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Chapter 1


Jerri Phillips stood on the corner of Fifth and Lexington in New York City, beneath her umbrella, waiting for the traffic light to change. She glanced to the newsstand just feet away. Staring up at her from the cover of Feminine Image was Jerri Phillips, recently declared" most sensational new model" by Women's Wear Daily.
The light turned green, but Jerri stood there, in the drizzling rain, looking at her picture on the magazine cover. It's not worth it; she thought to herself, it's just not worth it. She stepped off the curb and continued on down the puddle-laden street.
The door to the apartment slammed.
"Jerri, is that you?" a voice from the kitchen called.
"It's me," Jerri called, heading toward the kitchen.
Carol, her roommate, was making dinner. Jerri walked to the counter and took a piece of lettuce from the salad Carol was tossing.
"Hey, no snitching. We'll eat in about ten minutes," Carol said pleasantly.
"Okay," Jerry said, walking back into the living room. Carol thought it odd that Jerri didn't sit in the kitchen to talk to her. She figured Jerri had had a bad day.
Jerri sat on the couch and lit a cigarette. She stared at the ceiling for a moment, trying to relax, but she couldn't. She kicked off her shoes and lifted her feet to the couch, then smoothed out her fashionable midi skirt.
"I've had it!" she called to the kitchen.
There was no reply. Carol had heard it all before. Jerri had been threatening to quit the modeling business for months now, but it had never gone beyond that. Carol figured she would continue to threaten, but never do anything about it.
Jerri began to relax. She crossed her arms over her shapely breasts, winch were dearly visible through the tight, form-fitting sweater she was wearing. She closed her eyes and dozed off as Carol set the table for dinner.
Jerri Phillips was one of those lucky ones the modeling business" finds" every year-the new shape, the new look, the new style-and gives all its attention to. In a matter of months, Jerri had gone from doing fashion shows at Bloomingdales to the cover of every influential women's magazine in the country. She was-she hated the word, but it was the only correct one-a star.
Jerri's new look wasn't new at all It was right for the time, correct for the recent fashion collections. She was tall and slim, with long shaggy chestnut brown hair, deep green eyes and firm young breasts. The days of the Twiggy look had come and gone, and breasts-not large, but well-formed, rounded and firm-were back in style. Jerri never wore a bra, and thus her hard nipples were an asset to her particular look. They were clearly visible under every sweater and blouse she wore. Her shapely legs accented her short mini skirts, and yet when she wore the maxi and midi lengths, she still looked stunning because her legs were so long.
But the modeling business, as Jerri had come to find out for herself, was not all glamour and fun. People were fiercely competitive-there was no such thing as a friend in the business-and jobs were hard to come by. Besides being attractive, Jerri had been forced to submit to the sexual advances of many an editor, designer, or agent who could help her career.
Jerri had always figured she would have to sleep around a bit to get to the top, but she didn't mind that. She liked sex as much as any healthy young girl living in New York, and many of the experiences were pleasurable.
But many of them-and the number seemed to be increasing-were not. She was almost on top now, almost the top model in the country, and still she found herself having to submit to the advances of dirty old men who controlled the business. She was tired of it, and tired of the other unfortunate aspects of the modeling world as well.
Jerri was fed up with the hours, with the phone calls every hour of the day and night, fed up with the appointments and the waiting and the wasted time. She began to hate the photographers who treated her like a commodity, as if they were photographing a basket of fruit. She couldn't find anyone she could trust or talk to. Everyone was in the business for personal gain and they would stop at nothing to get ahead.
"I swear, it's gotta be worse than Hollywood!" Jerri said, sitting at the dinner table with Carol. "Today that freak Jason…"
"Who's Jason?" Carol asked, chewing a juicy piece of pork roast.
"Jason, the guy at Photo International, the one with the curly black hair and the big cock," Jerri replied.
"Oh, yeah," Carol said, still eating.
"Well, we were getting ready for a shot and he called me to the dressing room to stick some damn feather in my hair or something, and what does he do but pull his cock out and tell me to suck him off. Right there, between takes, with about twelve guys in the next room waiting for me! I was in full makeup, and he wants me to suck him off!"
"Did you?"
"Sure, what could I do? I no sooner got on my knees and took it in my lips when he came. All down my chin, on my dress! A thousand-dollar original! Cum spots on the bodice! Jesus Christ. He may be a good-looking guy, but I can't take shit like that. "Jerri took a sip of wine.
"Look," Carol said gently," I told you it's your decision. You either stay with it, hang in there, put up with the shit, suck them off when they want and have your name and picture plastered on billboards from here to California. Or you get up and get out. What's more important? Your career or your sanity? I don't think you can have both in this city."
Jerri didn't reply, but she was thinking. Carol was right, but what could she do, pack up and leave? Get up and run? Where would she go? What would her parents say? What would her brother say? What would she do with her life?
The questions stayed in Jerri's mind all evening, and they kept her from falling asleep once she was in bed. She tried to forget about them. She tried masturbation, but she wasn't in the mood. She tried a mild sedative, but that didn't help either. Finally she got up and walked around the apartment.
Carol came out of her bedroom. "Jerri, what's wrong?"
"I can't sleep. I can't decide."
"Decide what?" Carol asked, sitting on the couch.
"Decide what to do with my life! I have a six-thirty call in the morning and here I am, worrying about the stupid business. I'm gonna look GREAT tomorrow!"
"Hey," Carol said, extending her hand," come sit by me. Tell me."
Jerri sat next to her friend. They had been friends for years, ever since they attended the same high school in East Orange, New Jersey. Carol was almost an exact opposite of her best friend. She was short, on the chubby side, although very pretty, and had long blonde hair and soft blue eyes. She worked as a salesgirl in Macy's and was a great cook. She never asked more from life than being happy, and she was.
"Carol," Jerri began," I really think I can't take it any longer. Worse than that, I don't think I even WANT it any longer. It's such a rat race, such a disgusting life. You're treated like some kind of machine or something. And there's no one to even TALK to, everyone's into their own trip so much."
"Jerri, you know the answers. I've said it all before. YOU have to make the decision."
"Okay, I want to get out, now, today. I knew it when I saw myself on Feminine Image this afternoon. I thought to myself, what the hell would people think if they knew I had to let the photographer fuck me in the ass to get on the cover of that magazine? It's all so damn ludicrous."
"Still thinking about New Mexico?" Carol asked, with a knowing look in her eye.
"Of course. I think of it all the time. You know, I can remember it only faintly-that was when I was about six years old-but it seemed so wonderful. And I've read it's the ONLY place to live in this country where you can breathe clean air and not be bothered by this commercial world."
"You just say so and I'll start packing."
"Carol, what would Mom and Dad say?"
"They'd shit. Especially your mother. She's the hit of her bridge club now, with you the blossoming model of today. Your brother would take it okay, I think. I mean he always seems to give you a chance and tries to understand."
Jerri lit a cigarette. "I don't know, Dave and I have never been close. He may be on my parents' side. Especially now that he's married to a girl Mom absolutely adores."
"SO WHAT? Shit! So who cares what anyone thinks? Hell with your parents, your brother, your agent, the whole damn thing. So you're a big model. Where's it brought you? To happiness? To the land of riches and good times?"
"I'm rich, that's for sure. Happy, no!"
"You're miserable! You've been miserable every minute since we moved in here and you started this whole game. Christ, Jerri, how can you take it any longer?"
Jerri jumped up, grabbed the phone, and dialed a number. She stood there in silence until someone finally answered.
"Ralph? Jerri. I don't care what time it is, you just listen to me. I'm walking out. Now, tonight, SHUT UP! Listen to me, it's.over. You can take the entire modeling business and all the pressures and phony people and shove them up your ass. "She slammed the receiver down.
Carol sat in shock, staring at her roommate. "I never thought you'd do it," she said, smiling. Jerri started to laugh and fell to the couch, into Carol's arms. They laughed together until the phone rang.
Carol answered. "Hello? Jerri? No she just left. For Alaska. 'Bye, Ralph."
Jerri giggled and looked up at Carol. "We've got some fast planning to do…"
It took them only four days to get out of New York City. Jerri sublet the apartment, sold her furniture to the new tenant, barred her door to Ralph, her agent, and various other callers. She told her parents none of her plans and then vanished from the city of New York.
"Oh, wow, I love it!" Jerri said, looking at the ranch from the side of the surrounding hill.
"It's great!" Carol added, gazing over the lush green little canyon.
They were looking at a ranch that was being offered for sale. It consisted of a large main house, a barn, acres of farmland, trees and a small river running from the mountains. It was located north of Santa Fe, New Mexico-near Taos, where many other" drop-outs" or" hippies" were living in peace and harmony under clear skies.
"Come on, Carol, let's get back to the real estate office and buy it," Jerri said, turning to walk back up the hill.
Two hours later, after startling the real estate agent by writing a personal check in the full amount for the ranch, Jerri emerged from the office with the deed in her hand. The ranch was hers.
Jerri and Carol stopped at a small shopping center in Santa Fe, and after buying supplies, food, furniture and such necessary items, they were loading the station wagon Jerri had bought before leaving New York. As Jerri carried a large bag of groceries to the wagon, someone stopped her.
"Hey, let me help," the masculine voice said. Jerri turned around to find a tall, smiling hunk of manhood offering his aid.
"Great," she said, handing him the bag. She watched as the boy set the bag in the open tailgate. He was in his twenties and had a dark beard and moustache. His hair was lighter, bleached a bit from the hot Southwestern sun, and he had eyes almost as green as Jerri's.
"Haven't seen you before," the boy said, turning to Jerri. He was dressed in sandals and tight faded blue jeans. Jerri's eyes looked down his body. She noticed the bulge at the right side of his zipper. A slight feeling of excitement raced through her. She was horny after-not having had sex for some three weeks.
"We just got in," she said, smiling. "I'm Jerri and my friend Carol is inside the store. We just bought a ranch up in Snow Canyon."
"You're kidding? Snow Canyon's the most beautiful spot around here. That's really far out"
"What's your name?" Jerri asked.
"Russell. Hey, you know something, I was staying up at the house on the ranch till just a few days ago. It was deserted and I just crashed there for a while, till the real estate agent found me and tossed me off."
"Where are you living now?"
"Well, I'm staying with some friends up on Canon Road, but I think I'm wearing out my welcome."
Jerri thought for a moment. She always had been pretty good at sizing up people at the first meeting. She liked Russell, and more than that she trusted him.
"How'd you like to come up and live on the ranch with us? We really need a man around. Carol's a great cook."
Russell looked at her with amazement. He had noticed Jerri when she first entered the store. He had immediately been taken by her beauty and knew then he wanted to make love to her. Now she was offering him a place to live-with her!
"Wow! Hell, yes! I've been wondering what I was going to do. I can't believe it…"
"Hi!" Carol said, joining them. Russell took the groceries from her arms and set them in the car.
"Carol, this is Russell. He's going to be our farmhand! I just asked him to come live with us."
Carol looked at Jerri for a moment, surprised. Then she turned to Russell and smiled. "It's so nice to have a man around the house!" she joked.
Carol drove the station wagon back to Snow Canyon. Jerri sat between her roommate and Russell. They talked about fixing up the ranch, living together. No one asked questions about the past. They were embarking on a new life now, a new life style, and the past was unimportant. The only important fact was that they were THERE and they would now be three people living and hopefully loving together.
Russell pointed out the names of different kinds of trees as they drove down the highway, and then told them where various roads went as they crossed several dirt roads along the way. Finally, as the station wagon came within sight of high snow-capped mountains, Carol turned down a little dirt road that led down into Snow Canyon and their ranch.
The car bounced along over the rocks and sand, and Russell's leg rubbed against Jerri. She grabbed his thigh when the car hit a gully, and then left her hand there. Russell felt a surge of excitement in his loins resulting from the girl's touch.
Soon Carol drove the car up the drive to the large ranch house and parked in front of the main door. They got out and grabbed the groceries and supplies and headed up the steps to the little porch.
Jerri opened the front door. "Well, we're home," she said, entering.
The interior of the house was done with warmth and taste. There were chairs made of hemp with huge flowered cushions. A fireplace sat at the end of the living room. The kitchen was old, but well equipped. The bedrooms-four of them-were comfortable and large.
Russell tit a fire-it was cool in the canyon when the sun was gone, and it was almost night now-and Carol cooked omelets as Jerri plunked out tunes on the old piano in the living room.
"Not bad, not bad," Russell said, as Jerri finished her version of Raindrops Keep Falling on My Head.
"I took lessons when I was a kid," she said, walking toward him," but it's going to take some time before I can get both hands working again, you know?"
"Yup," Russell said, looking up to her from the floor in front of the fire.
Jerri sat down. She looked into Russell's eyes for a moment and then their faces met in a long, gentle kiss. Russell's tongue lightly brushed over.Tern's soft lips. His beard tickled her chin. They moved apart and seemed to talk to each other with their eyes. They knew they liked each other, they knew they wanted each other, and they also knew they would have to wait till Carol had gone to bed.
Jerri reached out and placed her hand on Russell's thigh again. He brought his own hand to hers and pressed it to his leg, sliding it up until it rested directly on his cock. Jerri it growing stiff beneath the faded jeans. She looked at his face without glancing to his thigh. She felt the large penis getting hard beneath her touch and her eyes seemed to glow in front of the fire as Russell stared into them.
Carol interrupted as she called for them to come to the kitchen to eat, and Jerri removed her hand and stood up. Russell followed, pushing his almost-hard penis down so it wouldn't stick out of his pants as he walked to the kitchen.
All through the meal, Russell's leg rubbed against Jerri's. By the time they were through eating, Jerri could feel the dampness in her underpants. She could think of nothing but having sex with the strong guy sitting next to her at the table. She wanted Carol to go to bed early.
Carol did go to bed early, immediately after their meal. "I'm tired. I'll do the dishes in the morning," she said, starting to her bedroom.
"I'll do them," Russell said.
"Okay," Carol said, smiling. "'Night," she whispered to both Jerri and Russell, and disappeared into her bedroom with her large suitcase.
Jerri and Russell walked into the kitchen. "You're not really, going to wash those dishes, are you?" Jerri asked.
"Sure. It will only take a, minute. And while I'm doing that, why don't you take your clothes off, and mine too? Okay?"
Jerri couldn't believe what he was asking. She had been used to standing before cameras and some ten or fifteen men without any clothing on, but to do it in her own kitchen in front of a hippie she hardly even knew, while he was washing dishes, was quite another story. But it seemed exciting, new, different. She immediately got over her initial shock and started unbuttoning her blouse.
Russell rinsed the plates in the soapy warm water as he watched Jerri open her blouse to reveal her ripe young breasts. She dropped the Mouse to the table and ran her hands over her nipples. They hardened under her touch.
"Take off your pants," Russell said softly.
Jerri turned away from him and opened the bottoms on her jeans. Slowly, she slid them down over her buttocks and to the floor. Then she tagged at the light pink panties and they too slid down her smooth buttocks and landed atop the jeans on the floor.
Russell watched as she stepped out of the clothing, spreading her legs to reveal the soft hairs of bar ass to him. Then she tuned around and he looked down her beautiful body tin his eyes rested on her pubic mound. It was the color of the hair on her head, he thought, chestnut. The daft was covered with thick brown hair and Jerri ran her fingers through it. Then she lifted her left leg to one of the chairs and spread her pussy open before Russell's gaze.
"My God, you're beautiful!" he said, leaning against the counter. He forgot about the dishes now. He braced himself with his arms on the sink. "Take off my pants."
Jerri fell to her knees in front of the boy and pulled his pants open. She undid the buttons and opened the jeans so she could pull them down over his ass. She did so. His huge cock jumped out in front of her. She stared at it and then continued to pull his pants down and off his feet.
Russell spread his legs as far as he could. His cock was only inches in front of Jerri's face. She brought her hands to his knees and took hold. He moaned in anticipation, and then closed his eyes. Russell expected Jerri to take his penis in her mouth but instead he felt a sensation between his legs. He looked down to see Jerri sucking on his balls, trying to pull them into her warm soft lips. He stooped his body down a bit and moved to position his long-hanging testicles directly above the girl's face, so she could get them into her mouth.
She sucked hard and in a moment the boy's scrotum was completely enveloped by her mouth. She swirled his balls around with her tongue, sucking up and down with her lips, as she brought her hands up to his buttocks and grasped them tightly. Her hair bounced as her head moved between his legs.
Russell grasped his cock in his hand and began to move it as the girl sucked on his balls. He rubbed his fingers over the swollen tip, and then pulled back and forth in equal rhythm as he masturbated himself over the girl's head.
Jerri pulled her head away and looked at the purple head of his cock. Slowly, as Russell held it in his hand, she brought her lips to it and kissed the tip. Then she let her lips fit around the glans and she took it in her mouth and Russell moved his hand away to let the organ slide into the girl's face.
Jerri sucked on it, pushing her head forward so the entire length of his cock entered her. She could feel it pushing against the walls of her throat. She bit down lightly with her teeth and swirled her tongue around the tip, especially along the underside of the head, until Russell felt he was going to lose his balance.
"Jerri, wait, I can't stand up any longer," he said, pulling her face from his penis. He moved to the floor and took her in his arms. "Wow, this is amazing," he whispered.
Jerri looked at him and then they kissed, hard and for a long time. Russell's tongue reached far into Jerri's mouth as she pressed her naked breasts to his hairy chest.
"Let's go by the fire," Jerri said, pulling her lace from his.
"Far out," Russell said, standing up. He took Jerri's hand, helped her up, and together they walked into the living room. The room was lit only by the glowing embers of the logs that had earlier been burning. Russell tossed another log to the pile and in moments it caught fire, bathing the room in amber light.
Jerri stood in the middle of the room. Russell moved to her and placed his right hand on her shoulder, then brought his head down to her breasts, taking her left nipple in his mouth.
"Oh," Jerri moaned, feeling his warm tongue licking her ripe, pink nipple. She held his head in her hands while he licked and sucked at her firm young breast The sensation was a wonderful one. He moved his head to her other breast, tweaking the nipple with his teeth, sucking hard on the granite like end.
Russell stood up, facing Jerri, and let his cock touch her stomach as it stood before him. He pressed his body against hers and wrapped his arms around her. She took hold of his buttocks and pulled him to her, feeling the hot hard organ between their bodies. Russell lifted her from the floor and carried her to the sofa, facing the fireplace. Russell set Jerri down on the soft couch and stretched out alongside her. His huge long penis rested temptingly against her white smooth thighs, and Jerri felt her excitement grow as it made contact with her sensuous •kin.
"Fuck me, Russell. Fuck me hard!" she pleaded, her whole body suddenly wild with passion. She wanted his long cock buried deep in her hungry hot belly, and she reached for it, wrapping the thick head in her small hand to feel the almost bursting rubbery tip.
Russell knelt down between Jerri's widespread legs without making Jerri lose hold of his throbbing giant cock. He leaned forward, placing his hands on either side of her slender shoulders, while Jerri drew her knees up and locked them tightly around his narrow hips. He looked down between their bodies, at her firm pointed breasts glowing in the yellowish light, across her flat belly to the dark fuzzy triangle of pubic hair. Russell could see tiny drops of glistening moisture forming on the smooth soft mound The sight of her pussy drove him wild, and he knew that she was going to be the best fuck he had ever had. No matter how much she begged, he would not come until he had had enough of her beautiful, inviting cunt.
Jerri guided the thick swollen head of Russell's penis down into the fuzzy mound of her hungry pussy. Almost as if to tease herself, she slowly ran the rubbery tip along the narrow slit, parting the smooth pink lips of her vagina. When she touched it to her clitoris, a wave of sensual pleasure flooded her brain, and she could wait no longer to have the boy's cock inside her burning womb. She wiffled her round hips up beneath Russell's long loins to open her pussy as wide as she possibly could. Then, arching her hips up slightly, she ran the rocklike column slowly along the moist pink flesh to the ragged opening of her tight cuntal passage.
Russell stayed poised above her, delightedly watching her furious attempt to screw herself up onto his aching cock. He felt the pressure in his balls building up with tremendous force and intensity, and he wanted to drive his thick penis deep into Jerri's cunt in one great lunge. But he held back, watching Jerri's impassioned attempts to take in his hard long rod.
Jerri felt the grasping tightness of her throbbing vagina resisting the huge swollen invader, and she reached with her hand to spread the lips out of the way. Suddenly the tip of hard flesh broke its way into the opening of her passage, and she jerked back from the pain of being so cruelly stretched.
"Oh, my God, you're big!" Jerri moaned when Russell pushed his long cock down a short distance into her hot passage. Jerri began to doubt whether she could take the giant cock inside her.
Russell couldn't wait any longer and, ramming forward with all his might, he cruelly impaled Jerri with his lust-driven cock, all the way to the hilt. Jerri's legs kicked out, jerking futilely in the air under his crushing weight.
"Oh! God!" she shouted. A sharp pain shot through her trapped body and she didn't.move for fear the huge cock would sink even deeper. She felt as if she was being torn apart, her body splitting halfway from the giant object that was suddenly a part of her. She looked up into Russell's face. "Fuck me, Russell," Jerri said loudly. She then remembered that Carol was in the next room, and repeated herself softly.
Russell's eyes looked at her tenderly. He didn't move his body. His cock rested quietly within her. He kissed her lovingly on her mouth as she wrapped her legs around his buttocks and back. Russell held still for a long time so Jerri could get used to his giant organ deep inside her tight cunt. He looked down at the pink throbbing valley his cock was buried in to the hilt, and he could see his dark pubic hair wetly mingling with hers. The tight lips of her cunt were widely stretched around the dark thickness at the base of his cock, and it looked as though they might split apart at any moment.
After the initial shock and pain, Jerri flexed the muscles in her cunt around the invading penis. It felt as if his cock was growing with each pressure she applied. Somehow she could feel every detail of the hard form inside her body as the nerves in her wet cunt transmitted responses to her muddled brain. Everything inside her was alive with passion, and became a part of her. She was a servant to passion now, at its mercy. She could dangling against her widespread anus, and the sensation it caused made her cunt contract again and again.
Russell waited for a moment and then, flexing his cock repeatedly, he began a slow pressure against her upturned crotch so that Jerri could feel the continual throbbing of his penis. She lurched slightly from the pressure, and then she groaned from deep within her throat. Her pussy pulled at the thick head of his buried penis.
Jerri could feel the tiny sensations of the jerking flesh rippling deep inside her quivering belly. The pain of his sudden entry was quickly consumed by the growing pleasure that spread throughout her entire passionate body. The tiny sensation that began in her womb grew as it ran through her belly, up her body, through her veins, into her twin mounds to the tips of her electrified nipples. Slowly, she bent her hips up and down on the pulsating penis, feeling the huge cock filling her pussy with every nerve in the smooth walls of her cunt.
Jerri arched her hips and rode her pussy up and down the huge shaft of his cock. She was in heaven. She always enjoyed sex the most when it was done with a bit of pain-she wasn't a masochist, but she liked to make love passionately, like an animal-or when it was done in an unusual place or situation. In fact, the most memorable sexual experiences she could remember took place on the floor of her high school gym, in a telephone booth in Brooklyn, on the deck of the Staten Island ferry and on a crowded subway car.
But tonight was different. The situation wasn't unique-the middle of a living room, in the firelight-but the boy was. Russell was unlike any guy Jerri had ever been with. Long hair, beard, moustache, a" hippie" type, with the biggest cock she had ever seen.
Jerri ran her tongue wetly across her red lips, OB she again lifted her hips to force the long penis deep within her. Russell bent his head down to kiss her.
Russell held back the urge to let the cum pour from his cock into her beautiful body. He could feel his balls swelling with the pent-up liquid as they smacked against her puckered anus with each driving thrust of his cock. He began to move his body now so Jerri would not have to lift herself up to feel the long organ deep within her. Together they began to pump up and down in equal rhythm. Their gyrations became faster and faster. Jerri was mad with lust for his huge penis. She frantically worked to absorb the hot fleshy organ in her burning pussy.
Jerri rolled her head back and forth on the sofa and Russell knew she was about to burst. He rammed the full length of his cock into her pussy and then he felt the strain in her muscles as her liquids began pouring down the walls of her pussy, over his hard cock, down his balls and finally onto Jerri's asshole. Russell couldn't stand it any longer. He had to give it to her, to fill her with his cum, to drown her with his hot semen.
Suddenly, Jerri slammed her hips up hard against his pelvis, burying his thick long cock completely in her grinding cunt. Her whole body began to jerk spasmodically as her climax hit strongly now and even more liquid poured out of her to envelop the burning cock.
Russell couldn't resist the burning at the tip of his cock any longer. He pumped his penis quickly, in hard thrusts, until his balls exploded abruptly with his sperm, and his long thick cock lurched crazily with shots of wet white cum.
Russell was out of his mind with the thrill of the wild girl beneath him sucking his cock deep into her burning pussy. He was being sucked bone-dry. It was like no girl he had ever had before. He was shoving his long cock deep into her wet burning cavern, pounding the girl deep into the sofa, as the final jets of cum spurted from the tip of his cock. The moment was one of intense insane pleasure. What a fuck, he thought to himself. What a fuck!
Jerri's young contracting cunt kept pulling at the long, hard penis to empty it of all the pleasure that it contained. Even after it had stopped spewing its cum, she kept milking it for all the seminal fluid that ran slowly from its huge head. She wasn't about to let any of it fall from her womb. She had endured its invasion, and now it was a glorious part of her.
Russell held her tight in his arms, his hard cock still buried within her. Jerri brushed his hair with her hands. It fell onto his shoulders and she held it in her fingers, against the warmth of his manly flesh. They lay on the sofa, their heavy breathing almost echoing in the room, as they tried to regain some strength and a little energy. But neither had the desire to move an inch. Slowly, Russell's cock began to diminish in size, and Jerri felt it shrinking within her. As his penis grew smaller, some of his semen dripped from his balls to the sofa. Then, easily, Russell pulled his cock from her tight pussy and let hang between their legs, resting its head against her anus.
In a few minutes, Russell moved to Jerri's side and held her tightly to his body. She took his limp penis in her fingertips and held it gently, as the boy rested his head against her shoulder. The fire was almost gone now and the room was dark. Russell kissed Jerri's hair and moved his leg over hers. Jerri closed her eyes, feeling peaceful and fulfilled.
Russell was asleep in a matter of minutes. Jerri wondered how long it had been since he had spent a good night, or had a good night's sleep, or had a good fuck? How did he feel now, having fucked the girl he was going to live with for a time… and how long would he stay? Jerri's mind was full of questions.
She thought about New York. It was quite a relief to know she was sleeping in her own house and there would be no" call" at six in the morning for, her to meet. She was free now. Free to do what she wanted, to fuck who she wanted, to love who she wanted. She wondered what her parents were thinking. She knew they would be worried. She decided to write them in the morning.
Suddenly, she felt very sleepy Still holding the strong boy's penis in her hand, she dosed her eyes tight and erased all questions from her mind. Soon, she was asleep.



