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My Sisters And I


ONE

It all began when I was awakened from a snooze in the sun and looked around to see my cousin George fucking Anita right alongside me. For a few moments, while I recovered my sleep-slowed wits, I didn't know what I was looking at� I thought they were just rough housing, the way we kids always had when we were together on the island, summers.
Then I saw that Anita's scarlet bikini bottom was lying on the sand and that she had her knees up and wide apart and that he was planted right between them with his pimply buttocks bobbing up and down like a pair of speckled peaches as he drove his cock in and out of her hole. It was wet and white and stiff as a ramrod each time he pulled it halfway out and rammed it back into her. Evidently the fluid that covered it had spread to his balls, for they were sugared with sand.
Anita was poking her pelvis up to meet his trusts halfway, and both of them were grunting and moaning as if they had prime bellyaches. It was the sounds they were making that had wakened me from my snooze in the sun. George's black trunks were down around his ankles, and Anita was holding her bright red bikini top in her left hand.
I opened my mouth to yell something at them, then shut it. I had never seen two people fucking before and the sight both appalled and fascinated me. I felt my balls tighten up and a wave of sick excitement grab my stomach muscles. Then I got a hard-on so big and fast that I thought it would run right through my trunks. The constriction of the double-thick cloth made it hurt so much that I let out a yelp of pain.
Just then Anita and George stepped up the action and he began jamming his cock into her so hard that I thought her cunt was going to swallow his balls. I looked up a little and saw how her beautiful breasts were squashed flat under his weight and then glanced at her face which was turned toward me� and saw her shining black eyes looking full at me, fully aware of my reaction and full of mischievous laughter.
Then she did something wild with her bottom and locked her legs around George's buttocks and began drumming on them with her heels. He rammed himself all the way into her cunt and stiffened and let out a loud �Jesus Christ!� as he poured his sperm into her guts.
They lay still for a minute or so then George pulled out of her, making the damnedest thock-Hock sound, like a cork being pulled out of a bottle of machine oil. His prick was still soaking wet and a heavy drop of white stuff, like a white bead, formed and then dripped from its tip and made a little dark clot in the rumpled sand beneath them.
He looked down at its dwindling length and said, �Jesus,� and took his right hand and squeezed more jizzum out of it. Then he lifted it and saw the sand encrusting his nuts and made a face and got up and looked and saw that I was awake. He grinned like a satisfied tomcat and said, �Hey! It's about time you woke up, Jeff. How long you been watching us ball?�
I said, �Long enough.� Then I began to get mad and said, �Why'd you have to go and do that? You're always getting us into trouble.�
It was true. Cousin George had been getting my sisters and me into jams every time he came to the island to visit� and this was his third year. He was seventeen now, older than all of us kids except Darlene who was eighteen. I'm sixteen and Anita's fifteen and Francie's fourteen and Jeanie's twelve. Anita isn't really my sister� she was already there when my father married her mother after our real mother ran away with Mr. Dobson and got the divorce. If that sounds kind of mixed up, it is. But we manage to live with it pretty well. Missie (her real name is Maria Juanita Alvarez y O'Brien) is beautiful and cooks great and keeps Dad happy, which is more than our real mother did� she mostly got smashed and beefed about things all the time.
Cousin George comes from Camden, New Jersey, and he likes to raise hell� as long as somebody else gets in trouble over it and pays for it. The first year he was here, he found a patch of marijuana over on the west side of the island and showed us how to make tea. Darlene and I got caught smoking under the boathouse and that's the only time Dad ever whaled the daylights out of any of us.
Last year, he bribed Lopez the boatman to bring some pulque over from Baja, and again Darlene and I got caught. We were always allowed to drink wine and beer, but hard liquor was strictly off bounds� and we got so smashed we passed out in the copse at the south cove and they searched for us and found us when we didn't come home for dinner. We were barred from all the fun over Labor Day weekend, which is the big deal for our family and my allowance was cut for six months.
Now here he was, fucking Anita� and I could smell trouble right away and knew, somehow, that most of it was going to fall on me and Darlene, maybe, no matter who started it. So I began to beef. But George just grinned at me. He has straight straw-colored hair that sticks out in front of his forehead and his face is bright red with acne. If I were a girl, I'd run a mile from him, but for some reason girls go for him� maybe because of that big dong I was looking at right then, He said, �You call this trouble? Maybe I ought to charge you a tuition fee for a course in sex education.� He tried to dust the sand off his balls again, then said, �Oh, shit,� and trotted down into the water.
Anita was sitting up when I looked her way, getting ready to put her bikini top back on. She was one teen-ager who really needed a top. She had breasts like a pair of ripe canteloupe halves and nipples like twin garnets jutting out from the middle of them. She was dark-skinned anyway, and a summer in the hot Lower California sun had turned her a satin-smooth dark brown. She was the prettiest girl I had ever seen and she knew I thought so. Suddenly, as she reached up her back to fasten the top, she went shy. She said, �I suppose you think I'm awful, Jeff.�
�I don't know what to think� I just wish you hadn't done it with George.�
�Why not with George?� The devil was gleaming right in back of her half-lowered eyelids with their great long lashes. �Would you rather it were you?�
There she sat, half facing me, with her knees wide apart and her dripping cunt staring at me like a third eye, pale pink beneath the patch of curly black steel wool, frosted with grains of sand like George's balls before he went in the water. I had to swallow twice before I could say, �I don't know� shit, maybe I do.�
�I'd a lot rather it was you,� she said, her round little face solemn and lovely. �It could have been, you know� any time.�
I knew� oh, how I knew. Ever since she came into my life, the adorable little minx had been deviling me� nuzzling me, rubbing those terrific soft curves against me, kissing me at every opportunity, making it plain that her love for me was no sisterly thing. I'd been fighting her off, feeling noble on account of some goof-ball idea I had she deserved the treatment of a sister� also, because I was scared shitless. Now I felt like at least seventeen kinds of an idiot. I'd only let George get her� dirty old George with all those pimples and the mean, dirty mind.
She put out a tiny hand and touched my knee and said, �It's not as if I were really your sister, Jeff. It wouldn't be like� well, incest.�
�Wouldn't it?� I asked. I knew what incest was, of course, but it was a stupid question, because then I had no idea what it was like.
George came trotting up then and picked up his trunks and said, �Let's go up to the house. I'm hungry.�
�You go ahead,� said Anita. �I want to talk to Jeff.�
Their eyes locked and then his shifted to me and he grinned, a knowing, non-nice grin. I started to get up to go with him, but Anita laid a finger on my forearm and, so help me, I couldn't move. He pulled on his trunks and walked slowly off up the beach and disappeared around the point fifty yards away. Anita waited until he was out of sight and said, �Why do you think I let him do it here? I wanted you to see it.�
�You must be crazy!�
�I am� I'm crazy for you. I always have been.�
�You sure took a funny way of showing it,� I said. I was feeling like hell. I knew I should run a mile but there was this wide-open cunt right in front of me, all surrounded by Anita, and I couldn't.
�I tried everything else,� she said and she looked as if she felt like hell too.
I felt my jock start to rise again and got up and ran for the water. I didn't trust myself another minute with her then� and the thought of taking George's wet seconds was more than I could bear. I was still a virgin at sixteen, which made me something of a rarity in this generation, and I didn't want it to go that way, much as I wanted my stepsister.
I hit the water in a hard flat dive and swam out to the reef two hundred feet off shore in the gulf. I don't know whether it was because my stiff prick worked like a sea anchor and slowed me down or because Anita can swim like an eel, but when I came up for air, sputtering, she was already there, glittering wet and smiling at me like a dark nymph off one of the ancient Greek vases in the museum back home.
She said, �I saw what happened to you� I saw it the first time I looked, when George and I were��
I said, �So maybe I am human.�
She said, �Oh, you're human, all right, I always knew that. See�?�
She moved close against me and our wet bodies meshed, and then I could feel her hand snaking inside the top of my briefs, reaching for my dong and gripping it� and my dong leaping to life like a frightened faun. Encircling my body with her left arm, she lifted the full little flower of her lips to kiss mine and, for the first time, I realized that Anita was nude. As I became aware of this, and of those burgeoning and beautiful curves pressing against my own bare torso, I forgot about everything else and pulled her tightly to me� and felt my cock spring free from the constraint of my own brief trunks as her busy little right hand pulled them down to my knees.
We were waist-deep in the smooth warm water and she climbed me like a totem pole, lifting her soft round rump until it was above the tip of my cock and then, with her legs locked around my waist, reaching down and underneath to direct its head into the gateway of her cunt. Then she pushed herself down on it, leaning backward as she did so, until it was buried to the hilt in her already well-oiled tunnel of love. Looking up at me with a rapt and radiant expression, she said softly, �At Uutt�!�
Anita never looked more beautiful than at that movement and certainly she never felt more beautiful to me. How the hell does anyone describe his first piece of arse? It's so completely different from what we are led to expect. It's like penetrating an elastic cylinder of velvet mush that suddenly develops rippling muscles and contractions and counterthrusts� except that it isn't like that at all. The best way I can think of is to say that it's the first time anybody finds himself truly part of another living being� and vice versa.
I'd moused around after school for the last three years or so. I'd sucked a lot of tits and I'd poked my fingers in a lot of pussies and I'd even had one girl who liked to jerk me off while I diddled her� but all that was so much flat beer after I really got my prick into Anita that first time. I'd heard it described as heaven in a lot of stories and songs, and for the first time I knew what the writers meant. It was all of that�.
Anita let herself lay back on the water with her legs locked around me and her billowing boobs and arching belly curving up at me� and I didn't give a damn anymore about her letting George fuck her a few minutes before and about getting his wet seconds. I was home� and how! Then, keeping her leg-lock around my rump, she began to pull in and push out, using the muscles of her satin-sleek brown thighs and lower legs for leverage, and I could feel electricity charge through me in waves of pleasure. I got the idea quick enough, and grabbed one of her round little buttocks in each hand and began to grind her against my loins in circles.
Something happened inside her, as if I had used a cattle goad instead of my prick, and she began to make waves as she agitated her cunt more wildly and began to utter little rhythmic moans of mounting delight each time our hairs met when we socked it to each other. The inside of her pussy was getting as wet as the water surrounding us, but her waters were a lot warmer than even the shallow, sun-swept gulf. I knew what was happening all right, and I didn't give a damn. All I knew was that I was one hell of a lot happier than I had ever been in my life.
Then she really went wild and I felt the surge of my own semen start, deep in my loins. I bucked into her harder, and she made a wild gyration just as I pulled back and my cock rose right out of the water, clear of its tunnel and rampant as any unicorn's horn. Anita uttered a gasp and grabbed it with both hands poking her cunt up above the surface and pushing down on my dong so that it funneled right down back into her, then locked herself around me, grinding in close, so that there was no chance of its happening again. One good thing about our little accident� I had been on the verge of shooting my wad, but the loss of cunt-contact and the comparatively cool water had slowed me down� so I proved to be no Hair-trigger Jack on my first time out, or in.
It took another few minutes to get me back up to that pitch again, and in that time I thought Anita was going to lose her mind. She kept getting crazier and crazier and more and more terrific. She cried out in Spanish and then in English� words I didn't know she knew in any language� not merely the usual �shit,� �fuck,� and �cunt� type thing but intricate oaths involving various saints in all sorts of wild forms of sex. Then it was getting close to time again, and this time I lifted my hands from her rump and grabbed her by either side of the waist and held her tight against me and blew my full charge right up into her womb. She wriggled like a gaffed fish and her nails dug into my shoulder blades and I felt the nip of her teeth on my chest. Then it was over, and she was sobbing against me and murmuring, �Mother of God, Mother of God�!� and massaging my back as if she were rubbing a washboard.
I felt my prick begin to wilt inside her and tried to lift her off so we could get clear� but she went into a spasm and locked herself around me, holding on tight with her arms and legs and putting her cunt into a rhumba that would have revived a mummified Egyptian pharaoh. I didn't think I had anything left, but it took only a few seconds to convince me that most of the stuff I had picked up from my peer group or learned about in sex education was all wrong� at least where Anita and I were concerned. They suggested that rest was needed between fucks and that a man and woman should separate and caress gently and perhaps sleep until their powers were restored. They also claimed that a woman's peaks become increasingly milder and more widely spaced as she goes on with it. It wasn't like that with either Anita or me� not that first time or any of the others. I discovered what I've since learned a lot of men either never learn or can't accomplish� that I could come twice without having to leave the velvet-lined loving cup. At first I made a move to push her away, but when my prick leapt to attention again inside her, I dug right in and began driving it right up into her guts as hard as I could.
As for Anita's orgasms growing weaker and more widely spaced� that was a cartful of crap, too. If anything, she came faster and faster and harder and harder until I thought she was going to kill herself from the exertion. She dug into me with everything she had� boobs, belly, cunt, legs, arms, feet, fingernails, and teeth. She was really wild. At first, while her pussy was full of my first discharge, it was so slick and slippery I thought my cock would slip out again� but she took good care that it didn't, hanging herself right around its base, with its tip buried way up inside her and grinding around and around and then back and forth and then sideways until her own fluids had swallowed up mine and she was deliciously sticky and sweet inside once more.
After a bit, I began to feel the strain in my belly muscles� after all, even with the support of the salt water, I was carrying a lot of her weight� so I slowed down a little. She went into frantic gyrations, as if she feared I was going to stop, but I grabbed her buttocks again and slowed her down and just let it rest there inside her while she wriggled like a trout on a hook. She finally lost her fear of my dropping out of the game and lay back herself on the water and let us just stay joined all the way without moving. She looked up at me and her bright black eyes were sunken and dulled with passion and she let out a little sigh and said, �Isn't it lovely?�
Then a bit of sand under my left heel was displaced by the weight put upon it and I was forced to shift position slightly or lose my balance and louse up the whole wonderful scene� and that caused a reaction by both of us right where it counted the most, where my whole prick was imbedded in her beautiful crotch. She uttered a sound that was half sigh and half gasp and then grabbed my arms and pulled herself against me and again went into that wonder rumba that had jacked me off the first time so beautifully. For a couple of seconds, when this maneuver caused a bit of salt water to get into her cunt, I thought my prong was going to be skinned alive� but, once again, the flow of her juices came to the rescue and we were off to the damnedest races I had ever enjoyed till then.
It took me even longer to come, of course, and with my climax slower and hers coming faster, it was right out of this world and into some crazy orbit around the moon. Man, we really flew before-after what seemed an eternity of delight-I felt the irresistible surge gathering somewhere inside the roots of my testicles and jammed her down on my cock so hard I thought the beak of her pelvic bone, buried beneath the soft, hair-covered Venus mound, was going to break my pelvis. She sensed what was coming, of course, from the way my dong expanded and began to throb in her tunnel, and then she did the damnedest thing. She seemed to tighten her entire cunt, from far inside at the womb entrance, to the little pink lips at its outer gates. She clamped it around me so tightly that I had a wild thought of Poe's story, The Pit and the Pendulum� only my prick was the pendulum trapped in the pit. I thought at first the pressure she put on it would crush it, but somehow my tool survived and then a whole new sensation of pleasure swept slowly outward from my cock and began to pervade my whole body.
Green as I was, I knew this was something special, and I dug my fingers into her buttocks and wedged both of my thumbs inside the tight little rim of her arsehole and stretched it apart. She gave a little dry of anguished delight and jumped, relaxing her cunt-grip on my dong and then tightening it still more. But the second of relaxation had given my jizzum time to rush upward toward its appointed goal, and then she was hanging on for dear life and pumping up and down on my prick until I jammed her all the way onto it again and let her have the full benefit of what my first explosion had left me� which was plenty.
She gasped, �Oh, my God!� and fainted and I staggered and fell over sideways, carrying her under water with me. It brought her back to consciousness, of course, and we caught our breath and then fished for my trunks and her bra, which she had worn out from the beach and discarded only when she caught up with me.
We barely made it back to the beach and had to lie there on the sand for an hour or more before we recovered the strength to go up to the house and put on some clothes for dinner.

TWO

That evening I looked at my father with new eyes as he sat at the head of the table, dishing out the food Missie had prepared. Until now I had always taken him for granted. But after my initiation on the reef with Anita, I realized what a lot of man he was� massive, red-bearded, obviously virile as a goat. I wondered about him in bed with Missie, dark, passionate, beautiful, a grown-up version of her daughter, who sat demurely across from me, acting as if nothing at all had happened.
Without closing my eyes, I could visualize Dad and Missie, naked, thrashing around on the huge bed in their room, his big prick imbedded in her cunt in a thrusting, gasping, sobbing tangle of limbs, rolling and rocking in the grip of their ardor. Then I tried to visualize Dad with my real mother and quickly withdrew the thought because I simply couldn't make it.
Then Cousin George snapped me out of it, saying, �Give Jeff another helping. He's great for seconds.� I offered my plate to be passed up the line for another helping. Darlene, on my left, took it and handed it on to Dad, who dished out another helping from the big earthenware pot. As usual, on Tuesday, it was a stew made up of the Sunday roast. As it came back, George, bless his dirty little heart, said, �It's a good thing Jeff goes for leftovers, too.�
I tried to think of some kind of comeback to put George in his place, but couldn't think of anything that wouldn't spill the fact I had fucked Anita that afternoon. So I just looked at George who returned my gaze mockingly. He and I had never actually come to blows, but we'd been close a number of times. Now I knew I was going to have to whale the tar out of him� and soon. I knew I could outfight him, just as I was pretty sure I could outfuck him after what had happened out on the reef. I was bigger and stronger and faster, even if he was a year older. I knew that he hadn't even made the tiddlywinks team at his school back East, while I was slated to play fullback at my own school in the San Fernando Valley.
What surprised me was Darlene. She snapped at George, �Quit picking on Jeff, if you know what's good for you.�
Majestic at the head of the table, Dad looked down at us and rumbled, �If you've got any arguing to do, do it outside� not in this house and not at table.�
I glanced at Missie, saw that she was regarding me with open speculation, and thought, Oh-oh, I'd better be careful. Missie may not have been the best-informed woman in the world, but when it came to human relationships, she was wise. Then I felt Darlene's hand on my thigh. She squeezed and I looked at her, and read a message in her hazel eyes I couldn't quite decipher. She was trying to tell me something� but what? I decided I'd find out soon enough, so I just looked at her, seeing her with new eyes in the light of my afternoon's experience.
Before, she had been just big sis� now I realized she was one hell of an attractive woman� tall, willowy, with long, red hair. Freckles peeped through the suntan of her lovely face. I wondered what it would be like to be in her pants and if anyone had been there yet� and then I saw her turn pink beneath the tan and the freckles and turn her attention back to her plate. What the hell was she trying to tell me�? And when would I find out?
I looked back at Anita and caught her regarding me. As she caught my eyes, she winked. I decided one thing right then and there as I winked back. I was going to get more of what I had gotten from her that afternoon, come hell or high water� a lot more of it!
I thought I'd never get to sleep when I went to bed at nine as usual, laying there, reliving those marvelous orgasms and what I knew had to be wonderful fucking in spite of my inexperience. I'd heard enough talk about it at school and around to know it wasn't often like that. I blessed Anita for being what she was and then lost the whole thing as the sandman arrived and did his job.
I was awakened by a dream that a kitten was romping all over me, to discover that it was real. Somebody was in bed with me, somebody soft and definitely female. I reached for the light switch but a hand stayed my arm and a soft voice whispered, �Don't� you'll wake the rest of them up.�
It was Darlene. She was naked as I was and since my bed on the island is only a cot we were as close together as two people can get� well, almost. She had looked willowy in a bikini, but, naked, her breasts were a lot fuller than I had suspected. I touched them, then cupped one in my hand and felt a shiver run the length of her beautiful body. Her lips were mere inches from mine and her breath was perfumed as she whispered, �I'd like to kill both of them.�
�Both of who?�
�George and Anita, for what they did to you on the beach.�
It caught me off guard. I asked, �What do you know about it?�
She said, �Francie and I saw the whole thing. We were on our way to join you when George started screwing Anita� that chiseling little Latin chippie!�
�Was that what you were trying to tell me at dinner?�
�Not all of it, Jeff darling.� Her arms slid around me, supple as two snakes, and her lips were suddenly crushed to mine, her tongue darting in and out of my mouth like a dancing flame. I was still sleepy, but I couldn't help responding. I put my own tongue to work and played with her bubbies until the nipples stood up like little pricks, and then I dropped a hand to her pussy and explored its design and discovered that whoever said women were all alike upside down was a bald-faced liar. Where Anita's cunt was set deep in her crotch, close to her asshole, Darlene's was well up front and center� and the patch of hair above it was soft and silken where Anita's was like steel wool.
I dug into her with my fingers and felt for the button and found it and her juices began to flow around my hand, sweet and wet and hot. I could feel her body flutter again as she came a little. She gasped and stiffened and pulled her lips clear and I had a sudden restraining thought and said, �Are you sure you want to go through with it?�
Her answer was a quick hug that all but broke my ribs. She whispered, her voice hot and fierce, �I've been wanting this for two whole years, darling, never mind if it's right or wrong. After what I saw this afternoon, wild bulldozers couldn't stop me.� She reached down and fondled my prick which had risen and was ready for the fray. She all but crooned over it while she caressed it and I began finger-fucking her again. She said, �I've been planning this ever since last summer when I saw you get a hard-on at the beach one day� and to think that filthy little cunt got ahead of me.�
I knew there was some dissension between Darlene and Anita, but I had never suspected it ran so deep. It was, I discovered, to be a night of many surprises.
She whispered, �That beautiful prick, so clean and pure as Sir Galahad's lance� and she had to spoil it!�
�It doesn't feel spoiled to me,� I said.
�Oh, darling, I didn't mean that. It's beautiful!�
So help me, then she bent over and kissed its tip and then took the head into her mouth and began lipping and tonguing it gently while she palmed my balls and ran her thumb and forefinger around the base. I knew right then somebody had been in Darlene's pants and I was glad. I knew about blow jobs, naturally, but except for that one time in L.A., my acquaintance was at best secondhand. Now, with Darlene performing on my prick like a great clarinetist, I quickly discovered that I might as well have been a virgin that way too.
She licked, she sucked, she nibbled with her teeth, she made a cunt of her beautiful mouth and pumped up and down on my rod until it grew taller and thicker than ever before� all the time giving its base and my balls a gentle massage with her fingers and palm that sent shivers of sheer delight racing the length of my spine. More important, she sensed when I was ready to spurt and withdrew briefly, lifting her lips and hand from my throbbing dong and looking up at me with a silent laugh of happiness.
�I love doing this,� she whispered. �Isn't it awful?�
I said, �Awful isn't exactly the word for what I'm feeling.� I reached for her wonderful mop of red hair and pushed her mouth back over my cock and she got to work again� and when she tried to pull clear after a couple of minutes I held her there forcibly while the sperm rushed up from the balls she was gripping and exploded from the tip of my rod, deep in her gullet. When I finally released her, some of my jizzum was running down the side of her chin, and I pulled her close and kissed it clean, relishing the salty warmth of my own semen.
Then her lips were on mine again and she was crowding her soft, exciting curves against my naked body and our tongues went into their tango. Suddenly she pulled clear and reached for my still-stiff and throbbing cock and said, �Isn't it supposed to lie down and rest for a while?�
�If you really watched me with Anita this afternoon, you know better,� I told her.
She grimaced and said, �That part of the action was mostly under water, so I couldn't really see what went on. But, goodness, darling, you're the first boy I've fucked who can make it twice without stopping� not to mention for the second time in the same day.�
�Don't knock it,� I told her.
�Who's knocking?� She laughed silently again and once again her hungry lips and tongue sought mine� and found them for the most exciting kiss I had ever known till then. We lay there, side by side, for a while, with only my rigid cock between us and it was very sweet but fast becoming more than I could bear. Sister or no sister, things had gone too far to pull back� I had to get that aching prick into her body and let nature take its course.
Darlene apparently was of the same mind, for she stalled me, wriggling her body upward against me without breaking our kiss, and then sliding my joystick right up into her deliciously sopping wet cunt until our hairs met and mingled in a double mat of delight� all without having to put me in the saddle, thanks to the position of her cunt. She sighed and removed her lips from mine and said, �I used to think there was something wrong with me� having my pussy so far forward.�
I said, �But now you know better.�
She laughed again and wriggled against me and said, �Oh, do I know better!�
Her wriggled, with my cock imbedded all the way in her tunnel, set me afire, I began to thrust and withdraw, slowly and only halfway, and she advanced and withdrew her sweet little pussy in perfect union with me. At first we took it slowly, savoring the delights of making one another's carnal acquaintance. Darlene had a perfectly delicious little cunt. Where Anita's had been soppily sweet and narrow at the entrance, it was roomy once you got past the barrier, save when she tightened her inside muscles the second time I came within her. Darlene's was like the blade of a rapier� or maybe the scabbard would be a better way of putting it� all the way up. Putting it into her was like putting a single finger into a very tight-fitting glove� and way at the end there were soft little flangelike membranes that excited the crown of my cock like crazy.
After a bit, I got an idea and slowly slid my tool out of its pulsating container so that only the very tip was within her lips. I felt her gasp at the emptiness she must have felt and pulled back each time she thrust her hungry cunt at my cock to reclaim it for her own, barely maintaining the contact.
�Don't, darling,� she whispered hoarsely, �You're killing me. Put it back where it belongs� please, darling!�
I teased her a little longer, but no man in his right mind could keep out of that heavenly place for long once he had enjoyed its sweet fruit, and then let her have it� hard, fast and all the way. She lay still on her side, shuddering with the shock, and then she exploded, gripping me tightly and opening up her legs and rolling on top of me and leaning forward so that her boobs swung back and forth across my face while her long red hair fell into my eyes. With the force of gravity working for us, my cock went so far into her guts that I was afraid I would actually rip her organs to pieces. But I didn't, of course, and the added penetration only served to add more inflammable fuel to the fires that burned within her� and within me as well. She literally came all over me. Her juices flowed so freely that not only my cock was soaked but the entire area around it, while the insides of her thighs were sticky sweet and when I reached for her buttocks to assert some sort of control, they, too, were liberally doused with Darlene's pussy juice.
All the time she was doing the most wonderful things with her bottom, bumping it up and down, pushing it north and south and then east and west and then rolling it around and around in a succession of circles. Thanks to the action I had already had that day, I was slow to come again, and the delay only made her action the greater. Darlene didn't just keep having orgasm after orgasm like Anita� she had a succession of peaks, each more intense than the last in a sort of mounting crescendo, until she reached a terrific climax that left her spent and shuddering and hanging on for dear life. She supported herself with her hands flat on my shoulders and half sobbed, �Oh, Jesus, Jeff� oh, Jesus.�
I was afraid she was through and would leave my climax unreached, so I put my right hand down and massaged her little clitoris while my cock was still imbedded in her cunt all the way to the roof. It was easy, thanks to the way her pussy was positioned, and I just poked my first two fingers into it and worked them around in that marvelous slime.
For a moment, Darlene stiffened on top of me, every muscle taut� and then she detonated with a quick little scream and began working her cunt around on my cock like a crazy woman, flopping her torso against mine with each stroke so that her breasts were repeatedly crushed between our sweat-covered torsos. Her eyes closed for long periods and I was afraid she was going to pass out, but she came back and looked down at me, blankfaced with passion. Once she gasped again, �Oh, Jesus, darling� you're killing me!� but she didn't get over this big hump for a much longer time� nor did her actions reveal any desire to be finished.
It kept getting sweeter and sweeter for me, too� and I had no intention of letting her off my prong until it had finished the job nature intended it for� so when she finally came to a stop, I reached down again and gave her steaming-wet clit another little massage.
She gasped, �Oh my God!� and then, �Oh no, not again! Not so soon, darling. I can't!�
But she could and we both knew it, and I began lifting my own rump and following her crazy motions, not just with my prick but with my whole body. This seemed to put her in some kind of overdrive, and I had to grab hold of the sides of my cot to keep us from tumbling off onto the floor� which could easily have roused the whole family. My sister flew into orbit and was lost to the world� and I could begin to feel the hot lava stirring behind my own jock. It was time for me to take control of the action for the finale� don't ask me how a greenhorn like me knew that, but I just did, it was instinctive, so I pulled her plunging, heaving, wriggling body down flat on mine and rolled her under me without once breaking the magic contact of cock in cunt.
Darlene cried softly, �Oh, Jeff� you're marvelous!� Then she began to cry for real with great tears rolling down her cheeks and mingling with the sweat and saliva on her face. This was the first time I had ever really been in a woman's saddle, and I liked it fine.
I flattened her deliciously curved body beneath mine and saw her breasts vanish into her torso as Anita's had done that afternoon when Cousin George was riding on top of her. Darlene planted her feet as far apart as the cot would permit and pulled up her knees so that she could bridge her body and thrust her cunt upward at my cock as I had been bridging to thrust my dong into her while she was riding shotgun on me. Each time I rammed it home, it seemed to go all the way up to her diaphragm and she quivered a little but corkscrewed her cunt right back for more. I tried the corkscrew motion myself and she clutched me convulsively and uttered a sharp little cry and her eyes rolled upward and she became dead weight beneath me. This was not what I wanted at all� since I was still far from finished. I kept right on fucking her, but it wasn't much fun� once I heard an older kid at school describe screwing one of the girls who was a lousy lay as like fucking a log of wood, and now I knew what he meant.
So I stopped with my tool still inside her dripping cunt like a banderillo's spear in a bull at the fights in Tijuana and decided to have some fun on my own. I had been around girls all my life� with three real sisters and one stepsister, how could I miss?� but I had never really had a chance to examine a female pussy at close quarters. I had read all this crap about it looking like a calla lily or an orchid or a lotus blossom and I wanted a look for myself before I reached my own conclusion� so I lifted myself on my knees, pulling her cunt with me so that I was squatted on my haunches with Darlene's legs forking my body and her pussy right there under my nose.
The position forced my prick downward until I was afraid it would break, so I pulled the pillows down and got them under her shoulder blades, lifting her upper body and making the contact bearable. Then I took a good look. Her lips or labia were darker than Anita's, more purple than pink, and they came out when I pulled my dink partway out, then folded in around it when I poked it back in again. Right above the hole I was using was the button, poking out wetly with its membrane covers drawn back, and above the clit the union of the labia into a crack in her skin than ran up into the damp red grass of her pussy and vanished.
I grabbed hold of the undersides of her thighs then, just above the knees, and doubled them back on either side of her flat belly and got a full view of her bottom, with its tight little grey-rimmed arsehole just below where my dong disappeared in the depths of her cunt. For some reason, this excited me again, and I began to thrust in and out of her, enjoying the changes that took place each time I moved my cock either way. Her juices were still running so freely that, in this position, her cunt made soppy little sounds at the same time. Finally, I knew I was about to blast a load of jizzum into her and it seemed a shame to have her miss the final action� so I extended the tip of my right index finger and gently diddled her exposed clit.
Her legs pistoned out on either side of me like the hind legs of a jumping frog and she began to writhe so strenuously that I nearly lost contact entirely. I got hold of her thighs again and pushed her legs up and apart once more and then began taking full measure of her with long slow deep strokes, straight ahead, in and out, keeping her under control by my grip on her legs. She moaned and muttered and began thrusting and then rolling from side to side and I began to roll with her, feeling the tide within me rise, slowly at first and then with more and more speed until, with a grunt, I jammed it all the way up and let her have it full in the womb. She gasped and cried out until I had to cover her mouth with my hand, and kept right on throbbing beneath me until at last my cock began to wane within her and finally was just a wet little mushroom lingering at the gates of heaven, reluctant to leave.
She let me know by her eyes that she was sane once again, so I released her lips and kissed her damply with all the love in my heart. She hugged me and then I rolled off her beautiful body and we lay side by side once more while she traced the outline of my lips with her fingertips.
�No wonder there's a law against it,� she whispered. �It's too wonderful.�

