with those two overdeveloped youngsters of yours. That's it, isn't it? You're showing them all the tiny delights so you can grow your own harem.�
�Brenda, that's enough. Even if I am, it was your idea. I was only admitting that you knew what you were talking about. You don't have to read anything into that.�
�I may be dumb, but I'm not stupid. They're two nifty little twists. Who wouldn't want to dick them? I'm not blaming you, I just want to get at the truth. You sure seem to be avoiding me, and I want to know why.�
�Don't talk nonsense. You know I'm crazy about your cunt, and the rest of you, too. We'll get together. What's the hurry?�
�My pussy, that's what's the hurry! Tomorrow or not? Last chance.�
Dan was hoping to have a few days alone with the girls to try out all the things he had dreamed up since leaving the library, but he also yearned for Brenda's expert attentions.
�All right. Tomorrow. I'll call you at home or the office.�
�You'd better. Goodnight, lover. Give them a fuck for me.�
When he hung up and turned around, he found Peggy standing only a few feet behind him, staring at him with disbelief.

CHAPTER NINE

Not knowing how much of the conversation the girl had heard, Dan tried to pass it off lightly. �That's a very pretty nightie. I don't think I've seen it before, have I?�
Her gown was a red, knee length gauzy affair with a ruffled flounce around the bottom, and thin straps that ran over her shoulders to hold it up. Her immense breasts pushed it out away from her body, and through the flimsy material he could see the dark shadows of her nipples and pubic thatch.
She ignored his question. �That was Brenda, wasn't it?�
�Uh huh.� He stepped over to pull the drapes across the big front windows, then strode casually to his chair. When he sat down, she moved around in front of him.
�Why did you say you liked her cunt?� Tears were brimming in her dark blue eyes. �Are you having sex with her, too?�
He put his glass on the table next to him and rubbed his jaw. �Honey, adults do things sometimes that seem stupid to children, but there's usually a reason for it. You know that your mother and I haven't been getting along too well for some time.�
She compressed her lips and wiped the tears away. �I know, but you didn't answer me. What about Brenda? Is she your� girl friend?�
�I guess you might say that. We're very close. It shouldn't upset you, though. I thought you and Jo were nuts about her.�
�We are, but just as a friend. I didn't know you were, like, doing things with her. Are you going to divorce mom and marry her?�
�We haven't decided yet. It's possible. Would-you object very much if I did?�
�Oh, Daddy!� she said chokingly. She crawled up in the chair, straddling his hips with her knees, threw her arms around him, and buried her face in the hollow of his neck. �I'm scared you'll love her more than you do us! She's so darn beautiful!�
�Hey, now.� He put his arms around her and rubbed her back from her shoulders to her firm, rounded rump. �It wouldn't be like that at all. You and Jo are my girls, and nobody will ever take your place. I'd love her, sure, but I'd love you just as much, only a little bit differently.�
Dan continued to stroke her soothingly until she calmed down, feeling the warmth of her body and the pressure of her tremendous globes against his chest. His prick was rising, shoving the robe away and poking out. He had thought that the blow job in the shower would satisfy his all-consuming sexual appetite for a while, but the nearness of her ripe pussy to his extended cock kindled his avaricious lust once again.
Peggy's gown was bunched up around her hips, and her crotch was bare. When she relaxed and let her leg muscles go limp, she sagged down into his lap and felt his erect piston poke her in the cunt. Startled, she pulled her torso back to look at him.
�Dad! You're hard again! How come?�
He grinned at her wryly. �That's what you do to me, kitten. There's nothing I can do about it. I guess you're just too damn pretty.�
The compliment made her smile and her eyes shine. �Oh, Daddy. You're just saying that.�
�Not at all. Let me show you how you effect me.�
Pushing a hand under her nightie, Dan circled the root of his dick with his fingers and thumb, then began rubbing his cockknob against the soft bush that covered the puffy lips of her twat. He squirmed the tip around in her crotch, moved it out to her ass hole, then drew it toward him through the slick crevice of her pussy.
�Gosh, Dad, that makes me tingle! You know, just like you did when you licked me! Wow! It sure is hot!�
Dan was twitching as he sloshed the head of his joint around in her tender canyon, spreading her labia and teasing her tiny clit. His groin was inflamed, his eyes were becoming glassy, and his rod was pulsing in his hand. He was so intent on manipulating his dick in her slit he wasn't aware she was leaking lubricating mucous till it began trickling down his shaft.
�Is that exciting you?� he rasped.
�I don't know. I think so. I feel kinda weird down there.�
�Do you want me to stop, honey?�
�No. Not yet. It's kinda nice.�
He arched his neck down and bent forward to burrow his face into her soft tits, kissing them through the filmy gown. She mewed softly, then he felt her pulling his face into her lush cones and shoving them against him. Sliding the bulbous end of his pecker down to her vaginal opening, he began twirling it around the rim, not putting it in, but wetting it thoroughly with her liquid.
�Ooohhh, Daddy,� she simpered. �Ooohhh! Wow! That's making me so hot I'm starting to sweat! Jeez! Ooohhh! My heart's going a mile a minute. Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Dad! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!�
She couldn't control the fluttering vibrations that shook her as he wiggled the stiff flaming pole around that most sensitive spot in her crotch. It made her skin prickle, and she was panting in small gasps. Glancing down, she saw that her long nipples were again sticking out proudly, making points in her nightie. She felt giddy, and it was difficult to think of anything else except the delirious pleasure he was giving her.