Chapter 2


Lydia Phillips had called her husband, the manager of a large supermarket in East Orange, at work and told him to" get his ass home immediately. "She had just received a letter from Jerri.
They hadn't realized Jerri had disappeared until just the day before when a gossip column editor from one of the New York newspapers called to ask if they had heard from Jerri. They were shocked to find that their daughter was missing from the city. Where had she gone? What was she doing? Was she abducted? Hardly, Lydia figured, since her daughter had been able to sell all her things and buy a car.
In any case, Lydia and Ray were worried. They told their son Dave to go to New York and try his best to find out what happened to his sister and where she was. He was in the city when the letter arrived.
Ray Phillips, a slightly balding man of fifty-three, entered the front door of his house only to find his wife pacing the length of the living room. Lydia Phillips was a large woman, younger by five years than her husband, who was given either to yelling or crying in an upsetting situation.
"She's in New Mexico!" Lydia screamed as Ray walked into the room. "She's a hippie! My daughter, a hippie!" And she burst into tears and sat in a chair.
Ray grabbed the letter from his tearful wife's hand and began to read it. His expression changed from surprise to rage as he finished.
"What the hell is this? Living in the hills of New Mexico? Fed up with the commercialism of New York! Fed up with rules and appointments and creepy people!"
"The boy! Read about the boy!" Lydia screamed.
"I read, I read. Damn hippie, she thinks she's in love. New Mexico. Can you believe it?" Ray sat in a chair facing his wife.
"Ray, such disgrace! I won't be able to look the bridge club girls in the eye. My daughter, on the brink of stardom, and what does she do? She goes nutty and runs off to the other side of the world! Where did we fail?" She blew her nose into her crocheted handkerchief.
"Where did she go wrong?" Ray muttered, tossing the letter to the coffee table.
They sat there for a long time, in silence.
Finally, the door opened and their son, Dave, and his wife, Tracey, entered.
"What's wrong?" Dave asked, immediately sensing the mood in the room.
"Oh, my son!" Lydia cried and held out her arms. Dave looked at Tracey, imagining his sister had been killed or something, and then ran to his mother.
"Mom, tell me, what's happened?"
"It's terrible," she sobbed, holding Dave in her arms," I can hardly say it. You tell him, Ray."
"Son," Ray said as Dave turned to him," your sister is…"
"Yes," Dave urged.
"A hippie!"
Tracey almost began to laugh. Dave stared at his father in amazement. "What?" he asked.
"She's gone off to some canyon in New Mexico with that dizzy Carol and she's planning on starting some damn commune or something!. She's got some longhair living with her."
"Jesus Christ," Dave said, rising from his mother's arms. He didn't know if he thought Jerri was right or wrong. He was just surprised that she had done such a thing. Tracey envied her as soon as she heard it. She never trusted anyone in the commercial jungle of New York. She was happy Jerri had run away.
"You mean she gave it all up? She just said screw it and walked out?"
"Yes," Lydia said, blowing her nose again.
"Far out!" Dave said.
The family moaned and groaned about their daughter for hours, and after supper they finally decided on a course of action.
"Son, you must go bring her back," Ray said to Dave.
"Bring her back? What about my job at the store?"
"Never mind, I'll keep paying you. You're the only one who can talk to her… "Ray insisted.
"Bullshit! We never had a deep discussion in our lives," Dave protested.
"Well, we can't go! Who else can?" Ray said.
"You must go, darling," Lydia pleaded. "I can't imagine this will last. You have to talk some sense into her before it's too late. Tell her New York wants her, tell her she can't just throw away a career like that! Tell her we won't allow it!" Lydia began crying again.
"Mother, stop bawling. Okay, listen, we'll go. All right, Tracey?"
Tracey smiled. "Sure, I'm not working anyway and I love to travel. We'll pretend it's another honeymoon. The first one wasn't so great anyway-Niagara Falls, ugh!"
Dave laughed. "Yeah, you're right. All that rain. At least it won't be pouring in New Mexico."
"Oh, David, I know you'll do it!" Lydia said, drying her eyes.
"I'll make plane reservations in the morning," Ray said.
Dave looked at Tracey and grinned. He hated working for his father anyway. It could prove to be fun.
Three days later, Dave and Tracey landed at Albuquerque's Sunport and rented a yellow Mustang. As they checked the map for the highway leading to Santa Fe, Tracey asked her husband what he really thought about his sister leaving her career in New York.
"Well, to tell you the truth, I think it's pretty neat, you know, daring and all that. She gave up a lot of fame and money, but maybe that's not important to her. It never was to me. I just want to be happy and have kids and spend the rest of my life with you."
"Ditto," Tracey winked. She was an attractive girl with curly light brown hair and brown eyes. They made an attractive couple. As Jerri was a stunning woman, her brother was a handsome young man. He was tall and dark and had a boyish quality that made him seem younger than he actually was. He was twenty-three but he could easily have passed for eighteen.
"Well, we're off," Dave said, fastening his safety belt.
"I'm excited," Tracey said, looking out the window into the New Mexican sunshine as the car sped off up the highway.
Carol had finished washing the breakfast dishes, and came into the yard behind the house to help Russell and Jerri fix the fence. Russell was hammering nails into the pieces of wood as Jerri held them in place. Carol greeted them and took hold of one of the boards, relieving Jerri.
"Thanks, Carol Wow, this kind of work I've never done. Feels good though. And with the organic foods we've been eating, well be the healthiest trio on earth."
"Horniest too, Jerri!" Carol said. Russell and Jerri turned to look at her. "Oh, I mean I'll be the horniest. Hell, you two have been getting it on every night since I've been here and I haven't had so much as a feel from any guy!"
Russell and Jerri laughed. So Carol knew! They could hardly have expected her not to know, but still it came as somewhat of a shock to them.
"Just think how great it's gonna be when it does happen!" Russell kidded, still hammering at the fence.
"Yeah, but it had better happen soon or I'll be fucking that hammer one of these days," Carol giggled.
Russell stopped pounding and took the shaft of the hammer and placed it between Carol's legs. "That might be fun," he said, looking into her eyes.
Carol looked at Jerri, for approval of some sort, wondering if there would be any jealousy if she pursued the conversation. Jerri was calm. She smiled.
Russell withdrew the hammer from Carol's crotch and placed his hand there instead. She lifted one leg as she held on to the fence, and he rubbed her crotch with his large hand. Jerri moved behind Russell and wrapped her arms around him, placing her hands on his zipper. In a second she opened it and his long soft cock fell from his pants. She took it in her hand as Carol looked down and gasped. "Wow, you're big," she said, feeling his hand pressing against her pussy.
"Wait till he gets hard!" Jerri said, grasping his now stiffening cock in her right hand. As it filled with blood, she began to stroke it. It doubled its size in minutes.
Russell continued rubbing Carol's crotch until the girl could hold her leg in the air no longer. She stood leaning against the fence and quickly opened her jeans and pulled them to her knees. She wasn't wearing any underpants. Her pussy was exposed in the morning sunlight, in front of Russell's hard cock which Jerri was still stroking from behind.
Carol held tight to the fence with her hands as she kicked her* pants down to the ground. She pulled her boot off by lifting it against the fence, pulling her foot out as she pressed the shoe against the wood. Then she worked one leg free and spread her legs. Russell's fingers found the lips of her pussy and began to stroke them.
Jerri opened Russell's pants as he touched Carol's pussy and she pulled them down to his knees. She brought her hand around to cup his balls, as her other hand stroked his long hard cock. She pressed her body against his naked buttocks and kissed his back with her soft lips.
Russell knelt down in front of Carol Jerri moved with the boy, still holding to his cock. She brought the hand that had been cupping his balls around to his ass, stroked it, and then moved her fingers along the crack, under him, till she rubbed the hard cleft of his asshole and finally his hanging balls.
Russell's fingertips spread the lips of Carol's cunt before his face as he lifted his parted lips to them. He licked lightly along each side and then drove his face hard into her cunt, sticking his tongue as deep into her as it would go, holding her hips in his hands.
Carol braced herself on the fence, spreading her legs as far a» she could. She felt the boy's tongue expertly flicking at the hard bud of her clitoris, which sent sensations of pleasure up her spine. She watched his head bobbing between her legs and then closed her eyes as the sunlight and pleasure lifted her to a world of unreal sensation.
Jerri moved her body around to Russell's side and put her head between Carol's legs and Russell's body. His cock stood up, inches from her lips. She opened her mouth and let her tongue swirl around the tip of the purplish organ, and then fitted her lips over the end and slid her mouth down over the long hard shaft. Russell moaned as he felt the warmth of her mouth kissing the length of his penis.
Carol grasped the fence tightly as she threw her head back in a hard snap-she was coming and she felt as if she was going to fall to the ground. The sensation of the boy's hard forked tongue on her throbbing clit was too much for her! She let her juices fall down the wails of her pussy and into his hungry, sucking mouth. Russell eagerly lapped up every last drop as he felt his own cum building inside his loins.
Russell pulled his head away from Carol's young wet cunt as he neared climax. He rolled onto his back, in the sandy soil, and lifted his buttocks into the air which drove his cock all the way into Jerri's throat. Carol immediately fell to her knees and started licking at the boy's huge balls which were bouncing with each of Jerri's sucking strokes.
Jerri sucked harder and harder, in perfect up and down movements, holding the base of his cock in her hand. Carol licked furiously at his balls, feeling his coarse hair against her tongue, smelling the musty masculine scent that rose from his loins. The girls worked and worked as Russell squirmed on the ground, in the hot sunlight, feeling as if his cock would burst any moment!
"Oh, that's it! Yes… yes… yes! I'm coming! Suck me hard!" Russell screamed and smashed his boots into the soil as his arms moved wildly at his sides. His as amp; ground into the dirt as he felt Jerri's head push against him, sending his cock halfway down her throat.
As soon as the tip of his penis hit the back of her mouth, the first spurt of cum warmed her mouth. Jerri pulled back, holding his cock directly toward the sky, so the cum would dribble down his balls to Carol's hungry lips below.
Carol looked up to see a river of white liquid pouring from Jerri's moist lips which were fitted around the shaft of the boy's big cock. The semen ran down his balls and Carol licked every drop, savoring the taste of the bittersweet fluid as she swallowed.
Jerri sucked hard and swallowed again and again as the throbbing penis filled her mouth with the largest amount of cum she had ever seen or taken in her lips. She felt it bursting from the tip, splashing against the roof of her mouth, over her white teeth, her lips, and down the long organ to her girl friend below.
Finally, it stopped, Russell's body was relieved of its spasms and Carol lifted her head, rubbing his balls with her hands. Jerri pulled her head from the length of his cock and let the organ rest against his belly. She sat up straight and tall and pushed her hair over her shoulders.
Russell sat up and then immediately jumped to his feet between the two girls. He offered his hand to both of them and they too jumped up and stood at his sides. It was then that they saw their audience.
Dave and Tracey were standing at the side of the house, frozen. Russell and Carol, both with their bodies half naked, looked at them in shock. Jerri looked at them in complete disbelief.
There was nothing to do but greet them. Jerri started across the yard as Russell pulled his jeans up and Carol started getting into hers.
Dave mustered up a smile as Jerri neared them. Tracey just stood there, still frozen. Jerri wondered how long they had been watching.
"Dave," Jerri said," I'm sorry. We didn't hear you drive up."
"Oh, well listen, that's okay," Dave said, obviously very embarrassed for his sister and his wife.
"Wait," Jerri said firmly," I'm going to be very honest with you. We were having sex and I'm not ashamed of it. We were sucking Russell off, actually, if you want to know the truth."
Tracey turned to her. "Yes, we know," she said, in a somewhat biting tone.
"I just want you to know there are no secrets here. Sex is part of life and it's a damn good part and we do it when and where we like, so you'll just have to accept it."
"Wait a minute, Sis, you sound like we're going to be living here or something!"
Jerri knew from the moment she first saw her brother that he had been sent by her parents to straighten her out. She was ready for him, for his questions, for his pleas. All through supper Dave tried to find reasons why she should come back to New York, but none of them were of any importance to Jerri. She tried to explain that she didn't WANT to live in New York, she didn't WANT to be a model any longer, she didn't WANT to please her parents. What she did want was to please herself.
After supper, with the help of the fireplace and some good grass, Dave and Tracey warmed up and stopped arguing with Jerri. Finally, when Dave again told Jerri she should move back to New York, Jerri responded with the ultimate answer.
"Why should I? Really, David, you give me one good reason why I should go back there. You give me one good reason why even you should go back there!"
Dave suddenly came to the realization that he didn't have a reason to go back. He looked at Tracey and knew she was thinking the same thing. She had always said she had wanted a farm and land and a place to raise children far from the hustle and bustle of the big city. Here it was, a farm in New Mexico.
"Stay," Jerri merely said.
"You'll love it," Carol said.
"Man, give it a few days. If it doesn't seem to be your thing, then you'll know. But give it a chance," Russell said quietly and knowingly.
"Tracey, what do you think?" Dave asked.
"Maybe we should give it a chance," she replied softly, with a slow hope in her eyes.
"Okay," Dave said.
The next few days were spent working around the ranch, talking late into the night, singing in front of the fire as Tracey played her guitar. A freedom was emerging in each of them. Honesty was the key to their lives together and with each minute they began to feel not like friends, not like brother and sister and sister-in-law and lover and roommate-they began to feel a closeness like a new family, a people, a tribe. And that's what they began calling themselves: THE TRIBE.
And in three days Tracey and Dave had made up their minds. When they arrived Tracey was wearing hot pants and boots and a knit blouse. Dave was wearing pressed pants and a short sleeve shirt. Three days later Tracey was walking around in a long peasant dress, barefoot, and Dave was wearing jeans for the first time in his life. A change had come over them. They decided to stay.
Dave and Jerri wrote a joint letter to their parents, explaining their position, asking for love and understanding, and begging that they be left alone. They told their parents they were a tribe now and that they were embarking on a whole new way of life.
They drove the rented Mustang into Santa Fe, dropped it off at the rental office there, mailed the letter, picked up some supplies and drove to the ranch. And the tribe spent a quiet evening at home.