THREE

The next morning, I felt like the third day of football practice. My pelvis felt punched in in front and my belly muscles ached as if I'd been doing grass drills of two hundred pushups apiece. Usually, when we finished our chores, we'd all go down to the beach for a swim and to lay around in the sun� but all I wanted to do was get off by myself somewhere and sleep.
Besides, from the looks I was getting from Darlene and Anita and especially from Cousin George (along with a few snide remarks), I had an idea being with the family on the beach would be like running the gauntlet through a couple of lines of well-armed Cherokee braves. I was in no shape to take a ribbing just then, though ordinarily I can handle myself well enough in the comeback department.
Also, I was suffering what one of my teachers calls a �crisis of conscience.� I knew I had committed what the Bible calls a mortal sin� not just with one of my sisters but with two of them. And more than once in each case. And the hell of it was, every time I looked at either Darlene or Anita, I got a hard-on. I wanted more and so did both girls� even though we knew it was wrong.
So, when I finished cleaning up I didn't go to the beach. Instead, I walked away from the house, along the narrow path through the yucca and the sparse scrub pines to the shack. This was a run-down old adobe hut with a leaky roof and two crummy rooms with a half-busted partition between them. None of us knew who had built it or lived in it or maybe died in it� it was simply there when Dad inherited the island from his Irish-Mexican great-grandfather. We kids had used it as a playhouse ever since we began summering there� but as we got older, we more or less forgot about it. It was the first time I had been there all summer. We had furnished it with castoffs from the main house and one summer Darlene and Anita had decorated it with a lot of bright decals and psychedelic posters and put bright calico covers over the ratty tables and chairs. There was an old rump-sprung sofa in the bigger room and a nailed-together busted-down bed in the smaller back room.
I went in there and lay down on the bed and tried to assemble my mixed-up thoughts and feelings and decide what to do with the strange situation I found myself in. But every time I put my thoughts in any sort of order, they'd get muddled with visions of the way Anita's cunt had felt in the water out there on the reef, and the terrific sucking and fucking sessions I had enjoyed with Darlene until sunrise. After a few minutes, I guess I fell asleep.
I was wakened some time later by a mixture of strange sounds that seemed to come from the ramshackle partition right against my left ear. At first, I was so drugged with sleep that I thought the broken wall itself was talking to me� then I realized the sounds were coming from the sofa right on the other side of the partition. The springs of the old sofa were creaking and it sounded as if someone were sobbing softly in time with the creaks. I listened for a while, trying to figure out who it was� then I sat up and pulled back a bull fight poster that covered a gap in the partition and peeked through.
The light was dim, of course, but I could see all right. Francie, my fourteen-year-old kid sister, was lying there on her back with tears running down her cheeks. She had taken off her faded little blue bikini and tossed both parts over a chair beyond the sofa. She had her knees apart and was diddling herself with both hands digging into her tiny cunt. It was the first time I had ever watched a girl jerk off, and it was interesting, so I kept looking.
Little Francie was something to look at even if she was just a kid. She had long heavy golden hair streaked with platinum by the sun, and her face, even screwed up with crying, was even prettier than Anita's� and that was saying something. She was a beautiful bronze color all over, and her compact little body looked like an overripe bud about to burst into full blossom. She was chunky with what I knew was baby fat that would go away in a year or two, and her plump little breasts were just beginning to rise from her chest, with nipples starting to jut. Even doing what she was doing, she looked as sweet and innocent as a cherub in some old religious painting.
I opened my mouth to say something to her� I loved Francie the way I love all my sisters, especially lately� but then she did something that stopped me cold. She lifted her hands from her tiny cunt and went on gently rubbing her mound above it with her left hand while she reached for something on the far side of her body. I could look right down into her crotch from my point of vantage. Her cunt didn't seem to have any lips at all, like Darlene or Anita's, but the tiny opening was dripping wet with the same white fluid I had seen on Anita's and on Cousin George's cock when he finished fucking her on the beach. I sensed that she had been diddling herself to make some pussy juice, and I wondered why. But not for long�
Her right hand reappeared above her body, holding a thick kitchen candle. She had stopped her crying and was holding it up, looking at it. Then she put it to her tiny mouth and licked the flat top of the wax cylinder, took it in both hands and placed the tip with its drooping bit of wick end, right against her cunt. She pushed and cried out when it failed to get past her portals. Then she planted her feet wide on the couch and lifted her rump and bridged, trying to force it inside� but again she failed, sobbing aloud in bitter frustration and crying, �I'll never make it.�
I had to do something. I said, �Not with that thing, darling� and if you do, you'll tear yourself to pieces.�
She dropped the candle as if it had suddenly grown red-hot. She lay there as if paralyzed and then said, �Jeff� oh, Jeff!�
I said, �It's all right, Francie. I was asleep.�
She said, �But you never come here anymore� nobody does except Jean and me, and Jean's with Missie back at the house.�
I said, �Well, I did today� and I guess it's a good thing. You could have hurt yourself with that candle. Why did you take such a thick one, anyway?�
She said, her lovely little face petulant, �Yesterday, when Darlene and I were watching you and Cousin George with Anita, I saw how big you were� and I was afraid I couldn't hold either of you.�
I said, �Aren't you a little young for that?�
She looked at me through the hold in the partition, and said, �Bullshit! I'm the only virgin left in my class in school. Do you think I want to be an old maid?�
She was up squatting on her knees so we could talk eye to eye. She was like a plump little plum, just waiting to be devoured by anyone with nerve and sense enough to pluck her from branch and stem.
As for me� my dong was up and straining against the front of my shorts so hard I had to look down and make an adjustment. When I looked back again, Francie had vanished. Then I heard her laughing softly behind me like some cherub who had joyously sold out to the devil. Her beautiful brown skin was gleaming with the sweat she had worked up in her efforts to lubricate her pussy and her bright green eyes went from my face to my jock as I swung her way. She pointed at it with a plump forefinger, and said, �That's better than any candle�� and then she was all over me.
I knew this was wrong but it was as if I were hypnotized� I couldn't have moved to fight Francie off if I'd wanted to� and the hell of it was that I didn't want to. From the instant her flesh touched mine, I was like a plastic doll in the hands of that adorable cherub.
Anita had expressed desire for me yesterday afternoon when she took my cherry so deliciously in the Gulf water on the reef offshore. Darlene had been so hungry for my cock that she had been unable to keep herself from sucking as well as fucking me last night. But both of their desires, laid end to end or rolled up together, were small compared to the lust of this sex-hungry, love-hungry child.
When I was able to tear my lips free from hers for an instant, I cried, �Christ, honey, you're too young.�
She said, �Juliet was only fourteen.�
I said, �But Juliet didn't fuck her own brother.�
She said, �I saw what you did with Anita yesterday� and she's not even your real sister.�
I gave up� short of knocking her unconscious, there wasn't much else I could do. By then she had pulled my trunks off� with some difficulty, thanks to the size of my pole� and was staring at its erect length with undisguised, openmouthed wonder and delight.
She said, in a whisper after bending to kiss its pink-purple tip delicately, �It's beautiful� but it's so big! It almost frightens me.�
I said, �It's not as big as that candle I watched you try to jam up your cute little twat.�
She said, �But this doesn't have a wick.�
I saw the laughter in her wicked green eyes and was glad� Francie was basically a merry little girl, full of the most charming if often aggravating mischief. Her crack about my cock not having a wick was typical Francie mischief. I was happy to see her so happy and no longer in tears, so for the time being I put everything out of my mind except the task of making her happier� and if this added to my own bliss, who was around to say me nay?
She hugged me and kissed me all over and played with me and I gave her at least as good as she got. I kissed her nipples until they stood to rigid attention, I rubbed her little clit until she began to wriggle like a fish on my middle finger, I massaged her buttocks and the crack between them until she opened up like a sunflower in bright daylight. I tangled my tongue with hers until we were both short of breath.
All the while, she was fingering my dong which was expanding to ever greater proportions. It was as if, after sixteen years of being kept under wraps, having found its proper targets the day and night before, it was suddenly coming into full manhood. Thanks to the workouts Anita and Darlene had given it, it was slow to come� which was a good thing or I'd have shot my wad before we even made genital contact. I was halfway reluctant to fuck her for fear of hurting her. After all, I'd never broken a maidenhead in my life and Francie was my own kid sister, but after a while, things reached a pass where the thing had to be done or we were going to wind up hung halfway up the wall.
She may have been about half my size but right then she had the strength of a full-grown Amazon. She locked herself to me as I sat on the bed and went over backward, pulling me with her, so that I was lying on top of her sugar-sweet young body with her firm little legs tight around my ramp and her arms around my neck. She lay still for a moment and whispered, �Fuck me, Jeff� fuck me now!�
So help me, I tried. Her virgin hole may have been tiny, but it was dripping, and I had no trouble inserting the head of my cock. She uttered a little squeal of delight as it pushed past her portals and our union commenced� but when I tried to sink myself deeper in her tight little shaft I felt as if the end of my dong had rammed right up against a stone wall. She stiffened around it and closed her green eyes tight and said through her gleaming white teeth, �Ram it through, Jeff. I want it all the way in. Jam it up where it belongs.�
I pulled back a little and she shuddered and gasped and clung to me convulsively, afraid I was going to pull all the way out. But I had no intention of doing that now that my cock had tasted pussy again. I drove it into her as hard as I could� and once again I felt as if I had hit a rock.

�Again!� she urged. �Don't quite now, Jeff.�
I gave it another try and decided enough was enough. If I kept it up, my prick was going to be truncated, or so I thought. Besides, it was beginning to hurt like hell.
�Don't, Jeff!� she gasped as I withdrew. �Please don't stop fucking me. I can't stand it.�
�/can't stand it,� I said.
My prick was beginning to lose some of its stiffness. Sitting up beside me, Francie saw it wilt and uttered a cry of alarm and fell upon it like a puma swarming all over a hapless rabbit. She rubbed it, she tickled it, she suckled it, her platinum-streaked golden head bobbing up and down along its shaft like some kind of a machine� and in a couple of minutes it was bigger than before. After all, Cock Robin still wanted his worm.
She straightened and sat on her haunches beside me, her green eyes studying my cock thoughtfully. She seemed to be measuring not only its size but its angle as I lolled back on my elbows with the partition at my shoulder blades. Then she reached a decision, saying, �Don't move, Jeff darling� I've got to work this out for myself,� she straddled me sinuously, then lifted her sweet little rump and, holding my rigid cock steady with her right hand around behind under her crotch, she worked her cunt down over it until, once more, the barrier of her maidenhead blocked any further penetration.
She grabbed my shoulders tightly with both hands and I could feel her little cunt tighten around the head of my prick. Then she lifted, holding my tip still inside her and then drove down with all her force and with gravity working in her favor as well. There was a tearing sensation and she let out a little yelp of agony. Then she jammed the knuckles of her left hand into her mouth and went right on pushing down on my prick, taking more and more of it into her.
I've heard quite a few guys talk about taking their first cherries� but I never heard of anyone else who was in a position to watch the whole thing while it was happening. It was exciting as hell. Little by little, her cunt was absorbing my cock, like a boa constrictor ingesting a baby sheep. It seemed to be drawn up into her by some irresistible force� but slowly, oh so slowly, pulling the rim of her cunt and even some of the sparse golden hair sprouting from the crack and mound above it in after itself. I saw her wince and said, �Honey, I'm hurting you.�
She said, �It's killing me� but I'm not stopping now.�
She wasn't, either. As I held still, propped against the partition, she began pumping her cunt slowly up and down on my rod. It was indescribably tight and hot and she could not get me more than two thirds of the way in. As she thus employed slow friction, each time she pulled up, she left my prick bright red with her hymeneal blood. Her mouth was open and she was uttering little panting sounds, like a bitch in heat on a warm day� and she was in heat all right, poor little darling. I could feel waves of pain ripple through her and she flinched each time she drew me deeper into her tight little passage and knew that, so far, she was not getting much fun out of it.
But Francie was always a determined kid� once she made up her mind she wanted something, she hung in there until she got it, whether it was a new toy or a new boy� and this time she wanted to become a woman in the fullest sense of the word. There was only one hitch in the path of her progress toward fulfillment� me. Propped up as I was with my shoulder blades flattened against the uneven wooden partition and with Francie's weight full upon my loins, I was beginning to feel more and more as if I were caught in a pretzel-bending machine.
Each time she brought herself down, I felt the back of my head bang the wall through the bull fight poster. I wanted to make things easier for both of us and got one hand free to circle her buttocks and bring her to a stop. She said, �What's the matter?�
I said, �I've got to change my position. Let's take a break and get comfortable.�
But she was having none of that. Her green eyes blazed with fury as I had never seen them blaze before, and she said, �Comfortable! Do you think I'm comfortable?� She actually hammered at my shoulder with a tiny fist and I tried to dodge and slipped sideways and Francie came with me and we were lying sideways on the bed, much the way I had lain with Darlene some of the time last night.
I heard her let out another little yelp and looked down to discover that the action had loosened something else so that my prick was inside her all the way to its bloodstained hilt. That was the last cry of pain she gave that morning. The sudden added penetration had unlocked her portals of pleasure, and she began to pump and writhe against me with her now-slippery cunt pistoning up and down on my jock with the frantic rising rhythms of sensual delight.
My own loins began to stir and, before I was aware of what I was doing, I had rolled her under me and spread her apart like a frog on the dissecting table in a biology class and drove my prick so far into her I felt as if it would come out her mouth. I said, �I'm sorry, honey,� but those green eyes flashed again underneath me and that tight little twat of hers seemed to explode. She drove it up at me like a triphammer and I had all I could do just to hang in there and ride out the storm. She must have come a dozen times before my own juices began to roil up through my balls and then through the tube in my cock to detonate far up inside her in a tidal wave of the greatest pleasure I have ever known in my life.
I don't know what it was about sex with Francie� hell, she was only a child and maybe that was part of it� but it was different from sex with Darlene or Anita. Fucking them was delicious, but with them it was a game whose rules they already knew� fucking Francie was like fucking a little savage to whom it meant everything and who had never heard of a rule book.
When I tried to pull out of her after our terrific spending, she held me there with her heels digging into my buttocks and said, �No you don't, Jeff� not after what I just went through to get you inside me.�
I was afraid of my weight crushing her little-girl body and tried to roll sideways again� but my demon kid sister was not having any of that, either. She held me right on top of her with her scissors grip and we lay there, completely joined, absolutely still for a long moment. Then she said, �Aren't you going to kiss me, Jeff?�
So help me, I hadn't thought about it since we really got swinging. Fucking Francie had been more of an athletic feat, for all the pleasure it gave me, than an act of love. I tried to make up for it now, holding her terrific little body tenderly close and arching my neck to put my lips on hers and let my tongue dance to the rhythm hers beat against its eager tip.
And all the time she was holding my cock gripped tight in her tunnel of love. The green eyes looked up at me softly this time as she withdrew her lips and said, �I love you, Jeff darling, more than anybody else in the whole world.�
Then she lifted her mouth and bit my lower lip� not enough to mark it but enough to make me cry out with pain and alarm. At the same moment, she began to thrust and bob with her cunt and to dig her fingernails into the skin of my back as voluptuous excitement once again took possession of her.
It was wild� really wild. This time either there was no pain involved for her or her pleasure wiped it out, and the fluids she copiously suffused my cock with were no longer scarlet. If her techniques still lacked subtlety, her onslaught was so vigorous and her young body so fresh and strong that my response was almost immediate. It was an animal act while it lasted� with me right on top and plunging straight ahead and her tight little pussy responding as if it had a will and life of its own. We were slippery with sweat and this lubrication only added to our pleasure� and when we came together at last I felt as if I was being drained to the tips of my toes.
When at last it was over, she looked up at me, a green-eyed, golden-haired, disheveled female cherub and smiled a soft angelic little smile of contentment as she said, �Darling, that's what I call a real piece of arse.�

FOUR

Nothing much happened the rest of that day, which was a good thing for me. After my bout with Francie, on top of my terrific sessions with Anita and Darlene, I was shot down like a clay bird in a shooting gallery. I ate three big helpings of Missie's tamale pie for lunch and was so stuffed all I could do was lie around the beach. Besides, I had to shape up for tomorrow. The next morning early, my father and Missie were taking the launch to the peninsula and flying up to L.A. Cousin George and Jean, my youngest sister, were going along. They both had teeth-straightening appointments.
It was around one o'clock when I got the launch back to the island. The girls had lunch ready and I could tell by the way they giggled and looked at each other and me that they had planned a big afternoon� and by that time I was ready for anything. I was so excited that my balls felt drawn up into my guts and I could hardly touch my food. Anita and Darlene didn't eat much either, but little Francie, the picture of golden innocence, ploughed through three helpings of the pot roast and took her time about eating them� though usually she put hers down like a starved puppy. The other girls began to get edgy and snapped at her.
Darlene said, �Come on, Francie. You haven't got all day.�
Anita said, �You've got to clear all that driftwood from the north cove.�
Francie just kept right on eating, chewing each mouthful about forty times before swallowing it. She looked at me and her green eyes were dancing and I knew she was having herself some fun, the little devil.
A minute or so later, Anita snapped, �If you don't get your arse out of here, so help me, I'll punish you.�
Francie laid down her fork and looked both of them right in the eye and said, �If you think I'm going to the north cove while you two are balling it up with Jeff, you're out of your fucking minds.�
It stopped them cold. They sat there, looking at her with their mouths hanging open. Then, as one, they turned to me� I was laughing fit to burst. I said, �It's all right, girls� Francie's in the club.�
�You'd better believe it,� said Francie, spearing a final piece of meat and putting it into her mouth.
�When did it happen?� Darlene sounded furious.
�Yesterday morning� at the shack,� I said.
�But she's only fourteen!� cried Anita.
I looked at that raven-haired basketful of goodies leaning over the table in her bursting halter and said, �How old were you when you started?�
�Eleven,� she admitted. �But that was different.�
I turned to Darlene and said, �How old were you?�
She turned red beneath her tan and dropped her eyes and muttered, �Thirteen. But�� Then she flared, �But she's your little sister.�
Francie looked stubborn as a mule. She said, �It wasn't his fault. I made him do it.�
Anita said, �That's like saying you made a dog eat a bone.�
I said, �Listen, all three of you. I didn't start any of this. But it's happened and we're all here alone. I don't know how long I can make you all happy, but I'm willing to find out.�
�That's okay then,� said Anita, tossing back her glossy black hair. �Darlene?�
Darlene said, �I only hope he has enough to go around.�
We went to our parents' big bedroom� its chief feature was a huge Spanish-carved bed, the only one in the house big enough to hold all of us. It took us about fifteen seconds to peel off our clothes, and there were the four of us, bare-arsed naked. It was something special, seeing the three of them like that at once� not that I hadn't seen them all plenty of times nearly naked at the beach, and all of them nude since the big ball began. But having them there together was something else. I felt like a Turkish sultan with the cream of the crop in his harem.
Just looking at them made my dong rise to an all-time high. They were beautiful, each in her own different way. Looking at Francie, I understood for the first time what Nabokov's Lolita was all about. She looked so young, so innocent, so deliciously wicked as she pushed back her hair and got up on the bed after helping the others pull back the covers. Darlene and Anita were perfect contrasting examples of the willowy Anglo-American ideal and the lush Irish-Mexican dream senorita. Even to their skins, with Darlene's golden tan and Anita's dusky satin hide. Along with little Francie and her beautiful bronze body and platinum sun-streaked mop of hair, they were like three Christmas baskets in July.
On her hands and knees, little Francie was pulling clear a corner of the heavily embroidered lace spread. Her bottom was cocked right at me, and I could see her two little holes winking my way� the tight, light-rimmed arsehole just above the almost lipless orifice of her cunt. She shifted position ever so slightly as she stretched forward, away from me, to tug the caught corner clear, and I saw her love hole glitter whitely as it caught the golden afternoon sunlight that streamed through the window. It was already well lubricated with pussy juice.
This was too good an opening to ignore. I said, �Excuse me, girls,� to Darlene and Anita and moved in on Francie. Height, angle, position� all were exactly right. I moved up, gripped both sides of her pelvis and thrust forward, at the same time drawing her buttocks tight against my loins. There was an instant of hesitation as the head of my cock was checked by the tininess of her hole and she stiffened in surprise� then she drove herself backward on my prick until it was completely buried in her deliciously soft, moist sweet tunnel of love.
She uttered a little grunt of satisfaction, and Anita murmured, �If I hadn't seen it, I wouldn't have believed it!�
Darlene cried, �Where on earth does she put it?�
Francie didn't bother replying� she was much too busy. She spread her knees to give me fuller access to her rear and then began pumping herself up and down along my own plunging rod. I was in charge of the action, though, thanks to my grip on her pelvis. I pulled her rump into my gut and let it go, then back and out again� until she flattened out and rested her golden head sideways on the pillow and reached back and parted her buttocks wide with her own little hands, so that I could ram my cock even further into her. Then she began to roll and wriggled and corkscrew until I felt my own juices gathering a head of steam.
Since there was so much fucking ahead, I decided to let this one go quickly. I had already learned that I came quickly the first time in, and more and more slowly with each succeeding cock-in-cunt session. So I let the jizzum gather and roll out of my balls and up the tiny tube in the center of my cock and explode like a burst of liquid fire into the very heart of her body. Francie came, too, and it was heaven for both of us� but when I tried to pull out, she tightened her already tight little hole and held me there like a dog in heat. If Anita's tightening had made my dong feel constricted, Francie's version made me cry out aloud. I yelled, �Let go, honey!�
But Francie was having none of it� she wanted more and to hell with everybody else. The other girls saw what had happened and came to my rescue, Darlene grabbing me around the waist from behind while Anita grabbed Francie by the armpits and they pulled in opposite directions. Somehow, Francie's busy little fingers clamped on my balls, and for a moment I thought I was going to lose the whole shooting match. But then I dug into her buttocks, pinching them hard, and she let out a squawk and her hands flew apart and I was free.
�For that,� Darlene told Francie once some sort of order was restored, �you're going to have to wait until Anita and I are finished with him.�
�Yeah,� said Anita, �you can have what's left.�
I said, �For Christ's sake, girls, what are you planning to do to me?�
Darlene's bright blue eyes were abrim with lust as she replied, �Nothing you aren't going to love, darling Jeff.�
Francie sat at one corner of the foot of the huge old bed like a pouting cherub while I lay down between the other two girls who hovered over me, one on each side, kissing me and rubbing their breasts and pussies against me while they made free of my body with their hands. In return, I poked a finger into each of their juicy little cunts, gently rubbing their clits between thumbs and forefingers while I marveled again at the differences between them. Darlene's sex button was almost clear of her crack entirely, way up high, while Anita's was buried deep inside the dripping lips of her vulva and she writhed like a worm on a fisherman's hook while I massaged it.
Suddenly it was more than she could bear, and she sprang athwart me, pushing Darlene away, not squatting but sitting atop my prick and wriggling her bottom until it made unassisted entry into her hot little box� then ramming herself downward upon it until it slid up into her like a sword. �Ayeeeee!� she cried as she felt her aching cavity filled, and from then on I forgot about Francie and Darlene and everyone else. I even forgot about Anita, so all absorbing was the pleasure of having my prick fully imbedded in her marvelously educated cunt. She started with a half-dozen fierce rotary thrusts, then sank down all the way with all her juices liberated until my entire lower belly grew sticky from her freely emitted fluids of sex.
She was an incredible cornucopia of a girl, her body rich with soft satin velvet-lined curves, and I played with her boobs dangling in front of me, squeezing them together and then separating them and massaging their nipples until they stood up like tiny twin flagstaffs. Then I kissed and tongued first one, then the other. Repeating the process in reverse, I nibbled and then nipped them in order. Making this with the second boob was difficult, since, at my first nip, Anita took off in violent convulsions� but I made it, catching her second boob on the bounce. She had leaned backward upon me, supporting herself with her arms stiffly out behind her, her hands flat on the sheet. Thus she could bridge her rump slightly and indulge in gyrations wilder than any I had thought up in my wildest wet dream.
I endured this as long as I could, then thrust my own pelvis up hard, impaling her to the full extent of my blade, and then grabbing her thighs and pulling her down forcibly on my cock with a force that made a loud, wet smacking noise as our sticking pelvises met.
In the water out of the reef two days ago and now, Anita had been in charge, controlling our fucking action to suit her whims. But, thanks to Darlene and Francie, in the two days since, I had learned a hell of a lot about the art of screwing, including the fact that there are times when the man must take charge of the operation himself or be nowhere at all.
Something told me that now was the time to assert myself with my first sex teacher. I let go of her soft silken thighs, grabbed her straddling calves just below the knees and used their leverage to lift myself upright, tipping her over backwards on top of my legs� all without losing cock-in-cunt contact.
She cried, �Carissimo� what are you doing?�
I said, �Fucking you, sweetheart,� and rolled us right over in the huge bed until I was right on top of her and in the saddle. But her cunt was so deepset it was hard to maintain the connection and impossible to get full insertion, so I said to Darlene without looking, �Honey, shove a pillow under her arse.�
A second later, when it appeared, I grabbed her buttocks and hoisted them until the pillow was beneath them. It was better, but not enough for what I had in mind, so I lifted her higher and this time her cunt was a good foot above the mattress and pointed right into my pubic hairs with my prick buried in her all the way to my balls. I grabbed her thighs again and spread them as far apart as I could, leaving her wide open in front of me with the white pussy juice glistening like milk in the moonlight. Then I began thrusting my stiff wet cock into her slowly� and withdrawing it even more slowly.
She began to wriggle and writhe and thrash about beneath me, as if she couldn't stand it, and the obscenities flowed from her cherry-red lips in a steady stream� but I held to my tempo while she went out of her mind. It was crazy, but it was indescribably wonderful. After long minutes, I could feel the come gathering in the roots of my loins, but I still didn't pick up speed, letting her do the convulsing. Then, when I was good and ready, I jammed everything I had into her and held her absolutely firm and open against me while I poured a full discharge into the roof of her guts.
So absorbed had I been thus far with the delicious novelty of the sensations I was receiving from each of my sisters that it had not occurred to me how much stronger I was than any of them. I had just bent Anita, fiery, strongheaded Anita, absolutely to my will� and to judge from her reaction as she lay still, still impaled on my soaking prick and unable to extricate herself, made her love it. When I pulled it out of her with that thocking soggy sound I was beginning to love above all the world's music, she uttered a moan of agony and clapped both her hands to her now-empty cunt, working her fingers into it as passion, now unrequited, continued to hold her body in its grip.
Then Darlene grabbed me by both shoulders and spun me around until our faces were close together� we were both on our knees on the big bed� but her expression was not one of desire but of reproof. She said angrily, �Don't ever pull out on a girl so abruptly once you have her coming. It does terrible things to her inside.�
I said, �Oh?� and made a move to turn from her. �You want me to go back in there?�
For answer, she gripped me tightly, pulling my hot, sweat-sticky chest against the cool curves of her soft-firm bosom. I responded by tightening my grip until she was all but crushed against me and then kissed her, mashing her lips against my teeth and filling her mouth with my tongue. It was a long kiss and our bodies were close and the wet stickiness of my lower torso seemed to arouse her, for she kept pushing against me harder and harder until my cock was all but flattened between our bellies� but the heat of her embrace served to restore its stiffness, which had been beginning to flag.
I dropped my left hand and cupped her buttocks and lifted her until her nipples were level with my mouth� and then I jerked her legs forward and pulled that wonderful way-up-front cunt of hers down until I was imbedded to the full in its thin, sheathlike length. Her legs went around my waist in automatic reflex, and I let myself fall forward, squarely on top of her, using my forearms and elbows to break our tumble so that I wouldn't really crush her.
Even so, it almost took the wind out of her and she gasped and lay still. Then, lifting a hand and tracing my lips with a forefinger, she whispered, �My God, but you're strong, Jeff. I saw what you did to Anita just now.�
�I wanted you to,� I told her and, for some reason, I meant it. I was a pushover in everything for my three lovely sisters but I didn't want them, especially Darlene, to think I was a sexual patsy.
�You wouldn't do a thing like that to me?�
I looked down into her bright blue eyes surrounded by her silken red hair and I said, �Not unless you want me to?� I made it a question because I read the indecision in her voice and she suddenly turned her head away to one side. It was all the answer I needed. Darlene wanted the works and I set about giving them to her.
As I've already told you, I've always been closer to Darlene than to the other girls. Maybe it was the fact we were born only ten months apart, while the others were strung out more behind us. But we've always gone to bat for each other without thinking about it, and that means something special. Then, when she came to my bed the night before last, I knew we loved each other� she had shown more depths to her affection for me than I had ever expected� desire, jealousy of Anita, revelation of herself without inhibition� and I had plumbed those depths all the way.
Now she wanted a favor, wanted me to fuck her so that Anita would know our relationship was beyond her reach no matter how hard our stepsister tried to match it. If I had fucked Anita brutally, she wanted me to fuck her even more brutally� and I was more than ready and willing to pick up the challenge.
But how? I hadn't exactly made a study of positions in the special library of illustrated books my father thought he had hidden in the big cedar chest under the stuff in the back of his closet. Sure, I'd slobbered over them some when I got a chance� but I hadn't exactly figured out the how and why of each posture.
As I've said, though, I'd been learning fast since I woke up two afternoons ago and discovered Anita fucking Cousin George on the beach� and now I remembered a position I hadn't believed possible, and, thanks to what Anita had done to me before I rolled her underneath, I thought I knew how to accomplish it.
I rolled us sideways and got my legs out in front of me, and then back so that Darlene was sitting astride me with her legs locked around me and her arms held me close to her stiffly erect breasts. I thrust my two arms up inside hers the way I'd been taught in my lifesaving tests and broke her hold around my body. Then I put a hand on each nipple and squeezed until she cried out and pushed her backward until she had to support herself with her hands flat on the bed behind her like Anita. And then I had Francie bolster my back with the pillows that had been under Anita's dripping bottom and grabbed Darlene's thighs just under and above the knees.
If it was fun being able to see the cock-and-cunt action while I fucked Darlene the night before last, and yesterday morning with Francie after I popped her cherry, this was better yet. I could see everything just by looking down, and I had complete control of the action thanks to the way my hands gripped her legs. I looked around and there was Anita, on her knees, looking down at our sex organs with her eyes popping, her lips parted and the tip of her little pink tongue showing. Over my shoulder, I could catch a glimpse of Francie's platinum-streaked golden hair as she watched the game.
Darlene gasped and looked between her bruised breasts at our interlocked organs and began to wiggle her bottom as a climax began to ripple the sleek surface of her belly. But I had no intention of letting her control the action. I squeezed her buttocks even harder than I had squeezed her boobs and pulled her down hard on my cock until our hairs intertwined with a soppy sound. As I did so, I poked my own pelvis forward and rammed my rod into her hard until my crown drove beyond the flanges of her womb and hit bottom beyond. She stiffened and screamed and then let out a moan as if she were dying. Then she went into a series of convulsions that all but tore my prick out of her cunt.
For a few seconds, I lost my grip on her rear mounds and had to hang in for dear life� but when she stiffened again in an agonized climax, I caught hold of her bottom once again and slowed her down and rammed her all the way a second time, holding it in there and keeping her under tight rein while the sweet sex sap flowed out of her hole and spread a delicious stickiness all around our united fronts. Then I pulled out slowly until only the tip of my cock was nuzzling the lips of her cunt, maneuvering her arse so that it nudged her entrance from every angle. She began to cry for mercy, pleading with me to fill once more the unbearable emptiness of her cavity, but I let her convulse for long moments without granting her an end to her misery.
Finally I decided enough was enough and pushed it back in slowly, feeling her relax in unbearable delight as I slid it past the gates of her womb anew and reached bottom. Then, releasing her buttocks, I poked my left thumb into her arsehole while, with my right hand, I began diddling her clit� all the while with my dong impaling her all the way. Darlene let out another scream and went rigid then, and little Francie began tugging me clear of her, crying, �She's out of it, darling Jeff. Don't waste it on her� I want it while it's still alive!�
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What happened next was like something out of the porn novels we pass around at school� I couldn't believe that my darling sisters were behaving the way they were. But I was loving it and them so much that I had to go along with their wanton play. Hell, I couldn't have stopped them if I'd wanted to� which I very definitely did not.
In her scramble to get my dong out of Darlene's dead cunt and into her own, Francie pushed the pillows from behind me and I went over on my back. My cock, still stuck in Darlene's dripping hole, was bent downward so far that I yelled with pain� but at last it came clear and waved upright in the warm air of that torrid bedroom.
Francie let out a little cry of triumph and crawled toward it on her hands and knees, her green eyes alight with anticipation� but she didn't make it. Not then� Anita, her beautiful boobs hanging like a pair of melons from her chest, beat her to it, grabbing my sopping cock by the base and popping the head of it into her full-lipped mouth.
Francie, frustrated and furious, cried, �It's my turn!� and began trying to push her older stepsister away, causing Anita to nip the tip of my rod and forcing me to push her off it. I got a handful of raven hair in my left fist and a handful of platinum-streaked gold in my right and pulled them apart. I said, �God damn it, girls, make love, not war.�
Sanity returned to their eyes and I let go of their hair and Anita said, caressing my jock with her hand to keep it alive and well, �He's right, pepita. But I've got to have it now or lose my mind.�
�It's my turn,� Francie repeated stubbornly.
�But you can't hold all of it yet,� said Anita.
�So what? It's my turn. And I want it just as much as you do.� Her lower lip trembled, and she looked about to cry.
�Make up your minds,� I said, feeling my over-exercised cock begin to lose some of its stiffness, despite the massage Anita was giving it.
She felt it, too, and apparently that decided her. Pushing Francie away, she mounted me and inserted my dong in her juicy cunt, wriggling there briefly to restore its full life.
Francie began to cry, like a child deprived of its lollipop, and Anita reached out and hugged her close with one arm, all the time continuing a gentle jogging circular motion with her bottom to keep me gainfully employed within her.
Then she said, �It's all right, pepita� I'll take care of both of us.�
She rolled us over sideways, still vertical to my body and still impaled fully by my dong. Then she had Francie arrange herself so that she had her beautiful hot face right against my kid sister's crotch. Francie was facing me, on her side, and before she buried her tongue in the kid's steaming hole, Anita said, �You two embrace and complete the triangle.�
Francie's strong little arms went around my neck and her tear-salted lips met mine and our tongues mingled. I felt a spasm run right through her body as Anita applied her tongue to Francie's clit, and then I began thrusting with my jock as my stepsister went into a series of motions with her cunt designed to do us the most good.
Maybe it was changing cunts in midstream, maybe it was the novelty of the exercise, but before we had been engaged this way for two minutes, I felt my own juices rising fast and pumped jissum into Anita's cunt with every ounce of strength my loins possessed. She wriggled like a gaffed eel and did something that caused Francie's little body to convulse in my arms while her lips pressed even further into mine and her tongue danced an erotic fandango inside my mouth.
Talk about terrific sensations� I felt as if I was riding a jeep through the clouds. But it soon became apparent that it was not going to last. Despite this terrific stimulation, my jock had had it for the time being.
Despite Anita's most frantic gyrations, my rod slowly expired in her hot little hole, gradually wilting away until it became merely a mushroom. My stepsister pulled her head out of Francie's busy crotch and cried, �For Christ's sake, Jeff darling, suck me if you can't fuck me. I'm up the wall right now. Don't leave me hanging again.�
I owed it to her and rolled out of her saddle and reversed my body on the sodden, tumbled sheets. Anita spread her glistening crotch wide before me, her open cunt a mass of rich white gravy. I really understood for the first time, why a woman's sex sap is called cream. I spread her knees even wider as she went on nibbling at Francie's little clit and bent my head to the feast. I could barely make out the knob of her clit beneath the heavy layer of cream that covered it. I could smell the steamy, sweet-sharp sex aroma that rose from her dripping orifice and put my tongue to work, licking her clit clear of its rich covering.
She gave vent to a muffled moan and her bottom began to bob up and down as I got to work. To my surprise, I found the taste of pussy juice, spiked by my own jizzum, exciting. It was as if I were really getting to Anita's very heart and, for this reason, it was a more intimate act than fucking. To put it bluntly, I loved sucking almost as much as I loved fucking.
After I got her winging, I began to fool around. I pulled in my tongue and nibbled at her clit, nipping it gently and then spreading my attentions to the labia that surrounded it. I worried them like a dog worrying a juicy bone and was rewarded by feeling her body quiver convulsively.
Then I lowered my aim and raked my tongue upward over her tight little arsehole and felt her jump as if she had just received an electric shock as the contact was made. Then I took my hands from her knees and spread her labia with my thumbs and jammed my tongue as far up into her quivering cunt as I could.
When I was younger, the kids at school used to kid me about my long tongue, calling me �Frog� and �Toad.� As a result, I have always been kind of ashamed of it� but not any more as I felt Anita's response to its thrust. Her whole spine stiffened with the jolt of its pleasure and I heard her cry out, �Jesu Maria!� and then, �Jesus, darling, it's too much!�
She began to scream that I was �killing� her, but I kept at it and she kept at little Francie until I thought my tongue was going to fall out of my mouth. So I topped her off with a few gentler licks and rolled clear of the game. I grabbed a pillow and thrust it under my head, turned three-quarters face down on the messed-up top sheet and slept.
How long I slept I have no idea, but the light had softened when I opened my eyes and it was evidently early evening. At first I had no idea where I was or what was going on, but a delightful feathery sensation from my cock restored my awareness. I looked down and there was Francie's sunstreaked blonde head bobbing up and down as she sucked on my rod. I could feel the stir in my loins as it slowly reached full erection once more and then Francie lifted her head and her green eyes looked up questioningly into mind. I nodded, and she scrambled aboard with a soft little sigh of delight as she crammed my rampant cock into her thoroughly lubricated little cunt.
As I moved to take a grip on her loins, my elbows hit yielding flesh on either side of me, and I discovered that Anita and Darlene were both sound asleep. Francie, squatting impaled on my cock, wrinkled her nose at me as she followed my gaze and I had to laugh, she looked such a perfect little cherub there above me.
Still half asleep, I wondered if I weren't still dreaming. Only a little more than two days ago, I had been a virgin, my prick still unfledged and innocent of the heaven that is inside a woman's cunt. Now, here I was, virginity blessedly gone in the most delightful manner imaginable, in a situation the most successful veteran sensualist might well envy. On one side of me lay, naked, the most provocative brunette I had ever known, a lushly endowed little senorita whose innate lusts at least matched her sultry beauty� on the other lay my favorite redhead, a sweet-smelling, wildly responsive teenager with the most excitingly available cunt in the world� on top of me a green-eyed and exquisite little Lolita gasped and panted in breathless delight as she slaked her sexual thirsts upon my penis, using her hot little cunt with an ingenuity that denied both her mere fourteen years and her inexperience.
By way of adding spice to the wooing, as the old song has it, two of these girls were my sisters, the third my stepsister. Thus we were all joyous conspirators against one of mankind's oldest and most stringently kept sexual laws� that brothers and sisters may cohabit only under the threat of instant and eternal damnation. Finally, add the fact that the four of us were alone on the island free from all threat of interruption for at least seventy-two hours to come� and it is small wonder that I had trouble for a few minutes trying to determine whether I was awake or having an incredible wet dream.
Now that she knew she could hold everything I had to offer, little Francie went at fucking me with an assurance and abandon that had been lacking before� and she added a few flourishes which revealed she had not been wasting her days dreaming of dolls. As she lifted herself rhythmically from my loins, she reached down with tiny fingers and massaged the base of my rod delicately with tiny fingers, sending voluptuous chills up my spine before sliding her suffusing love tunnel down all the way once more.
But within minutes we were both too absorbed in the act of fucking for such sophisticated bits of by-play. Green as I was at the sport of copulation, it was rapidly becoming evident to my roiling senses that little fourteen-year-old Francie was going to be one of the most terrific pieces of tail in the world.
She went at it with an eager joyousness and a desire to give as well as to take that made her an astonishingly adept bedmate even at this early stage of her development. She liked having my cock deep in her guts so much that it was impossible to consider fucking her a sin� indeed, as her present partner, I was more fucked against than fucking.
She had the knack of control which I was beginning to learn was all important to sexual compatibility� she managed to hold in through a succession of minor orgasms until my prick was bucking like a rodeo stallion within her� and then joined me in a tremendous explosion that seemed to engulf the entire glittering galaxy in a novalike explosion of total voluptuous delight.
�Don't give up the ship, darling Jeff,� she gasped as, drained for the moment, I lay still beneath her� and then began rocking back and forth on my jock until its threatened subsidence was a thing of the past and it was jousting again in her cunt fully armed.
I felt and heard stirrings on either side of me and then, from Anita, an admiring, �Look at that little bitch go!�
From the other side, Darlene said, �Jesus, I wonder where she picked it up?�
Anita said, �From darling Jeff, of course� it wouldn't be difficult.�
Darlene said, �Well, remember, we taught him what he knows.�
Anita said, �But the little one is showing me some things I never knew before.�
Darlene said, �I can't stand much more of this. Come over here, Anita.�
As she rose and scrambled around the big bed with her beautiful boobs bouncing up and down on her chest, Anita laughed and said, �And I used to think you hated me.�
�I did, darling.� Darlene held out her arms to embrace my stepsister and pull her down on the bed with her. �But only because I was jealous.�
�You're not jealous anymore?�
�No, Anita� I'm only jealous of you when darling Jeff is fucking you. Just as I'm jealous of Francie now.�
�You and me both!� Anita giggled irresistibly and I heard rustling sounds alongside of me. I turned my head to see what was going on and looked straight into Anita's great dark eyes. She was looking at me from between Darlene's thighs, and her tongue was stuck deep in my oldest sister's cunt.
When she saw I was looking at her, she winked, then shut both eyes tight in a spasm of rapture as Darlene did something with her tongue to Anita's hole. I turned back to Francie, who had paused between orgasms, still perched pertly on my cock, to view her sisters' tongue-work.
I had mostly been lying back, taking it easy and letting Francie carry the ball� but now, inspired by sight of what Darlene and Anita were engaged in, I felt moved to take back the initiative. If I didn't, I reasoned, the little whippet would have the Indian sign on me for the rest of our lives� and I didn't want that. She could be capricious enough at times without making me sit up and beg.
So I rolled her under me without warning, and this time I didn't make any effort to keep my full weight from falling on her. She uttered a sort of a glugging sound, but then her cunt went into a frantic dance that had me hanging on to stay in the game. She was rolling back and forth beneath me and I was afraid my cock would slip out of her tight little cunt, so creamed was she becoming.
I made a grab for her thigh with my right hand� to discover that her widely parted legs were raised stiffly in the air and that she was holding them rigid with her hands clasped around her knees while she rolled us both from side to side.
Rolling was okay for Francie, maybe, but it wasn't doing much for me. I got my hands inside hers and broke her hold on her knees� but she clasped her arms tight around my chest and locked her legs around my waist with her heels digging into my buttocks and went right on rolling us until I thought my dick would break right off in her cunt.
There was only one thing for me to do� roll with her, and I did it. Once abandoned to the wild motion, I discovered that we could keep the rocking, pistonlike plumbing of cock and cunt going at the same time, as long as we maintained a regular rhythm.
Little by little, my own climax approached, coming on slowly but with an intensity of feeling I had yet to experience� and then it was bursting out of me with express-jet speed, and I was flooding the little Lolita a second time with my splashing sperm.
I hung on in Francie until at last she came down from wherever she was and her breathing became normal. Then we parted and she held my wet, flaccid prick in her little hand and reached up with her lips to kiss me fondly and said, �I liked it that way best of all� with you on top and pounding it into me.�
I said, �I was afraid my weight would be too much for you. I didn't want to crush you.�
�But that's what made it so wonderful,� she said, her green eyes shining. �Being crushed by you gave me the most wonderful feeling� all over.�
I touched her still-wet pussy and explored its relaxed gateway gently with a forefinger. I said, �I thought this was what counted.�
She said, hugging me close, �It feels wonderful there, too� no matter how we do it. But with you really bearing down on top, it sends me all over.�
The other girls finished their sucking session then with much grunting and snorting and thrashing about of limbs as they convulsed together. Her lovely face aglow with sweat and pussy juice, Anita brushed a wayward strand of raven hair out of her eyes and lifted her head from its nesting place in Darlene's crotch.
She said, �Whew! I don't know about the rest of you, but I'm going for a swim. I feel like a popcorn ball on a hot day� with molasses running all over me.�
We went down to the beach in the twilight, not bothering about swimsuits or towels. The water was caressingly warm and cleansing, and we romped in it joyously in a welter of free-floating boobs and buttocks, in which my cock and balls joined the collection.
Sportiveness yes� but sex no. We were all fucked and sucked out and temporarily happy to be relieved of the weight of our driving lusts. We were also starved� none of us having eaten since breakfast.
Walking back to the house dried us and I sat down at the kitchen table and took it easy while my sisters busied themselves getting something to eat. Missie had left a huge meat loaf loaded with chili in the refrigerator, and there were the makings of a salad plus frozen steak-house fried potatoes. Darlene tended to the meat and potatoes while Anita played saladmaker, once letting a nipple drop into the dressing as she stirred it.
Francie disappeared briefly and came dancing back with a near-full half-gallon bottle of my father's vodka� supposedly kept under strong lock and key since Cousin George got Darlene and me in such trouble only the year before. I looked at it doubtfully, as did Darlene, neither of us wishing a repetition of the penalties we had had to pay for that indiscretion.
�Better put it back before Dad finds out it's missing,� she said.
Francie placed it in the center of the table and tossed her angelic golden curls. She said, �I'm not putting this back. For one thing, what good's a party without booze? For another, I've had this put away ever since Dad and Missie threw that big bash for Cousin George's parents last month.�
�You sure they don't know you've got it?� Darlene asked.