Dan leaned back and slipped his free hand under her thigh and up onto her taut buttock. He was aroused beyond the point of return, and ached to plow his turgid poker into her dewy sheath. Her face was flushed and her breathing quick and shallow. When she dropped her trembling hands to his shoulders and dug her nails in like claws, he knew she was ready for the ultimate experience.
�Baby, we're going to do it now,� he said in a gravely voice. �We're going to fuck. Just take it easy and don't get nervous.�
Peggy was in such a deep state of euphoria that his words didn't register. Her lids were half closed, eyeballs rolled back in their sockets, and her mouth was open. All she could manage was a soft guttural whisper. �Uh-huh! Uh-huh! Un-huh!�
He inserted his cockhead into her soppy, dilated orifice, then put both hands on her small waist. It was only when he began pulling her down onto his bloated erection, cramming his pole into her wet, slippery tunnel that she awakened from her rapture and gaped at him with dumbfounded awe.
�Daddy, it's in me! You're not going to put it in there, are you? Jeez, don't! You'll make me have a baby! Please, Dad! Not there! You'll make me pregnant! Ooohhh, no! Don't!�
�Hush, baby! Quiet, now! There's nothing to worry about! I won't give you a baby! Don't get excited! It's going to be all right!�
Keeping a steady pressure on her hips, Dan forced her cunt down over his distended pecker. The fistlike sheath clamped on his thrumming tool and felt as though it was sucking him into her. Then, as the compressed walls of her virgin vagina began to strangle his dick, the head bumped against her hymen, and she winced.
�Daddy, no! It's starting to hurt! Don't! Don't put it in any farther! I'm afraid, Dad! Really! Jeez! Ooohhh, no!�
�Just one quick jab, baby, and it'll be all over! Hang on to me, now! Don't panic! You'll be fine in a second!�
Dan pulled his feet close to the chair for better leverage, gripped her waist tightly, then heaved off the cushion to break her cherry and impale his organ to the root in her pussy. Peggy's sharp nails pierced his robe and penetrated the skin on his back, her body arched with an epileptic-type spasm, and her face mottled red as she screamed.
�Aaarrrggghhh! Gggaaahhh! No! No! Dddaaaddddyyy! Oh, nnnooo! Wwwaaa! Www Aaa! Ooohhh, God! Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!�
When her naked ass was resting on his thighs and their pelvic bones were pressed tightly together, Dan slid his hands up her back and hugged her to him. Even though he wanted desperately to bang her, he knew he would have to wait until she got over the shock of losing her virginity.
�That's it, honey,� he said quietly. �Hold onto daddy for a minute. Don't cry. There, now. There's nothing more to be afraid of. You're fine. It's all right. There, there. Easy, sweetheart. Easy, now.�
Peg was gulping down the sobs that threatened to choke her, still dizzy from the flash of agony that was disappearing nearly as fast as it had come on. As the pain eased, she let her tense muscles go slack and sagged against him, wiping her tear-stained cheeks on the shoulder of his robe. She could feel his monstrous penis thumping rhythmically against the walls of her vagina as she pushed herself upright and looked at him pensively.
�It's not so bad now, but it sure threw me for a second. Why did it hurt so much, Dad?�
�All girls have a small piece of tissue inside them, baby. It has to be broken before they can be a woman and enjoy sex. Now, you never have to worry about it again. It's done and over. Are you all right?�
�Uh huh. My tummy sure feels full, though. And your cock is jiggling inside me. Is this what fucking is?�
He smiled, took her hand, and kissed her palm. �No, honey. We'll do that now, if you're ready. What I'll do is pump it in and out of you like I did to your ass. Think you can handle it?�
�If you think so. What do I do?�
�Nothing, this time. Later on I'll show you�� They both heard the door open and swiveled their heads in that direction.
�Hi! I'm home!� Jo shut the door and locked it, then walked over to the chair they were in. �What's going on? It looks like you two are making love or something.�
The folds of Peg's gown hid the fact that Dan's organ was completely embedded in her pussy. They both stared at Jo mutely until Peggy tried to get off his lap, and he held her down. The situation was awkward, and Dan wasn't sure whether he wanted either of the girls to know what he was doing to the other. That point wasn't covered in the books, and he needed time to think it out. The last thing he wanted was friction or jealousy.
�We were just talking, Jo,� he said. �Did you have a nice dinner?�
�Terrific! Ham, candied yams, hot rolls, the works. Hey, did you guys know you're missing a heckofa show? There's a comedy special on. It just started.�
To Dan's consternation, Jo turned on the TV, twisted the dial, then went to the couch to plop down. He not only couldn't remove his stiff prick from Peg's twat, he didn't want to. The sizzling tissues of her vagina were squeezing his tool delightfully, and scalding jizz was bubbling in his balls. The only thing he could hope for was that during a commercial, Jo might leave the room long enough for him to get his rocks off.