Chapter 3


It worked out better than any of them dreamed it would. All the members of the tribe worked together, lived and ate together, and were almost sleeping together. Dave and Tracey, because they were married, didn't participate fully in the sexual activities on the ranch. They would join in kissing and petting sessions, but when the situation would turn to intercourse, they would confine their bodies only to each other.
But then things began to change. About two weeks after Dave and Tracey had made their decision to stay, Tracey went into Santa Fe, to an art show with Carol and Russell. Jerri and her brother were alone 'in the house that afternoon and they didn't know what to do.
"How about taking a walk to the creek?" Jerri suggested.
"Sure. It's a beautiful day," Dave said, getting up from the couch.
Jerri jumped up, took his hand, and together they walked out into the warm afternoon air. They walked past the front gate of the ranch, and then jumped the now completed fence and continued over the grassy field till they came to the wooded area near the hill. The creek was nearly dry at this time of year and they sat near it, watching the trickle of water flow past them.
"Looks like a miniature Rio Grande," Dave kidded.
"Sure does," Jerri said, lying back on the grassy slope.
"You know what's the best thing about living here?" Dave asked his sister, leaning on one elbow, next to her on the ground.
"What?"
"You. Getting to know you. Do you realize we've never talked before? We never knew each other!" Dave opened his shirt.
"We never had time," Jerri agreed. "You know, that's what I mean by pressures-there were always so many pressures on us that we never had the chance to get to know each other."
"I never knew you really didn't want to be a model and did it because Mom and Dad expected it," Dave said, sincerely.
"I always thought you wanted to manage a damn supermarket like Dad! Hell, I didn't know you wanted to be a bum!"
Dave sat up straight. "A bum? Please, that's a vulgar word. I just want to be unemployed for the rest of my life!"
Jerri laughed. "Oh, David, it's so much fun having you and Tracey here."
They looked in each other's eyes for a moment. Suddenly the mood changed, and a feeling came over them, one that they had been rejecting for days now. They were attracted to each other.
"You know," Dave began softly," I kinda feel we're more like good friends than brother and sister."
"I'd rather be your friend than your sister," Jerri said, placing her hand on his shoulder. "That way things are easier, you know? I mean being a friend is by choice and being a sister is forced"
"So you choose to be my friend?"
"I choose."
Dave bent down and kissed Jerri lightly on her cheek. He stared in her eyes for a moment and then quickly sat up and turned away.
"What's wrong?" Jerri asked, sitting up also.
"Nothing. I just felt I was getting carried away," Dave muttered.
"Hey," Jerri said, putting her arms around him," we're going to be honest, right? That means honesty in what we feel like doing as well as what we say, so be honest."
"Jerri… "Dave said, turning to her. "I want you. I've wanted you for days. I can't stand seeing you making it with Russell and not being able to touch you myself."
There was a long silence, Jerri felt much the same way. She had been intrigued by her brother's body. She had never seen his penis, she wondered what it looked like. She wondered what it was like for Tracey to be fucked by the handsome guy. And she wondered what it would be like to have sex with her very own brother.
"Kiss me," Jerri said. Dave's eyes opened wide. She meant It and he could see that she did. His moment of initial shock wore off quickly and he brought his lips to Jerri's and kissed her gently.
Jerri wrapped her arms around her brother. Together they fell back to the earth as they kissed passionately, moving their tongues in and out of each other's mouth in fury.
Dave knelt above his sister with his knees on either side of her thighs. He quickly took off his shirt as Jerri opened his belt and then zipped down his jeans. Dave began to unbutton her light blouse, and in a moment her shapely breasts were naked before him.
He bent his head down and kissed her nipples lightly, brushing his tongue over them. Then he licked at the place between them, bringing his tongue up under the fullness of her tits, again ticking and biting on her hard nipples.
Jerri reached in his pants and withdrew her brother's hard penis. She was astounded to feel how felt it was-she could hardly wrap her hand around it. She pulled forward, extending the skin over the rounded tip, and then released her grip and tugged at his pants.
Dave stood up and quickly removed his pants. Then he fell to his knees again and pulled his sister's jeans from her body. He didn't move for a second-he was astounded how attractive she looked-but just stared at her body.
Memories flashed through Dave Phillips' head -memories of his sister, seeing her naked when she was small, wondering why she had a tiny slit between her legs when he had a dangling penis, seeing her modeling bathing suits at a department store in New Jersey, finding her picture on the cover of a fashion magazine, seeing her naked buttocks in a spread in Playboy. Each time he had marveled at how pretty she was, how attractive, and each time he never quite thought of her-as his sister. Now the same girl lay naked in front of him.
He knelt between her legs. She pulled them up and spread them wide, smiling into his face. Then she felt the tip of his organ against the thick hairs covering her pussy. Dave braced himself with his arms on top of her, looking down into her deep green eyes. He pushed his cock down so it moved between her legs, against the underside of her pussy and finally against the hard cleft of her asshole.
"Fuck me, David," Jerri said, grabbing his shoulders with her soft hands.
"I think I've been waiting for this for a long time," Dave said, pressing his cock against the lips of her pussy.
"Put it in, Dave. Put your fat cock in my pussy and fuck me!"
"Don't say things like that! I'll cream all over your pussy before I even begin… "Dave smiled.
"Fuck me, Dave, come in my belly," Jerri moaned, wild with anticipation.
Dave lowered his hips, while Jerri spread her smooth, white young thighs even wider and guided his thick, heavy prick with her hand, down toward the tiny moist opening of her vagina, using its bulbous head to part the cringing fleshy lips of her cunt, her mind reeling with anticipation.
Jerri gasped aloud and flailed her head, a shudder passing through her body, deliriously, at the first, hot, electrifying contact with the soft, rubbery head now encased by the tips of her pussy. Dave nicked his hips forward, eliciting a sharp, little pain as her cunt spread to admit the thick penis.
"Yes, Dave, put it in me," Jerri whispered.
"I'm gonna fuck you, Jerri. I'm gonna fuck you forever…"
"OH!" Jerri screamed as her brother's massive cock slid all the way into her. His balk slapped against her ass as his strong handsome body met hers.
For a long moment, Dave lay unmoving and heavy upon her, then he flexed his cock deep inside the tight, soft confines of her moist, warm pussy, expanding it and forcing another fraction of an inch of it deeper up into her.
All of Jerri's senses were concentrated on the place between her legs. She ran her hands over her brother's smooth skin-both Jerri and Dave had unblemished, soft, satiny skin-and scratched his buttocks with her fingernails.
"Oh, Dave, Dave," Jerri moaned as he began to rock above her, using short, smooth strokes, her body reacting of its own volition, instinctively.
Dave slowly increased his pace and Jerri matched him. Her buttocks dug into the soft grass on the slope and the sun warmed them as they made love there in the afternoon.
Jerri's whole body responded to her brother, and she writhed, squirmingly, beneath him. His mouth dropped down to hers, and she thrust her tongue upward between his tips to be sucked, as she moaned, unceasingly, in ecstasy. She raised her loins up to him in rhythm, countering his driving plunges into her moist depths, and her lovely face contorted in wanton desire, her mouth opening and closing against his lips, her nostrils flaring, her breath beginning to come in short, gasping pants as she became one with him in their incestuous copulation. Ancient taboos were broken; brother and sister were fucking on the hillside.
Dave could see the perspiration forming on her forehead and between her lusciously firm melon-like breasts. Her lovely chestnut hair was now in hopeless disarray, and he could see the straining neck muscles, as the mewling sounds of her throat emitted a constant humming sound.
Her ass churned in the grass and her hungry, experienced pussy met every stroke and pulled on his fat cock as he drove it back and forth, in and out of her. He pressed his body to hers and slipped his hands down on either side of her and slid them in under the soft, smooth orbs of her slaving buttocks, grasping them hard and brutal in his strong hands, feeling them as they worked, the pliantly smooth muscles clenching and unclenching as the white flesh ridged between his clutching ringers.
Jerri groaned beneath her brother's grinding cock, and her breath caught in her throat as he hauled her up tight against his pounding loins, and he felt her draw her thighs even farther apart, which caused the moist, clasping opening of her cunt to receive his thick cock to even greater depths.
Dave began to pound into her with sledgehammer force, taking longer as well as faster strokes, drawing his hard penis nearly out of the snug, moist sheath that clasped at it, hungrily, then slammed back into her upraised crotch until his swollen balls slapped hard against the puckered hole of her anus. The pressure building in him made his head swim with ever-increasing lust.
Sliding his hand down over the tight skin of her exquisitely formed buttocks, he searched with a finger for the secret, brown ring of the tiny nether orifice nestled there between the working orbs of her ass-cheeks. He felt her sudden intake of breath and a loud moan of mixed pleasure and shock came, involuntarily, from her mouth as he fingered its soft, warm flexing movements while she thrust up against him, passionately, welding their loins together in a dance of genital sex.
A small rivulet of warm, slippery fluid seeped from her wet, widespread cunt to moisten her forbidden back passage. Teasingly, his finger lingered there, taunting it, purposely, before attempting any further move.
"Yes, go ahead," Jerri said, knowing he wanted to put his finger up her asshole. She wanted it now, she wanted anything now. She wanted to be violated in every orifice of her body.
Dave's mind reeled with lust as the words spilled from her lips. His cock felt expanded and hardened almost to the bursting point! He would explode in jetting streams of cum, it seemed, in the next minute. He fumbled for a second, his long finger searching out the round, tightly puckered hole. He found it and pushed the tip of his finger into it with a quick, almost brutal thrust, feeling the elastic ring of muscle give way until the soft, spongy passage accepted it up to the first knuckle.
His cock fucked in and out of her as she rolled her head in pleasure on the ground. As his penis moved mercilessly in and out of her, he the bulge of his own finger at the tip own finger in her rectal passage hitting the end of his cock. It added another tremendous surge of eroticism to his already enflamed passion.
He squirmed his finger in harder and heard her grunt and cough as she thrashed her head on the ground as she was being fucked in both her pussy and her anus. Then Dave began to rotate his finger and push inward at the same time, buried it to his palm deep in the warmth of her rectum* and she moaned incessantly beneath his strong body.
Dave couldn't control his need any longer. His loins ached with the built-up pressure. He had to cum! With insane fury he jack-hammered into her upthrust cunt, driving for his release.
"I'm going to cum in you, Jerri! I'm going to fill you with hot cum!" Dave yelled. He pulled his finger from her asshole and suddenly replaced it with two fingers, which he thrust into her with brutal force. She writhed beneath him, lifting her legs to allow the attack, helping him.
He worked the two fingers around, inside the warm, spongy depths of her backside, feeling his own cock, plainly, as it pistoned back and forth, in and out of her, through the thin separating tissues of her vaginal vault and her anal passage, and again, more slowly, her first whimpers of pain began to subside, to be replaced by greater moans of pleasure as her anus became accustomed to the strange invasion to which he had subjected it.
They kissed. She sucked frantically at his tongue buried deep in her throat, her hips screwing her rectum back down on his fingers, and yet at the same time she raised her legs even higher to receive his plundering cock.
Jerri moaned to herself in agonized ecstasy. The thought of what was happening-being fucked on a hillside in the afternoon by her brother with his fingers buried up her ass-drove her nearly insane with excitement. She was impaled on her brother's thick penis from one side, and being violated by his long fingers from the other. She had never felt such wild rapture, and she began writhing and squealing in completely uninhibited abandon under the double ravishment of her loins. She was a wild animal on the hillside now and Dave was ready to tame her.
Dave could feel the inner muscles of her vagina clasping at his penis. He couldn't stand it any longer. He increased his speed and the depth of his thrusting, grinding up and down with unbelievable passionate fury, her beautiful, tapering thighs jerking wide and upwards, indicating to him, for the first time in their coupling, that she was nearing a climax. He pistoned her fast and furious, pounding his long cock to the hilt in her with every punishing thrust, fucking now with all of the young strength of his back and legs.
He pulled his fingers out of her rectum with a fast movement as he pressed his hands behind her knees, lifting them, shoving them back and down, hard, until her head was framed between them. Her crotch was open before his thrusting cock as he pistoned himself against her.
"Oh, Dave, yes… that's it… fuck me like you fuck Tracey, hard, HARD!" Jerri screeched, contorting her face with sensual passion, her features twisted, her mouth opened wide.
Dave grunted animalistically, deep in his throat, in his effort to drive his prick up into the tender, coral flesh of her vaginal cavern.
"Oh my God! My God! I'm cuming! Fuck hard! Fuck me hard! I'm dimming!" Jerri thrashed her head to the ground and her hair spilled around her, tangling in the soft grass. Her entire body jerked spasmodically as the hot juices poured from her pussy and slid down the length of her brother's fat penis.
"I feel it, Jerri! I feel it!" Dave said, still pumping his cock furiously into her gaping cunt. Finally, he slammed into her and froze, not making a sound. Jerri spread her arms and took hold of the grass as she suddenly felt a hot burning sensation all down the length of the interior of her pussy. Dave's cum spilled out of his fat cock in one enormous jet-like a hose that couldn't be shut off-and the white liquid filled his sister and slid out of her pussy, dribbling down Dave's balls, and to the grass beneath.
With one final convulsion, she allowed her legs to fall limp and widely splayed to either side of him, while her heart pounded in her breast as she gasped for breath.
Dave pushed even harder into her, feeling the clasping walls of her pussy sucking the cum from his cock. Finally, it was finished and Dave let his hard body fall to his sister, and they rolled to their sides, his cock still buried inside her, and then over, so that he pulled her on top of him. She looked down and smiled. They kissed and Jerri moved her hips up to let his cock fall from her wet pussy. Dave spread his legs and she fell between them so her head rested on his chest and his wet shrinking cock just touched the underside of her breasts. Her throbbing pussy lay against the warm grass, cum still dropping from its folds.
"How was that?" Dave asked softly.
"Outta sight!" Jerri said truthfully. It had been one of the best fucks she had ever had.
"We'd better be getting back soon. The tribe should be back…"
Dave's words trailed off as something dawned on Jerri. The tribe was not only the tribe now, but the incestuous tribe. Wow, she thought, Mom and Dad should know this!