�You haven't heard them ask about it, have you?� said Francie, all injured innocence.
That was good enough for me. I reached for the bottle, pulled it toward me, uncapped it, sniffed� and promptly gagged.
�Not that way, silly,� said Francie, taking the bottle back. �Here� I'll get glasses and mix.�
We sat around and sipped vodka and Seven Up while the meat loaf warmed. It was a wonderful, relaxed time, and the alcohol cut the edge of our hunger. We laughed with sheer joy at our wonderful time of unhampered freedom� and then, suddenly, Darlene's nostrils widened as she sniffed and said, �Anita� the meat loaf� it's burning!�
Uttering a squawk of alarm, my stepsister leapt up and scurried across the room in a flurry of buttocks and boobs. She opened the oven door and checked the meat loaf, which was smoking, bending over to do so.
From where I was sitting, it was a direct eyeshot to her sable-rimmed cunt as she busied herself with the basting spoon� and I discovered that I was not quite as free from desire as I had believed myself minutes earlier.
In fact, my cock began rising of its own volition until its head rose above the level of the kitchen table. Sitting across from me, Francie's green eyes widened, then narrowed as she saw my erection and turned to follow the direction of my gaze. Darlene, at one end of the table, was chattering away about something I wasn't listening to and apparently saw nothing of what was going on.
When Francie turned back, her cherub lips were curled in a smile of pure mischief. She pointed a forefinger down at my rampant prick, then gestured behind her toward Anita and made a fist of her other hand, jamming the finger inside it and making unmistakable fucking motions.
It was more than I could resist. As I got up and started across the kitchen, I caught sight of an astonished Darlene looking up and around to follow my progress� but not for long, since my attention was riveted on my lush cunt of a target. As I came up behind her silently, Anita pushed the oven door shut. She was still bent over and there was that heavenly hole gaping right in front of my dick� in another second she would be straightening up and the fragrant opportunity would be gone. I grabbed both sides of her pelvis and pulled her back toward me as I poked my prick forward, crouching a little to make sure it scored a true bullseye. It did� onward and inward all the way.
Anita let out a squawk that would have done a parrot proud, and her basting spoon flew through the air to bounce off the far wall. Then she spread her feet wider and grabbed her ankles and began to rotate her beautiful rump to give us both a maximum of enjoyment.

SIX

If Darlene's cunt was readily accessible from the front, thanks to its advanced positioning, Anita's deep-set hole was an open pleasure portal from the rear. I had thought myself pretty well used up, but with those full beautiful bobbing buttocks right there against my belly, churning and thrusting in sudden orgasm, and the new feel of her tunnel of love approached from a reverse angle, I shot my wad into her guts in only a couple of minutes� and when I pulled my dripping rod out of my stepsister's still wriggling cunny, it remained as stiff as a ramrod.
Darlene's bright blue eyes were clouded with lust and she sprang from her chair and ran toward me across the tile floor, her small breasts bobbing up and down like a pair of tennis balls with their nipples sticking straight out in front of them. With a flying leap, she was in my arms, her red hair fanning out with her momentum, her arms clasping my neck and her long straight legs locking around my waist, her lips seeking mine avidly, and her thin little tongue darting between them.
The impact of her beautiful body all but knocked me flat on my arse� as it was, I staggered backward until my shoulder blades collided with the wall and steadied me. I grabbed her buttocks and parted them as she rammed her creaming cunt over my dick with a fierce downward thrust that engulfed it to the root.
Then she went into a grinding motion that threatened to twist it off at the base, tightening her already tight tunnel until I felt as if she were milking me like a cow. I uttered a cry of pain, but she refused to let up on me, saying through suddenly clenched teeth, her voice grainy with the effect of her ready climax, �Anything Anita does, I can do better, darling.�
I was still trying to push her away and my hands returned to her ass cheeks in an effort to loosen her up� but pry them apart as I would, she kept her cunt muscles tight until I felt I was being squeezed numb. In desperation, I dug both my forefingers into her tight little arse-hole and spread it open.
It was Darlene's turn to cry out in anguish and she gave a convulsive leap that drove her hard little breasts right into my ribs. But her cunt opened up and I was able to jam my suffering prick so deep into her that it was past the point where she could resume her squeezing bit. My oldest sister was one girl so narrowly constructed inside that she needed no extra constriction� at least when it was my cock that was plumbing her.
I let myself slide down the wall until I was sitting on the floor with my legs straight out in front of me and Darlene bobbing up and down on my prick like a yoyo. I was able to release her buttocks and, with one hand underneath her, was able to massage her rectum while, with the other, I gave her high little clit a workout.
She began to cry, �Oh, Jesus, Jeff darling� I can't stand it� you're killing me� you're tearing me in two.�
I stopped giving her the fringe finger benefits and lifted her rump off my cock in case I was really hurting her. But her cunt snapped down and engulfed my dong like an otter engulfing a fish and I knew I hadn't damaged her. Thanks to having speared Anita so recently, it took a lot longer with Darlene� and when I finally felt my jizzum begin to roil deep in my balls I felt very real relief and redoubled my efforts to get it over with. Darlene went into a super spasm, leaning back from me with her lips parted and her eyes half closed, uttering little moans of rapture with each fierce upthrust I gave her cunt and responding as fiercely in kind.
When I finally did come, I could actually feel my sperm ricochet from the top of her womb� and at the impact, her whole body went into a shivering convulsion that left her limp as a rag doll. She made no resistance when I gently pushed her off my cock and staggered to my feet. Before I could get back to the table, little Francie grabbed and cried, �It's my turn now.�
I said, �Honey, I can't. I'm shot down.�
She planted her little half-mature body in front of me and said stubbornly, �But I got it all started. I want to be fucked again, too. Feel.� She grabbed on of my hands and thrust it between her legs. Her little pussy was creaming so that her whole crotch was sticky-sweet. Then she grabbed my cock, which was hanging its head in utter exhaustion, and tried to work it up.
�It's not fair!� she repeated, her green eyes full of tears. �I'm in this as much as any of you.�
�In a little while,� I said. �I'm dead.�
�I can't wait!� she cried and went down on her knees and, taking my dripping wet cock in her hands, put its diminished head between her rosebud lips and began sucking and licking it� but just then nothing was of any avail. She pulled her mouth clear of its limpness, looking ready to cry like the little girl she still was, and then brightened and said, �Okay, Jeff, if you won't fuck it, suck it. I've tried with you.� She scrambled up on the table like a little brown monkey and lay on her back and doubled up her legs so that her suffusing pussy was right there at table's edge.
I looked at Anita and Darlene, and shook my head helplessly.
Anita pushed back a strand of coal-black hair from her face with the back of her wrist and said, �Oh, go ahead, Jeff darling.�
Darlene said, �Go ahead and suck her off. We won't be able to sit down until she's had it.�
�Stick it all the way in, Jeff,� said Francie, peering out at me through the window of her doubled-up legs.
She was so small that by holding her rump bottom and top between my hands, I was able to manipulate her entire body as easily as if it were a sack of meal. I lifted her cunt up a few inches and bent down to it sideways, lapping the cute little cunt and holding it inside my mouth while I nibbled at its circumference with my teeth.
Francie began to utter little cries of delight as voluptuous sensation flooded her and the sharp taste of her sex sap was sweet on my lips. She began to throb and bounce on the table top, and I had to use all the strength in my hands and forearms to keep her from rolling onto the floor.
Then I changed my grip and pulled her sweet little buttocks so far apart I thought her arse-hole would split, and her little red cunt, with its creamlike covering, was as open as it was going to get. Then I thrust my tongue into it as far as it would go and began vibrating its tip.
Francie let out a squawk like an impaled pullet and her doubled-back legs flew out and apart, all but knocking on my ear. But I got hold of them again somehow and worked my tongue in and out of her steaming, streaming cunt while she flopped around in the tablecloth, giving vent to little moans that were timed perfectly with my tongue thrusts.
After a few more minutes, Francie seemed to explode again, going into a sort of fit of passionate delight. Then she stiffened and lay still and I pulled out of her and went over to the sink and washed my face and prick and rinsed out my mouth. If I had felt exhausted the morning after Anita and Darlene first introduced me to the pleasures of fucking and sucking, I was truly a rambling wreck now. My cock felt numb and soaked through, anesthetized by the workouts and the drenching in body fluids it had received. The insides of my thighs felt sprung and my belly felt as if a herd of elephants had just trampled it in passing.
I was so weak I thought I was going to keel over in a faint when I finally got to sit down again. The girls cooed and clucked over me and actually took turns feeding me. I got a couple more drinks inside me and we all sprawled around in our delightful informal garb to let the sorely needed food digest.
Darlene said, �Come on, girls, we're all going to rest tonight. If we don't let up on darling Jeff, we're going to kill him� or do him real harm. I know it isn't going to be easy for any of us, but we've got to take care of him if we want to enjoy the rest of this summer.�
Anita said, �He's young enough and strong enough to take all we can give him.�
Francie said, �Jeff's going to be all right. He was just hungry.�
Anita said, �Darlene's right, Francie. Look at him!�
I had had all I could take. I got up and had to grab the table. The drinks had hit me like so many locomotives. I said, �I'm going to bed, kiddies. I'm pooped.�
They came along with me. Anita carried the big jug of vodka, saying, �If we can't fuck, we may as well get smashed.�
Darlene went along with her. How much they drank I didn't know then, because I went out like a light the moment my aching head hit the sex-damp pillow.
I had no idea what time it was when I woke up. Moonlight was slanting through the windows and tinting with eerie silver highlights the shadowed flesh tones around me. The bed was so rumpled it felt like an Indian fakir's bed of nails, and the air was warm and close in that semitropical climate. The stink of stale sweat and stale semen and stale sex sap from my three sisters was indescribable� nor did the smell of stale alcohol help. My skin felt crusty with salt and sperm and pussy juice and even my scalp was stiff with dried sweat.
The girls lay all around me in the big bed� Darlene on my left, flat on her back with the fingers of one hand caressing her cunt even in slumber. Anita lay huddled up in a ball of boobs and buttocks on my right with her head buried in a stinking pillow, one of those that had earlier served to prop up her dripping pussy when I fucked her there. Golden-haired little Francie lay curled up in a corner of the foot like a kitten with only the top of her beautiful head visible above the cradle of her forearms.
All at once a terrific wave of revulsion overwhelmed me� revulsion for sex, for my sisters, for what we had done with each other the past few days and nights. I had to get out of there, to cleanse myself, to be alone and free from any and all females for a bit.
Anita was snoring gently, and the others were breathing deeply and regularly in the sleep of exhaustion. I turned over gingerly so as not to wake any of them and slipped off the right side of the bed through the only breach in the barricade of female flesh that surrounded me� between Anita's trim little feet and the sleek curve of Francie's backside.
Then I tiptoed from the room and on through the house and out the front door and back to the beach. The night air was like warm velvet, so when I reached the water's edge, I plunged in. Though the water was warm, it was cooler that the air and purified my body in less than a minute of swimming through the silent Gulf� silent save for the splash of water churned to brief foam by my swimming.
With the crust of sweat removed, I felt almost human once more. I lay atop the water, floating on my back, letting the tide carry me halfway back to the beach, then rolled over and swam in the rest of the way with slow lazy strokes. When I stood up and shook some of the water off me, the air was welcome for its warmth. I filled my lungs with it three times and began to feel more like myself.
The water, the sand, the familiar clumps of yucca and the scrub pines and occasional palm trees beyond them, even the tiled roof of the house, just visible in the middle distance, looked mysterious and magical and under some sort of witch's spell. It was beautiful to be there, alone and naked, in the darkness, and I took a few more deep breaths just letting it seep through me.
Something moved in the shadow of the pines and I came alert as a dim figure detached itself from the darkness and came toward me. Then she stood dappled in moonlight through the trees and I saw that it was little Francie. When she saw me and came up to me, naked as I was, and pressed her body against me and reached upward with her tiny lips to meet mine.
Her skin felt sticky and foul, so I picked her up and carried her back into the water and dumped her with a splash and held her under a good thirty seconds. When she came up she was indignant and spluttering and said, �What did you do that for, Jeff?�
I said, �Because you stank� why do you think / came down here? I couldn't stand it when I woke up a little while ago.�
Her hair was plastered to her head like streaks of mud in the moonlight, but she pulled and shook it clear and then came close again and embraced me and said, �Do I smell better now?�
�You're okay,� I told her. I wasn't sure whether I wanted her there just then or not, so I kept it cool.
She sensed my mood and was troubled by it and said, �You're not sore because I followed you here, Jeff darling?�
�Not now,� I said. How could anyone be sore with my little sister, who looked like an angel and acted like one when she wasn't playing the irresistibly amorous cherub? I gave her childlike body a squeeze of affection, and she rubbed herself against me like a half-drowned kitten.
�I'm glad, darling Jeff,� she told me, her green eyes dark in the moon's shadow. �I love you so much I think I'd die if I even thought I'd offended you.�
�You couldn't offend me, darling,� I told her. �I love you, too.�
It was a mistake� or so I thought for a few seconds. She rubbed closer against me and did everything but purr to show her happiness. Then her little fingers slipped up on me under the water and grabbed my cock and began to diddle it gently. Lifting it above the surface so that she could see it, Francie murmured, �It's so beautiful, so lovely� how does it feel to be able to give all of us such pleasure with it?�
I said, wondering why I was unable to push her away, �It feels pretty good from my end, too, honey� but right now, it's not in shape to give anybody pleasure.�
I caught a glint of mischief in the eyes that glittered up at me. She said, �I'll bet I can fix it so it would give us both lots of pleasure, darling Jeff.�
I said, �Oh, Jesus, honey� not now� not yet. It's had a hell of a workout the last few days.�
But again I didn't pull clear or push her away and the little devil knew I couldn't do it. She squeezed my cock comfortably and then it gave the game of aloofness away completely� it began to grow under the ministrations of her knowing little fingers and palm.
She said, �Oh, darling� it's come to life!� Then she knelt in the water and put her mouth to it with only her nose and eyes above it and began the most delicious sucking action while one of her tiny hands caressed its base and the balls beneath and the other ran lively fingers up and down the crack of my arsehole.
I felt shivers chasing one another up my spine, and they weren't a result of a watery chill. Incredibly, I could feel a stir in my depleted loins and my cock gave a sudden jump outward and upward that carried it back above the surface, bringing the busy lower half of Francie's head with it.
She gave my dong a final smacking suck and she pulled her mouth clear of its head and, still holding it ready with one hand, said, �I watched you out here with Anita three afternoons back.�
I said, �I know� Darlene told me that night.�
She said, �I saw what you did to her. I want you to do it to me, too� just the way you did it to her.�
I tried to be sensible. I said, �Honey, I don't think I'm ready.�
�That's not what he's trying to tell us.� Triumphantly, she held my rampant cock above water. �Besides, you owe it to me.�
�How do you figure that?�
�In the kitchen� you fucked Anita and Darlene until you had nothing left for me.�
�But I sucked you silly, Francie.�
�Sucking's second best,� she said. �It doesn't really count unless I feel you spurt inside me. That's what I love the most.�
I knew I had let the game go along too far. I was past the point of no return myself. I said, �Okay then, you want it that way?�
�I want it that way.�
�Then come here.�
My cock was so stiff that it was actually hurting. If I didn't get it into Francie's sex box right then, I had a feeling it was going to hurt a lot more� so I didn't fool around, any more than I had fooled around with Anita when I rammed it into her from the rear when she was bending over the meat loaf in the oven.
So I grabbed her by the legs and pulled her to me, letting her fork herself around my middle and bring her cunt right up against my jock. The angle wasn't quite right, though, and my big stiff prick slid over its open and parted the wet fuzz on her mound.
Francie let out a gasp of alarm and grabbed it, pushing herself away and lowering my dong until I yelled from the pain. She got the head of my cock right against her opening and pushed at me. Just as I thrust forward at her with all my strength.
The water had dried up her hole and my dong, stiff as it was, only got a couple of inches into her. I could feel it drag the soft inner fabric along with it. It must have felt as if I was raping her, for she kicked and struggled and tried to cry out, but swallowed a mouthful of water instead and could only sputter and struggle furiously.
The contortions she went through did the trick, thank God, and her cunt began to fill with sex sap and I held firm until my dong imbedded itself all the way to the top of her womb by itself� like a section of iron crowbar drawn by a magnet.
Just like the time when I ripped through her hymen, the pain seemed only to add to her pleasure� and her cunt began to gyrate and buck against my jock in a whole series of crazy peaks. For a while, I just held it there, all the way in, while she spent herself, keeping my feet dug into the smooth sand of the shallow bottom and letting her flop around like a harpooned mermaid.
At last her big climax passed and she lay still, floating back on the water with her eyes closed and only the muscles in her legs locked around my waist telling me she was still conscious. I decided it was time for me to have some of the action and get us out of there, so I took her by the loins, holding her close, and began to thrust and withdraw myself, putting a little body English on each stroke.
I pierced her a half-dozen times before she reacted� and then she came to life like a filly stung by a bee. Her legs unlocked and flew free as I kept her crotch rolling around on my cock like an apple spinning on a spring. Her arms flailed at the water and she jerked her little head from side to side frantically.
It took me a long time to come, thanks to the number of workouts I had enjoyed during that past sixty hours or so, and the longer I dug into her the wilder she got. If Anita's cunt had felt wonderfully different when I plugged her hole from the rear, back in the kitchen, under water and at night, fucking Francie was like fucking a brand new-girl.
I noticed it more than I had with Anita, probably because I fucked her the first time in the Gulf and then on the bed after having Darlene and Francie in between� or maybe it was the effect of the night.
She seemed drier, somehow, but not too dry, and the effect was to make her an even tighter fit around my prick. She began waving her legs around wildly while I held her pinned to my bucking cock and I felt the jizzum finally beginning to roil up within me in preparation for its journey into her body and ground her cunt right into my pelvis and held it there while I poured everything I had into her guts in a marvelous moment of sheer sexual delight.
I didn't wane right away and held it in her until her orgasm finally subsided� then we separated and half swam, half waded back to the beach, utterly spent. We lay down and let the warm night air wipe us gently dry and then she cuddled against me, a delicious armful, and we fell asleep there under the planets with her sweet little fingers clutching my jock and two of my fingers buried in her hole.