Peggy leaned close to his ear and whispered, �Daddy, what are we going to do? You're still so hard, and she'll see it if I get off! Don't you want her to see it? Is that it? If I stay like this and don't watch the program, she'll think something's funny!�
He was about to whisper an answer back when Jo turned their way. �Peg? Don't you want to see this? It's hilarious, kid!�
He sighed and patted Peg's arm. �Okay, kitten. There's no sense in pretending. Go ahead and get off. We can always do this later.�
Jo was still looking at them, waiting for her sister to reply, when Peggy slowly raised her cunny off Dan's quivering pole and slid out of the chair. When Jo saw his erection and the milk-matted hair on his shaft, her eyes bulged.
�What the�? You two were fucking, weren't you! That's why she was in your lap, isn't it, Dad! Jeez! And I didn't even half suspect it! No wonder you looked so funny! Wow!�
�All right, so you caught us,� Dan said, grinning to hide his embarrassment. �Turn around, or you'll miss the show. We'll talk about it afterward.�
He was going to cover his hard-on with his robe when he saw minute flecks of blood staining his dick from Peg's ruptured hymen. Deciding to wash off, he got up holding his robe parted and went toward the hall, his long thick poker bobbing in front of him.
Their father had no sooner left the room when Jo swung around to her sister and said in a loud stage whisper, �Did he have it in your cunt, kid? You know, in your vagina?�
Peggy saw no reason to lie. �Uh huh.�
�Did you really fuck? I mean, did he shoot that stuff in you?�
�No. He was going to, but you came home before we could even get started.�
Jo's brow wrinkled with sympathy. �It hurt, didn't it. Right at first. I know it did me.�
Now it was Peg's turn to be surprised. �You mean he fucked you? When? Where? God, I didn't know!�
The older girl's answer died on her lips when Dan returned to pick up his glass and head for the kitchen to get a refill. Both youngsters noticed that he was still sticking out in front, and they exchanged a smile before giving their attention to the TV.
Dan's �blue balls� were in bad shape. Their sheer hanging weight was pure torture. He regretted now that he hadn't simply gone ahead and fucked Peg while he had her magnificent twat wrapped around his prick, whether Jo watched or not. It would have been almost worth any repercussions it might have caused.
The reason he was so reluctant about the matter was because Brenda had once told him that most females, except lesbians of course, didn't like other females watching when they had sex. It struck him as funny at the time, but it wasn't so humorous right now. His reticence had cost him a wonderful fuck when he already had it in, and it also made him miserable.
�Oh, hell!� he muttered, stirring his highball. �I guess I can wait till we thrash it out.�
He joined the girls for the remainder of the �special,� and laughed so hard his cock became flaccid and the ache in his nuts went away. When the program ended, Peggy got up to turn the volume down, the glow from the screen outlining her body under the gown.
�Didn't you tell me you were going to say something to us about some books, Dad?� the younger girl asked, returning to her chair.
�Yes, I did, and this might be a good time to do it. Jo, why not get out of those clothes and put something else on? We'll wait for you.�
�Yeah, I'd like to. Does it make any difference what I wear?�
�Nope. You don't have to wear anything, if you don't want to. We're not expecting anyone that I know of.�
�Good. That's what I'll do then.� Still smarting over having caught them fucking, she tossed her sister a superior glance then stood up and began to strip. Blouse, skirt, bra and panties all went in a heap on the couch. When she was stark naked, she sat down again, leaning back with her legs parted just enough so that her father could see her cunny.
�Very nice.� Dan's piston had bolted to an erection in the process, making a tent in his lap. He undid the sash and threw the robe wide open to let them view his organ while he talked.
�Now, the reason for all this, is that I was getting worried about my interest in you girls. Sexually. I wasn't sure it was right, so I went to the library and read up on families just like ours who've done the same thing we're doing.�
The girls gave him their undivided attention while he related the highlights of what he'd discovered, and went into minute detail on some of the acts described, involving fathers and daughters. Before he finished, Jo was twisting a curl of pelvic hair around her finger, and Peggy was rubbing her folded hands up and down in her crotch.
�So you see, what's been happening here is not uncommon. We just started earlier than most, but you girls are undoubtedly more mature than the ones I've been telling you about. What it all boils down to is, you're getting a head start on a lot of other young ladies your age.�
His throat was parched from so much talking, and he stopped to take several large swallows from his drink. Next up was that other ticklish matter, but he wanted to proceed slowly and give them time to assimilate one thing before diving into another.
Jo cleared her throat. �And those girls in the books seemed to think it was really great that their dad did it to them, huh?�
�That's right. They felt much better prepared.�
�They were all virgins too, weren't they,� Peggy said.
Dan nodded. �At least those I read about. Some aren't, I suppose, but their fathers help them back on the right track.�
�I guess we get most of it,� Jo said. �What do we do now?�
�What do you want to do?� He glanced at each of them, and they shrugged.
Jo said, �I think you ought to tell us. We don't know that much about it.�
�Fine.� He dropped the bomb. �What do you think about fucking and everything in front of each other?�
The question made the girls look long and hard at each other. Dan could almost hear the wheels grinding as they evaluated their own capabilities as opposed to their sister. It was several minutes before they broke their stare and turned back to him.
�I wouldn't mind,� Peggy said. �Only I wouldn't want her to giggle or anything. That'd be too much.�
�There's nothing funny about it, but it might be fun to watch. What about you, Jo?�
�Sure, I'm all for it.� She looked at Peggy meaningfully. �Then we wouldn't have to worry about interrupting things, would we.�
Sensing the strain between his daughters, Dan decided to get right into it before they changed their minds or got into a silly argument. He rose and shrugged off his robe, then stretched out on the floor with his thick poker pointed at the ceiling.