Chapter 4


Immediately after supper that evening, all the members of the tribe were sitting around the living room, smoking grass and talking. Russell was painting, Jerri and Carol were stringing beads, Tracey and Dave were talking. Suddenly Dave got up and spoke a bit too loudly.
"I don't want to talk about it!" he said to Tracey. Everyone looked at him.
"I'm sorry," Dave said to everyone. He didn't know what to do. One of the rules of the household, was that no person would get upset or enraged when the matter could easily be discussed among all.
"What's wrong?" Carol asked.
"It's something personal between Tracey and me," Dave retorted.
"Hey, man, we're a tribe, a family. There's no personal problems that don't concern us all," Russell said.
Dave thought about it for a moment. Then he sat down. "All right, Tracey knows me pretty well and she thinks I look guilty for some reason."
"You do," Jerri said. Everyone turned to her. Jerri looked Tracey in the face. "Tracey, Dave and I made it together on the hillside this afternoon."
The room went silent. Dave's mouth dropped open. He had pledged honesty, but he wasn't ready for quite this much. Tracey seemed calm. She just sat and stared at the empty fireplace.
"I'm not ashamed of it. I'm sorry that Dave didn't tell you himself," Jerri said to Tracey. "It was groovy and it has nothing to do with you, or anyone."
"I'm sorry, Tracey, but it was something I wanted to do. For a long time now. And I admitted it to myself. I don't love you any less," Dave explained, sitting next to his wife.
Everyone waited for Tracey to say something. Dave expected her to burst into tears. Russell thought she was going to jump up in a rage. Instead, she surprised everyone.
"I'll confess something also. I've wanted Russell for a long time. And I've wanted to try it with a girl too, for years now. So there. That's as honest as I can be and I feel like I just took a real load off my shoulders!" Tracey sat back in her chair and smiled.
Everyone in the room was struck speechless. No one knew quite what to say, or how to say it. Finally, Russell set down his brush and walked over to Tracey. He took her by the hand and looked at the rest of the family.
"I think it's time we all got over any sexual hang-ups we may have about each other. Everyone gets to do anything they want, to try anything they want, to experiment with anything they want. That way well know what our scenes really are and how to dig each other in the best possible way," Russell said as he held Tracey's hand tightly.
He looked down at the pretty girl. "What do you want to do with me, Tracey?"
"I want you to suck my pussy a bit, with your moustache and beard, and then I want to watch you come all over my breasts," Tracey said clearly.
Dave couldn't believe what he was hearing. He had only fucked Tracey-they hadn't done much to each other orally, only in foreplay-but now it seemed all her repressed fantasies were appearing.
Jerri and Carol sat back, as did Dave, watching what was about to take place. Russell took off his shirt and threw it to the couch. Then he got on his knees and lifted Tracey's long peasant skirt to her thighs and looked at her thick-lipped pussy.
"Take your pants off," Tracey said. Dave got up and moved out of the way-he was sitting too close to allow Russell to disrobe-and sat near Carol and Jerri. Then Russell stood up and took off his faded jeans. His long cock hung between his hairy legs. The tip of it touched the bottom of his balls.
He got to his knees again and placed his hands on the girl's legs, spreading them apart. The lips of her pussy opened before him as she slid her ass to the edge of the chair. Russell brought his bearded chin to her cunt lips and rubbed the hairy cleft with his chin. Then he let his tongue slide from between his lips and he stroked the moist lips of her pussy.
He brought his hands to her cunt and spread her pussy lips as far as he could, looking closely into the folds of her cunt, seeing the moist pink skin as he opened it before him.
He spread his legs on the floor and the others saw his gigantic balls hanging between them, below his rounded buttocks. The tip of his cock showed beneath his balls and it began to lengthen as he stared at the folds of the girl's cunt. Then his cock began to rise, and in a second it pressed against the chair Tracey was sitting in. Russell pressed his thighs against the chair, which caused his cock to push downward, against his balls, so his hard throbbing penis was visible between his legs, pointing down beneath his swelling balls.
As Russell brought his lips to Tracey's pussy, Carol moved across the floor to stroke the tip of Russell's hard cock with the tip of her index finger. She licked her finger and then touched it to the boy's cock, and rubbed along the giant head, spreading the little slit in the end as she did so.
Jerri and Dave watched as Tracey's eyes rolled in her head and her body began to relax into a pleasurable experience. Russell's head bobbed between her legs and she brought her hand up through his long dark hair as she spread her legs even wider.
Dave grabbed his penis through his pants as he watched his wife squirm and moan under the hippie's expert tongue. Jerri pressed her hand in her crotch, leaning against her brother. Everyone in the room was excited now.
Carol brought her lips to Russell's smooth strong buttocks and started licking. As he dug his face further into Tracey's spread pussy, he pushed his hips away from the chair and spread his legs wider. Carol knelt behind him and lowered her face to the crack of his ass. Slowly, she brought her tongue down between his ass-cheeks until she licked at the bud of his anus. Russell moaned and pressed his tongue harder into Tracey's spread cunt.
Tracey groaned in pleasure as she felt the tongue circling her hard little clit. She knew she was near orgasm-the thought of the hairy boy performing cunnilingus on her in front of her husband and the others had excited her faster than she realized-and she thrust her hips forward as the boy's hard tongue lashed against the warm interior of her pussy.
"I'm going to cum!" Tracey screamed.
"Oh," Dave murmured, holding his hard cock under his tight jeans.
Carol dug her lips into the depths of Russell's buttocks and the boy worked furiously to bring Tracey to orgasm.
"Oh, God!" Tracey said, flinging her head back against the chair. She released her hands from Russell's hair and extended her arms into the air.
"Come, honey, come in his mouth," Dave said loudly, himself near the point of orgasm.
Then it happened. Tracey fell into the chair as if all the life had been suddenly drained from her body. She let her juices rush down the walls of her pussy, against the boy's probing tongue, over his beard and moustache. His saliva mixed with her sweet cunt juice.
A second later, Russell pulled his face from her wet crotch and knelt straight up in the air as Carol sucked at his asshole from behind. He grabbed his cock in his right hand and began pumping it as the girl's tongue lashed against his tight asshole.
Then he stood up, over Tracey, between her legs, facing the chair. He kept stroking his enormous long cock directly over her as she stuffed one hand in her pussy and grasped his hairy strong thigh with the other.
"Come on my breasts," she said, removing the hand from his leg to pull the top of her dress open. Her breasts fell out-Russell was amazed to see how large the nipples were, and how dark brown their color was. She rubbed them with her hand and the nipples stiffened, waiting to be bathed in his semen.
Carol knelt behind Russell and spread his cheeks with her hands and again ran her tongue over the tight opening to his asshole.
"Carol, put your finger up there. Please, finger-fuck me!" Russell said, beating his cock back and forth over Tracey's breasts. Carol obeyed. She applied saliva to his asshole with her mouth and then brought her middle finger directly to the hard opening. She pushed. It wouldn't enter. Russell moved his legs further apart, planting them firmly on the floor. Carol tried again. This time the finger moved past the lips of his anal opening, and she slid it as far into his asshole as she possibly could. He moaned.
"Oh, my God!" Russell said, feeling the violating finger slide up him. He pressed his ass down, planting his legs firmly on the floor, trying to get every bit of the girl's finger up there. He grasped his balls in the other hand and rubbed them as Carol began twisting and moving her finger within his hot anal canal.
Dave was shaking. Jerri turned to him to see him rubbing his penis through his pants. His fat cock was causing a lump to appear in his jeans down his right leg. Jerri pushed his hand away and rubbed it with her fingers. Dave stared at Russell, at the girl finger-fucking him from beneath, as the boy masturbated his long cock over his wife. It was too much for Dave-he had to let loose. Suddenly, to Jerri's surprise, her hand felt hot, wet. She looked down to the lump in his pants and she saw white liquid seeping through the jeans, at the tip of the crease that was his cock. She smashed her head to it, sucking through the jeans, trying to taste his semen, trying to drink it through his pants, trying to suck his cock as it poured out its juices.
At the same moment, as Carol shoved her finger as far up his ass as she could, Russell's semen exploded from the end of his long cock onto Tracey. The first jet of cum hit her face and dribbled down her cheek till she licked it into her mouth with her tongue. Then spurt after spurt of white thick semen hit her body -her breasts, directly on her nipple, her stomach, her pussy hair, her naked legs-as Russell did his best to direct each explosion to her body beneath him.
Carol could feel each contraction within his anus as the cum spurted from his penis. As soon as he stopped stroking his cock, she slipped the finger from his asshole and fell back to the floor. She was sweating. And she was excited.
Before Russell could turn around, Carol was taking her clothing off. Jerri was doing the same. Dave just sat watching, his pants leg wet with his cum. Tracey sat in the chair, feeling the spots of warm liquid on her body, still rubbing her pussy.
Russell sat on the floor, between Tracey's legs, and leaned back against the chair, resting his head between her thighs, against her pussy. She stroked his long brown hair for a moment and then stuffed some of it in the lips of her cunt. Then she licked the drop of his cum off her breast and sat back to watch Carol, who was now playing with her breasts on the floor.
Carol held her nipples in her fingers and squeezed them. She was lying with her back against the floor and her knees drawn up and wide open. Her pussy lips were visible under the hair of her pubic mound.
Jerri jumped up and quickly pulled her dress over her head and stood naked in the center of the room. She moved and positioned herself above Carol, planting her feet on either side of the girl, facing her feet. Then she fell to her knees, with her cunt above Carol's face, and let her body slowly meet the other. Soon they were in a sixty-nine position and their faces were buried in each other's crotch.
"Oh, God!" Tracey said, nibbling her pussy against the back of Russell's head. Russell's cock was hard again and he was stroking it up and down, wanting to come a second time.
Dave opened his pants. The sight of his sister performing a lesbian act with Carol had excited him again. He pulled his pants from his legs and took his sticky cock in his hand. In a moment it was hard again and he began beating it just as Russell was doing.
Carol and Jerri lashed their tongues in and out of each other's pussy lips. It was the first time in all the years they had lived together that they had performed oral sex on one another. They had often masturbated each other by finger-fucking, or perhaps sucking each other's breasts, but never once had their mouth lips and cunt lips met. It was a new thrill, a new experience for both of them. Jerri thought to herself, how strange, how alike my own body, and yet so different!
Their tongues lashed out at the same time, sending pangs of pleasure through their young womanly bodies. They rolled around on the floor as the others watched, becoming more and more excited by the passionate sexual embrace they were witnessing.
Russell looked past the girls to see Dave stroking his hard thick cock. Russell hadn't seen Dave naked till this moment and he was fascinated by the shape of Jerri's brother's penis. It was the thickest he had ever seen, even though it wasn't as long as his. He suddenly had the urge to suck it, but he was afraid Dave wasn't liberated enough for that yet:
Russell looked back to the girls again, watching them moan and groan as they nipped each other's little clit. No, he thought to himself, I'm not going to worry what he thinks. He hadn't sucked a cock in months and he was always one to give in to his urges. He got up and crawled the few feet to Dave.
At first Dave didn't know what was happening. Russell placed his hand over Dave's own, so Dave pulled his hand away, thinking Russell just wanted to touch his cock. No guy had ever touched his cock-except for a friend when he was young, but that didn't count-and suddenly a grown man who had just sucked his wife's juices from her cunt was now grasping his penis. Dave let Russell stroke his cock a few times, and he suddenly felt perhaps he was supposed to grab Russell's cock, but he didn't, he didn't know exactly what to do. He glanced to his sister on the floor. Her head was still buried deep in Carol's thighs. He looked back to Russell. Russell wasn't looking at him. He was staring at his cock.
In a swift move-one that didn't give Dave time to respond or reject or think about what was happening-Russell slid his head down the entire length of Dave's hard cock. Dave immediately felt the warm wet tongue slipping around the head of his organ, the lips sucking gently at the tip, the thrust of the head as it hit the base of the organ. It was a man sucking-or was it? -was it just a mouth sucking?
Dave looked down. All he saw was long brown hair and for a moment he thought it was his sister sucking on his cock-and then the realization came to him-he had to forget whether it was a man or woman-the fact of the matter was that it was a blow job, and a good one at that. Dave relaxed and let Russell's expert lips go to work. He leaned back, glanced at his wife who was watching him in fascination as she rubbed her hands in her pussy, and gave himself up to the pleasure that was building from his loins.
Carol knelt above Jerri's head and pulled the girl's crotch to her face. Jerri spread her long slender legs in the air as Carol's lips sucked hungrily at her pussy, and then, pulling her body even farther off the ground, at her anus.
Carol spread her legs and let her cunt sink once again to Jerri's lips and she felt the girl's tongue immediately seek out the hard nub of her clitoris and her entire body was at once inflamed in passion. She clasped her body to Jerri's again and held the girl's ass tightly with her hands. They began to roll on the floor even more wildly than before.
Tracey watched, frantically rubbing her own clitoris as the girls moaned in the middle of the floor, and on the other side of the room her husband was being sucked off by the handsome boy with the long hair. She spread her legs over the arms of the chair as her pussy grew moist once again and she could feel her climax approaching.
Russell kept up his steady movements on Dave's thick cock until he could feel the guy getting ready to shoot. He grasped Dave's balls in his hand and rubbed them and then pulled his hand away and returned it to his own cock and began to masturbate as he sucked furiously on the swollen cock. In a moment Dave let out a loud moan and sank back to the floor. Russell shoved his mouth onto the cock with such force that he hurt his upper lip as his teeth hit his lip when his face came into contact with the boy's groin.
Hot spurts of cum filled his mouth and he had to swallow quickly to keep from choking. Dave moaned as he felt the jets of cum spurt from his cock into the sucking hard mouth of the hippie. Russell sucked and swallowed until there was no semen left, and Dave just lay on his back, exhausted.
In a minute, Russell brought his own penis to orgasm, with Dave's cock still in his mouth. He sucked hard on the shrinking organ as he felt his own release between his legs. His semen shot all over his body, on his chest, his stomach, his hairy legs, and some dribbled down over his heavy balls. As soon as it was over, he pulled his head from the boy's cock and lay on the floor next to him. Dave reached over and touched Russell on the head, his way of thanking him for what he had just done.
Jerri's juices had been flowing down over Carol's lips ever since they had started sucking each other, but now each of them was at the pinnacle of her excitement, and they grabbed at each other's bodies without a sound as each tasted the other's feminine love liquid. In a moment, they fell apart and lay back on the floor, too tired to move.
Tracey, too, could hardly move. She let her feet fall from the arms of the chair to the floor and closed her eyes tight, feeling good inside, as if she had just learned something altogether new and valuable. Perhaps she had. They all had.