SEVEN

I woke up out of a crazy dream in which I was sliding down the soft throat of a huge whale, like Jonah in the Bible, to find that Francie was sucking my cock, her tousled gold head with the silver streaks bobbing up and down like the head of a huge woodpecker hard at work on a tree trunk.
The blue waters of the Gulf were bright pink in the dawn and, looking upward, I could see a few faint stars still twinkling in the lightening sky. The air was deliciously cool against the heat of the day to come, and if the sand felt grainy beneath me, the sensations Francie was beginning to evoke in my awakening prick more than made up for such a small discomfort.
I extended a hand to caress her head and let her know I was awake, and at once the sucking halted and a pair of bright green eyes peered up at me through a fringe of golden curls. She said, �At last!� and, holding the base of my now rampant dong in her little-girl fingers, scrambled on top of me and inserted the head in her already creaming little cunt, pushing downward on it with a corkscrew motion to render our union complete.
I began lifting my rump in time with her pumpings so that, in the wild and wonderful action which followed, my cock remained constantly plunged to the hilt in her pussy, and little Francie came completely unglued in a couple of minutes, gasping for me to stop even while she got more and more athletic as her climaxes followed quick and fast, each more explosive than the other.
�I can't stand it!� she cried as I went right on fucking her with all my might. �You're wiping me out!�
But I was just beginning really to enjoy myself, and I had no intention of calling a halt even for an instant until nature had run its full course. This took a long time, thanks to the fact that my prick was still half numb with sleep, and her reactions kept getting crazier and more wonderful, as voluptuous rapture went racing through her entire body.
She had stopped begging me to let up and was now gasping, �Fuck me, Jeff� fuck me� fuck� fuck� fuck.�
Her sex sap flooded us both and ran down into my own crack and clotted the sand uncomfortably. When I couldn't stand that any more, I pulled her down close on top of me and rolled her underneath, without breaking the wonderful fucking rhythm we were enjoying. Her widespread legs began pistoning stiffly in and out as her cunt continued to bob in and out and up and down and around and around on the joystick I kept plunging in and out of her guts.
She began to toss her beautiful head spasmodically from side to side and her green eyes were glazed with the continuous climax that made her little brown body heave and roll like the waters of the Gulf in a hurricane. She began nipping at my shoulders until I had to put one hand over her mouth and this seemed to excite her even more and her cunt nipped at my cock convulsively.
It took a long time to make me come that morning, but when my jizzum finally boiled into action, it came like all of a sudden. I jammed my cock into her cunt until it felt as if the rest of me was going to follow, and let her have it as far up as it would go.
She wrapped herself around me, rolling us back and forth on the sand, still in the grip of uncontrollable passion, and I began to realize that this could well be the most exciting of all the terrific fuckings I had had since Anita claimed my virginity that memorable afternoon.
I closed my eyes and dug my toes into the sand and got on with the terrific game we were playing, oblivious like Francie to the rest of the world.
Suddenly, a pair of hands gripped my loins from behind and above me and lifted my rump in the air� and at the same time, another pair of hands dragged Francie, screaming bloody murder, right off my dong and out from under me. The next thing I knew, Darlene and Anita, playful as a pair of pumas, were rolling me over and fighting for my cock, which stood forlornly upright like a flagless flagstaff.

�God damn it!� I yelled. �You bitches have no right to do this.� I was sore as a boil and opened my mouth to give them a piece of my mind� but before I could utter another syllable, they both gave me a piece of their arse and quite effectively shut me up for some time.
Anita planked her dripping cunt squarely over my open mouth and before I could check myself I had thrust my long thick tongue right up her hot-velvet coozie and was tasting the sweet-sharp taste of pussy juice again. At the same instant, Darlene impaled herself neatly on my rampant prick, forcing it all the way up into her womb and rolling herself around on my loins like a rodeo rider.
This change of cunts, in midstream as it were, proved too much for my intention to hold out, and I began to respond in kind, in Darlene with my cock and Anita with my lips and tongue as I alternately sucked at her labia and then lapped her flowing cunt.
It was crazy and not very comfortable, being ground into the sand by both of them, but once the triple play was well begun I no longer gave a damn about anything else. I had never fucked and sucked so hard in my brief experience of sex� nor was I ever to do so afterward. I hit maximum� and held there. I grabbed Anita's buttocks and churned her crotch as I sucked it� not that she needed much guiding� and rolled and thrust my own loins furiously as Darlene got things really swinging downstairs. I could feel Anita beginning to peak toward climax as she rolled her hot, creaming crotch across my lower face, and Darlene go into convulsions as my cock did its work in her roiling guts� and then I was spurting semen into her womb as if it were jet propelled. A real liftoff� for all of us.
We took a swim to clean off and then went back to the house for breakfast. After the workout we had all had, we were ravenous. Bacon and sausage and eggs and coffee never smelled so good to me in my life� and I knew that I would never settle for jogging as an appetite builder after the glorious fun we had all enjoyed. Jogging might be all right for other health nuts, but from now on I was hooked on fucking for exercise� it was a hell of a lot healthier and a hell of a lot more fun!
We were just sitting around, relaxed and naked, when the radio telephone signaled that somebody was calling the island. I answered and it was Jean, my little twelve-year-old sister. She said, �Come on over in the launch and pick us up.�
�Who's us?�
�Missie and Cousin George and me.�
When I told the girls, they looked stunned. Then Darlene jumped to her feet and said, �For Christ's sake, Jeff, take your time. Anita and Francie and I are going to have our hands full getting this place in shape.�
I took my time getting over to Baja, feeling relaxed and lazy and thinking about how much nicer it was to be naked than wearing clothes� even the shorts, shirt, and huaraches that were all I had on. I decided, when I grew up, that I was going to be a nudist and to hell with anybody who tried to stop me.
Even absorbed as I was with all the terrific things that had happened on the island, I could not help noticing that something was wrong when I made the return run. The Baja sunlight was all around us and the sea and sky were crystal clear� but in the boat there was nothing but static.
Jean sat up in the bow with her back to us, letting her legs dangle overboard, while I was alone in the stern sheets handling the rudder. Missie and Cousin George sat facing each other on opposite sides on the benches that ran the length of the cockpit. When I asked Missie where Dad was, she said, �Your father's staying on in L.A. for a few days.�
The way she said �your father� made me think of icicles hanging from the edge of a roof in wintertime. I thought, Oh, shit, Dad's done it again. He was a man women never seemed to want to leave alone� and every time he cut out, there was hell to pay with whoever happened to be his wife.
I looked at Cousin George, but old pimple-face wasn't giving me the time of day. He kept trying not to look at Missie and not making it. I couldn't blame him for that. Missie is Anita grown up, which means she's one hell of a lot of woman. She was made for a bikini� an Anita with the baby fat whittled down to sleek firm flesh. Not that I had anything against her daughter's baby fat� not after wallowing in it as I had the last few days and nights.
A couple of times I caught her looking at Cousin George and saw the lines of her beautiful face soften into tenderness even though her brilliant black eyes remained troubled� and Cousin George looked so smug I felt like popping every pimple on his ugly face. I thought, Oh, no! and wondered just how this unforeseen development was going to affect all of us, and what in hell was going to happen when Dad finally got back to the island.
Somehow, the girls had got the place back in shape by the time I moored the launch to the jetty� they were all down there to meet us, and there was much kissing and hugging as if Missie and Jean had been gone a month instead of a couple of days. As usual, I had to carry most of their bags up to the house� Cousin George always manages to weasel out of his share of everything unless it's making trouble for others.
As I started up the path, little Jean dropped back and looked up at me with her moonstone-grey eyes. She said, �Jeff, I want to talk to you. Meet me at the shack as soon as you can.�
I started to ask her what was up but before I could get a word out, she had trotted ahead to rejoin the group walking ahead of us� five beautiful, bobbing, lightly clad female rumps and one ugly male bottom.
When I got to the shack half an hour later, little Jean was already there. She said, �What took you so long?�
I said, �I made it as quick as I could,� and wondered why I should be on the defensive with a twelve-year-old kid.
She got up off the couch and said, �I want you to fuck me.�
I damn near went down the drain, though after what had happened with my other sisters I probably shouldn't have been so surprised. But, until then, Jean had always seemed just a little girl, a runny-nosed preteenager, a child.
She read me and said, �If you don't, I'm going to go out of my mind.�
I said, �But��
She said, �Oh, don't make such a thing out of it. I know you fucked Anita and Darlene before we left. And if you're worried about my being a virgin like Francie, don't. I've been fucking since I was ten.� She moved in close, looked up at me and said, �Please, Jeff� I've got to get my rocks off.�
I never had been able to refuse her anything� from making her a kite, when I had better things to do, to slipping her hard-won allowance money for a Saturday afternoon.
This, I decided, was a hell of a time to take a hard line with her.
Besides, twelve-year-old or no, when she turned it on as she turned it on for me then, Jean was suddenly an irresistible little sexpot. She had ash-blonde hair and long light lashes and a round little face that was going to be beautiful. Below, she had a round firm little body that could literally do anything.
She was wearing a little peach-colored shorts-and-bra outfit that took her about two seconds to peel off. It was the first time I had seen her naked in years, and there had been some interesting developments with sensational ones in prospect.
Nude, Jean might have been a satin-skinned boy but for two major differences. Her breasts, which had begun to swell with promise, caused a pair of exceptionally large nipples to stand out from her ribs in low relief. Their areola were so close to the hue of her suntan that the nipples themselves appeared to have no surrounding discs at all. The other difference was in her cunt, above which a little swirl of ash-blonde down was barely evident� but the mound from which it sprouted was large and round, its lower portion bisected by a crack that suggested her cunt was as interesting and as beautifully placed as Darlene's.
Jean's approach to the business of fucking was much more forthright and matter of fact than that of her older sisters. Perhaps she was too young to flirt� though, as a boy who has been brought up in a houseful of females, I have never yet seen one of them who was too young to flirt. Let's put it this way� she didn't fool around.
I got out of my clothes in a hurry and I could have hung them on my prick, which was sticking outward and upward with an eagerness that suggested it hadn't found a home in months� what a liar! When Jean moved in on me, she was so short that the tip of my rigid tool caught her right at the base of her breastbone. She had been about to embrace me, but, finding this barrier of flesh in the way, she stopped and considered it, frowning charmingly. She moved it to one side, then to the other, but it swung back before she could press her sleek little body against mine. She pushed it up against my chest and closed, but the damned thing was beneath us like a broom handle.
She scowled at it, then looked up at me, her lovely grey eyes abrim with mischief. She said, �What a beautiful big handle!� Then she turned her back on me, revealing dimpled little buttocks and, taking hold of my prick in her tiny fist, marched into the other room, leading me like a child with a huge dog on a leash.
There, without letting go of it, she lay down flat on her back on the makeshift bed and opened herself wide. It was evident that Jean had little use for foreplay� or need of it. Her nipples were sticking up like stiff little pricks already and her cunt was already creaming. From the outside, it was a very interesting cunt. It was as highly placed as Darlene's, but with a huge pair of orchid-purple labia� and even more than Darlene's, the clitoris was outside of her hole, midway up the crack above it, almost completely detached from the rest of her sex-apparatus.
Still hanging onto my dong, which was throbbing with anticipation, she pulled me down into her saddle and placed the head of my cock right between those sweetly suffusing lower lips. As I came down over her, she looked dangerously small and fragile compared to my much greater size and bulk.
I said, �I'll squash you.�
She said, �Stick it in, Jeff� I won't break.�
With the words, she thrust her hole up at me and caught my prick in her pool of pleasure, pulling it halfway in. I was again past the point of no return and couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to� which, as so often before in like circumstances, I definitely didn't.
I counterthrust, driving my dong deep into her� but hit bottom before it was two-thirds buried. I pulled back, or tried to, not wanting to wreck her insides, but those outsized labia surrounding the lips of her cunt seemed to rise up and clamp right around the base of my cock, trapping me like a fly caught in a venus fly trap.
I said, �Jesus, Jean� where'd you pick that up?�
She gave my prick's base a squeeze with her labia that sent the jizzum racing in my balls, then said, �I didn't have to pick up anything. I was born with an educated pussy.�
There was no coherent talking after that� at any rate, none I can remember.
Setting her little bottom firmly in place on the mattress, planting her feet wide apart, Jean began thrusting and gyrating her cunt with a speed and perfect rhythm that reminded me of a great orchestra in full flower. Everything was beautifully integrated� and the more action she gave her cunt, the tighter the grip she held on my cock with her labia.
She thus held me in her tunnel of love as close as she wanted me but gave me terrific action at the same time. Before three minutes were up, I let go a full charge into her� I couldn't do a thing about slowing it up, so great was the way she moved making it.
She shuddered, stopped briefly and cried, �Oh, shit, there I go again� milking a man before I'm ready.�
I said, �This is Jeff, Jean� remember? Just keep it moving and don't give up the ship.�
My words seemed to excite her. She closed her eyes and got her little arms around my middle as far as they would go� and then closed her cunt more tightly than before, as if to keep every last drop of our merged fluids inside her.
I remembered the trick I'd tried on Darlene and reached down as we went right on fucking and diddled her fully exposed clitoris. She was building a fine hot fire for both of us as it was, but when I touched the button, the munitions factory blew sky high.
Until then, when I thought about Jean at all, it was as a quiet kid who kept to herself and minded her own business� but then, I had never been in her business before. She had the lowest boiling point of any of my sisters� and they were none of them exactly slow to convulse in climax. Maybe Jean was on Fahrenheit while the others were on centigrade� any way you looked at it, her degrees of heat were closer together.
How so much sex sap could flow from such a small container was a phenomenon of nature. Little Jean didn't just flow� she spouted, she cascaded. The slippery-slickness of my jizzum in her cunt was dissolved in seconds and the sticky sweetness of her own fluids made thrusting in and out of her tunnel like poking my prick into a tube of thick machine oil. It took a little doing but was it ever worth the effort!
And if her tunnel was too short to hold all I had to offer, it was surgeon's-glove tight and those grasping, gripping, protruding lips more than made up for its lack of depth. At one point they were actually clamped around some of my hair and pulled it so hard it hurt! Jean was simply the greatest. She may not have had all the fancy curves and knobs to hang onto that Anita and Darlene offered� but that sleek little body of hers had a mobility and endurance neither of them could match. Fucking her was like fucking a perpetual motion machine. Jean knew plenty of tricks, too. When she got tired of the straightaway, she wriggled around underneath me and rolled herself up into a ball, offering herself at a different angle that caused her to explode all over again when I began to pump her with my cock scraping the bottom of her pussy instead of the top.
This gave me the idea that maybe she was arse-hole-happy, so I poked my middle finger up her bottom hole and crooked it upward so that I was putting pressure on the under side of my cock through the thin wall of tissue. This drove her out of her mind, and the first thing I knew she was biting the lobe of my right ear� so hard I thought she was going to sever it. I gave her a hard slap but she hung on� until I took drastic action by pulling my cock right out of her wildly thrashing cunt.
She let out a gasp and clutched me, letting go my ear, and said, �I won't bite anymore, Jeff� I promise. Just put it back inside me and fuck me.�
I got up on my knees and looked down at my prick. If it had been soaking when it came out of my other sisters, it was really under pussy juice now. When I moved it back toward target, the target had changed again. Jean had rolled over so that her head and knees were underneath and the curve of her little-girl back on top� with her dimpled buttocks looking me right in the face and her gaping little cunt like a Cyclops' eye between them, begging to be filled.
I grabbed her buttocks and spread them further and jammed my cock into her like a battering ram� and this other new angle sent me right off my own nut within a dozen hard long strokes. As my sperm spurted off the top of her womb, I came down on her with all my weight, and she flattened out under me like a pillow.

EIGHT

Jean's grey eyes regarded me lovingly as she sat Turkish fashion on the shack bed, plaiting her ash-blonde hair into pigtails with deft fingers. In the soft light, her lovely little crack seemed to wink at me. She said, �Jeff darling, you're even better than I hoped you'd be� better than Cousin George.�
�It was Cousin George who took your cherry?� I asked.
She nodded. �He got all of us two years ago� except Francie. She held out for you.� A sidelong up-glance from beneath the long, light lashes, then, �Did she�?�
I nodded. I was thinking of Cousin George, with his ugly face and ugly body fucking Darlene and little Jean. Seeing him fuck Anita on the beach had been bad enough.
Jean read my thoughts and said, �Don't blame him. It wasn't his fault. We all wanted to be fucked and he was here and knew the score. We wanted you, of course, but you were so�� She let it hang.
�So square?� I asked.
She nodded, this twelve-year-old shrimp. I felt myself blush all over. Jean giggled and I felt like slapping her bottom. Jean said, �Don't feel bad. You're just great, even if you were a little slow starting.� She reached for my cock and squeezed it gently, making it throb, then bent over and took the head in her little mouth and began sucking on it, gently at first, then harder and harder, until it seemed to grow an extra two inches.
I pulled her off and hugged her close and her legs went around me and she wriggled her juicy little cunt right down over my cock, sheathing it within her child's body. Seated astride my thighs, she was tall enough to reach up and kiss me and her tiny hummingbird's tongue darted in and out of my mouth. Pulling her lips clear after a long, ineffably sweet moment, she said, �I like it this way� at least I can kiss you while we're fucking.�
I let my hands slide down her seal-slick body and gripped her wee buttocks and began lifting and lowering them on my rigid dong. But after a couple of thrusts, she wriggled her bottom out of my grasp, causing us both intense excitement, and began a wild motion of her cunt that increased our satisfaction. �I want to fuck you my way,� she whispered, her eyes shining with delight through the fringe of long lashes. �I have a lot of ideas.�
She had some beauts, too. Once those incredible lips of her cunt had reestablished their grip on the root of my prick, she pushed me over on my back and, lifting her rump completely clear of my cock, made a quarter-turn and resheathed it so that she was sitting on me sideways. Laughing softly with the fun of it, she made another turn after a few strokes so that her back was to me, then another, and another, until she was facing me again. Then she flattened herself on top of me and began pumping her cunt up and down and around and sideways until she brought me to the point of detonation.
Then she stopped and sat up once more, resting her tiny hands on my chest, and lifted herself ever so slowly, so as not to bring me on prematurely, until she was clear of my cock again. She held it that way for a long moment, looking down at me with laughing eyes while my dong begged for a reprise. Then, compressing her lips, she came down on me with a savage all-encompassing thrust and we were off on the crazy last lap. When I came this time my dong bucked so fiercely it felt like a flying fish about to take off.
She relaxed then, rotating her cunt gently until her passion abated, then rolled off, then licked our combined juices from my prick with an avid tongue. That delicious chore completed, she sat up, blew a strand of light hair clear of her eyes and said, �Whew!�
I said, �I hate to think of what you'll be when you grow up, honey.�
�Why? I'll be just as good� and my equipment will be better.�
I had to laugh. I said, �I didn't mean that and you know it. You're something else already.�
�I know.� She laid her dear little head against my shoulder and stroked my arm. Then, serious, she said, �Something happened on the trip.�
�Let me guess, Jean� Missie got sore at Dad again and blew her stack. And good old Cousin George was there, and��
She looked at me with surprise, said, �How'd you guess?�
�From the way they looked at each other in the launch just now.�
�Well, I don't like it.� Jean had been a girl of decided opinions since she was three.
�How can you be sure they were fucking?�
She said, �Because I was standing on a chair, looking over the hotel transom last night� and I'm sure it started the night before last.�
I said, just as if she were the oldest instead of the youngest of us, �What have you got in mind for Cousin George?�
�I think we should call a council� just you and me and the rest of the girls. We've all got to be in on it.�
There was no trouble getting Cousin George out of the way. Right after lunch, he and Missie disappeared, and it didn't require a Masters or Johnson to figure out what they were up to. The rest of us adjourned to the beach and had it out. We all felt stiff and uncomfortable in our brief swimsuits after being nude together for so long.
Anita, who had the biggest boobs, felt the constriction the most� at any rate, she was the first to put her arms behind her back, unhook her bra and let her beautiful brown melons tumble out unconfined. Within seconds, the rest of us were naked, our suits tossed carelessly aside, and Jean laid the problem before her older sisters.
She gave us a full account of what had happened in L.A. Dad had taken off with a beautiful society woman and Missie had blown her stack� the result, an early return to the island and a shackup with Cousin George that seemed to be getting out of hand.
�We have no right to punish Missie,� Jean concluded gravely in her little-girl voice. �Dad didn't give her much choice and Cousin George was there and we all know about him in the fucking department.�
Anita's black eyes were shooting sparks. She said, �If he's fucking my mother, we've got to fix him.�
Darlene said, �Any idea how?�
That launched another round of chatter, and it was Francie who came up with the perfect answer. She said, rubbing her pussy thoughtfully, �If we could just get Missie out of the picture tonight.�
�And how do you propose doing that?� Jean inquired.
Anita said, �I know where she keeps her sleeping pills. We could spike her drink after dinner.�
�But Missie doesn't drink after dinner,� Francie objected.
�She'll drink after dinner this evening,� Anita said firmly, �After balling with Cousin George all afternoon, she'll need one.�
�Okay,� I said. �Then what?�
�Then�� Anita tossed back her raven hair� �we girls get you and Cousin George in a fucking contest� and we screw and fuck and suck him until his balls drop off and his cock wilts and he's out of action for a week.�

�Hey!� I said. �What about me? If this contest is on the level, I'll wind up in just as bad shape.�
�Don't worry, darling Jeff.� Anita leaned forward to kiss me, her brown melons brushing my naked chest. �It won't be on the level� and even if it were, you can outfuck Cousin George every night of the week and twice on Sunday.�
�Look!� said Francie, pointing at my dong, which had assumed flagstaff posture as a result of Anita's kiss. �He's ready right now.� She scrambled toward me on her hands and knees, intent on sucking or fucking me off, but little Jean stopped her.
�Not now,� she said. �Not till tonight. We want darling Jeff in shape. Suppose he lost?�
It turned out to be a long, frustrating afternoon, lying there naked on the beach under the caress of the tropical sun with those four lovely sexpots my sisters had turned out to be so suddenly. I could touch, I could feel, I could kiss� but fucking and sucking were out.
Once, around three o'clock, when I felt I couldn't stand it, I swam out to the reef and began to jack off under water� but before I could get in three strokes, a pair of strong, little hands interfered and a thrusting aquatic body like a white seal upended me and gave me a ducking instead of a fucking. I had forgotten how swiftly and far little Francie could swim under water. To drown my frustration, she led me ashore by my dong, while the others sat on the sand and cheered and laughed.
My sisters got the whole evening worked out like a movie scenario. They decided against doping Missie's after-dinner drink as too risky� she might want to go right to bed with Cousin George. So they arranged a casserole meal instead, of chicken mole topped with a local white cheese. We all had our own casseroles with our names on them, so there was no chance of a mix-up.
They dissolved the sleeping pills in Missie's dish, knowing perfectly well that the sauce of chili peppers and chocolate would conceal any telltale taste. I watched them fix the casseroles and saw Anita putting extra spices in all of them, asked her how come.
She came over to where I was sitting and put her forehead against mine and said, �We need all the help we can get for tonight� and hot spices help steam you up� so I'm putting it all in.�
I said, �Watch your language,� and she giggled, and then I said, �Why put all that stuff in Missie's casserole?�
Anita shrugged and said, �Missie won't know the difference once she falls asleep, and it's better they all taste the same.�
My stepsister was a wonderful cook, and the dinner was a huge success� in every way. Right after congratulating her daughter on outdoing herself, Missie's eyes went heavy and she yawned and almost fell asleep at the table. Shaking herself awake, she excused herself, saying, �I don't know why, but I'm sleepy. Perhaps the trip�� She went to the big bedroom alone and all of us except Cousin George exchanged glances. He went on talking about the trip like an idiot and we laughed at his corny jokes like idiots� until he faked a yawn and said, �Jeez, kids, I guess the trip's got me, too.� After which he rose and retired, too.
Darlene had to clap her hand over her mouth to hold back a hoot of laughter. When she recovered, she said, �He thinks Missie went to bed like that as an excuse for them to get to bed together sooner.�
Little Jean, worldly beyond her twelve years, said, �Wonder how he'll react when he tries to wake her up?�
�Let's get the joint cleaned up,� said Anita, rising.
With all of us pitching in, it only took a few minutes to get everything washed, wiped and put away. Then we got the mattresses off our beds and carried them down to the beach, where we made one big pad out of them� with Cousin George's, it worked out fine at six. His bedroom was empty when we peeked in, so we stripped the bed and took his mattress along to complete the rectangle. Then Anita and I went back to get him.
He came stumbling out of Missie's bedroom as we came in, his dong hanging out through the open fly of his shorts and his pimpled face pale with panic. He said, �I can't wake Missie up� I think she's dead!�
Anita said, �That's right, Cousin George� I guess you fucked her to death.�
His eyes went wide and glassy and he swayed where he stood. He said, his mouth opening and closing like the mouth of a goldfish, �But I couldn't of� I haven't fucked her since�� He let it hang as he realized the enormity of his admission.
This was not in the script, but it didn't faze Anita, who planted her feet wide in front of him and said, �Okay, Cousin George, you bastard, if you fucked my mother to death, I'm going to fuck you to death.�
She put on the avenging fury so perfectly that even I was scared. I made like a protector and said, �You wouldn't do a thing like that, Anita.�
�The hell I wouldn't� as soon as I make sure he's not telling another of his lies.�
�So help me�� said George as Anita pushed past him and marched into Missie's bedroom with Cousin George and me trailing along behind.
The bedside lamp was on and Missie was lying there, naked, with the sheet pulled down by her feet. I could not help appreciating the magnificence of her full-blown woman's body as I noted the coral-tipped mounds of her breasts, the low dome of her belly and the thickly furred smaller mound just above the fork of her thighs. Nor could I help wondering how different it must be to fuck a woman like that instead of the kids I'd been screwing around with.
�Is she�?� Cousin George stammered as Anita lifted her head from the supposed corpse and drew the sheet over her mother's body, even covering her head. Then she turned and moved toward us, glaring at Cousin George like an avenging fate. As she passed us, she grabbed his wrist and said, �Come on��
When he hesitated, she dropped her grip to his dangling cock and led him by it, as tiny Jean had led me that morning, out of the house and along the path to the beach. When we got to the pad of mattresses, she called, �Okay, girls, come and get it!�
Three naked nymphs came racing out of shadowy concealment under the pines and launched themselves at Cousin George� and, as soon as she had shed her scant clothing, a fourth, Anita, joined them.
Cousin George yelled at me to help him, but I was having too much fun watching. The girls didn't exactly undress him� they tore his clothing to shreds as they ripped it from his struggling body. Jean rolled behind him as Francie and Darlene shoved from the front, and he went arse over teakettle flat on his back with his skinny legs flying in the air. Anita was on him like a shot and the other three held his arms and legs as she began belaboring his unresponsive cock. She must have given his balls a squeeze, because he suddenly shrieked, �She's going to fuck me to death� don't let her fuck me to death.�
�You couldn't fuck your way into a paper bag, much less out of one.� Given his limp cock a hard yank that made him scream like a banshee, Anita got up and came over to me and said, �Come on, darling Jeff� let's show the dirty bastard how to fuck.�
I was enjoying the sight of Cousin George's discomfiture and more than willing since the whole scene, plus the hours that had gone by since Jean fucked me, had made me horny as a goat in spring time. I had long since dropped my own shorts to the sand, and my prong rose like a canted pillar in the bright moonlight.
Nor did the fact that Anita was as gentle and frisky as a provocative kitten hurt. She hugged me, rotating her marvelous teen-age breasts against me and brought her cunt as close as my rampant prick would permit. Then she knelt and bent my cock downward and nuzzled it with her lips, pulling it into her mouth and sucking it long and sensually.
When she judged it was ready, she gripped my haunches and pulled me to the mat with her, spreading her legs in a wide Y and thrusting the moonlit bush above her suffusing crotch right at my cock. I lifted the back of her thighs as she took hold of my prick and pushed down on it until it was below the level of her cunt� then let go and it sprang right up and into its target. She was so ripe for penetration that I felt as if I'd never fucked her before� boy, was she ready!
We both seemed to move in every direction at once, and yet were in perfect harmony. I went along until I could feel my own juices being to rise� then I began rolling her back and forth, giving her a tremendous ram with my cock each time we hit our sides, pulling it out on the rise slowly, and letting her have it hard and fast all the way on the way down to the other side.
Anita was a big orgasm girl all the way, quick to trigger and quick to keep coming back� but this action I'd picked up with Darlene on Missie's bed the night before really sent her into convulsions. She began to quiver all over as I went on rolling her, pummeling my chest and shoulders and digging her long fingernails into my back until I was afraid she'd shred it.
We were still rolling back and forth on the mattress pad when I felt myself began to buck and leap in her cunt as my own orgasm got under way� and as the jizzum rose inside my cock to explode deep in her tunnel of love, I felt a burning sensation along the inside of my tube that damn near made me let out a yip� and when it was over and I pulled my sopping stick out of Anita's boiling, slippery cunt, I knew it was going to stay hard as a rock.
Forgetting the game we were playing, I said, �Honey, what in hell did you put in that damn casserole? My cock's burning up.�
She put a sweat-wet hand over my mouth, said, �Shh!� and whispered, �He'll hear you. I gave him three times as much of everything. Watch��
Evidently, the sight of me plumbing Anita had finally roused Cousin George to action. When I looked around, he was making it with Francie, flat on his back while she plunged up and down on his stiff prick like a jumping toy on a stick. The other girls were kneeling, side by side, just beyond them, savoring the spectacle and cheering Francie on as she made her initial assault on Cousin George's cock.
After a minute or two, his loins began to buck and tense and I could see he was coming� but just as he grabbed Francie and forced her all the way down on his cock, he opened his mouth and let out a howl that a mad dog would have envied.
Francie tumbled clear in a hurry as he shoved her off and sprawled alongside Anita and me, giggling, while Cousin George grabbed his dripping prick with both hands and began twisting it and squeezing it like a masturbator caught in a tornado.
Suddenly, moaning like a martyr on the rack, Cousin George scrambled to his feet and raced for the water and plunged into it up to his waist, still holding onto his burning pole with both hands.
Anita said, �He's going to have a hard-on all night� and every time he fucks one of us, he's going to think he's got a red-hot poker in his prick.�
�Hey� how about me?� My own cock was hot and sore� and erect as it could get.
�You'll be all right, darling Jeff,� said Anita. �Won't he, Darlene?�
�Does darling Jeff's poor joint need some soothing syrup?� my oldest sister crooned, moving against me and tucking it into her marvelously forward cunt. �Maybe it would like a poultice�right?�
�What have / done that rates this?� I asked. �I've only fucked you when you asked me to� and I haven't fucked Missie at all.�
Darlene cooed, �Let's just say, you're an un-innocent bystander, darling.� Then, dropping the rib as she began to squirm on my pole like a live moth impaled on a pin, she said, �I'm sorry, honey� Anita didn't mean to make yours so strong. But we didn't want you to lose out to Cousin George, either. After all, you're our only brother, and we're proud of you and want you to do well.�
The gentle fucking motions we were making began to get to her then, and she pulled me tight against her satin body and rubbed her boobs against my chest and began to suck at my lips and thrust her busy tongue between my teeth. Before I settled down to the sweet sport with her, I caught a glimpse of Cousin George over her right shoulder. He was racing out of the water, still moaning� and fell upon little Jean, poking his hot rod so hard into her cunt from behind that she fell forward on her belly with Cousin George on top of her, pumping into her rear like a maniac.

NINE

The sight of Cousin George spearing little Jean with his flaming prong, teed me off with Darlene, who was fucking me as if she were never going to be fucked again as long as she lived. So I drove it into her again and again until she began to scream and thrash her heels on the mattress. All the while her cunt was bucking and rotating on my cock like some tiny fur-bearing creature with a mind of its own.
She came and came again, as if there was no tomorrow. Each time she spent, she seemed to catch fire and to struggle wildly against the flames that were devouring her guts. Thanks to all the fucking I had already had, or maybe because of whatever it was Anita had put in the food, I was slow as Christmas to come, and when Darlene convulsed, I just let my prick lie in there and rolled with her punches.
Then, when she'd let up, gasping and trembling like a leaf, I'd start pumping away inside her again, giving my cock a twist as I rammed it into her every third or fourth stroke� and by the time I'd done that twice, she'd let out a moan of delight and go into another convulsion.
She began to chant, �Come, Jeff� come, Jeff� come Jeff� cooooommmme',!�� but it took one hell of a long time and I guess she finally reached a point where she couldn't take anymore.
So she spilled us over, still fucking like mad, until she was on top and then she straddled me, pulling up her knees and holding them doubled with her hands so that she was in a squat with only her cunt touching my body� and then began pumping her rump up and down on my burning dong so fiercely and rapidly that, inside of a couple of minutes, I felt the sperm begin to roll in my guts and move up my prick like the mercury in a thermometer in a boiler room� and then� wham!.. right up into her all the way in a red-hot discharge. It didn't burn as much as it had in Anita, but when she fell off my rod, it was still as stiff as it had been since the fucking got under way.
At that moment, Cousin George shot his wad into little Jean's pumping cunt from behind, and he gave vent to another yowl of anguish and sprinted for the Gulf water again, holding his cock in front of him like a battering ram.
Alongside me, Darlene was holding on tight to her pussy, masturbating with both hands and thrusting her pelvis up off the mattress rhythmically in fucking motions. It seemed a shame to let it go to waste, so I pushed toward her and said, �Let me help, honey.�
But Anita came between us, on her hands and knees with her breasts dangling like ripe melons, and said, �She's had all she can take of that cock of yours, darling Jeff. I'll take care of her,� with which, Anita pulled Darlene's hands away from her cunt and, pushing my oldest sister's legs wide apart, fell on her with her lips and tongue and began sucking her off vigorously. Darlene's body convulsed again and she gripped Anita's raven hair tightly with both hands and gave vent to a long groan of relief.
I did not remain a spectator for more than a few seconds� for Francie fell upon me like a raging barbarian, sliding my cock into her soaking-wet cunt as far as it would go, and letting those crazy long labia of hers cover it the rest of the way. I was still on the bottom and quite willing to remain there for a bit, as my exertions with Anita and Darlene had exhausted every part of me but my dong. It still burned and itched inside, but had settled down to a bearable level, and I was really able to enjoy what Francie was giving me� another marvelous piece of tail.
This was not the case with Cousin George, however. He emerged from the water, still hanging onto his cock for dear life and uttering moans of anguish� then he caught sight of Anita as she bent to her task of assuaging Darlene's burning cunt with her mouth� and, just as he had done with little Jean, he raced across the sand, dropped to his knees and mounted her dog-fashion, driving his cock in so hard that his groin smacked her buttocks with a loud spanking sound.
Unlike Jean, Anita didn't flatten out under the weight of his fierce rear assault� she gave a little and then braced herself and took it with waggling bottom as he pistoned into her like a madman� never once losing a beat of the rhythmic licking she was giving Darlene's steaming cunt.
But I had matters of my own to attend to, and they were rapidly getting more complicated as little Jean, not wishing to be left out of the fun and games, straddled my head and lowered her creaming little pussy right down on my mouth� so rapidly that I was barely able to get my tongue out in time and spear right into the depths of her luscious tunnel of love.
I felt a shudder of voluptuous delight race right through her twelve-year-old Lolita body and wiggled the tip of my tongue far up in her cunt, causing her to climax just as Francie's rhythm on my cock picked up speed and she went to the races herself.
I couldn't see a thing, of course, with Jean's creaming crotch blocking my vision, but from the shifting of their bodies and the sounds they made, I could tell that my two younger sisters were embracing on top of me and kissing and hugging each other while I serviced their sweet, soft undersides. It was a combination of pleasures for all three of us that had to be hard to beat.
As if from somewhere far off, I heard Cousin George scream again� really a banshee wail this time� but then Jean went into deep orgasm and began spilling her sex sap all over my face until I was forced to use my tongue as a cork and block the flow or be drowned in the flood� which only served to make her spend more freely.
At this point, Francie began gripping the base of my dong rhythmically with the large lips of her cunt, gripping and relaxing, gripping and relaxing, until I knew my time was near again. Then she gripped and held and leaned far backward so that my dong was bent way down and I couldn't have come under any conditions because the passage was blocked two ways.
I began to thrash about as the feeling grew unbearable� yet incredibly exciting and sweet� until, sensing my discomfort, she straightened up and relaxed her grip on the base of my prick� then slid up and down on it a half-dozen times and settled on it all the way, tightening it all around.
I exploded into her with the force of a rifle shot� and she rested where she was, trembling delicious, while I waited for my rampant dick to deflate itself inside her and Jean rocked back and forth so hard that she finally fell right off my head onto her back.
But my cock refused to lie down. I was just about to roll Francie over on her side and take the next fuck a little easier when Jean decided she wanted her turn and assailed Francie like a mini-hurricane, pushing her off me and sending her sprawling onto the sand. As Jean thrust my cock into her cunt, she cried, �I've got a lot of catch-up fucking to do,� and began rolling around on my prick in a wild sort of figure-eight motion.
By this time, I had had enough of the underdog position and besides the mattress tufts were threatening to make permanent dimples in my backside. So I wound myself up and rolled over and lifted myself up on my hands and knees� but I wasn't going to get away from Jean for a moment, not that easily at any rate. Her arms went tight around my neck and her legs locked themselves around my torso, so that she was affixed to my underside like a baby kangaroo to its mother� and all the time, her little cunt was busy giving my cock a workout as if it would never stop.
Somehow I staggered to my feet� with Jean still clinging to me, still pumping her darling little bottom up and down on my prick like a piston housing. I got my hands under her and squeezed her buttocks hard, planning to make her give up, but things didn't work out that way. Instead of causing her to let go of me, Jean reacted by having a wild orgasm, spending so freely that I could feel her juices running down the insides of my thighs. Enough was enough, I decided, and, staggering unsteadily in the sand thanks to the weight and activity of my burden, I headed for the water myself.
Just as I got knee deep in the warm wash of the Gulf, my left heel skidded in the soft sand and both feet slipped out from under me and I went down on my back, carrying little Jean with me. If the water hadn't cushioned our fall, it would have knocked the wind out of me. As it was, I lost control of the situation completely.
Little Jean, who had hung on tight all the way, began to pump her cunt up and down on my dong again as I lay helpless and finally began to wilt. I never thought I'd be grateful to lose a hard with so many sex-rabid females around, but this one had lasted too long for comfort and every muscle in my prick was begging for a recess.
As it slipped out of her cunt, Jean uttered a scream of dismay, made a grab for it and tried to stuff it back up into her hole� but to no avail. I was out of the running for the moment and glad to be so. Up on the beach, Cousin George was still fucking Anita, who seemed to be having a ball by the way her bottom was thrusting and the moans of joy that came out of her every time he rammed his dick home in her cunt.
But Cousin George didn't seem to be enjoying himself. If Anita was emitting moans of sheer pleasure, the sounds coming out of his throat sounded more like the cries of a hound in mortal agony. As I watched from my watery cushion, he came and screamed and pulled out of her thrashing body and once again came racing toward the Gulf, holding his still stiff prick in both hands as if he were trying to yank it out by the roots.
Anita got up and shook herself and saw Jean sucking madly on my still-limp cock and came running down toward us with Darlene and Francie, who had been happily sucking each other off, in hot pursuit.
I pushed Jean away and yelled, �Time out!� before they could fall upon me. I sat up and they joined me, crouching to dip their creaming rumps in the drink and cool them off. Out on the reef, Cousin George was scrubbing at his dick with his bare hands and emitting little yelps of anguish.
�Okay, Anita,� I said. �What in hell did you put in the food tonight?�
�Spanish fly,� said Anita promptly.
�Cousin George got it in L.A. and bragged to Jean that he was going to use it on us,� said Francie.
�So we decided to use it on him,� said Darlene. �That way, he'd have to fuck us and we'd have a ball while he was hurting like hell.�

�Why wish it on me?� I asked.
�I didn't give you anywhere near as big a dose,� said Anita. �We just wanted you to have fun, too.�
�How much did you girls give yourselves?� I asked.
�Enough,� said Anita, �so that if somebody doesn't poke a stiff prick into me in a couple of minutes I'm going to have to jack off with a broom handle.�
�Hey,� said Jean. �I don't feel anything extra special. And you promised me the same dose.�
�But I did�� began Anita. She looked at the others. �The one without Spanish fly� Missie's order� was on the left end of the row when I lined up the casseroles. Remember?�
�On the left end!� said Francie. �I thought you said on the right end.� Her knuckles flew to her half-open mouth.
�Jesu!� Anita reverted to her native Spanish. �You know what that means? It means my mother got it.�
�She hasn't done anything,� said Darlene anxiously.
�She got the mickey finn, too,� said Francie. �Maybe a good thing, huh?�
�Maybe�� Anita sounded doubtful. �Poor Mama. Let's hope it's worn off by the time she comes to.�
�Oh-oh,� said Darlene. �Here comes Gorgeous George.�
He stood in front of us, hanging onto his erect dick with tears running down his pimpled cheeks. He said, �I know what you bitches did to me, and if one of you doesn't help me out, I'll really start yelling.�
Anita said, �It's somebody else's turn this time. How about it?�
They acted and sounded as if fucking Cousin George were a distasteful chore� but finally, Darlene got up grudgingly and led him up to the mattresses where she lay down and spread her legs, absorbing his prong without any symptoms of visible pleasure.
Anita and Francie and Jean and I continued to sit in the shallow water with the girls clustered around me, nuzzling me like soft warm puppies. After a while, I could feel my loins begin to stir. Francie noted my revival first and reached for my prick and massaged it gently, making a cylinder of her fist and rubbing it up and down a few times, then putting her lips and tongue to its tumescent tip.
Jeanie and Anita began pulling Francie off, but I said, �There's enough for everybody, if you don't crowd me.�
�But you didn't finish with me.� Jean pouted prettily.
�Don't blame him,� said Anita. �It's my turn again.� She spoke with the authority of her years, and the two younger girls gave up, grumbling, and then, recovering quickly, raced to the mattresses where they fell on one another in a joyous sixty-nine.
�Cute little kittens,� murmured Anita. Then, putting her arms around me and nuzzling me with her beautiful breasts, �I'm sorry if I hurt you, darling Jeff. I didn't mean to� honest. I just wanted to give Cousin George a bad time and have some fun myself.�
�You seem to be doing all right,� I said, slipping my hand under the shallow water and into the hot, throbbing haven of her creaming cunt. It was impossible to tell whether Anita or the Gulf was wetter.
We didn't bother going back to the mattress pad or out to the reef where I had lost my cherry to her. She just rolled over on her back and parted her legs in the most delectable figure-Y in the world and thrust her cunt above the surface to receive my again stiff prick. I slid it into her gently and she purred like a kitten as our union became complete. In more ways than one, it was like coming home again, and I could have spent the rest of the night just lying there joined to her, with neither of us moving. My cock didn't hurt any more, and evidently some of the influence of the Spanish fly had worn off with her, because we just took it easy and let the water lap around us while our bodies spoke silently.
Her cunt stirred after a bit and I responded, then checked her with my hands on her bottom. �Let's lie still a little longer,� I said.
�I can't, darling Jeff� I love you too much.� A delicious stirring, then repose again. Then, �With you, it's beautiful.� Another stirring, more frantic, a small quick orgasm shaking her beautiful young body. Then, �I've fucked a lot of boys the last two years, darling Jeff, but you're so far the best, there's no second.�
�What about Cousin George?�
�Darling Jeff, if I loved him as I love you, do you think I'd have done what I did tonight to him?�
�But you did it to me, too.�
�I'm sorry.� Another stir, then, �I think. Oh, Jeff, it's so lovely.� Soft, intricate motions that set the water lapping gently around us.
�What's the matter with Cousin George?� I asked.
�He's too competitive� he thinks he has to master a girl. He doesn't try to make her happy the way you do. All he wants is to get himself off in her� and that's not love.�
�You mean like this?� I bore down hard on her and dug into her with a burst of renewed stamina. I ground my dick spiraling into her, withdrew it rapidly and hit her again and again, ramming my entire pelvis into her counterthrusting crotch.

�Don't!� she gasped. �Please don't, darling Jeff� I can't stand it.�
I stepped up the pace and felt her legs begin to piston in and out spasmodically like a frog's. She gasped, her voice grainy with ecstasy, �I can't stand� Oh, my God, darling. Oh, my God� por Dios!�
Her cunt seemed to come gyrating up out of the water to join me as my sperm flowed from my balls up through my prong and burst through its tip into the very heart of her body. She seemed to be suspending herself on the water, seeking to devour with her womb every drop of semen I possessed, holding her pussy flat against my scrotum and moaning, �Jesus, darling Jeff, but your balls feel so wonderful flapping against my crack.�
Then she began to grind some more, and I stayed right with her. As we moved like a single living creature and the slippery sperm in her cunt was absorbed once more by her rich sex sap, I began to realize what a perfect fucking machine my stepsister was. The others were all wonderful, of course, but each because of some oddity of structure, like Darlene's up-front cunt, Francie's short tunnel with the long grasping lips, Jean's tiny tight little pussy and sleek, hairless girl-child's body.
But Anita was structural perfection. Her boobs were full as a grown woman's, yet they didn't hang unless she bent over. Her arse was round and perfect and soft, but firm and silky. Her legs and arms were perfect and the low rise of belly above her pussy was like a Persian pleasure dome. As for the cunt nested beneath her triangle of curly black cunt hair, it was in no way unusual� at least, not as my real sisters' cunts were� but just what a cunt ought to be� soft and silky and tight enough to send a guy on his way in a hurry if she was of a mind to. I could reach and pass the flanged gates far inside, but it took a good prick and a good poke to do so. She was juicy, too, and knew what to do with her hole, as she knew what to do with her entire body.
I didn't grudge Anita the other guys who had got in her pants, not even Cousin George, if she had learned how to fuck from them. Somehow, I realized then that the most important thing of all was that she loved to fuck� even more important that she loved to fuck me.
I cradled her in the shallow water and kissed and cuddled her to show my love, even while our fucking pieces were making the water dance. She understood my gesture and held me close but not too tightly, and we rolled in the surfless sea until affection at length grew lost in a resurgence of irresistible passion that returned fierceness to our mutual onsets and made the final peak more memorable than any of the fuckings that had preceded it. But underneath, the real love survived the heat of our tumultuous double-orgasm and she offered her lips and kissed mine lightly with a new affection we both knew would last.
When, at length, she pushed me softly away, she said with a rueful little laugh, �I don't know what I'm going to do with you, but this is going to make our lives very complicated.�
�What about the others?� I asked, pretending not to understand her� perhaps because I didn't dare.
She sat up, ran her fingers through her sopping wet raven hair, and said, with her dark eyes boring right into me in the moonlight, �Oh, it will go on, of course� but it won't really matter and we both know it.�
For answer, I reached down and gave her cunt a tender squeeze under water and kissed her nipples while she pressed my head against them. Then we got up and walked toward the mattress pad, where four figures writhed and merged in a mad melange of human flesh. We watched them for a few moments� as nearly as I could figure things out, Cousin George was being fucked by Francie sideways and was sucking Darlene, who in her turn was sucking little Jean, who was flopping around in orgasm like a beached fish. I looked down at Anita, close in the curve of my arm, and caught her looking up at me with an expression that said, �Shall we?�
I shook my head and she smiled and, without a word, still with arms about one another's yielding waists, we began to walk toward the house. When we were halfway there, she said, �We'd better see how Missie is,� and I said, �That's right.� We looked at one another and burst into laughter. We weren't going to bother with Missie� not then. We both wanted to be fucked again on a bed.