�Let's see how this works out. I'll finish my fuck with Peg, and eat you at the same time, Jo. Peggy, sit down on my cock just like you were doing in the chair, and Jo Ann, you squat your cunt on my mouth, facing Peg. That way, you can watch each other.�
The younger girl stood up and defiantly pulled her nightie off over her head. Before Jo got moving, she was already straddling Dan and dropping to her knees, aiming her dripping twat at his hard cockhead.
�Shall I put it in, Daddy?�
�Yeah. C'mon, Jo.�
Jo's eyes were glued to her sister's hand as she fumbled to slip the enormous prick into her hole. She was still watching as she crouched down over Dan's face and lowered her wet snatch to his waiting mouth. Then Peggy straightened up and she saw the huge hairy muscle disappear into the younger girl's cunt.
�Uuuhhh!� Peggy moaned. �Ooohhh, Dad! Aaaggghhh! Jeez, it's a lot better this way, with you laying down! Hhh uuuhhh! Oh, God! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh!�
While Peggy's juice-slick snatch was swallowing his organ, Dan was staring up into Jo's coral-tinted cuntal maw, peering at the dilated orifice of her vagina and the puckered opening of her bung. Tiny beads of feminine mucous clung to the fleshy petals of her slash, and the oozing hole was making like someone trying to whistle. Gripping her by the upper thighs, he pulled her down and began swabbing the honey-sweet crevice with his tongue.
When Peggy felt his cock punching her womb and their pelvises touching together, she looked over to see his chin wriggle as he slurped noisily at Jo's cunny. Excitement washed through her like a fever, and she started to raise and lower her milk-filled sheath on his prick, slowly at first, then picking up speed as the stiff tool massaged her tender inner walls.
�Huh! Huh! Huh! Ooohhh, dad! Gggoooddd! Ooohhh! Hhhuuu! Hhhuuu! Oh, jeepers! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Jeez! Oh, it's going so far in! Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!�
Watching the giant poker stab in and out of her sister's twat made her father's exotic swishing tongue all the more thrilling for Jo. She let herself go completely, undulating her hips and grinding her titillated slit against his face. His nose was pressed against her ass hole, and she could feel his steamy breath blowing into her anus and up her vaginal tube.
�Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Aaarrrggghhh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Daddy! Oh, dad! Gggaaahhh! Gggaaahhh! Oh, there! There! Lick me, daddy! Justlike you were doing it before! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Gggnnnuuuuuuhhh! Oh, my dear God! Gggoooddd! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh!�
Beneath them, with his cock spearing deep into Peggy's hammering twat and his tongue probing Jo's writhing cunt, he distinctly sensed that they were competing. Peg's hips were corkscrewing and spiraling her flaming vagina on his pole, and her ass was thwacking so hard on his thighs he could hear it from there. Jo was twisting and undulating her box against his mouth like a wanton whore, and she was begging for more.
�Uuuuuummmmmmffffff! Uuummm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff!�
The girls were all fiercely intent as they watched each other's cunt and swaying, slapping titties. Though they were vying against each other, and their pussies were ablaze with fiery passion, they were still intrigued by the other girl's naked body and the way she was getting sexual satisfaction.
Suddenly, Peggy burst forth with all the filthy expletives she could think of. �Fuck me, daddy! Fuck me! Fffuuuccckkk! Oh, God! Stick your cock way up me! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Damn! Oh, shit! Fuck! Fuck! Oh, daddy, your prick is so fucking big! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Jesus! More! More! Fuck me! Gggaaahhh! Oh, Christ! Fffuuuccckkk!�
Caught up in the crazy, wild orgy, Jo followed suit, feeling her climax being rapidly brought on by her father's flicking, darting tongue. �Daddy! Oh, damn, lick me! Lick my cunny! Make me cum! I wanna cum! Ooohhh, dad! God! Fuck me with your tongue! Fuck! Aaarrrggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Ooohhh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Dad! For God's sake, lick me! I wanna climax! Aaarrrggg! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Aaarrrggghhh!�
Buried under the two rampant, tempestuous pussies, Dan heard their pleas and gave them what they wanted. He pushed his tongue as far into Jo's vagina as he could and twirled it around while he heaved his ass off the floor to cram his throbbing joint into Peg's scorching tunnel. Blood-hot jizz was already pummeling its way towards his cock, and there was no way to hold it back.
�Dad, I'm� cccuuummmiiinnnggg!� Peggy shrieked. �OH, NOW!Now! Dddaaadddddyyyy! Now! Wwwaaahhh! Wwwaaahhh! Oh! Oh! I did it! I had a climax! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Hhhhuuuuhhhh! Huh! Huh! Ooohhh! Ooohhh!�
Jo slumped forward to place her palms on the floor. Her nails bit into the carpet as she looked back between her hanging, swaying tits to watch her father's chin as she climaxed.
�Eeeyyyooowww! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Daddy! Oh, Jesus! Don't stop!