Chapter 5


Freedom was the key word to the way of life on the ranch. Sexual freedom, especially, was common practice. Sex did not rule their lives, but it was a wonderful gift that they shared often, in various and sometimes unique ways. Although Tracey and Dave slept alone, and often had sex alone, they shared their bodies with all the others, and whatever jealousies and differences were had at first, soon disappeared.
They planted a garden and raised and cooked their own vegetables, ate a great deal of health foods, and smoked a lot of grass. They fixed up the main barn and then bought some chickens and ducks and finally a few horses, which they rode through the hills of the canyon. The ranch was rapidly becoming a beautiful place. Tracey made new curtains for all the windows and fixed up the kitchen and the bedrooms into warm, comfortable rooms. Everyone joined in, life together was made up of hard work, sharing thoughts and ideas, sharing food and sex together, and getting plenty of rest.
But Jerri and Dave were constantly being hounded by their parents. Letter after letter arrived begging them to stop their" foolishness" and to return home.
"I wouldn't be so mad," Jerri said to Dave after reading a recent letter from her mother," if they wanted us there for the right reasons! They want me to have a career so Mother can talk and brag about it at her bridge club. And Dad just wants you to take over that stupid supermarket when he retires. He's afraid to hand it over to anyone but his son!"
"Jerri, take it easy. Look, we can't give up, we just have to keep on living like we do and hoping that will convince them," Dave said, leaning against the mailbox at the front of the yard.
"I kinda miss them, don't you? It's been months now. We've never been separated that long."
"Sure I miss them," Dave said. "Hell, I've lived with them my entire life-till I came here. Sure I miss them!"
Jerri shrugged. "Maybe they'll never understand."
"Maybe," her brother answered sadly.
Jerri paused for a moment and then looked into her brother's eyes. "I'll never go back, never."
Dave nodded. "Neither will I. This is where it's at."
They turned and started back to the house just as Tracey rang the breakfast bell. But just as they started walking up the drive, they heard the sound of a car approaching. They stopped and looked back down the road leading around the hillside to see a large white car approaching.
"Who the hell can that be?" Jerri said.
"None of our friends have a car like that!" Dave replied, watching the approaching automobile closely.
The car came to a halt and as soon as the dust died down, they saw a good-looking man approaching them. He was dressed in a business suit and had dark sunglasses on his face. Jerri immediately guessed that he was about thirty years old. She had never seen him before.
"Hi," the man called.
"Hi," Dave retorted as the man approached.
"I'm Les Bernheimer, from Feminine Image magazine."
"Oh, fuck," Jerri said.
"Now wait, Jerri, I'm only here to do a story on your new life…"
Jerry was angry. "How the hell did you find me?"
"Your parents gave me the directions…"
"MY parents? Look, why don't you just get back in that car and go interview them on their life? I'm done giving interviews and all that shit. "Jerri turned and started back to the house. Dave looked at the man and shrugged and joined his sister.
Jerri slammed the door of the house after she and her brother had entered. "Dammit! I thought they'd never find me out here. I thought they'd never care!"
"Carol," Dave said, entering the kitchen," you'd better give Jerri a nice pill today."
"What's wrong?" Carol asked, setting a glass of grapefruit juice in front of Jerri.
"Some freak from Feminine Image was here wanting to do a story on me!"
"God, are we going into that again?" Carol said.
Tracey and Russell entered the room.
"Morning," Tracey said to everyone, kissing Dave on his cheek.
"What's all the yelling about?" Russell asked.
"Never mind, it's not important," Jerri said, taking a gulp of juice.
Everyone sat at the table. Tracey and Carol served blueberry pancakes and syrup and bacon.
"You know, I can't believe he came all this way just to do a story on you. Are you still making headlines back there?" Carol asked.
"Well, I suppose a lot of the spreads I did are just getting published now. Who knows? Who cares?" Jerri muttered.
"Come on," Russell pleaded," what's this all about?"
"Some asshole from an asshole magazine in New York flew in and popped up in the front yard a few minutes ago to do a story on The Model seated here!" Carol joked.
"Oh," Russell said, eating heartily.
"Mr. Bernheimer," Dave said laughingly.
"He wasn't bad-looking, at least," Jerri smiled.
"We really shouldn't have been so rude to him," Dave said.
"I'm sorry," Jerri said to her brother. "I was upset."
Carol stood up to grab the pot of coffee on the stove when they heard a strange voice call out.
"Miss Phillips! Miss Phillips!"
"Shit!" Jerri yelled, throwing her napkin to the table.
"Miss Phillips, may I just have a word with you for a minute?" Mr. Bernheimer called out from the porch.
Dave looked at his sister. "Come on, Jerri, at least talk to the poor guy."
"Oh, all right. Let him in," Jerri said, going back to her food.
"Why don't we at least invite him for breakfast?" Tracey asked.
"Great," Carol said, fetching another plate and coffee cup.
Dave entered the room with Les Bernheimer. "Mr. Bernheimer, meet my wife Tracey, Russell, Carol, and you already know Jerri. "Jerri smiled a very phony smile.
"Hi, everyone," Les said self-consciously.
"Listen, you had breakfast?" Carol asked.
"Well, no, not really…"
"Here, pull up a chair and eat," Carol said as Russell pushed a chair from the corner of the room to the table. Les sat down.
"Pancakes? Bacon? Coffee?" Carol asked.
"Oh, yes, wonderful," the man said, sitting at the table. Everyone was smiling at him except Jerri. She was eating and not looking at anything or anyone but her plate.
"You want to do a story on us?" Russell asked.
"Yes. Well, no. I want to do a story on Jerri here. People are very interested in her, you know. "Les took a sip of the coffee Carol had just poured him.
"Hmmm," Russell said, pulling at his beard," I don't think you can do a story on Jerri without doing a story on us."
Les looked puzzled. "Why's that?"
"'Cause we're a tribe."
"A… a what?"
"Tribe!" Jerri shouted and went back to her breakfast.
"What exactly is a tribe, may I ask?" Les inquired, looking at Russell.
"A tribe is a group of people who live together in Snow Canyon and eat, drink, cry, laugh, and fuck together."
Les Bernheimer almost choked on his coffee. Carol repressed laughter as she watched the shocked expression on the man's face. He chose to ignore the comment. "You really have a beautiful place here," Les said, trying to change the subject.
"We sure do," Jerri said, finishing eating. "And we intend to keep it beautiful by not at-lowing it to be photographed or written about or anything like that!"
"Listen," Les said strongly," how can you do this to your public? I took a chance coming here-my editor said it wouldn't be worth it-but I flew out on my time because I believed in you. I believed you'd give me a story of the hippie life to knock New York on its ass! I'm on YOUR side!"
"Bullshit! Our side! You just want to make a fortune off me, you want to fly back to the city with an expose of model turned hippie freak! Well, you're not going to do it, because I'm not telling you anything about what I think, about what I believe, or how I live or feel."
"You're not giving me a chance," Les said, almost pleading.
"A chance? Why should I give you a chance?" Upset, Jerri stood up and stared Les in the face.
"Because you preach love, love, love. What kind of love are you showing me by not giving me an interview?"
Jerri took a step toward him, with a knowing gleam in her eye, almost sinister. "Love, huh? What's that got to do with an interview? You want me to show you love? Okay, I'll show you love, we'll show you love. Russell, grab him!"
Before Les could do anything-before Russell could ask what the hell Jerri was doing-Russell had grabbed Les' arms and held them behind his chair. Jerri stood between the man's legs and lifted her long skirt to her waist.
"There, look at that. The famous model's pussy! That, my dear Mr. Bemheimer, is LOVE!"
Les sat there staring at the girl's thick-haired pussy. His eyes almost bulged from his head as she moved closer and closer to him.
"Don't be afraid, now. I just want to kiss your lips a little," Jerri said as she thrust her pussy in his face. She rubbed her hips around, nestling his nose and mouth against her cunt until she finally felt his tongue fit between the lips. Then she pulled away. The man's face was flushed. His cock was growing in his pants. He looked startled.
"You like that? Write about that in your magazine!" Jerri said, dropping her skirt to the floor again, giggling.
"You're really sick," Les muttered.
"SICK?" Carol screamed. "Sick! Look at you, in that monkey suit with your cock getting harder than ever. We're sick? You can dig it!" She fell to her knees and began to undo his belt.
"No, come on, stop… "he pleaded, but to no avail.
Carol opened his zipper and pulled his pants to his knees. Then she grabbed the elastic band of his white undershorts and pulled them down to his knees also and his cock sprang up into the air.
"Oh, God," Les said, looking down at his hard penis.
"Carol, let me. I'm sure it will make a better story if the model herself sucks him off," Jerri said, pushing Carol out of the way.
In the next moment, Jerri took the man's cock in her lips and began to suck as hard as she could. She pushed it to the back of her throat and bit lightly with her teeth. Her chestnut hair fell over his naked thighs and moved over his balls, causing a tingling sensation up his spine.
Russell looked on and when he felt Les was really enjoying it, he dropped the man's arms and stood watching in excited amusement, as were the others.
Suddenly, the man began to jerk his buttocks into the air as he began to come to his orgasm. "Oh, yes, that's it, suck my cock hard… "he mumbled as Jerri's head thrust itself up and down between his thighs. "Suck me, suck me!" Les shouted.
"She's sucking you, already!" Carol yelled back kiddingly. But the man didn't hear her. He was lost in another world of passion and surprise.
"I'm gonna come-here it is-hold on-oh, Jesus Christ Almighty!" His hips bucked into the air and the explosion of cum hit the back of Jerri's throat. But in the next second, as the man's body fell back into the chair, the entire kitchen chair fell over backwards! Les' shooting cock sprang from Jerri's mouth as he flipped over backwards, his feet in the air, landing on his head on the floor.
"Ahhhhhh!" he shouted, trying desperately to grab onto something to keep from falling. But there was nothing to hold onto. As he flipped over, jets of white cum shot from his cock into the air and landed in various places in the kitchen. When he hit ground, a big dribble of cum hit him in his eye and he almost began to cry.
Russell and Dave immediately helped the man up and into the living room, where he pulled his pants up. Jerri was laughing hysterically on the kitchen floor. Carol and Tracey were in stitches. No one could believe the funny situation that had just taken place.
Les Bernheimer pulled up his pants and buckled his belt and ran from the house, down the drive, and jumped into his car as fast as he could. In a moment only a cloud of dust stood where the car had and the interviewer had departed.
Inside the kitchen, Jerri was trying to calm herself, drinking coffee.
"Think he'll write the story?" Carol asked.
"If he wants to get fired," Dave laughed.



Chapter 6


The letters from Lydia and Ray Phillips kepi arriving, begging answers to questions there were no answers for. They sincerely wanted to understand their children better, but they were ashamed of what they had heard and read. It was common news now that Jerri Phillips, New York's up-and-coming top model had told the industry to" go to hell," had run oft to the hills of New Mexico, and had started a hippie colony with some others, including her own brother and his wife.
More than the forces of neighbors talking and the gossip columns, Lydia and Ray could not forgive their daughter for turning her back on the success she and they had worked so hard to attain. It seemed she was ungrateful for all they had done-the dancing lessons, the encouragement to keep her body slim and trim, the way they pushed her during her high school days to seek small modeling jobs on Saturdays-and ungrateful to the people in the business, the agents and the backers and the photographers, who had all helped her get ahead.
But Jerri wasn't ungrateful. She had changed. That life-wasn't the life for her any longer and she only asked that they understand that she needed to do what she was doing and not to demand that she should return to unhappiness.
Finally, in desperation to reach an understanding, Dave and Jerri called their parents and invited them to come to the ranch and see for themselves what their lives were like. Lydia and Ray refused.
The tribe was not a unique group in the northern part of New Mexico. In the past two years, many groups of drop-outs, hippies, young and old alike, had discovered the beautiful and peaceful land that was conducive to living an unhurried, happy life. But, of course, there were problems.
The established people of New Mexico-the ranchers, the farmers, the city folk-resented the hippie" invaders," as they called them, and felt threatened by their presence. Here were groups of from five to fifty young people, smoking grass and living in sin, having babies and teaching their children themselves without the aid of public schools, taking over the land-it was enough to make any" straight" person at least a bit fearful.
Santa Fe was the center of the state, the place where friends met and gathered and talked. It was the only real amusement center in the area-movies, dance halls, theatres, bars. And it was, and always had been, an artist's community. People flocked to Santa Fe every year to buy Indian pottery, paintings by excellent Southwestern artists, trinkets, and jewelry. It was an art center, a place that attracted artists as well as buyers.
It also-because of its quaint old-world quality-attracted the hippies. Longhairs were on every street, going about their business like everyone else, or gathered in the square near the Capitol building, alongside the old-timers who sat for hours reminiscing about times gone by.
The younger farmers, however, were antagonistic from the moment they laid eyes on the hippie types. They were afraid, without reason, that their daughters would be raped by the immoral generation, worried that their sons would be dragged off into their communes and tribes and laden with drugs, worried that their lands would be plundered by groups of the young people looking for food, or stealing their animals to sell for dope.
Actually, the hippies were harmless, sometimes beautiful people, who worked hard in their own way to create a new life style for themselves. They were returning to a state much more primitive than the farmers could imagine, and at best they wanted to be left alone. But they had to come to Santa Fe. To purchase supplies, to meet and see their friends, to sell their art products, their painting, their clothing, their leather goods.
The tribe came to Santa Fe often, in their station wagon. One Saturday, on the way to the city, they were waved down by a friend-a hippie commune leader known only as" Father" -who told them that there had been a fight in the city, in the town square, between some of the ranchers and a group of freaks. He told the tribe that the ranchers just started swinging and before anyone knew it, a full-scale fight was going on. The police had broken it up, not without a few arrests of the longhairs.
When the tribe arrived in Santa Fe, there was a weird silence in the city. The streets in the downtown area seemed strangely deserted for a Saturday. Carol and Jerri and Tracey went into the old market to buy some food supplies, and Russell and Dave were sitting on the hood of the station wagon, talking to three other friends they knew from a neighboring commune.
"You get the message we been spreadin' round here today?" a voice said from behind them.
Russell and Dave turned around to find a group of ranchers standing next to the wagon. At the front of the group was a large, ugly man known as "Tex," with his two teenage sons. Russell looked at them and thought what a shame it was that the two kids weren't able to visit the tribe for a few days and let their hair grow. They looked like carbon copies of their father.
"We decided we're clearing the hills of you folk, you hear?" Tex said.
"I don't seem to understand what you mean," Russell said in a polite, soft tone.
"What we mean is to clear out, all of you, now!"
Another man in the crowd shouted, "We don't want your kind around here anymore! We got people coming up here to see the hippies all the time! This is no circus act up here, this here's a city, and we aim to keep it just so!"
"You just best pack up your women and whoever you got living down that canyon with you and clear out, or you're gonna be run out. There's been more crime in these parts since you folk invaded these hills…"
"That's a lie," Jerri said, standing in the door of the market. She walked to meet the group as they all turned to watch her.
"Slut," someone said. Jerri ignored it.
"Listen, all of you. I own that ranch down there. I bought it with money I worked hard and long for, and I am going to keep it, live on it, with whomever I choose. And nothing and no one is going to stop me. Now would you all please clear out? We have things to do."
The men were startled. All except Tex and his two sons. "You think you're pretty smart, don't you? I know who you are; we've read about you. Your kind gives these parts a bad name-all that publicity-living like you do, you ought to be ashamed! We got good farms here and good families…"
"And so do we!" Jerri screamed. "Now get the hell out of our way or I'll call the sheriff."
Tex stared at her for a second. "Come on, guys, let's go home. "They started moving away, but then he stopped and turned back to Jerri once more. "I meant what I said. You either get out or you'll get moved out. That's a promise."
Jerri and the others just stood watching the men as they moved across the street and wandered off to their cars and pick-up trucks.
"Fuck them," Russell said.
"They're really sad people. What are they so afraid of?" Carol asked, loading groceries into the station wagon.
"Themselves," Russell said, getting into the car.



Chapter 7


The next morning Tex sent his two sons to spy on the tribe from the top of the hillside leading to the ranch. Tax's property extended directly to the edge of the tribe's and he was particularly worried that Jerri and her group would one day steal his crops or turn his sons into something other than what he had made them.
Jim-the older boy, tall and good-looking, about seventeen-and Jack-a year younger, blond and short-rode on their horses to the edge of their property, tied the horses to the huge fence, and then climbed over it and continued to the edge of the hill. Once there, they circled till they were directly behind the house. They crouched down and hid in the brush.
"Can you see anything?" Jack asked.
"Yeah, the house. Hey, they've got horses. Two of them."
"Probably stole them. See anyone?"
Jim stood up and peered down the hill. The house seemed silent. "No one's there."
Jack jumped up. He saw a few chickens pecking around the yard, but no people. Then, just as he was about to suggest they go back home, they saw a girl walk out of the House-bare naked!
The boys stood there petrified as they watched Carol walk across the yard carrying a picnic basket in the nude. She crossed the yard, opened the gate in the fence, and then disappeared into the wooded section at the other end of the hill.
"Did you see that?" Jack said to his older brother.
"Of course I saw! Come on, let's see where she's going…"
The boys ran along the top of the hill till they were around the back of the wooded area. They could see the half-dried creek now, and near it, lying on blankets, were the five people the boys had seen in the market lot the day before. Only this time none of them had any clothing on.
The boys watched, crouching in the grass, as Jerri and Carol handed the others sandwiches and fresh fruit. They stared in excited surprise as they watched Carol's breasts swing in front of her as she bent down to get something out of the picnic basket.
"Wow!" Jack said.
"Double wow," Jim added.
The tribe ate sandwiches and drank from a large pitcher of lemonade, as the bright sunshine warmly bathed their naked bodies. The boys watched them the entire time, kneeling on the top of the hill overlooking the area. Both boys had erections in their pants by the time the group finished eating.
"Oh, my God, look at that," Jim said, his eyes bulging from his head. Russell was standing above Tracey, who was licking at the end of his stiffening cock. Jim started unbuttoning his shirt.
"What are you doing?" Jack asked.
"Taking off my shirt and then my pants. I'm not gonna watch this and not jerk off!" Jim proceeded to remove his shirt and then he pulled his pants down to his knees and took hold of his young hard cock and began to rub it as he watched Tracey sucking on Russell's penis.
Jack followed his brother. He pulled his pants open and pulled his penis out and played with it as he stared down the hillside.
They saw Dave start licking at Tracey's ass while she sucked hard and steady on Russell's gigantic cock. Then Carol began to slide the banana she was mating in and out of her pussy, and soon Jerri was on her hands and knees in front of the girl, watching, and then taking a bite of the fruit every time Carol pulled it from her cunt.
"She's got a banana up her twat!" Jack said, a bit too loudly.
"Shim, I can see for myself. Holy Jesus, look!" He pointed to the scene on the blanket. Russell was holding his cock inches from Tracey's face now as white gushes began to spurt from the tip. Tracey lowered her head, closing her eyes, as the cum flowed down over her face, covering her with white sperm.
Tracey moved her ass back to allow Dave to suck hard at her cunt. In a second she was sitting on his face, wiping Russell's sperm from her face, squealing in delight as her husband's long tongue flicked the bud of her clitoris.
Russell fell to the ground and began to lick at Dave's balls, and then took his cock in his lips.
"Jim, is he doing what I think he's doing?"
"Yeah, fucking queers too."
While Dave sucked his wife's pussy, as Russell was giving him a blow job, Jerri was still eating the banana in Carol's cunt.
"I can't stand it! I'm gonna shoot!" Jack held his hard cock in front of him and a huge load of young sperm poured into the grass beneath. He shook and shuddered, never taking his eyes off the group below.
Jim still knelt there, beating his big prick as he watched Jerri eating Carol's cunt. He was fascinated by the entire scene. It certainly beat any pictures he had seen in the porno books his friends had at school.
In a minute Dave got up and pulled Jerri from her place between Carol's legs and turned her over and sank his cock deep into her pussy. Russell and Carol and Tracey watched as brother and sister fucked for them.
Brother and sister, although they didn't know it, were also fucking for the boys up on the hillside. Jim held his balls tight with one hand as the other beat his cock in fury now. He stiffened as his whole body shivered. Then he let it happen. Without more than a low groan from his throat, the young man splashed the ground with his semen. He kept beating his penis as the cum flew into the air-it seemed as if he would never stop-and hit his leg, his chest, and the ground. He pumped his balls with his other hand, trying to push every bit of his hot cum out of his testicles up his cock and out to the warm sunshine.
As soon as Jim had finished, Jack got up and pulled up his pants. "Let's go. Dad will be looking for us," Jack said, feeling embarrassed about what had just taken place.
Jim stood up and wiped the end of his cock with a leaf, then pulled his jeans up, picked up his shirt from the ground and put it on. "Yeah, let's go. We got a lot to tell Dad."
They ran back to their horses and then rode off across the field.
The tribe never knew they had been watched.