TEN

Anita led me to her little bedroom� she and Darlene had their own rooms, while Francie and Jean shared a room with a double-decker bed. Her reason for taking me there, instead of going to my room, was simple. When we crossed the threshold, she moved close against me and kissed me and said, �I've never fucked anybody in my own bed. I want you to be the first.�
�Not even Cousin George?� I let my hand slide down the glorious yielding curve of her back and she spread her legs slightly so that I had easy access to her creaming cunt from behind.
�Not even Cousin George,� she whispered, her lips less than an inch from mine. �We did most of our fucking outdoors� or in the shack.�
As our bodies fused and her lips met mine in a long, lingering kiss, and her tongue wreathed itself around mine, it was as if there had been no fucking at all that evening. I felt fresh and eager and my cock furrowed her belly, its top nuzzling the pit of her navel.
She slipped a hand edgewise between us and caressed its rigidity wonderingly. Pulling her lips free from mine, she said, �Jesu, darling Jeff, doesn't it ever get tired?�
�Not tonight� not now.�
She laughed, said, �I must have given you more Spanish fly than I thought.�
I said, �It's not Spanish fly� that's worn off.�
It was true� for the first time since dinner my cock felt like itself. The last trace of the terrible burning itch had vanished. My telling her this caused her to melt against me in sheer delight and she whispered, �I'm glad, darling Jeff� so glad!�
Then our lips met again and melted and, without separating, she backed toward the bed, pulling me with her, keeping her grip on my prick. She fell backward across the bed and I stayed right with her while she rolled and slid to the center of the bed and opened her legs wide and placed the head of my dong between the lips of her juicy cunt.
�Let it go the rest of the way by itself,� she whispered, bridging herself and lifting her hole to enclose my manhood.
I extended my loins slowly forward, and once again the illusion of fucking Anita for the first time returned as it slid slowly into her until our hairs met and interlaced in rapturous greeting. Thus imbedded in the richness of her lush young body, I lowered my head and kissed her nipples slowly, moving from one to another and back again and toying with those marvelous gobbets of flesh that seemed to disappear into her torso when I released them from my grip.
Anita ran her fingers through my hair and stirred ever so slightly downstairs and began kissing my throat and shoulders, emitting little sighs of sheer delight. The next time she shifted her dripping cunt, I shifted with her, and then the game of love was joined. Her arms went tight around my chest as the action got underway. Her dark eyes glazed with passion and her breathing became short and sharp with arousal. She began to rotate her cunt even as she thrust and withdrew it, and I let her take the lead and moved with her as her excitement mounted rapidly. My own was not far behind.
She cried, �Jem� Jesu� Jem�as her orgasm gripped her and began to move convulsively, so wildly that I feared she would lose me entirely. It was time to take charge again. I grabbed the backs of her thighs and doubled her legs back, rolling her halfway up beneath me. Her cunt was still bobbing and thrusting wildly like some maddened little animal, so I pulled all the way out and she screamed her disappointment and frustration. �Don't� not now� you can't leave me now�!�
I let her dangle for a moment, enjoying the view of her creaming cunt. Its lips quivered as the motion came to a slow stop� then they actually seemed to reach outward for the dripping dong whose head remained a tantalizing half inch out of their reach.

�Please!� she gasped. �Por favor� por favor�
She knew who was master now. I drove into her all the way with every ounce of force I possessed and rolled my prick around in her depths. She emitted another little scream as I jammed my dong through her tender cunt tissues and then the scream became a sobbing moan of sheer delight.
Her cunt began bobbing and rolling wildly again, and I pulled out all but an inch of prick and she slowed down� then I jammed it in hard again. Even though the sex madness holding her in its grip, Anita got the message and let me run the show. Nor, as it turned out, was she sorry, for I surpassed myself. I laid it into her time after time, using my grip on her thighs to regulate her crotch to suit my fancy. Then I let it rest all the way in and manipulated her cunt to suit myself� with little rotations and sideways motions that made her let go of my chest and beat the side of the bed with the flat of her hands.
Then I released her left thigh and began rubbing her arsehole with my right hand, fingering the tight little ridge-rim of the rectum and feeling her body jump as if I had stuck a live wire into it. This set my jizzum to surging, and I held her tight against my chest� she was already crying with the violence of her coming and locked arms and legs around me as we began to buck and roll while her narrow bed, unused to such weight and action, began to creak a chorus to each doublethrust.
This time, when my sperm poured into her flooding crater, it seemed as if my orgasm lasted forever� though it could not have endured more than ten seconds or so by the clock. She opened her eyes and looked at me with sheer love making her glow all over and whispered, �That's one, darling Jeff.�
I said, moving gently within the wetness of her depths, �I didn't know I had that one in me.�
She giggled, responding gently to my motions, then stiffening in an afterclimax. Then she said, �Maybe you didn't but I sure knew I had it in me.�
I had the feeling that I could go all night� and, as things turned out, I was right. But not with Anita�
Another voice spoke from the doorway on my left, a deeper, familiar feminine voice with a husky undertone that reeked of sexiness. It said, �Would you mind very much if I cut in for the next dance?�
Missie was standing there, her silhouette outlined in gold by the hall light behind her. She was naked, covered only by the two hip-length braids of long, thick, heavy black hair that seemed to detour gently around the huge mounds of her breasts.
If Anita had cantaloupes, her mother had honeydews, large and lush and as firm as those of a teenager, although she had to be at least in her early thirties to have had Anita. Where Anita was a budding flower that promised tropical prodigality, Missie was the flower in full bloom� mature perfection.
Anita said only, �Oh, Mother�!� Then, like an obedient child she pulled herself out of my embrace and scrambled from the bed, standing before her parent like some ancient slave-girl awaiting chastisement.
But Missie merely regarded her with an enigmatic sort of half smile, then said, �You're more woman than I thought, child.�
Anita said, �How long have you been watching?�
Missie shrugged and said, �I have been awake.�
�Then why didn't you let us know?�
�I was always brought up to believe that it is the worst of bad manners to interrupt.�
She came to me, took me by the hand, gently but firmly led me from the bed. A wave of exotic jasmine perfume all but overwhelmed me, perfume worn like an almost visible aura of allurement. I followed her gaze to my sopping cock, which had wilted and dangled, soft and harmless looking, from my loins. She gave my hand a squeeze and said, �Don't worry� it will recover.�
I wanted to tell her I wasn't worried, but somehow I found myself unable to say anything. As we moved past Anita, Missie lifted her free hand and gave her daughter something, saying, �Use it if you must� that's all you left for me after drugging me at dinner.�
�But, Mother, that was a mistake.�
Missie said, �That I intend to find out right now. Enjoy yourself, darling. I fully intend to.�
I looked quickly back at Anita, who was standing there stupidly, regarding the gift her mother had thrust into her hands. It was a thick candle, its surface aglitter with grease. Then Missie was leading me toward the immense bed in her own room, and I had not time to think about Anita or anyone else.
Until Missie took me away from her daughter, I had not yet associated fucking with manhood. Thus far, it had been little more than a game I had suddenly found myself playing with my sisters� by far the most exciting and pleasant sport I had ever known� but still just a game for kids.
It was Missie, my stepmother, who initiated me into the fuller meanings of sex that wild and wonderful night. The first thing she did after leading me into the big bedroom where we kids had fucked and sucked the night before was to take a look at me. Her sexy nostrils arched as she caught the aroma of used sex, and she shook her head with a smile that was sad as if she were remembering some of her own teenage sex games. Then she said, �Jeff, the first thing we're going to do is get you ready for love.�
She led me into the bright yellow-tiled bathroom along side the bedroom and ushered me into the stall shower, pulling a fuzzy bathing cap over the braids she had piled high on top of her head. Then she turned the water on both of us, full and hot.
Standing next to that marvelous adult female body, I was paralyzed. Her skin, with the water splashing off its pearly curved surfaces, was as lustrous as highly polished dark ivory. Her cheekbones stood out in fascinating exotic angles and her long tilted dark eyes glittered with magic, even as the lateral cunt shape of her mouth was drawn back over shining white teeth in a smile of sheer sensual amusement.
She sensed my paralysis and moved against me and, with a well-soaped sponge cleansed my body of the sweat and sperm and sex sap that covered it. The warmth of the water plus the nearness of her nude body to mine began to stir my loins with renewed excitement. Because I had always thought of her as treetop tall, I felt pleasurable surprise to discover that her eyes were level with my shoulder and that I was large enough and strong enough to bend her to my will as easily as I could her daughter. This knowledge gave me assurance in what had seemed to be a potentially difficult situation.
She noted my arousal and took my swelling cock in one hand and regarded its growth with interest, then washed it and the balls below with the sponge, squeezing it gently� just enough to add a further inch to its growth. Then she turned off the water and dried my body, again giving special attention to my prick, which was rising as high as it ever had in my life. Then she poured some sort of fragrant oil over me and quickly and gently rubbed it in. Then she dried me again and then� only then� did we get into the big bed together.
Even driven as she must have been by the Spanish fly she had received by mistake, Missie was not a woman to hurry love for quicker gratification. She had me lie down on my back and then, kneeling beside me, proceeded to work on my already distended cock. She kissed it and licked its shaft and sucked its crown, then massaged it so expertly that it grew visibly thicker under the urgency of her fingers, then sucked it again, slowly and with tremendous strength of lips and jaws, to add extra millimeters to its length. Then, and only then, did she call post-time for our first fucking.
Her educated fingers still working busily on my rampant dong, she straddled me gracefully after placing a thick pillow beneath my buttocks. She lifted the most fascinating female rump I had ever seen and then, ever so slowly, lowered her cunt upon the crown of my cock, slowly pushing down until it entered a richly creaming round box and then continuing to work into it with a continuous wriggling motion until I was in her all the way.
A look of surprise crossed her beautiful face as our first union was completed and she murmured, �Madre Dios! You're bigger than your father�!�
I said, �That's because I eat my Wheaties.�
Again, astonishment flickered across her face.
Then it grew stern and she slapped me gently across the face and said, �This is not a time for jokes.�
But I could feel the body whose hips I was gripping shake with laughter and was bewildered by the contradictions of this first full-grown female I had ever fucked. For a moment, I was shot down and my prick began to wilt inside her. She felt it and, without visible movement, began to tighten her cunt muscles rhythmically, causing intense excitement to my cock and making it expand explosively to a point even further within her than previously.
She said, �You're quite a boy, Jeff,� and, if her tone and manner were not patronizing, mockery lay in them. She was determined to put me down even while she enjoyed me, to keep me in my place as just a kid who was fun for her to fool around with while the big cat was away.
Yet I had learned enough in the tumultuous three days and nights since Anita took my cherry out on the reef in the water� enough to know from a half dozen little signs that Missie was on the very edge of an explosive orgasm. It was evident to my newly trained ears in her voice, it was visible in the glaze of her tilted black eyes, it was tangible in the tightening of her buttocks and in the tiny spasms my prick could feel pressing on it from its lodgement deep within her tunnel of love.
I determined right then to bring her on quickly even against her will. There had been nothing competitive in my fucking the girls� we had all been in the game together, seeking every possible form of fucking fun. But fucking with Missie was very much something else, not only a matter of fulfillment as a female but an expression of the arrogant power of her beauty and sensuality� an instrument to make her the master of any male she chose to find her pleasure with.
Bring her on� but how? I remembered her daughter's explosive reaction to having her tits sucked while she was being fucked. So I tried it on Missie. Pulling on those sweet-scented honeydews was sheer heaven, and I sought to amplify the impact of my lips and tongue and teeth by squeezing their undersides gently. I might as well have been fondling the boobs of a store-window dummy as far as getting the response I sought was concerned.
I remembered how Darlene had spun into orbit when I diddled her clitoris while my dong was imbedded in her up to the hilt� and I dug a forefinger into where the roots of my cock were absorbed in her sweet clinging chamber of delight and diddled the button.
Missie went into a little samba motion with her cunt and murmured, �Mmmm� nice, darling!� But she didn't take off.
I remembered how Francie had detonated when I dug my thumbs into her arsehole and tried to get into her crack from behind. At first, Missie refused to cooperate, and I though I was onto something� but then, with a flicker of tolerant boredom, as if to say, �Let the child have his fun if he likes it that way,� she lifted her rump and let me poke around the puckered rim of her bunghole. Nothing!�
I remembered how little Jean had reacted� but Jean had reacted extravagantly to each and every form of sexual stimulation I had tried on her, so that was no help.
I looked up at Missie, riding me astride with the casual arrogance of a born rider who knew every conceivable trick her mount might try to unhorse her. She was onto my little game and had no intention of letting me get the whip hand over her.
Her control was absolute and I could tell she was enjoying a rigid orgasm by the way she was creaming around my cock in her cunt, by the way her sex sap was flooding out through the tiny spaces between prick and labia and making our crotches sticky-slippery. But she was going to make me sweat for a real reaction until she was good and ready to indulge in one herself.
This was not my idea of the game at all� I felt I had to get control of her or I was lost in that already turbulent household. Missie was a darling stepmother and I loved her dearly, but she had one fault� she liked to run the whole show and dominate everyone around her. '
Let her win this first bout between us, and I was as good as dead� she'd be dictating not only my sex life but the color of my socks and what I did with my weekly allowance. I began to feel desperate, because I was going to have to have action quick or I'd be coming without any action at all� the worst way next to a dry fuck. Even if she did start swinging, she'd be doing it as a favor to a fresh kid who'd got into her pants� not because she couldn't help herself. And that wouldn't do me any good, either.
There she sat, or rather squatted, with her hole full of my throbbing cock and her soul full of condescension� it was more than I could stand. Looking me right in the eye was her navel. Instead of being a tiny hole, like most people's, it stuck right out of her belly like a third tit. To me, just then, it looked like a third eye with the lids shut to hide the mockery behind them. Its very protuberance was the ultimate mark of her sexual smugness.
Filled with despair and frustration, I lifted my head, pulled her torso toward me, and put my mouth against the odd little mound in her flesh. Then, in an excess of torment, I bit it. Not hard� I didn't have to. In fact, the instant my teeth touched the flesh of it, Missie blew higher than a whole squadron of spaceships at liftoff. She gave a violent start and then great shudders passed through her entire body. Her face dissolved like a gelatin mask in the sun and through clenched teeth she uttered a wailed, �You've got it!�
I lifted my head and bit it gently again� and from then on, the floodgates were open. Suddenly, I was passionately enwrapped in a beautiful dolphin after a spell of playing with minnows. Missie could do more things with her cunt in five seconds than any of the other could do in a full minute. Talk about your educated cunts� she had a cunt with every postgraduate degree in the book. It went up and down, it went sideways, it went around in one direction and then in another, it swallowed me whole and spit me out, then swallowed me whole again.
Before I could take any defensive measures, my balls were firing jizzum into my tube and I was blasting away inside her guts as if I were trying to shoot a hole in the top of her womb. By this time, she was rocking and swaying on my loins, her terrific tits bobbing in all directions, her long black braids flying free and her bottom busier than a beaver in a spring freshet. When at last she was able to halt, she said, �You son of a bitch!�
I said, �You're speaking of my mother.�
She cuffed me gently for that and then said, �I don't know how you did what you did� but please don't tell anyone about it. I can promise, if you do, you'll be sorry.�
�I believe you, Missie� besides, why should I put anybody else onto such a wonderful thing?�
Her smooth strong hands caressed my face. She said, �That's awfully sweet, Jeff.�
I said, �Especially Cousin George.�
She wrinkled her beautiful nose and said, �I wasn't thinking of Cousin George� I'm afraid he was a mistake.�
She shifted her crotch on my loins and suddenly I knew she was going to get off and that I didn't want her to� not yet. To date, I still hadn't got my rocks off a second time in her cunt� yet she must have gotten hers a score of times during the action.
There was only one thing to do, so I did it� I bit her in the navel again.

ELEVEN

Her beautiful jaws set like granite as she sought to control the waves of passion that were sweeping through her body. I could feel her quiver beneath my hands on her hips, and where our crotches met she felt like a vibrator.
Through her teeth, she murmured, �You little bastard!� and, with a tremendous effort of will, she seemed to be regaining self-mastery� so I removed one hand from her hips and diddled her navel gently with the tip of a forefinger.
That did it! She uttered a sharp little shriek that became a long, low moan of despair and delight blended in equal quantities� and then became a groan of ecstasy as her entire being became a bottomless well of unbearable rapture.
If her previous detonation had been a hurricane, her second coming was a tornado of sheer unadulterated sex. Her tilted eyes glazed again as the giant orgasm took over. Beneath her dark tan, the darker area around her erect nipples spread until it seemed to cover most of her breasts. Her heaving body grew mottled with the flush of utter abandonment to voluptuous delight.
As for the action of her cunt when the frenzy gripped her, so much happened so fast that I can only say that I seemed to be fucking all the women in the world at one time. For one delicious bit, she flattened her breasts against my ribs with a wonderfully squishy impact each time she drove her creaming coozie crashing down on my loins, devouring my prick completely with the voracious mouth in her crotch. It was straightaway upside down fucking and I shot my wad into her depths and she hugged me tight, wriggling, until her tremendous spending began to subside� then kissed me and sat up. I felt my cock begin to wilt in the stillness and didn't want to leave that magnificent haven yet� so I gave her belly button another twist and she was off to the races a third time, leaning backward on my reburgeoning cock and going around and around like a mixmaster.
I knew I wouldn't come for a long time yet, so I let her have her fun until the bending backward bit began to make my dong ache. Then I sat up and grabbed her heaving torso and pulled her close and rolled her underneath and really took charge of the game.
Just having all that wonderful white hot mess of woman beneath me was the most exciting thing that had happened to me since Anita grabbed my cherry out on the reef� and having my cock buried in her guts made the whole world light up. I varied my attack, coming into her first from one side, then from the other, then from the bottom, then from the top� and her cunt responded, leaping in perfect harmony with my dong, making my entire body sing with hers.
Then I rolled and she rolled with me and her legs rose up in the air and she grabbed her thighs and held them there, wriggling her rump in utter delight like a perpetual motion machine. I began rolling her from side to side and she began to utter long, keening sounds like a woman in mortal anguish.
She had a cunt to match the rest of her� which meant only terrific. It was perfectly placed, dead center in her crack, and the clitoris was well up front, but not so far that it needed diddling during a fuck like Darlene's to give her the full double orgasm that makes women the happiest. It was long, but not so long that my crown failed to pierce the flanged gates of her womb when I plunged it all the way inside� yet it had lips almost like Francie's that gripped my scrotum and threatened to engulf my balls, and it exuded the sweet-sticky sex sap that bound our loins together like glue.
Somehow, during this incredible action, I remembered that Missie had been a dancer, I decided to try something. I knew I was going to be shot down when this one was over, and I wanted to make it memorable for both of us.
So when my time got real close, I broke her hold on her legs and seized them myself, just inside the knees, and, while her cunt convulsed like no tomorrow, I forced her thighs further and further apart, until they were flat against the sheet, at right angles to her heaving torso� doing a perfect split.
Then, while she moaned and cried and pummeled me with insensate fists, I held her there while I pulled my dripping dong out of her whirlpool of pleasure to give it a brief respite before plunging back in for the final assault on the citadel of delight, leaving the tip just close enough so that she could barely brush its crown with the outer edges of her whirling labia.
�You're killing me, you bastard� you're killing me!� she gasped. �Put it in again or I'll die.�
For the moment, the air felt good on my prick, which had been buried in Missie for a long time� while she squirmed and thumped and thrust vainly beneath me to regain its solace within her, and, enjoying this part of the action, I could see the great spreading wet spot on the sheet beneath where our fucking pieces had fused.
She tried to grab my cock with both hands to stuff it back into her, but I took evasive action in time and the position in which I was holding her prevented her from getting a grip on it.