" I'm cumming, but don't stop! Keep licking me! Ooohhh, God! I cant stand it, it's so wonderful! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Fffuuuccckkk! Aaarrrggghhh! Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Uh! Uh! Uh! uh!�
The torrential eruption against her womb made Peggy's eyes bug out. As the boiling sperm splashed into her in jet after spewing jet, she couldn't believe she had taken such a spurting gusher in her mouth, as she had done in the shower. His prick jerked for several seconds with each squirt, then it settled down to a steady pulsation in time with his heartbeat.
The girls looked at each other senselessly for a few minutes, then they withdrew their wet cunts from the prone figure of their fattier and slumped over weakly onto the floor. He could hear their tortured breathing as he struggled to a sitting position and held his head in his hands.
�Christ!� he murmured. �Christ!�
�Is there anything wrong, Daddy?� Jo wheezed.
�No. I just never thought anything like that would ever happen to me. It's going to take me a while to learn to cope with it.�
He twisted around, got up, then reeled to his chair where he stood and lit a cigarette. He was just turning back to tell the girls to go clean up when the doorbell rang, loud and insistently.
�Stay where you are,� Dan said, picking up his robe. �They've got to have the wrong house.�

CHAPTER TEN

Dan held a finger to his lips as a signal for the girls to be quiet, then tied the sash around his waist and crossed to the door. The combined fuck juices that had drooled from Peg's cunt soaked his cock, balls and pelvis, and he was anxious to get rid of whoever it was so he could wash off.
He intended to open the door only a crack, but the minute he twisted the knob, a hand pushed it wide and Brenda charged in, brushing past him and bringing with her the unmistakable aroma of expensive Scotch. He slammed the door and whirled around.
�What the hell do you think you're doing?�
�I thought I'd stop by and see how you were doing with your lessons, dear.� She eyed the two naked lovelies sprawled on the floor. �Aha! Getting right with it, aren't you. And both of 'em, too. My, my. Don't tell me you're getting old. How did you like it, kids? Getting balled is a ball, isn't it?�
Dan had known her long enough to realize she wasn't drunk, but she'd had just enough to make her brave. There wasn't much he could do now that she had seen the girls except go along with her and try to get rid of her as soon as he could.
�Sit down, Brenda. I'll get you a drink. Girls, pick up your things and go clean up.�
�And don't bother getting dressed,� the brunette said, dropping her purse by a chair. �It's silly to cover up such terrifically developed bodies.�
Jo and Peg tried to get a hint of what to do from their dad, but he was already on the way to the kitchen with his empty glass. They rose, picked up their things, and started for the hall, both of them ashamed at having Brenda know what they'd been doing.
Dan mixed two drinks, his stiff and hers light, cursing the idiotic circumstances that put him in this position. Brenda was by no means mentally deficient, and now she had the very tools she needed to coerce him into marriage. It didn't set well with him, and he was trying to figure a way out when he went back and found her carefully draping her skirt over the back of a chair.
All she was wearing was nylons, high heels, and a flame-red garter belt around her waist with long straps that ran down to her hose. She turned to him and smiled, spreading her feet wide apart so he could see the black ringlets that hung down in her crotch. The puffy aureoles and hard nipples of her majestic tits were aimed directly at his chest, and her pink slit gleamed amongst the ebony bush that surrounded it.
�Would you mind telling me what the fuck you've got on your mind?� he asked stonily as he handed her a highball.
�Just that, darling. A fuck. I want to join the party, too. Don't you want me to have any fun at all?�
�For Christ's sake, Brenda, think of the girls!� he said angrily as he took a seat in his chair.
�Oh, I am! I am!� She sat down and crossed her stupendous legs. �I know you're doing the best you can, but you can only show them one side of sex. I thought I'd help out with the other part.�
�Not with them, you don't! If you're so hot for a cunt, go find yourself a dyke. Leave my girls alone.�
She pouted at him prettily. �Oh, Dan. I don't think you understand females at all. A lot of us are bisexual, you know.�
�That may be, but my kids are only going to go one way. I mean it, Brenda. Don't mess with them. I've got enough on my hands without having to worry about that.�
The woman pulled cigarettes from her purse and lit one casually as she looked at him. �You're not being fair to them, you know. You can't dictate how they should live. The least you could do is give them a chance to make up their own minds. After all, how can you stop them if they find out they like girls, too?�
�I don't know, but I'm sure as hell going to try. Lesbianism isn't normal, and you know it.�
Brenda smiled sarcastically. �Neither is fucking your own kids, but you don't seem to let that bother you.�
�Look, the books I read today said that��
�Oh, fuck the books,� she said heatedly. �Sure, I know that quite often it's good for a father to guide his daughters into sex, but not everyone does it, do they? A good percentage, but not all of them. All right, it's the same with me. There are a lot of females like I am, but not all of them. The point is, everyone should have the chance to make up their minds what they want to do.�
The girls came back, still naked, and it dawned on Dan that he hadn't told them to put anything on. There didn't seem to be any sense in going through the motions of modesty now, especially with Brenda nearly naked. He motioned them to sit down. They were too young to hear this conversation, but he thought it would be a good idea to nip any notions in the bud while he could.