Chapter 8


Russell woke up early the next day, feeling cold. He jumped out of bed and stood naked at the window. It was raining so hard he could barely see beyond the back fence. He slid his jeans on and went into the living room to start a fire.
As he piled logs into the fireplace, the rain continued to beat down on the roof. Suddenly he realized he was hearing a dripping sound near him. He looked around and discovered drops of rain falling from the ceiling onto the top of the old piano.
He went into the kitchen and returned with a pot from under the sink. The noise the water made hitting the metal was irritating, so Russell grabbed a towel and put it in the pot-the water hit it without a sound. As soon as he had the fire roaring, he searched the ceiling for any other possible leaks. But there were none to be found.
Russell made himself a cup of coffee and sat in front of the fireplace, warming himself. The rain continued to fall.
"Hi," Jerri said, standing in her robe near the hallway. "What a change in weather!"
"I woke up freezing," Russell said. "That's what it's like in these canyons. Especially now, in the autumn. Actually, we've been having pretty warm weather for this time of year."
"Burr," Jerri said as she crossed to the kitchen," I'm cold!" She poured herself a cup of hot coffee and returned to the living room and sat on the floor next to Russell.
"Guess what?" Jerri said.
"What?" Russell replied.
"Tracey thinks she's pregnant. She told me last night, just before we went to bed. Isn't that great?"
"Really? Oh, yeah, sure. Is she sure?"
"Pretty much. She hasn't told Dave yet. We're going to see the doctor in Taos this afternoon, just to be certain. "Jerri sipped her coffee.
"Hey, is it Dave's?" Russell asked in alarm.
"Well, of course it's Dave's!"
"How can she be sure?"
"Women have a way of knowing things like that, silly," Jerri announced knowingly.
"Oh," Russell murmured, smiling. He thought about it for a minute. "Wow, a baby! Wouldn't it be fantastic to have a kid here-I mean, think how spoiled it would be!"
"Yeah, I'm afraid so. Tracey's so happy. She'll make a good mother. "Jerri stretched out on the floor.
"She will, she will," Russell said, stretching. "What time is it?"
"About seven," Jerri answered.
"Jesus Christ, I'm going back to bed. I was having the neatest erotic dream when the rain woke me…"
Jerri giggled. "Okay, you go back to bed and when you're ready to come, just yell out in your sleep and I'll come suck you off."
"Promise?" Russell said, standing up.
"Promise," Jerri replied, looking up at him.
Russell walked down the hall to his room and flopped back into his bed.
Jerri lay in front of the fireplace, watching the rain spatter on the window. Even the rain in New Mexico was different, she thought. It didn't have all that dirt and pollution in it that the New York skies had. Rain fell clear, clean, refreshing. Jerri resisted the impulse to dash out into it and run nude over the field. It was too cold for that. She couldn't believe they had just had a nude picnic the day before.
Jerri began to doze off in front of the steady-burning fire when she was suddenly jolted awake by a face in the window. In the midst of the terrible rain, a man's face appeared in the window. She sat up. Her first impulse was to run and tell Russell, but she didn't, She saw the face move away and then heard a knock at the door.
Jerri opened it and there on the little porch, dripping wet, was a long-haired boy, dressed in jeans and an old coat, with a pack slung over his back, looking hungry and cold.
"Can… can I come in? I just need to warm up, man, you know?"
Jerri smiled and opened the door farther. The boy walked inside and stood looking at Jerri as she closed the door. She turned to him and stood motionless for a moment, her tongue twisted. She had never been so taken with anyone in her life as she was with her first sight of the boy. He looked like he was about twenty, tall, slim, rugged, and extremely handsome. He had high, firm cheekbones and dark blue eyes and a thick moustache. It was the age-old story of love at first sight.
The feeling was mutual. Never in a million years did the boy expect to find a beautiful young girl with shaggy chestnut hair and a warm smile greeting him on a rainy October morning. He was shocked when she opened the door, and even more shocked when he stepped inside and took a good look at her shapely figure under the tight robe. He resisted the impulse to make love to her right then and there. Actually, he thought he wouldn't be able to hold up through it-he hadn't eaten in two days.
"Here, you have to get out of those wet clothes," Jerri said, helping him off with his jacket.
"They'll dry… "the boy said.
"No, listen, something of Russell's will fit you. He has a pair of jeans lying around. Ill get them. You get out of those soaked clothes," Jerri ordered as she left the room.
She stepped into Russell's room. He was sound asleep on his back, and sure enough, his hard cock formed a mountain in the blanket. Jerri smiled and pulled a clean pair of jeans from his closet and tiptoed out of the room, closing the door.
When she returned to the living room, the boy had stripped to his pants and was standing near the fire, shaking. "It really is cold out there today," he said, taking the clean jeans from Jerri's hand.
"Listen," Jerri said," I'll get some coffee ready and fry you some eggs and you get into those clean pants. "She walked into the kitchen.
"Thanks," the boy said.
Jerri stood at the stove and turned the gas on high under the coffee pot. She wanted to look into the room. She wanted to see the boy's body. Should she dare? Hell, she thought, why not? She moved quietly to the door and peeped beyond it.
The boy was standing bare naked in the middle of the room, his back to her. She could see his strong slender legs and his full buttocks, which had a dark patch of hair between them. He bent over, putting the pants on, and she could see the underside of his hairy balls as he slid his right leg into the jeans. He stood up and pulled the other leg on, and then lifted the pants over his bare ass.
Jerri moved back to the stove. She felt a strange sensation as she scrambled the eggs. It was a bit like when she first met Russell-attraction, sexual desire, the fascination of meeting a new person. But there was also some-thing more, something that could not be put into words. She wanted to fall in love-and she wanted specifically to fall in love with the boy who just came in from the rain.
"What's your name?" Jerri asked as he walked into the kitchen.
"Rob," he answered, sitting at the table. Jerri poured him a cup of coffee.
"I'm Jerri, this is my place, well ours, actually. We call ourselves a tribe. There're five of us," she said, cooking the eggs.
"Hey, do you think you could whip up a couple of pieces of toast as well?" Rob asked, hungry.
"Sure, of course. Hey, I can fry up some sausage if you want…"
"Great! I haven't eaten in days. Been traveling quite a bit-hitchhiking. "He sipped the coffee.
"Where you going?" Jerri asked, taking the sausage from the refrigerator.
"Nowhere," Rob replied.
"Well, where you coming from then?"
"Nowhere."
Jerri didn't ask any more questions. She began to cook the sausage when Rob volunteered the information.
"Oh, I worked up in Montana on a ranch, and then I got tired and left and I've been drifting. I don't have any place to go, and I heard a lot about New Mexico, so here I am. This damn truck driver and me, we got into an argument about Nixon and he dumped me off just down the road from here. I saw smoke coming from behind the hill, so I figured there had to be a house down here where I could rest and beg some food."
"Hey, your hair is wet; let me get you a towel," Jerri said, running to the bathroom to fetch a towel. She returned instantly and began rubbing his head with the soft towel, drying his hair. She positioned her body close to his, so her thighs touched his naked back. He brought his hands up and helped her, and finally Jerri went back to cooking the sausage.
"You live here long?" Rob asked.
"Since early summer. Carol and I moved out here from New York…"
"I thought I detected Manhattan in your voice. I'm actually from Queens."
"Well, I only lived in Manhattan since high school. I'm from East Orange."
"Same thing," Rob laughed.
"Anyway, we just packed up, bought a station wagon and came out here. We found this ranch the first day we spent in Santa Fe. "Jerri set the plate of eggs and toast in front of him. "Sausage will be ready in a minute."
"Oh, food, glorious food!" Rob started eating.
"There are five of us, Carol and myself, Russell, and my brother Dave and his wife, Tracey," Jerri said as she stood next to the stove, staring at the boy, watching him eat.
"The tribe," Rob said, between mouthfuls.
"The tribe. You know, I love it here. It's a far-out place to live-away from the rest of the world."
"I saw a sign that said Snow Canyon. Could I have some more coffee?"
"Huh? Oh, sure," Jerri said, pouring him another cup of coffee. "Yeah, we're in Snow Canyon. They call it that because it's the one place in the area where it really snows during the winter, and also because it's surrounded by mountains-and, of course, it shows a lot on the mountains-and when the spring thaw comes, all the icy water comes flowing through the canyon. We have a little river on our property."
Rob just looked up at her. He didn't say anything, but she knew he liked her. And she certainly liked him.
Jerri served him the sausage and then sat across the table from him and poured herself another cup of coffee.
"What did you do before you came here?" Rob asked.
"I was a model. Forget it, what a scene! That's what made me run."
"I started college. Jesus, big university and all. I couldn't hack it. My parents freaked when I quit. They threw me out. So what? We were never close anyway."
Jerri sensed great honesty in the boy. She trusted him immediately.
"My parents still write, begging us to give this all up. They just don't understand. I don't think they ever will," she said sadly.
"Give them some good grass and hold them here for a week and they'll give in! It's just that first break, that first move, and then you're on your way. Trouble is, everyone's afraid to make that break."
"I did," Jerri said softly.
"Me too," Rob agreed.
Jerri looked down to the boy's plate. It was empty.
"Hey, you still hungry?"
"No, really, I'm ready to burst. Give me an hour or two," he said, leaning back in the chair. "You know, I like you, you're easy to talk to."
"And I like you too. Glad you happened to choose our little house to warm up in."
"Me too," Rob said honestly.
"Shall we go by the fire? You need to keep warm, and your hair's not dry yet."
"Sure," Rob said, standing up. Jerri looked across the table at his pants. She knew he had an erection, or at least a near erection. She could see his cock perfectly outlined in the jeans and she stared at it a moment, too surprised and excited to rise.
"Coming?" Rob said.
"Oh, yeah," Jerri said, getting up. Rob extended his hand and Jerri took it in hers and together they walked through the living room and sat before the fireplace. Rob threw another log on the embers and in a moment it flared up.
"What the hell?" Jerri said, noticing the pan on top of the piano. She stood up and then realized it was catching drops of water from the ceiling.
"Who plays the piano?" Rob asked.
"I do, in my own unique way," Jerri laughed. She was being humble, however. She had been practicing the piano every day and in the past months had become quite good.
"Play something for me… "Rob begged.
"No, you don't want me to…"
"Please!" Rob stared at her with his deep blue eyes. Jerri gave in.
"All right, what?"
"Anything. Some Carole King maybe?"
"Well, if you don't mind hearing You've Got a Friend with a few wrong notes," Jerri answered, sitting at the piano bench.
"I'd love it," Rob said, kneeling near her.
Jerri began to play, soft and slowly, without any wrong notes. In the middle of the song, she felt Rob's body standing behind hers and she moved back a bit so her back touched his leg. She shivered with excitement. He placed one hand on her shoulder and she was afraid she wasn't going to finish the song. Then Rob placed his other hand on her other shoulder and Jerri moved back against him, feeling the hard outline of his penis in his jeans.
As she finished the song, she felt a warm sensation between her legs and her breasts were already like rocks under her robe. Rob's warm hands rested firmly on her shoulders, his fingers moving slowly above her breasts. She took her fingers from the piano keys and sat there, just looking at the keys, and closed her eyes.
"I like you so much, Jerri," Rob said.
"Oh, yes, Rob, yes," Jerri whispered.
Rob moved his fingertips down till they rested on the hardness of her nipples through the robe. Jerri tilted her head back and her hair rubbed against Rob's stomach, against the triangle of dark hair that began at his navel and gradually thickened as it fell to his groin. Rob held her breasts tight in his fingers.
"Make love to me," Jerri whispered, turning her head around to face him. She looked up at him for a minute and then looked down his body, straight ahead into his crotch. His hard penis was standing across his leg. She bent her head forward and kissed it lightly through the pants. Then she stood up and led him by the hand to her bedroom.
Jerri closed the door as Hob ran his hands through her chestnut hair. She turned around and faced him, closed her eyes and waited for his lips to meet hers.
Rob took her in his arms and kissed her harder than anyone ever had.before. Her lips opened to admit his hard tongue as her whole body seemed to melt in his arms. She felt as if she were a total woman now-alive but helpless in her man's arms-and she wanted Rob to make love to her there on her bed, with the rain beating against the window pane.
Still kissing her, Rob pulled open her robe and pushed it from her shoulders. Then he moved away and looked at her. Jerri started to move toward him.
"No, don't move," he commanded," I just want to look at you. "And he did, for a long time. She stood perfectly still, her body bathed in faint light from the window, looking like a marvelous piece of sculpture. Rob knelt down and stared at her from that angle, and then brought his hand up to lightly touch the thick hair of her pussy. He ran his fingers over her hips and down over her buttocks, feeling the soft, smooth skin against his rough palm. Then he brought his handsome face to her pussy and kissed it gently, lovingly, as Jerri instinctively spread her legs.
In a moment his tongue was finding its way between the soft lips of her cunt. It poked and ran itself up and down until the lips parted and it slid in her, sending spasms of pleasure through her body. She ran her fingers through his still damp hair and moaned as his tongue flicked in and out of her cunt.
Rob withdrew his mouth from between her legs and stood up again. Without a sound, he slipped the jeans from his long body and stood facing Jerri.
His cock was, in her estimation, the greatest she had ever seen-it was eight inches long, and very thick, as thick as Dave's, and it was shaped perfectly. The head was huge and rounded like a mushroom and the shaft grew a bit wider at the bottom where it disappeared into a thicket of black hair. His balls were large and hung low between his legs.
Jerri fell to her knees and held the long penis in both hands. She brought her lips to the end of it and kissed it, then licked it with her tongue. Then she dropped her hands to her knees as she began to cover the length of his cock with kisses, nibbling at his balls, his thighs, at the length of his cock. Then, finally, she put it into her mouth and took as much of it as she possibly could.
Rob felt the girl's warm mouth slide down the length of his penis and he shuddered. No one had sucked his cock for weeks, and it seemed like a totally new experience. He felt her tongue swirl around the tip, felt her hands clasp his balls, felt the back of her throat sucking at the rounded head. He had to pull out or he would come.
Jerri felt the boy's body pull back and his cock fell from her mouth.
"No more, Jerri, I'll come," he said, panting.
Jerri understood. She kissed his penis lightly on the huge end and stood up. He took her in his arms. They kissed again and then fell back to the bed. They rolled over, kissing, hugging, again and again, till Rob was lying on top of Jerri's back, pinning her to the bed.
She stopped moving, feeling his hard cock resting against her buttocks and lower back. He kissed her shoulder and bit her ear and her neck, burying his face in her soft hair. Then he moved up, bracing his knees on either side of her, kissing down her back as his balls lightly touched the cheeks of her ass.
Rob moved down and pulled the softly yielding crevice of her trembling buttocks wide apart, and knelt between her outstretched legs. As his fingers rubbed the moist slit of her cunt, Jerri pulled herself up on her knees, on all fours, and spread her pussy as wide as she could. Her cunt flowered open in front of him. He brought his lips to her anus and kissed directly at the tiny hard ring that guarded her asshole.
"Oh, Rob, I love you," Jerri moaned, feeling the shivers shoot up her spine.
Again he kissed her there, and then began to trail one finger around and around the puckered entrance, causing Jerri to moan in delight. He trailed the finger over the entrance, down farther to the moist, fur-lined crevice, his middle finger extended like a small cock.
He teased that finger down and under and into the tight, incredibly soft tunnel, moving with maddening slowness along the anterior wall of her cunt and then slipped it out to move upwards again, this time to the aroused and rigid nub of her clitoris. Jerri moaned with pleasure at the increased tingling of desire his expert manipulations were sending through her.
Slowly, Rob moved his huge swollen cock forward to tease the hard, rubbery tip into the moist cleft and down toward where his finger was sliding along the hot, wet folds of her cunt.
Jerri felt it slip along there and her legs opened farther, then closed involuntarily, almost spastically, around his invading finger while she watched with filmed eyes as the bed bounced beneath her. Then Rob moved the head of his cock farther still and she felt the tip replace his finger at the mouth of her pussy.
He had to force himself not to plunge forward at that moment, not to shove his great hard young cock into her beautiful sucking pussy and impale her with a triumphant cry. No, he knew he had to go slowly, carefully. He wanted this to be remembered, he wanted it to mean something to both of them.
Slowly, tantalizingly, the heavily breathing young man worked the tingling head of his cock up and down her soft, hair-lined slit, up and down while the pressure in his balls climbed and soared. He forced himself, gritting his teeth, to go slowly, slowly, but it was fast becoming too much to bear. Jerri's churning, velvety buttocks were swirling back against him with growing excitement as his cock pushed up her cunt, and she was moaning and panting wildly, running her hands up and down her sides in spasmodic movements as she felt his great organ slowly ride up into her.
Rob felt her lips, her cunt lips, crawling up the shaft of his cock and he thought they felt like butter or soft warm honey, just as her mouth had felt when she had sucked him. He couldn't stand it any longer. He whispered," I'm gonna fuck you, Jerri! I'm gonna fuck you from behind like you've never been fucked before!"
Jerri sucked in her breath in anticipation, his lewd words strangely exciting her, making her cunt flower wider and secrete more juices around the head of his penis. She spread her legs wider at his command whispered in her ear, and he pressed her downward slightly to give him more access to the tight hole.
Slowly, he edged forward, sliding his cock into her sensitive, elastic vagina, getting the head all the way in, reveling in the heat of her naked cunt flesh closing over his cock. He pressed forward, gritting his teeth still harder to keep from slamming every last throbbing inch of his cock home in one brutal lunge. Another half inch slid up inside her open pussy and then another, and then finally the entire length.
"Oh, God!" Jerri screamed as she felt the monster fill her body. He pulled it out immediately, almost completely, and then slammed it back into her. She moaned and held tight to the pillows, trying desperately to brace herself as the bed shook beneath them.
The warm, moist walls of her pussy clasped his cock like a tight, soft fist, and he groaned, then withdrew until only the head lay within the warmth of her channel. He stared down at his glistening shaft, slick with her lubrication, grinning obscenely at the way her softly hair-rimmed pussy lips puckered out around the swollen head. He plunged forward again.
"Ah!" Jerri moaned.
"Jerri, Jerri," Rob panted, driving his hips forward, his hands kneading and squeezing her ass-cheeks. His long, lust-hardened cock fucked hard up into her now widened cuntal tunnel; the channel accepting it eagerly. She rolled and ground her hips greedily back against his bucking loins as waves of delicious pleasure surged through her trembling flesh, blotting out all but her need and her newfound love for the boy who was fucking her.
Jerri closed her eyes and felt it beginning to happen. Flashes of light seem to burst behind her shut eyes as the acute pleasure consumed every fiber of her body. She came, and she thought the sensation was going to rip her head open!
Rob's loins bucked and twisted against Jerri's upturned buttocks. He drove into her with long, looping strokes that seemed to receive power from the tips of his toes, his balls churning and banging into her greedily clasping vaginal crevice below. He felt Jerri coming, felt her flowing hot juices enveloping his cock, heard her gasp and gurgle deep in her throat, and suddenly his own balls erupted. He held his breath as a torrent of cum filled Jerri's clasping pussy. He kneaded her buttocks convulsively, wrapping the hot moist flesh tighter around his crazily jerking penis as he came.
Jerri felt Rob's cum swirling like warm oil through her cunt and lower belly, adding to the overwhelming delight of her orgasm, and tears of rapture flooded from her eyes. Then, as the last spurt came from Rob's prick and the hard shaft began to lose its stiffness, her orgasm ebbed.
Rob held tight to her body as his cock slowly slipped out of her semen-ridden pussy and fell against his balls. Jerri fell to the mattress, exhausted with pleasure. Rob lay next to her, wrapping his arm around her shoulders. They said nothing till their breathing returned to normal.
"Jerri," Rob said quietly.
"What?"
"The rain stopped."
Jerri turned and looked up to the window. Though the sky was still a dark gray, the rain had stopped falling. She turned to Rob and they kissed and then fell asleep.
Everyone liked Rob immediately. There was a quality about him that was attractive and necessary for a group such as the tribe; he was a leader. Whenever a situation developed where one person had to take charge or had to make a qualifying decision, Rob was the one to do it. It was a natural quality, one he possessed as amp; person. He fit into the group perfectly.
He stayed on at the ranch for a few days, to see how he would get along with everyone, and things worked out fine. Three guys and three girls. It balanced, evened things out. Russell and Dave and Rob were alike enough to be able to live together, but were different enough to make living interesting and fun. There was endless variety in sex, with six uninhibited people. There was an endless stream of opinions and thoughts they shared. There was an endless amount of creative thinking and work that resulted from their group efforts to love and understand and live with one another.
The girls were planning on starting a school for underprivileged children of the area, for many of the poor Mexican farm workers' children weren't able to attend regular schools. The men often helped other neighboring communes with their chores or building or whatever was needed. Everyone worked hard.
Three days went by, then ten, fifteen, then a month… Rob was part of the family now, part of the tribe. He wouldn't need to officially declare that he was staying, it was just taken for granted. They loved him and he loved them and that was all that was needed.
But there was a special reason why Rob decided to stay on. Jerri. He was in love with her. Oh, yes, he loved the others and enjoyed having sex with them, but he was in love with Jerri, and that was a different kind of love, a special kind of love, something neither one of them had before experienced. They were friends first, which helped tremendously, and they were also lovers. They could talk to each other, understand each other, comfort one another and make each other happy.
Jerri was equally as taken with Rob. She was afraid that her intense fascination with him and his body would wear off in a short time, but it didn't. Instead she became closer to him and his body and lovemaking seemed more amazing as the weeks went on. After a time she couldn't bear the thought of living without him. She didn't know quite how she had existed all these years without him. He was the first person in her life to honestly love her for what she was- not because he was related to her, or because she had been a fashion model, or because she had money or whatever. He just loved Jerri Phillips, simple girl living on a ranch in Snow Canyon, New Mexico.
Tracey was pregnant and she was one of the happiest young women on earth. She and Dave wrote his parents immediately when they found out, but they didn't receive a response, which hurt them very much.
Late November came and the tribe began planning Christmas, They wanted to fix up the house like an old-fashioned Christmas in Vermont-Christmas tree, candles, popcorn and cranberries, carols ringing through the air-and they wanted to give gifts to all the poor farm children in the area. It would be their way of giving and doing something for the holiday season. They began to make plans.