�Jesu!� she gasped. �Por favor, Jeff� I'm dying?�
It was time; I lowered my loins until my cock was lined up perfectly with the quivering, creaming cunt that lay entirely exposed in front of it� then let her have it, dead center and all the way up. She uttered a cry of relief and delight and her fingernails dug into my buttocks as she grabbed them tight to draw me into her still further and to prevent me from withdrawing again.
My withdrawal enabled me to gorge myself a few minutes longer on the feast of fucking that was my stepmother, and the action was best of all� but finally I could hold back no longer, and, letting go of her legs, which snapped around me like coiled springs, I dug so far into her that, when the sperm finally spurted, I felt as if I was firing it into her beautiful throat.
I lay within her, half cocked, while she came down from whatever cloud she was riding, and did not give her navel a third workout� it could have killed both of us. I knew her secret and that was enough, and she knew I knew it and that was even better. She'd never be able to look at me, or even think of me, again without starting to cream. My sex education might have begun late, but I had certainly had a crash course in fucking� enough to learn that much anyway.
When the glaze left her lovely eyes and my once-proud cock was a button mushroom barely containable by her labia, she stirred and kissed me tenderly and crooned over me like something precious and said, �Jesu, darling Jeff, what am I going to do with you?�
I slipped my hand between our bellies and let a finger drift close to her navel. She convulsed and cried, �No, darling, not again. I mean it.�
I said, �But I was just getting warmed up,� and she reached for my wilted prick and diddled it and we looked at each other and laughed aloud and I knew what we felt was love. Then she detached herself from me and our separation was like peeling a mustard plaster, so effectively had our sex glue bound us together.
She sat up and stretched and regarded herself in the mirror and pouted and said, �Jesu, I'm a mess!�
Then she froze, and I followed her gaze in the mirror and turned my eyes toward the door. Crowded in its arched opening were, not necessarily in that order, Jean and Francie and Darlene and Anita and Cousin George. Their eyes were popping and their mouths were hanging open along with everything else, for they were still stark naked� everything but Cousin George's tortured prick, which still rose valiantly toward the ceiling.
�My God!� cried Missie, �Maybe Jeff and I should sell tickets, How long have you been there?�
�Long enough,� said Darlene.
Cousin George looked angry and miserable.
He said, �Why in hell couldn't you keep your big prick out of her?� pointing toward Missie. �Why didn't you leave her alone?�
He was close to tears� come to think of it, Cousin George had had his problems the past twenty-four hours or so and still had them, if the continuing stiffness of his prick meant anything� for once.
Missie said, �If your father were here, he'd give you all a whipping.�
Anita said, �Maybe he'd send us to bed� goodie!�
Little Jean stepped forward, naked and solemn, and said, �Dad wouldn't do anything, because he wouldn't know about it. Not after what I saw you and Cousin George do last night, and what you just did with darling Jeff. We won't tell him and you wouldn't dare.�
Missie dropped her head and cupped her face in her hands. Then she looked up at them and said, �Por Dios, what kind of family have we turned into?�
Darlene stepped forward and said, �A happy family� maybe the happiest family in the whole world. We love each other, all of us.�
Suddenly, Missie accepted it. She reached for a cigarette and said, �Well, I guess this bed is big enough for all of us.�
�That's good,� said little Francie, scrambling aboard with the others, �because we left all the other mattresses on the beach and we're too pooped to bring them up tonight.�
Missie said dryly, �I suppose they could use an airing after what you've been doing down there.�
Anita said, �Speaking for the mattresses on the beach, we're all taking a fifth.�
Missie smiled and hugged her daughter, then said, �Speaking of fifths, I think we should all have a drink. Anita�? You're not too pooped to bring a bottle from the kitchen? Don't bother with glasses.�
Anita brought a demijohn of Cuban rum and we all drank out of the wicker-covered jug and caressed fondly and talked all at once over the wonders of what had happened to us. Only Cousin George looked glum� and finally Anita took pity on him and said, fingering its rigid length, �We'll have to do something about this.�
�They gave me Spanish fly,� he said miserably.
�I know,� said Missie, looking at them again. �Don't ever do that again, Anita. Do you hear?�
�Yes, Missie,� she said. �I'm sorry� I won't do it again.�
�Besides,� said Missie, �I don't believe anybody in this family needs it.�
Then she bent to the task of nursing Cousin George's aching cock back to normalcy. She laid him out flat on his back like a patient in an operating room and examined his cock carefully, studying its color, which was a congested purplish red, testing the rodlike veins that swelled its sides, soothing him whenever she hurt his ultra-sensitive dick by stroking his belly until he relapsed to a whimper.
I almost felt sorry for the pimple-faced bastard. After all, he was my second cousin and, if he had got me into a lot of trouble in the past, he had more than made up for it when he fucked Anita beside me on the beach and opened up the golden vista of sexual discovery that had followed.
I wasn't even jealous when Missie mounted him, as she had mounted me an hour earlier, and slipped her sheath over his aching prick. Looking down at him, she said, �How does it feel now?�
He said, �Better,� in a sort of moan, then added, �But it kills me when I come.�
Over her shoulder, Missie said to Anita, �Never mix chili and cantharides, dear. The combination is enough to kill a man.�
She fucked him gently for a few minutes and he began to respond. But where Missie had been a raging erotic sex goddess with me, fucking in a Dionysiac frenzy, with Cousin George she was more like a nurse giving a treatment� in perfect control every millimeter of the way. I wondered what would happen if I were to give her navel a tweak� only wondered� but she caught my eyes on her belly and shook her head ever so slightly. I nodded� what I had discovered was to be our secret and ours alone.
Suddenly, his body began to convulse, and he began to utter those same screams of agony that had driven me from the orgy on the beach. Realizing that he was in terrible pain, Missie rolled her cunt around until he shot a load of jizzum into her, then pulled off quickly and grabbed his cock and began to suck it while the poor bastard flopped and floundered around like a beached porpoise.
As she pulled at his prick, his writhings and cries began to subside� and so did his agonizing erection. When at last Missie lifted her head from his prick, it had shrunk to its normal size and flopped over like a tiny beanbag once the support of Missie's mouth was removed.
She reached for a towel and spat a mouthful of blood into it� and I saw that there was still blood seeping from the tip of his prick where it lay in the nest of his pubic curls. She wiped her face clean and said, �You had to bleed or it might have lasted a couple of days. If it hadn't come out where it did, I'd have had to cut one of your veins� and that could cause serious damage.� She turned to the girls and said, �That's all an erection is, girls� blood.� Then, seeing their expressions, �Don't knock it. It's the best thing in a woman's life� but I see you already found that out for yourselves.�
She turned to Cousin George, said, �Dear, we're going to have to send you home. You mustn't do any fucking for at least two weeks and I don't think you could make it here.�
�Don't worry, Missie,� croaked Cousin George. �I don't want to fuck for a year.�
�It's not you I'm worried about.� She gave Anita a smack on her bare, round rump. Anita jumped and squealed and rolled away, landing with her head right next to my cock. She lay on her belly with her beautiful boobs flattened out by the sheet under her and took my limp prick and began to fondle it. It unfolded ever so little under this mild stimulation and the sensation was delightful� lazy, relaxed, as if my prick had a mind of its own and all the assurance in the world of a treasure house of erotic goodies in store for it.
When it had grown an inch more, Anita tossed back her raven locks and bent her head into my jock and took my tool into her mouth. Evidently, the operation Missie had just performed on Cousin George had inspired her to take the oral route with me, and I was not far behind her. My prick really snapped to attention, actually pushing Anita's head back as it uncoiled suddenly in her throat. I felt something soft brushing my right shoulder and discovered Darlene's soft red hair� she was watching what was happening with rising interest, her lush pink lips a mere halfturn of the head from mine. I turned and kissed them and our tongues went into their dance and she snuggled around so that my right hand slid naturally into her crack from behind and wriggled it until my middle finger had parted the lips of her cunt, then settled down with a happy sigh.
Darlene's interest was not the only thing that was growing, It was becoming evident that my cock thrived on a diet of exercise, for, despite the hard usage it had received over the past several days, it continued to grow eagerly until Anita could work no more than a third of it into her mouth without choking. She sucked the tip loudly and I could feel the coming congestion commence in my loins� meanwhile massaging the base gently and running her fingers up and down the seam along its bottom where the root of real sensation lies.
Darlene said, �My God� it's never been that big before. What's happened?�
I said, �I guess it improves with age,� but I knew who had induced the extra, added built-out goodness. My eyes met Missie's� she was curled up on a pillow, watching both our threesome and the antics of Jean and Francie, who had fallen to sucking each other off in lesbian fashion beyond Darlene� and she blinked at me solemnly.
Anita was wonderful at a rim job. Almost as great as her mother� almost. Given the time, she might make it� I had no doubt that she'd get the experience required for such mastery of lips and tongue and teeth. She could sense when I was ripe for detonation, too� and called a halt just as my prick began to vibrate with the preliminary tremors. Because of the way Darlene and I were lying while I finger-fucked her, it was impossible for Anita to fuck me front on, but she wanted my dong in her twat in the worst way and didn't let that stop her.
She rolled over and slid back toward me, presenting her rump to my cock and parting her beautiful rear mounds with her fingers so that her creaming cunt was right there. All I had to do was poke out my pelvis, and I was there. She wriggled her cunt down on it with a series of bumps and grinds a burlesque stripper would have been proud of, and, as we established our connection, Darlene's dear little cunny began to bob and weave and dip and whirl and emit a copious discharge of pussy juice. Her arms went round me and her dear body trembled as she came right there on my hand and whispered, �Darling Jeff� darling Jeff� we love you so much!�
Anita said, �Hey! What am I fucking� a piece of dead meat or what?�
Realizing that I had neglected her momentarily, I said, �Hang in there, tiger,� and got the action busier downstairs. Three good thrusts sent her into spasms of wriggling delight and I kept right on pounding it into her. Her buttocks thrust right back, giving measure for measure and thumping into my belly with an ever-rising tempo. She began to slip over the verge and moaned each time I hit bottom in her womb as if I was killing her� which I damn well wasn't.
This was no time for tricks� the position I was in was tricky enough. So I went right on banging her until that wonderful stuff came charging up through my cock and shot into the very core of her body. I left it in her until it came out of its own accord, and then Darlene wanted a replay. She was so sweet and so provocative about it that I couldn't deny her� but I was getting terribly tired. It took her twenty minutes to restore my cannon and get it armed. She wasn't quite as adroit at sucking me off as Anita had been, but she was terribly cute about it, soft and fun loving as a kitten. Still, twice, I almost dozed off while she was working on me, licking off Anita's sex sap and putting her saliva to the best possible employment. After a while, she got it up there and slid up alongside of me and then down, fitting my cock into that marvelously available cunt of hers without having to spread her legs. Bless her, she sensed my fatigue and made everything easy for me.
Missie watched from the head of the bed with three pillows piled up behind her, looking like a contented mother cat watching her kittens at play. When she saw Darlene's trick she said, �Mama mia, there's one I couldn't do. Are you sure you've got him in you?�
�All the way,� I said, but Missie refused to believe me and came down on her hands and knees and peered up the tangle of our legs until she was sure that my dong was really sunk in Darlene's dear little cunt. Even then she was reluctant to believe it and returned to her pillow perch, muttering something about �modern conveniences.�
When I finally juiced into Darlene, I was really shot down� in fact, the next thing I remember was waking up in the early dawn and finding Missie bending over me anxiously while she worked a coiled hand up and down my dick, which was morning stiff as usual. When she saw that I was about to speak, she said, �Shhhh!� holding a finger to her lips. She whispered, �Don't wake them up,� and I saw the dim shapes of my sisters and stepsister lying strewn around the bed.
Missie added, �I saw it sticking up and couldn't bear letting it go to waste. After all, I'm the one who got shorted last night.�
I pulled her close, reveling in the lush softness of her perfumed flesh, especially the softness of her cunt as she crushed it down and over my cock, absorbing it entirely. We rolled over on our sides with her arms and legs locked around me and her beautiful breasts flat on my chest and our bellies fitted as tight as our sex pieces.
She whispered, �Don't touch my button, darling�� and I nodded. Not only was I not up to such a workout at the time, but it would waken the sleepers. So we enjoyed a delicious lazy fuck and kept at it until I came twice more, by which time daylight was stirring outside and we fell asleep with my cock still imbedded in her creaming cunt.

TWELVE

When I woke up, it was still there, buried all the way. Missie stirred slightly rolling her sweet-sticky loving cup around on my morning erection and adding to its length� which caused her to stir again, which caused me to thrust it in until our hairs mingled and clung. She was still more asleep than awake, with her tilted eyes closed. But her sensual reaction was building and I rolled my cock around in her cunt and her breathing became panting and her hands went to my buttocks and firmed there lightly as her crotch began to rotate in response to my lead.
I put a hand first on one beautiful big breast and fondled it until the nipple reared its pink head up in greeting, then slowly turned my attention to the other, all the while keeping up a wonderful slow motion where our fucking pieces were joined. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see little Jean moving toward Cousin George, who was sleeping flat on his back with his dong sticking up like a construction girder.
As she began sucking him off, it became apparent that the month-long abstinence he had promised last night was not going to endure more than eight hours. But then my own affairs got busier and I had no time for the others. When you were fucking Missie, I discovered, you lost awareness of anything and everything else.
She began to move her rump with a slow, steady rhythm that contained infinite variations, each of them more exciting than the one before, and I went along, loving it all the way. My prick felt lazy and contented, yet hungry for more and more and more� and, my senses being numbed with sleep and sex, it was in no hurry to reach climax. She murmured soft words of affection, caressing my body with adept fingers, her eyes still closed but the rest of her wide open. Our lips met and melted together and her tongue slipped lazily into my mouth and I followed her example and closed my eyes on that wonderful spectacle of sex-happy female flesh and let pure sensation take control of me.
�Lovely�� she whispered as a mild orgasm caused her belly skin to ripple deliciously against my own briefly. �I wish it could last forever� so beautiful�!�
A devil seized me then. I slid my hand in between our abdomens and reached for her navel. She sensed my intention and went rigid and cried, �No, darling� not now� oh, my God!� She flicked an arm down to check me, but too late� my fingers found their nubbly little target and the explosion was on once more� that glorious complete detonation of the first real woman I had ever fucked in my life.
If her marathon orgasms had been wildly wonderful last night, this morning's insane reaction topped them both. Missie moaned and flung her head about wildly and cried out for me to stop� but her cunt told a different story and snapped and clung to mine each time I withdrew my cock for another stroke up her frothing cunt past the flanged gates of her womb. Her legs kicked out wildly and I heard, as from afar off, cries and shouts and then the thud of bodies on the rug beside the bed. I tried to grab her thighs, but there was too much action and there were several insane seconds before I could capture even one of her legs. I clamped my arm about it tightly, just below the hip joint, and regained some measure of control over the wild-woman my stepmother had become.
She still kicked crazily with her free leg and rolled her body madly about and flapped her arms rhythmically on the bed itself� but I had her crotch right where I wanted and plunged my prick into her to suit myself� sometimes slowly, sometimes hard and fast, sometimes making her endure the torture of all but complete withdrawal. She began moaning obscenities in both English and Spanish as I banged her to my heart's content� and every time she showed signs of slowing down, I simply flicked or squeezed her belly button again and she went into the maddest movements and most terrific action I had ever felt.
When I felt my jizzum begin to flow up through my balls, I flattened myself out on top of her, pushed her legs into a near-split with both hands pressuring her thighs, then pulled my steaming cock out of her creaming cunt for a second until she lifted it high for my re-entry� then let her have it as hard and deep as I could thrust. She uttered a little scream and her head fell backward with her eyes still closed as my sperm shot into her from the head of the prick I had buried so deeply in her guts� but her cunt was still alive and insatiable. It closed in on my dong with a snapping motion and held it close with little ripples of constriction until every last drop of semen had been drained from it into its natural resting place.
Only then did I roll over so that I faced the door� and there stood my father, still in his traveling clothes, big, red-bearded, the most virile man I had ever known. He was looking at us with a strange expression on his face.
I said, �Hello, Dad� how was L.A.?�
I know that sounds ridiculous, but for the life of me I couldn't think of another thing to say.
The stupid words just popped out. I tried to get my prick out of Missie's creaming box, but she was still involved in afterclimax and wouldn't let it go.
Then Dad said, �Talk about desire under the elms��
I've got to hand it to Missie� she's a very remarkable woman any way you look at her. At the sound of my father's voice, she snapped out of her sex fog like the turn of a light switch. One second, she was rolling around on my cock, letting her tremendous orgasm die slowly in its own afterglow� the next she was sitting up, her cunt clear of my cock, crying, �You're crazy, darling� there's not an elm tree within five hundred miles.�
He looked at my dripping dong, then at the others� Francie and Darlene and Anita were sitting up, frozen in naked astonishment� Cousin George and Jean, who had gone right on fucking on the carpet after Missie's wild kicking pushed them out of bed, were sitting up with their heads just visible above its side. Then he looked at me� at my face this time� and said, �Clear out, all of you. This place looks like Saturday night in a whorehouse. Get cleaned up and wait for me. I'll talk to you later.�
We slunk from the room, leaving Missie and Dad there alone with that sex-fouled giant bed. Anita stayed to listen with her ear close to the shut door, but the rest of us moved on to the kitchen. As we went, I heard Missie yell something about desire under a motel roof in Brentwood with somebody named Angela, then Dad yelling back, �You stupid shit, I'd fuck any woman alive if it would help me close a deal� a half-million clam deal� and what in hell kind of a crappy operation have you been running at this end while I was doing my damnedest to make money for all of you?�
�You mean while you were having a ball in Angela's pants!� Missie wasn't giving an inch. �She's had her face lifted three times.�
�She's still got what nature gave her where it counts the most,� said Dad.
�I suppose I haven't?�
�Sure you've got it� at least you had it when I married you.� Dad sounded sore as a boil. He added, �Before you turned into a fucking cruise director.�

�Cruise director!� Missie sounded furious. �Why should I put out for a man who fucks every woman he meets?�
�Make that every other woman.� My father's sense of humor was back, and I figured we were home free. The bedroom voices softened until not even Anita could overhear what was being said, if anything.
I said, �Let's go to the beach� we could all use a swim.�
We all trooped down there, all thoughts of more fun and games out of our thoughts thanks to the interruption by our father's unexpected return� but the mattresses were still there on the sand where we had left them after our orgy the night before.
Anita halted and looked at them, and said, �It seems a shame to waste them.�
Francie eyed my cock hungrily and said, �We may not get another chance.�
Darlene said, �But Dad could turn up any moment and catch us again.�
Anita snorted. �Not bloody likely� I know Missie. When she decides to put out for a man, especially for Dad, it goes on for hours and hours.�
I said, �Amen!�
�I don't know about the rest of you,� said little Jean, �but I'm gonna get clean.� She raced toward the water, splashed into it on the run, then knifed through it with a racing dive. The other girls followed, except for Anita. She held me back and whispered, �Is Missie so much better than we are� than I am?�
I kissed her fondly and ran a finger the length of her rump, making her curl like a kitten. I said, �She's been at it a lot longer� wait till you're thirty-five.�
�Thirty-three,� said Anita. �Missie was eighteen when I was born.� She looked up into my eyes closely and said, with one of her lovely nipples pressed against my flesh, �Do you still want to fuck me, darling Jeff?�
I said, �Anytime, anywhere, honey. I love you very, very much.� I looked at the others, sporting in the water like frisky young mermaids. I said, �Hell, I'm in love with all of you.�
Anita sighed, her huge dark eyes liquid. She said, �Darling Jeff, you're going to make a lot of women very happy� and a lot more of them very unhappy.�
�I'm not going to try to follow that,� I said, giving her box a slow squeeze, �but meanwhile, let's have a ball.�
�Let's have a ball, Jeff darling,� she repeated, her lips grazing mine. I could have fucked her then and there, but I felt crummy all over with the accumulated slime of the wild night just past. We went in and joined the others and played in the warm waters atop the reef. The girls darted around me, engaging in subsurface antics, and Francie actually tried to suck me off under water� and might have made it if Darlene and Jean had not each taken hold of one of her ankles and pulled her mouth off my throbbing dong.
Then the girls started romping with one another and Cousin George pulled me aside. It was almost funny how his attitude toward me had changed since he got back from L.A. Until then, he was the snotty sophisticate, the older boy from the East who had done a lot of things with pot and booze and broads that I was still a virgin at. He knew I was bigger and stronger and faster and could beat him up if it ever got down to that� but he had the edge of a year on me, and he had been fucking Darlene and Anita and little Jean while I was a real stupe about what was happening. Then he caught Missie, or maybe she caught him, I don't know. I guess she let him screw her to get even with Dad over Angela, whoever she was. When he got back yesterday, he was really riding a cloud� way up.
Since then, the girls and I had shot his ego all to pieces. I had outfucked him with all of them and been given Francie's cherry, an item he was unable to capture on his own. Then the girls had just about wrecked his prick with their Spanish fly casserole and for a climax, Missie had swung with me instead of him. Now both his head and his cock were hanging low. He said, �How'd you get Missie to swing like that, Jeff? I wore myself out fucking her in that L.A. motel and couldn't get her off the nut.�
I looked him full in the eye, both of us standing there waist deep in the water, and said, �Cousin George, it's just something you either have or you don't� you gotta understand women.�
I expected him to splash water on me for that, or at least to call me a string of dirty names� but Cousin George took it. His eyes slid off mine after a bit and he said, �I gotta hand it to you, Jeff� you may be a slow starter, but once you get going you really move!� It was the nicest compliment I had ever gotten� at least from Cousin George.
We all trooped back to the mattresses then and toweled off and our happy mood fell away and was replaced by sadness. We all felt certain that, with Dad back and knowing about our relationships, there was bound to be an end to it� a prospect none of us looked forward to. It was Anita, earthy and sexy as ever, who broke up the gloom session. She said, �Shit, kids, since we're going to be hung for a bunch of sheep anyway, why not give ourselves one last big ball? Even if we get caught, we can't be in any worse than we are already.�
�Christ,� said Darlene. �I don't know.�
�Darling Jeff�� Anita's dark eyes were meaningfully on mine. She jerked her head toward Darlene, who was sitting with her arms hugging her knees. �Bring her around,� she said. �I want to make one last wild scene before I turn in my cunt for the rest of the year.�
I thought, To hell with Darlene� if she wanted to be a drippy blanket at the orgy, that was her bag. I put out a hand and poked it into Anita's crotch. She was squatted on her knees, three-quarters facing me, and spread her satin thighs to give me access. Her crack and the wiry hair above it felt nubbly even after a swim and I found her clit and massaged it between my thumb and forefinger while I pushed my two middle fingers on up the hole whose portals her clit adorned.
She writhed ecstatically and came in my hand and said unevenly, �Jesus, Jeff� I don't want to be a pig.�
I said, �The hell you don't�!� and went right on finger-fucking her until her whole underside seemed to flatten down and flow around my fingers.
�I'll always be a pig with you,� she said, melting all those marvelous curves against me. We were still rolling over when my cock found its entry and sank into her creaming cunt as if it knew its way there like a homing pigeon. Somehow, Anita got her knees up on my shoulders so that her throbbing pussy was right there for my prick to fuck. We went right to town together and I had her coming like a cavalry charge in about two minutes.
It was delicious, but it was not like fucking Missie. Anita was a wonderful piece of arse� but she was only a kid, however pretty and eager to screw, while her mother was very definitely something else� a woman. I relaxed the pressure a little and looked at Darlene fucking Cousin George, squatting on his cock, while Jean squatted on his mouth and sucked off Francie, who was on her knees alongside. They looked like wonderfully naughty nymphs on a glorious picnic (all except Cousin George, of course)� and that was the difference. They were nymphs, playful, spirited, blazing with lust and laughter� while Missie was a true full-blown goddess of love, a sex offering, an Astarte.
�Don't die on it,� said Anita, clutching at me, and I responded by renewing my efforts until she blacked out while I had not yet poured a load into her guts.
The other combination had broken up and little Jean was sucking on Cousin George's damaged dick, trying to bring it to full hoist, with Francie now squatted on his mouth. I pulled her clear and led her over to the knocked-out Anita and said, �Keep sucking her until she tells you to stop.�
�Why don't you do it?�
�Because I haven't finished yet� I want to fuck Darlene.�
Francie regarded me doubtfully through a disheveled hedge of silver-streaked gold hair. Then she said, �Oh, okay� as long as you save something for me.� When I promised, she added, �It had better be good, too.�
Then she dropped to her knees on the mattress between Anita's widely spread knees and spread them wider. She put her face into my stepsister's crotch and began to suck and tongue her cunt as if she preferred it to fucking.
Darlene was on her back, with her knees doubled up and parted. I dropped to the mattresses and crawled right under them, grabbing hold of her thighs as I went by, lifting them out of my way. Then, when I reached just the spot I wanted, I pulled her sopping little hole right down over my dong� filling her to bursting. It was a T-bone position, one neither of us had tried before. It had the usual result of something new� we both reacted with quick climaxes. Besides, I had not come with Anita and apparently Cousin George had failed to finish Darlene off properly. So we were more than ready.
We came like a pair of shotguns going off simultaneously and poured our charges into each other. It felt beautiful and I was just getting warmed up with Darlene for the slow sweet buildup to an extra-inning second game when three pairs of determined hands pulled us apart and rolled me onto my back. It was Jean and Francie and a recovered Anita. And when they called her, Darlene got into this new action with a milky blend of my jizzum and her sex sap trickling down the insides of her thighs.
They laid me out like the Lilliputians laying out Gulliver, and then little Jean mounted me and squatted down and began working her cunt out on my dick like a madwoman.
The contrast to the two other holes I had so recently filled was stimulating, and I was just beginning to swing with the twelve-year-old when she was plucked right off my cock and Francie inserted the tip in her cunt lips and came down on me so hard our meeting made a loud thump. I squeezed her just forming breasts while she fucked away and came with shrill little yips of pleasure, hoping to hold her there until I could finish. I might as well have tried to hold onto a piece of wallboard in a hurricane. Francie was pulled off by the others and Anita repossessed me, grinding away like a lunatic as if determined to make me come in her during her tenure on my dick.
Then it was Darlene again, and then Jean and Francie and Anita once more and so on� it wasn't until Francie was aboard for the third time that I finally got my rocks off and filled her little womb with my sperm. When I got a chance to speak, I said, �What brought the round robin on?�
For answer, Francie pointed at Cousin George and said, �Look! I think Cousin George is broken.�
My pimple-faced cousin lay flat on his back, his once proud prick almost invisible, shrunken within the bush of pubic hair from which it had so recently projected like a proud spear. He lay so still that, if he hadn't begun to snore gently, I would have thought him dead.
�You kids stay with him,� I told Jean and Francie. �You know how to keep each other amused till we get back.�
They pouted but agreed and I headed for the house with the two older girls. There was no sense going on with the gang-bang if Cousin George was out of the running. I knew damned well I couldn't take on all four of those sweet little sexpots.
Dad and Missie were curled up on the sofa having a drink when we came in. They looked happy as a pair of satiated cats and, like ourselves they were naked. We had never been fussy about clothing on the island, but except for accidental sightings I had never seen any of the girls or Missie nude until I fucked Anita out on the reef� but we kids had got used to running around skinny-dip style and now it looked as if Dad and Missie had decided to become sun worshippers, too.
They greeted us amiably and then Dad called me into his study. He looked me over thoughtfully, then offered me some pot. Considering how he'd given us hell a couple of years ago when he caught Darlene and me puffing grass, this was a surprise.
He said, �I don't know whether this whole bit is right or not, but it's too far along to put a stop to it. Besides, Jeff, you did me one hell of a big favor.�
When my eyebrows went up, he explained that, ever since she had caught him in an infidelity shortly after their marriage, Missie had frozen up on him. �She comes and you'd better believe it, Jeff, but she never really lets go. But when I watched you in bed with her this morning, I realized you'd found the key that unlocks her.�
�I did?� I decided to play it dumb.
�That bit of squeezing her buttocks when you give a big thrust� I wonder why I never thought of it.�

Later that evening, I finally managed to be alone with her and said, �What's this bit about squeezing your rump, Missie. Dad says it sends you� it sure didn't when I tried it.�
Laughter glowed in her beautiful eyes as she moved that incredible body close to my nakedness. She said, �Sometimes, pepito, a girl has to put out whether she wants to or not. Besides, I didn't want him to know our secret.�
I pulled her close and squeezed her buttocks� nothing happened. Then I thrust my fingers into her slit and grabbed her belly button with my other hand. It was a good thing the big sofa was right behind me or we'd have wound up fucking on the tile floor.
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