�Why don't you simply ask them, Brenda, if you're so damn sure of what you're saying. I'm sure of the answer you'll get.�
�Don't be.� The woman turned her sparkling coal black eyes on the girls. �Kids, I know this is all very new, but have you ever thought what it would be like to lick a girl's cunny like I'm sure your dad has done to you?�
Peggy shot a glance at her older sister, and it was apparent from their expressions that neither girl had ever considered such an act. Things were happening too fast for them, and the question, along with finding Brenda stripped in front of their father, left them more than a little bewildered.
�Gee, I don't know,� Jo said cautiously. �I don't believe we've ever thought about it. Is that something we're supposed to learn about too, Dad?�
�Not if you don't want to. Brenda's trying to make a point. Do either of you think you'd ever want to?�
�Wait a minute,� Brenda interjected, �let me say something before you answer. A girl's cunt is usually just as clean as a guy's cock, and she won't squirt a lot of cum in your mouth. One other thing. Imagine what it would be like to have a girl eat your cunny. She'd know exactly what you'd like, and could make you cum just as hard as a guy could.�
Peggy was wide-eyed. �Really? Well, I guess it does make sense, when you look at it that way. What do you think, Jo?�
�I'm not sure. I'd have to try it first before I could say.�
�Precisely!� the brunette exclaimed triumphantly. �See, Dan? That's what I mean.�
�All right, all right. But that doesn't solve anything.�
�No, but it's a start. Would one of you girls like to try it with me? I guarantee I can make you cum like crazy!�
�I think I'd like to see what it's like,� Peg said timidly. �Can I, Dad?�
He was in too deep to refuse now. If he did, the girls might think he was holding them back, and would be that much more interested in experimenting on their own. �If that's what you want, honey, go ahead. Just keep in mind that it's only a trial.�
Brenda was out of her chair and kneeling in front of the girl before Dan's words were out of his mouth. She pried Peggy's legs apart, then pulled her forward until her twat was hanging over the edge of the cushion.
�Jesus, doll, I haven't eaten such a tender young pussy in a long, long time!� She licked her lips as she stared into the girl's salmon-pink maw. �It's a shame you cut your hair, because that's a female's pride, but we'll make do anyway.�
Peggy looked at the brunette's lust-filled face through her cleavage, and a shiver raced through her. She was intoxicated with delight at the prospect of having such a gorgeous woman lick her girlish pussy. It didn't matter that her father and sister were there, because for the moment she and Brenda were the only two people in existence.
While Dan and Jo looked on, Brenda raised the girl's legs and draped them down her back, then she bent forward to kiss and lick the insides of Peg's thighs, working down toward her gaping emit. Jo was quivering visibly and, almost in a trance, she rose from her chair and crossed over to crouch down next to the pair so she could get a better view.
�Ooohhh, Brenda!� Peggy squealed. �Jeez! Aaaggghhh! Wow, do I like that! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Jesus! Ooohhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Gosh, you're as good as dad! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!�
Jo was positioned with her ripe ass facing toward Dan, and he could see her puckered anus and the curls of her snatch between her thighs. Her bare bottom looked like a pink, ripe peach, and it was too much of a golden opportunity to pass up. Pushing out of his chair, he peeled off his robe, then moved over to get on his knees behind her.
�We might as well get something out of this too, Jo,� he said, spreading her legs and inching up between her calves. Bending his dick down, he greased the shiny knob with her cuntal fluid, feeling the caked jizz on his pole from fucking Peg. When it was dripping wet with mucous, he raised his joint and pressed it against her bung.
�Not there, Daddy!� she whined, craning her head over her shoulder. �Fuck my cunt! It feels better than my ass!�
�I'll screw your butt for a while, then stick it up your twat, okay? I like your tight little rectum, too!�
Jo resumed watching and listening to Brenda slosh her tongue around in her sister's cunt while she felt her dad's hands slide up to her waist. A second later, he was cramming his monstrous cockhead through her sphincter, stretching the hole all out of proportion.
�Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Daddy! Ooohhh, fuck! Damn! My pussy juice sure made it go in slick, didn't it? Gggaaahhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Oh, God, Dad, fuck me! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! I can feel it in my twat, too! Aaarrrggghhh! Aaaggghhh!�
Dan watched his joint travel up her colon until it was impaled to the root, then he leaned over her back and felt her hanging tits with one hand while he fondled her snatch with the other. She shuddered under him, and backed up hard onto his prick.
�Oh, Jo! Uuunnnggghhh! God, I love to fuck you! Uuuhhh! Oh, shit! Wwwhhhuuunnnggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Aaaggghhh! Your ass is pure heaven! Fffuuuccckkk! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! Gggoooddd! Uuunnnggghhh! Baby, baby, baby! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh!�
Brenda's black tresses were tickling the insides of Peggy's thighs as the girl squirmed and writhed in the chair. The woman had taken her tiny clit between her lips and was sucking on it very gently. Peg was in paradise, and her flat belly was jumping from the palpitations in her groin. She was about to ask her to stick her tongue in her hole when she felt a finger worming its way into her anal cavity and gasped.
�Oh, my God, Brenda! My ass, too? Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Ooohhh, jeez! That's too much! Fuck! You're going to make me cum too quick! Brenda! Aaarrrggghhh! That makes me so darn hot! Ooohhh! Ooohhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh!�
The brunette moved her mouth down, lapping at the girl's slick petals all the way, then began rimming the milk-oozing hole. As she gulped the liquid honey from Peg's cunny, she felt her own hot cuntal fluid dripping from her over-full slash onto her ankles. It had been years since she'd had such a young cunny to eat, and she was insane with consuming passion.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuummmfff! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff!�
Dan was stroking his shit-streaked pecker in and out of Jo's tenaciously clinging rectum, and the tight ring of her opening was already tugging the jizz from his balls. His pelvis slapped against her fleshy buns resoundingly, and his swinging scrotum was banging her twat.