Chapter 9


One afternoon, early in December, the leader of another commune, "Father," came by to invite the tribe to eat dinner with them and help them work on a house they were building. Everyone went but Carol, who was in the middle of baking pies, and she said she had a cold and really wanted to go to bed early in the evening. They left and Carol continued working in the kitchen, till all her pies were in the oven.
Then, remembering she hadn't checked the chickens for eggs yet that day, she put on her jacket and took a basket from a pile near the back door, and walked from the house to the main barn. Just as she turned the comer, walking along the side of the barn to the hen house, she walked into someone.
"OH!" she shouted, jumping back.
The boy she hit let out a shout also, and jumped back, perhaps more frightened than Carol.
They both caught their breath. Carol looked at the teenager and asked," Who are you?"
"Jim."
"What are you doing here?"
"Um, I was just taking a short cut to our land. We live up on the Circle-T Ranch," the boy said with guilt written on his face.
"Your dad's the one that hates us, Tex, right? Oh, I remember you-in front of the market that day. "Carol leaned against the wall of the barn and dropped her basket to the ground.
"I'll… I'll be going now," the boy said, not moving.
Carol stared at him. "Well, why don't you go?"
The boy lingered on. He knew he should run, he knew he shouldn't have gone all the way into the yard in the first place.
"Well?" Carol asked teasingly.
"Where did all the others go?" Jim asked, for lack of a better question. He didn't realize he was getting himself deeper into trouble.
"You saw them leave? That was hours ago. The sun's almost down. I thought you were just passing through?"
Jim didn't know what to say. He stood there, trying to think of something, watching the pretty girl as she leaned against the barn, her arms folded.
"I think you're quite interested in us, aren't you? Why didn't you say so? You don't have to sneak around here, you know. We welcome anyone to visit. Really!" Carol was serious. She had nothing against the boy. She wanted him to like her.
"I… well, Dad won't let us talk to any of you, because he says you're pretty messed-up people," Jim said clearly, waiting for her reaction.
"We are, huh?" Carol said, almost laughing. "Hey, you ever smoke any good grass?"
The question caught the boy off guard. "What?" he asked, surprised to hear her be so blunt.
"You heard me," Carol said knowingly.
"Yeah, sure. Not often, though," Jim lied. He had only tried gratis once and it had been bad stuff.
"Care for a joint?" Carol asked. "I was just on my way to see if the chickens had laid, and I thought I'd stop in the barn and sit in the hay and have a roach."
"I really should get going," Jim said, hesitating.
Carol just stared at him and smiled. "Come on, honey, I'm not going to hurt you… "she said taking his arm and leading him into the barn.
In a minute they were sitting in a pile of hay, relaxing with the help of the Mexican marijuana. Jim was being taught how to smoke it and the effect it was having on him was a good one.
"You have a brother, right?" Carol asked.
"Yeah, Jack. He's a year younger than me. Hey, don't tell him about this, okay? He'll be sore. He may even tell Dad and then I'll get my ass kicked sure!"
"Your father pretty strict?" Carol asked, drawing the smoke into her lungs.
"Oh, yeah, very," Jim said, taking the joint from her fingers.
"Go ahead, finish it. It's almost gone. Careful, don't burn your lips," she warned, slumping back against the warm hay. Then, all of a sudden, she sneezed!
"Bless you," Jim said, coughing on the last drag of the cigarette. He put it out against the wall and lay back next to Carol.
"Honey, you ever had a blow job?" Carol asked.
Jim couldn't believe his ears. His cock jumped in his pants as his head reeled from the magic weed he had just been smoking.
"Sure. Us guys used to do that to each other a few years ago, for the hell of it…"
"Shit, not that kind of blow job. That's just playing around. I mean did anyone ever really suck your nice hard young cock?" Grass always did this to Carol. She became intensely sexual and talked very much in the vernacular. "I'll bet you have a nice fat cock for a kid your age. You look the type."
Jim was suddenly a bit frightened. His father's warnings were swimming in his head-drugs, wild women. But maybe it wasn't all so bad-certainly the grass had been nice; the effect still was nice. Maybe she would suck his cock! God, would his brother be jealous!
"Take out your cock and let me see it, come on," Carol pleaded, pulling at the zipper of his jeans. He didn't resist. She pulled the zipper down and then undid his belt.
"Shit, I don't want to do it. You do it. I want to watch. Stand up," she ordered and he obeyed. He stood up and dropped his pants, then pulled them off his legs as she spread her legs and began rubbing her pussy through her jeans.
"Come on, your shorts too, I can see how big it is already…"
Jim pulled his white undershorts down to his knees and let his long cock dangle before him. Carol gasped. It was bigger than she had thought. She jumped to her knees and immediately sucked it into her mouth, feeling it grow within her.
She dug her hands into his buttocks, then pulled his shorts down to his feet, and he stepped out of them. His cock was buried in her mouth, pressing at the back of her throat. It was extremely long and slender-not fat as Carol had guessed-and easily rode along her tongue and throat as she pulled her head from his body and then pushed it back again.
Jim's head felt as if it was going to burst any second. This was the first time a woman had ever touched his cock to her tips. He had fucked a girl once-actually it was a thirty-year-old whore who had been hanging around the high school-but the experience had been a disaster because he had come the minute he thrust his cock up her cunt. But now he was feeling what he had dreamed about, what he had read about, what he had hoped he would feel someday. A pretty girl had his long penis in her mouth and was making love to it as he stood over her, master and king of the mountain, ready to choke her with his sperm.
He wasn't quite strong enough to remain standing, however, and in a moment he fell to the hay and his cock sprang from Carol's mouth. He lay on his back and she grasped his penis in her hand and rubbed it, feeling the wetness of her saliva on its length.
"You have such a beautiful cock, so long!"
"Please, take it in your mouth again, please," the boy pleaded, spreading his legs wide. He grabbed his balls with his hands and rolled them around between his legs. He needed to feel her warm lips on his cock again and he grabbed her hair and tugged her face to his crotch.
"Oh, Christ!" Carol said, a madwoman now, lusting for his penis alone," I'm going to suck you till you go crazy!"
"Please!" the boy begged, holding his cock to her lips.
"Come!" Carol screamed as she sank her head down his shaft, brutally hitting the back of her throat. She brought her hands up to move on the shaft of his long organ, sliding up and down with her lips, nibbling and tickling and pressing as the boy moaned in drugged ecstasy on the hay.
Carol moved her mouth expertly on the boy's cock, pumping her head up and down as she held tightly to the base of his penis with her left hand as her right cupped and caressed his balls, then moved down and stroked the hard cleft of his virgin asshole. His legs splayed apart, spreading his buttocks so her finger could rub hard at the opening. Soon she was pressing there and in the next second, as she felt him writhe in pain, she pulled her lips from his cock.
"No, don't stop, please!" Jim pleaded, trying to pull her face back to his aching young penis. "You're going to get fucked first, honey!" Carol whispered, torturing him," You're going to get my finger up your asshole!"
"No, please," Jim pleaded in fear.
"You ever been fucked before?" Carol asked, applying saliva to her fingertips.
"No, please, suck me, suck me!" Jim moaned as he tried desperately to get her face back on his cock.
He jumped in pain as he felt the head of her finger push into the opening of his anus. He had to obey, he knew it. She wasn't going to suck him any longer unless he obeyed her commands. She was king of the mountain now and he wanted it that way, needed it that way. Things had to be shared, had to be equal. Carol drove her finger up the boy's ass-up his virgin hot tight crevice-and held it there. He thought he was going to faint at first, but then the pain left him and a numbness took over, and in a few seconds gave way to a new and strange feeling of excitement and pleasure. His asshole was the most sensitive part of his body-he often had rubbed it when masturbating or dreamed someone was kissing it-and now that sensitivity was working as a whole entire feeling of ecstasy spread through his body. Carol wiggled her finger and his legs jumped into the air as sensations of pain and pleasure rode up his spine.
She completed her part of the bargain as promised-she put his cock in her mouth and sucked as hard as she could, moving her finger in and out of his burning asshole as she pumped her face on his penis.
Jim thrashed his head around on the hay and pulled her hair and then rubbed her gently-he was on the verge of crying, of fighting, of laughing-he didn't know what he was doing or where he was or why-nothing was real any longer-he felt nothing but the sensations rising from his cock and his asshole and the thought of the pretty girl who was causing them.
Jim moved his head back and forth, and then, grasping her shoulders, pulled himself up and took hold of her breasts through her sweatshirt. He lifted the shirt and looked at her hanging breasts as she continued to suck his long pulsating cock. Her finger was smashed up his asshole now as he sat on it. She could feel the throbbing inside him as her finger froze in the tight channel. Then Jim, feeling himself falling back to the hay, let her breasts fall free and braced himself, sitting, looking down at her face working wildly on his young cock.
Jim felt his orgasm rising. "Oh, yes, suck it, suck it,suck me! Move your finger, yes," he cried as he bounced his buttocks up and down on her long finger. As he did, he fucked her mouth and felt his cock running along the roof of her mouth, sending pangs of pleasure down the organ and through his balls. He was on the brink now-just two more strokes would do it.
Carol stopped. She abruptly pulled her head off his cock and looked up at him. He sat there in shock, looking at her. Then she grasped his cock in her left hand, tightly at the base, and held the organ before her face and looked down at it again.
"Please, suck it," Jim said, feeling his orgasm beginning to leave. He wanted to come in her mouth.
"No goddamn it! You come now, like this. You make this cock shoot or I'll bite it off. You pour that juicy white stuff down this long shaft and I'll drink every drop," Carol said, looking directly at his prick.
Jim was in shock. She was holding tight to his penis, only inches from her lips, talking to it, begging it to erupt. He felt the swelling in his balls again. The thought of it was too exciting to let pass-his cock brimming with a river of cum, making it happen without anything or anyone touching it. He tried. He directed all his thoughts and sensations to the spot between his legs and the finger stuck up his ass. He would cum, he would cum as he never had before, he would shoot into her eyes and make her drink every drop.
"Come, damn you, please! I want to see it open, I want to see the tip split and the hot lava pour out and gush and gush… "Carol held the base of his cock so tightly that it began to hurt. Then she shook it, banging it against his stomach and then his balls, shaking it in the air above his loins.
Jim spread his legs and sank his ass as far onto her finger as he could. He felt her wrist rubbing against his balls and saw her tongue just an inch from the tip of his swollen cock. He had to come now, he had to let it happen. If only she would kiss it, or touch the tip, or lick it…
"Come! Come, you fucking beautiful kid! I want to drink your virgin semen," Carol pleaded, mad with lustful passion.
It happened. Jim thrust his buttocks forward and held his breath and pushed inside his loins-his entire body shook convulsively as the cum seemed to work its way up the length of his cock, past the stricture of her clenched hand-and finally a gush of thick cum split the head of his cock wide open and it spouted against her face.
Carol immediately brought her index finger up to the opening in the tip and touched it, which stopped his cum from spurting into the air. It created a steady flow of semen down the length of his cock and onto her lips-she placed her head on his thigh, next to his balls, looking up as the exploding organ's base touched her lips and her cheek and her nose and eyes. She gurgled soft sounds in her throat as she lapped up all the cream, and she grabbed his cock again when it was over, pushing the last drops of cum from the shaft.
Jim watched intently as it happened. He couldn't believe that he had actually been able to achieve an orgasm without any stimulation on the tip of his penis! He watched in fascination as the cum flowed from the tip of his young organ, as if it was someone else's cock and he was viewing the situation. Finally, when it was over, he fell back to the hay and felt the girl's finger slide out of his ass.
He couldn't move for what seemed like hours. Finally, he sat up to see Carol masturbating near him as she watched his shrinking wet cock between his legs. He watched intently as her fingers slid in and out of her wet pussy, how the thick lips parted to admit them. He moved near her, but she acted as if he wasn't there. Finally she looked at his cock and in a moment came to realize that he was sitting up, watching her. He took his cock in his hand and she watched it grow hard and long again, and in a minute she was working her fingers twice as fast as she had been doing.
"Can I fuck you?" Jim asked, beating his cock in his hand.
"Oh, oh… "Carol moaned, not hearing him. She watched, glassy-eyed, as his long cock moved up and down in the air under his clenched fist.
"Please, I want to fuck you," Jim pleaded, moving closer to her.
At that very moment he heard her squeal and watched as she kicked her legs into the air and rammed her hand as far into her pussy as it would go and then began to moan and giggle in delight as her hand turned wet with the juices of her orgasm.
Jim stopped, fascinated and rejected. He had wanted to fuck her and she had paid no attention to him. His cock was hard and he had wanted desperately to put it up her pussy, but now he didn't want to try, didn't want to force her. He felt strange, dirty, and he wanted to run.
He jumped up and grabbed his pants and undershorts and boots and ran out of, the barn into the evening air. He didn't stop to put his clothing on. He tore across the yard and up the hill, feeling the cold earth under his feet. His erection wouldn't go down. He got to the top of the hill and his hard cock hurt him and he felt cold. He pulled his pants onto his body and tossed his shorts to the ground. Then he slipped into his boots and grabbed hold of his still hard penis and stood there, in the night, beating it as he looked down at the barn in the canyon.
"Fuck you, bitch! Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you," he said as the cum poured from the tip of his prick. As soon as it was over, he stuffed it into his pants and began running across the fields to his house.
The sound of a car horn echoed in the cold morning air.
"What's that?" Tracey said, sipping her coffee.
"Let's see," Rob said, getting up from the breakfast table.
The others heard shouts from outside as Rob walked onto the porch. Jerri looked at Russell. Immediately they got up and joined Rob on the porch. Carol set down her frying pan and she and Tracey and Dave also joined the boy.
They stood there facing a group of farmers-Tex, in particular. There were three cars parked in the drive in front of the house.
"We warned you a long time ago to clear outta here…"
"Just a minute!" Rob shouted in a strong, commanding voice. "Calm down. Now if you have something to say to us, you say it easy like, and you say it fast because we're eating breakfast."
"Who're you eatin' for breakfast?" one of the men called out. The others all laughed, all but Tex. He took a step forward.
"My boys have been tellin' me what goes on here! We know how you people live and we ain't going to have you endangering the morals of the entire Southwest. Now we want you people out of here!" Tex stared into Rob's face.
"Listen, we haven't done anything… " Russell started to say.
"Russell, I'll do the talking," Rob said, taking a step down to the ground. He stood only feet from Tex. Tex met him on his own level.
"I warned you about my kids, our kids. You know yesterday one of your sluts tried to rape my boy? You know that? Tried to get my boys pants off!" There was a murmur among the men. The tribe didn't move a muscle.
"Well, you see, Tex, we know the truth about that story. It seems Carol caught your little brat behind the barn, sneaking around on private property, trespassing, in other words. And what did he want? He wanted to smoke a little grass. He wanted to get high and get his rocks off because it was everything he had been dreaming about and reading about and wanting because he's a teenager and he's got a mind and a cock and his head needs some grass to take him away from the straight world and his cock needs some loving so it won't shrivel up and fall off! And Carol gave him grass-good grass, like I'm sure you have good liquor-and a hell of a good blow job-like I'm sure you give your wife a hell of a good fuckin'-and he wanted to fuck Carol and she was getting it on with her hand and so he freaked and ran off and went to you, and all his guilt feelings were fucking pouring out of him, and so he told you he was almost raped! A kid his age almost raped? Are you kidding me? I'd be ashamed to admit it if i was his father, and thank God I'm not!" There was absolute silence in the yard. Tex was stunned by the furious lecture he had just heard. He didn't know what to say or what to do. The men behind him stared at him, wondering what would happen now, wondering what the hell they should do.
"Look," Rob continued in a soft, natural tone of voice," we don't want to hurt you or your boys or anything. We just want to be left alone. Don't send anyone to snoop on us-it may be dangerous for you. They may want to come LIVE with us! We don't harm anyone. We work hard, we believe in God, we have feelings and passions and we're not afraid of showing them. We just want to be left alone so we can be happy. We've got Christmas to look forward to, we've got a baby coming, we've got a good future. Please don't try to hurt us. We don't hate you."
Jerri looked at Rob with pride and admiration. There was a tear in her eye as she walked forward to take his arm, defiantly and sadly looking at Tex and his friends. Rob had said it all, and said it well.
Tex started at them-at all the members of the tribe facing him-and then coughed and spit at the ground just in front of Rob's feet. Then he turned and walked to his car and got in. The rest of the group followed, as if they were puppets being led by his strings, and in a few minutes all three cars had vanished behind the hillside.
"Come on," Rob said to all of them," let's go finish breakfast."
Jerri held his hand as they walked back into the house.