�Jjjooo! Ooohhh, Christ! What an ass! Hhhuuunnnggghhh! I love to fuck it! Squirm on it, baby! Buck on it! That's it! Oh, damn! Hung! Hung! Ungh! Ungh! Fffuuuccckkk! Aaaggghhh!�
�Do my cunt, daddy! Fuck my pussy, now! I'm getting too hot to wait!Please! Ooohhh, please! Hurry! I want to climax real hard! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! My cunt, dad, my cunt!Ooohhh! Ooohhh!�
He popped his organ from her bung, wiped off the feces with his hand, then plunged his flaming tool directly into her dilated twat hole. The squishy tissues clamped on it, then Jo began to squeeze with her muscles as he rammed her repeatedly and hard, hitting her uterus so hard she winced.
Peggy had Brenda's head in a scissors grip with her thighs and was humping off the chair to shove her cunny against the woman's greedy mouth. The beginnings of an orgasm were churning in her groin and she wanted desperately to cum.
�Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Oh, Brenda! You're making me do it! I'm going to climax in a minute! Oh, God! Fuck me with your tongue! Fuck me! Eat me! Lick it! Ooohhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Please! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!�
Brenda was so busy swishing her tongue in Peg's dewy hole and bringing the girl off she was hardly aware that Jo had circled her waist with an arm. Then she felt a hand kneading and caressing her massive tits and hard nipples, and her efforts increased.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff! Uuummm! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummm!�
Jo had been unable to resist the brunette's flopping, slapping titties any longer. She really wanted to suck on the mammoth mammaries, but couldn't reach them from where she was. Her dad's piston was driving into her pussy with quick, hard jabs, and each time the swollen head bumped her womb, a jolting shock sped through her.
�Gggaaahhh! Gggaaahhh! Oh, fuck me, daddy! I'm almost ready to cum! Fffuuuccckkk! Harder! Faster! Fuck me! Jjjeeeeeezzz! Ooohhh, God! Don't ever stop! Fuck me blind! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Brenda, your tits are so soft and wonderful! Ooohhh!�
Peggy was clinging to the chair arms for dear life as she heaved and gyrated her pussy. Her mind was a whirl, and the things in the room were spinning and dancing before her eyes. Then she was at the peak, and her orgasm burst forth with a thunderous roar.
�Nnnooowww! Brenda, nnnooowww! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Wwwwww Aaahhh! Wwwaaahhh! It's so good I cant stand it! Aaaaaarrrggghhh! Oh, Brenda! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!�
Dan gave Jo's sheath several violent thrusts, then slammed his belly against her ass and went rigid while his jerking dick spewed bubbling sperm into her snatch.
�jo! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Uuunnnggghhh! Gggoooddd! Oh, Christ! Wwwhhhuuunnnggghhh! Fffuuuccckkk! Uuuhhh! Uuuhhh! Oh, Jjjooo! Uh! Uh! Uh!�
Jo's hands fell away from Brenda and she sank to the floor as wave after delirious wave of enchanting bliss encompassed her body and soul, sucking the breath from her lungs and rending her sexual organs. She blacked out briefly, coming to just as her father was extracting his meaty pole from her twat.
�Ooohhh, Dad! That was the best ever! Jeepers! It was so good, I actually fainted! Ooohhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Ooohhh!�
A large blob of stringy gooey cum followed Dan's dick out of Jo's cunt and plopped onto the carpet beneath her. He glanced at it, shook his head, then crawled to his chair and hoisted himself up because his legs were so weak.
�Wheew! I'm not sure I can take any more of that tonight, girls!�
Brenda sat back on her haunches and wiped her face with a hand while she watched Peggy loll languorously in the chair, drooping and twitching. �I think your youngest has had it for a while, too. I gave her the works.�
Jo struggled to her feet awkwardly with her legs clamped together. As she minced her way across the room, thin rivulets of cream trickled down her thighs. �I'll be back in a minute. If I can make it, that is.�
�Bring me back a wet wash cloth, will you?� Dan asked.
He picked up his glass and drained it, then held it out to the brunette. Brenda took it, smiling silently, men went to get him another. He sighed, heavily and deeply, then lit a cigarette and watched Peggy slowly rouse from her stupor.
�Gosh!� the girl murmured weakly. �That was something else!�
�Does she eat you better than I do, honey?�
�No, I wouldn't say that, but she sure does know how! God! I can hardly move!�
�Any opinion yet, Peg?� Brenda asked, coming back with Dan's drink.
�Let me get my head back on before I tell you.�
Dan and Brenda laughed, then the woman took a seat. �Well, dear, have I proven anything to you? Do you still think the girls should stay away from other females?�
�I think we should wait until the experiment is completed before I commit myself.� He tilted the glass up and swallowed deeply.
Jo returned with a warm damp cloth and knelt between her dad's legs. �I'll do it. I made part of the mess.�
While she wiped him off, Dan couldn't help noticing that her eyes kept darting in Brenda's direction, and a flush crept up from her neck. The woman didn't see it because she was looking at Peg lovingly. When Jo was through with him, she cleaned up the puddle on the rug, still casting wary glances at the busty brunette.
�Jo Ann,� he asked sympathetically, �do you want to have a go with Brenda?�
The girl twisted around toward him, grinning shyly. �If she doesn't mind.�
Brenda's attention was caught by the remarks. �Why, of course I don't mind, dear. Do you want me to eat you the way I did Peg?�
Jo lowered her head bashfully and folded the cloth. �No, not exactly. I'd� like to suck your titties and lick you.�
Her statement caught the adults off guard and they stared at each other for a moment. Then Brenda said, �Well, honey, I'm sure I wouldn't mind. How would you like to do it?�
Tossing the cloth aside, Jo laid down on her back eagerly, her eyes bright and shiny. �Crawl on top of me and put your tits in my mouth while I feel your pussy. Then you can sit on my mouth like I did to dad.�
Winking at Dan, the brunette went over to get on her hands and knees atop the girl. She twisted her torso, then brushed a two-inch nipple across Jo's lips. Jo reached into the woman's crotch and began fingering the puffy lips and cream-filled gash of her twat while she opened her mouth and sucked the hard nipple in.
�Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff! Uuummm� uuummm� uuummm!�
�Oh, sweetheart!� Brenda panted. �Ooohhh, God! It's as though you've done it all your life! Finger my cunny, darling, and suck my titty! Uuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh! Huh! Huh! Huh! Aaahhh! How absolutely wonderful! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh!�
The new activity had awakened Peggy's interest, and she was sitting on the edge of her chair, leaning forward and watching intently. From where she sat, she could see the conical mound covering her sister's face and observe Jo's finger as it delved into Brenda's cavernous fur-rimmed snatch. She was breathing hard and swallowing with difficulty.
Dan's prick was leaping and jumping when he saw Jo change from one of Brenda's pendulous globes to the other. The girl was fingering her pussy now also, and was writhing on the rug as though a demon had possession of her. When he saw his youngest daughter's rapt expression, he waved her over to him.
�Turn around and sit on my cock, honey. Put your ass over it and I'll jack you off with my finger.�
�Wow, Dad, that sounds neat!�
Spinning around enthusiastically, Peg backed up between his legs and lowered her anus onto the tip of his joint. Gripping his thighs, she rested her weight on them and dropped, engulfing his long thick organ with her rectum. When she was firmly settled with her buns flattened on his pelvis, she sighed and leaned back.
�That's my girl.� He reached around her, dipped into her wet, slick furrow, then inserted his index finger into her vagina. As they watched the antics on the floor, he finger-fucked her and thumbed her hard nubbin of a clit.
�Uuuhhh! Ooohhh! God, Daddy, it sure feels weird to have something in both my holes! Gggnnnuuuggghhh! Gggaaahhh! Jeez, this is super! Hhhuuuhhh! Hhhuuuhhh!�
Brenda was panting hoarsely when she pulled her tit from Jo's hungry mouth and pulled back to look down into her face. �Honey, let's eat each other! I'll turn around, and we can sixty-nine! I want to taste your juicy pussy, too!�
The girl was too aroused to do more than stare up at her with half-closed glassy eyes and nod. She whimpered while she waited for the brunette to swing around and mount her, then she grabbed for the woman and pulled her down to cram her face into the gaping cuntal cleft. Her tongue began working frantically even before she felt Brenda's hot breath on her own twat.
�Uuuuuummmfff! Uuunnnggghhh! Uuummmfff! Uuummmfff!�
In the chair, Dan and Peggy were watching the females lap each other's crotches while the girl twisted and undulated on his cock and finger. Dan's balls were dry, but he wanted to feel her steamy clasping rectal canal on his dick while he showed how good jacking off can be.
Minutes later, the room echoed with screams and cries of total rapture as three females had their orgasms all at once. The din was deafening, then it gradually faded away to soft whimpers, mews and groans as the participants in the orgy slowly untangled and staggered to their respective seats.
Dan recovered the cloth and wiped Peg's shit from his cock, then lit another cigarette and lifted his glass in a toast to the brunette. �You win, doll. Once again I was wrong and you were right. Why don't you move in here for the next three weeks, and we'll use the time we're not fucking to figure out how we're going to work this out between us.�
Brenda fell back in her chair in shock. �You� you mean you're actually going to do it? My God! I don't believe it!�
�Why not? Alice would never put up with anything like this, even if I did want her back, and I'm getting so I like it. Now that we've started, I don't see how we can stop. How about it, girls? Sound good to you?�
Jo Ann and Peggy nodded happily, grinning from ear to ear.
�Well, then, it's all set. That is if you're not going to back out, Brenda.�
�Back out! Not on your life! Between the girls and I, we'll keep you so fucked that you won't know which way is up! Right, Jo? Peg?�
�Okay, let's get something to eat and go to bed. If we're going to fuck all day tomorrow, I'll need my strength.�
Brenda walked over to pat his cheek. �Don't worry, lover. I'll buy you a goddamn carload of vitamins, a couple of cases of oysters, and feed you raw eggs five times a day.�
Dan threw back his head and laughed. �You always did spend your money foolishly.�
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