Chapter 10


Two weeks before Christmas, Jerri and Dave wrote to their parents, once again asking for understanding and acceptance. They hoped-with reason-that the spirit o! the holiday season would" open them up" a bit and perhaps their attitude would change. Almost seven months had passed, certainly enough time for her parents to get over the shock of her leaving New York and the modeling profession. And by now Lydia and Ray would have begun to realize their children were not coming home.
They mailed the letter, hoping. That same day they bought Christmas decorations and supplies for the gifts they were making, and went home to decorate the big Christmas tree Rob and Dave had cut down on the mountain.
It was the coldest night of the year. The wind whistled through the beams of the ceiling, but the roaring fire kept them warm. Jerri and Dave remembered the Christmas they had spent with their grandparents in Vermont, and they wanted to re-create that one as much as possible.
Jerri played Christmas carols on the piano and everyone sang as they decorated the Christmas tree. Carol and Tracey strung cranberries and popcorn, alternately, on long lines of heavy thread, and then hung them around the tree. Rob painted silver glitter on pine cones and then sat them on various branches, in between the strings of red and white. Russell hung bits of pine branches around the windows, and arranged pine boughs and cones on the mantel. When the tree was finished, they sat around and looked at it.
"Beautiful!" Carol said with pride.
"Fantastic!" Jerri said.
"The best," Rob added. "You know, this is going to be the best Christmas I ever had. I have a family now, for the first time in my life. "He hugged Jerri and then looked around at the rest of his dear close friends.
"Wish some of the love we have for each other would spread to the neighbors!" Tracey said honestly.
"There's no peace on earth these days," Dave muttered.
"But there is here," Tracey added.
"Yeah, and maybe if we start it the whole thing will spread around. Love. Peace. That's what Christmas is all about!" Jerri smiled.
"Well," Carol said, getting up from the floor, "at least those kids are going to have some happiness." She pointed to the two huge boxes of toys and gifts they had made for the poor children.
"How many do we have now?" Rob asked.
"About three hundred," Carol replied.
"God, that's great! That's about fifty over what we planned!" Tracey said.
"Fantastic!" Russell said, leaning on the piano.
"Far out!" Jerri said, sitting down at the piano. "Shall we have a rousing chorus of Winter Wonderland to urge the snow upon us?"
"Yeah," Rob shouted, walking to the piano.
"Hey, great," Carol said, beginning to sing. "La la la la!" She kidded, clearing her throat.
"Hey, everyone, wait!" Tracey called from the other side of the room. "Look! Come here, look!"
They all ran over to the front window. It was snowing outside! White-silver flakes were falling gently to the ground.
"We don't need to sing," Jerri said, happy.
"Hey, come on!" Rob called, flinging the front door open. He ran out into the snow, jumping into the air in the front yard, shouting and laughing in joy.
Jerri ran after him and joined him, hugging his body tightly to hers as the flakes fell around them.
Carol and Russell ran across the yard, freezing, but laughing too hard to know it.
Tracey and her husband stood on the porch, watching the others, feeling the cold flakes melting on their faces.
"I've never been so happy," Tracey whispered her hands on her stomach.
"Me too, darling, me too," Dave said, kissing her on the cheek.
The snow fell all night.



Chapter 11


Two days before Christmas, Jerri and Rob and Dave were out running in the woods, playing in the little snow that was on the ground, when the others all went to deliver a few gifts to "Father" and his commune.
When Jerri and her brother and Rob got back to the house, the others had already gone, and Carol had left a note on the kitchen table, telling them they would be back in a few hours.
"Wow, it really is cold!" Jerri said, taking off her jacket. "Rob, get the fire going."
"Will do," Rob said, taking his boots off. He shook the snow from his jacket and hung it from the hook near the back door. Then he went into the living room and started the fire.
"I thought it never snowed in New Mexico," Dave said, heating coffee on the stove. "Really, I always thought it was desert, like Arizona."
"It snows there too!" Rob called from the living room.
"Can't win," Dave muttered.
Jerri took off her jeans and her blouse and put her robe on and walked into the living room to join the men. They were sitting in their jeans in front of the hot fire, without shirts or socks, drinking coffee.
"I'm horny," Jerri said, sitting near them on the floor of the living room, near the Christmas tree.
"Hey, I'll go away for a while if you want," Dave said.
"Hey, hell no," Rob answered, grabbing Dave's arm. "It's been a long time since you and your sister have been getting it on. You're not going anywhere."
"Yeah, it's been a few weeks, I miss that fat cock of yours, brother darling," Jerri giggled.
"Well, it's right here for the taking," Dave added, patting his crotch.
"Go ahead, give him a little lovin'!" Rob urged, looking at Jerri.
"I'd love to!" Jerri said, moving toward her brother. "Take off those silly jeans, man," she ordered.
Dave pulled his pants off and tossed them under the tree. His cock hung between his legs.
As Jerri brought her lips to her brother's penis, Rob slipped her robe from her body. He stroked her soft rounded buttocks as she lay flat on the floor, between her brother's legs, kissing and licking at the tip of his hardening penis.
His cock rose up, inch by inch, and it doubled in thickness as she ran her tongue and lips over it. It met her chin and then stood straight out of his groin, pointing into her mouth. She opened her lips wide and Dave moved his whole body forward as he slid his fat cock into her warm feminine mouth.
Jerri began to move his cock around in her mouth, sliding her tongue under it, slipping along the thick skin of the glans, over the rounded tip, along the shaft. She sucked gently, with long kisses, as she swirled the organ around and around, letting saliva fall from her lips to his balls. Then with one hand she began to rub his testicles, rub them with the saliva running down his cock, and they moved and swelled with a force all their own.
At the same time, Rob was planting long kisses on the cheeks of her ass, biting at the smooth shining flesh, until she spread them wide and he let his tongue fall into the crevice between them.
Jerri felt her lover's tongue nicking at the entrance to her asshole as she sucked on her brother's wide cock. She rolled her tongue along its underside with each jolt of pleasure that rolled up her spine. Her ass was being covered in kisses, the longest of them being planted directly on her anal opening.
Then Rob touched her asshole with his finger, spreading the cheeks as far as he could with the palms of his hands. He looked at the tiny puckered pink opening. It opened and contracted as Jerri flexed the muscles in her cunt and her ass. He touched his finger to it and she spread her legs wider. Then be pressed harder and harder till she moaned and his fingertip disappeared into the tightly grasping little hole.
Jerri moaned as she felt the finger enter her backside. She bit down on her brother's cock-not hard, but enough to cause him a momentary sensation of pain-and he watched intently as Rob played with his sister's asshole.
Jerri took Dave's penis as deep as she could, sucking with the back of her throat, the back of her tongue, pulling at the end of his penis. Her hands clasped his swelling balls and caressed them, feeling the coarse hairs that lined their sac.
Rob slid his finger in deeper and deeper until there was none left. His entire index finger was buried in her tight hot anus now, and he unzipped his pants with his free hand and quickly withdrew his cock.
Jerri let Dave's penis fall from her mouth now, and began sucking his balls, pulling them into her lips, and then dropping them to the floor, licking them with her tongue. Dave grabbed his cock in his hand and began to stroke it over her head, as he watched her tongue licking at the hairy sac between his legs.
Rob stood up and took off his pants. He knelt between Jerri's legs and spread her buttocks as far as he could. He planted a long kiss directly on the opening to her anus, where his finger had been, and let saliva run from his mouth to lubricate the area.
Jerri realized now what he was going to do. "Please don't hurt me, Rob," she begged, her words practically muffled by her brother's balls. Dave touched her shaggy hair with his free hand, petting her. With the other he stroked his cock evenly as he watched Rob getting ready to fuck her in the ass.
Rob planted two fingers in her rectum now, pushing them in slowly, taking his time, letting her adjust to it. She felt the fingers slide in and waited in anticipation for Ms huge penis. Her firm breasts pressed against the shaggy carpet on the floor of the living room. She licked furiously at her brother's balls.
Rob stroked his enormous cock with his free hand, getting it ready for the entry he was planning. He wiped spit on it from his lips and the shaft glistened in the firelight. The pressure was building in his balls just looking at his girl's spread anus in front of him. The sight of her brother beating his cock over her head excited him all the more.
He removed his fingers from the girl's slightly stretched anus, feeling the muscles tighten as they popped smoothly out of the clasping hole. Reaching around her white, smooth hips, he lifted Jerri's buttocks up until she was in a slight kneeling position with her legs spread wide. Her brother's cock was inches from her lips. She still cupped his balls in her hand as she braced herself.
"Far out," Dave mumbled to himself, feeling the ever-increasing fire burning in his loins.
Jerri's damp crotch was completely exposed to Rob's gaze, and he moved up to kneel between her delicate thighs, his huge throbbing cock pointing straight at her pink puckered anus. He took his penis in his hand and guided it toward the moist folds of her widespread cunt, moving the blood-filled tip along the hairline slit until it rested against her cuntal passage. Then, moving his hips forward, he sunk the swollen head into the tight, damp opening, moistening it even more with her lubricating juices.
"Oh, Rob," Jerri moaned, flicking her tongue at the tip of her brother's cock. He stroked it up and down in front of her face.
"Okay, baby, hold on," Rob said, pressing his hands on her buttocks. He placed his thumbs down on each firm cheek of her full white buttocks and he spread the soft opening widely, looking directly at the entrance. His cock jerked as he saw the tight hole that he was now ready to fuck. He placed the mushroom head of his cock lightly against the moistened rectal opening, then pressed forward gently, but steadily, with his hips.
"Oh, my God, oh, my God," Jerri whispered as if in a trance. Her fingers grasped the carpet and her breasts froze on her body as a spasm of tingling pleasure shot through her.
Jerri felt the pressure of the lust-filled cock against her resisting anus. She started to lurch forward, but Dave.held her tight, letting go of his hold on his penis. He grasped her shoulders and forced her not to move.
"Rob, it won't go in, it's too big!" Jerri called, looking at the floor.
"Please, honey, it will, trust me… " Rob pushed the head of his cock into the opening and he could feel the elastic ring of flesh give way to the pressure of the battering ram between his legs. He pushed again, and this time Jerri relaxed her muscles and drew in her breath and her anus gave way to the force, and stretched wide open as the swollen head of his penis popped inside the soft rubbery depths of her virginal rectum.
"Aaaggghhh!" she screamed as her whole body lurched forward against her brother's body in an attempt to pull away from the pain that filled her backside. Her whole face was contorted as she clenched her teeth to keep from screaming again. She trusted Rob, but the pain had been so powerful for that one moment that she had lost control. She breathed deeply again and then realized that only the head of his cock was up her ass. There was still seven inches to go!
Rob's eyes were glued to the brown tight asshole below that held the tip of his swollen penis. The rubbery ring of flesh was like an elastic band that had clamped around his throbbing column as if to consume it in the hot flesh inside. He waited for a moment while Jerri adjusted to the unnatural presence of his giant member, then he flexed it several times to prepare the passage for the entire length of his swollen shaft.
Jerri held her breath and bit her tongue as she thought her rectum was being split in two. The hot, searing pain of his entry crashed into her brain. She took her brother's penis in her lips again and sucked hard on it, trying to get her mind off the pain coming from her asshole.
The huge hard cock suddenly filled her rectum as it slipped all the way into the deep dark passage of her resisting flesh. She could feel the brush of Rob's pubic hair making contact with the cheeks of her buttocks as his pelvis slammed into her with tremendous unrestrained force. She tried not to move for fear that she would be damaged worse by the punishing organ buried deep inside her anus.
Rob had been surprised by the sudden ease of his entry and had not been prepared for it. He held as still as possible, to give Jerri a chance to adjust again to the full length of his cock. The warm tight passage only made his cock swell larger as he felt the taut muscles give way to his probing invasion. The sight of her helpless position made his blood run faster, and his cock jerked spasmodically in her bowels.
Jerri moaned as she sucked on her brother's cock. The pain had become unbearable, but gradually as she became used to the complete occupation of her rectal channel, the pain subsided. She couldn't resist turning her head and looking back up under her swaying breasts to see the swollen twin sacs containing Rob's balls pressed tightly against her filled crotch. Dave's cock slapped against her face as she turned, dropping it from her lips.
As if in a daze, the urge to touch the cum-filled balls flooded her mind and she reached back under her belly to massage them in her warm hand. When her fingers came in contact with the hairy sacs, his cock jerked hotly and deeply in her anus, but this time there was no real pain. Instead, a wave of hot pleasure swept through her body. The very fact that Rob's cock was buried so deep up in her anal passage suddenly seemed to excite her as the realization that her brother was a part of it, watching, helping-and she began to massage his balls with a great, hungry need to be filled with the cream they contained.
"Fuck me! Fuck me in my asshole, Rob!" she sobbed. The strangeness of her wanting to be ripped and torn apart confused her. She had wanted it, then she hadn't, and now she wanted it again. She had forgotten the pain of his entry by now. All she wanted was to feel Rob's cum in her asshole and hear him shout in pleasure.
Rob backed his cock out slowly, feeling the glove-like rectal passage closing over the tip of his departing penis. The hot tight flesh around his cock sent-rippling sensations over every nerve in the swollen column, and he pushed forward again to bury it to its maximum depth in her warm passage. Her hand gently massaging his balls made the pressure in them unbearable.
He began to vigorously saw his hardened cock in and out of her tight anal passage. Jerri began to moan a different, new sound, and she would raise her buttocks up eagerly to meet his downward thrusts, while her anus seemed to pull back at his withdrawal. The whole length of his long cock began to throb with excitement as she ground up against his animalistic fucking movements.
The hard long column of his cock driving in and out of her asshole made her belly fiery with passion. She took her brother's cock in her mouth again and sucked on it as hard as she could. She wanted sperm pumped inside her from both ends-from Rob in her asshole-from her brother in her mouth. Her sexual needs had completely possessed her mind, and she groped underneath her body to feel the long cock with her finger as it drove in and out of her ass.
His pelvis smacked loudly against her buttocks as he jammed his cock mercilessly into her. His balls slapped against her exposed anus and open cunt, sending more delicious sensations through her passion-wracked body.
Hungrily, she drove her middle finger deep into her hot wet pussy to increase the sensations pouring through her body. First, she sunk one finger in, and then added' another and another. Her crotch never before had been filled like it was now, and she drove her fingers wildly, feeling the long hard strokes of Hob's cock through the thin wall separating the two passages.
Rob heard the wet, sloshing sound as Jerri worked her fingers deep inside the hairy wet folds of her vagina. The unrelenting pressure in his balls was nearing the bursting point, and he drove his cock with even greater frenzy than before. Jerri's body was bouncing and screwing back greedily with every thrust of his thick column, and he knew that she, too, was nearing a climax. Then suddenly, with a low guttural grunt, she pushed back wildly against his pelvis.
She sank her head to the base of Dave's penis and sucked with all her might as she drove her fingers deep in her clasping cunt, as her entire body jerked upward uncontrollably. Dave supported her, for she was unbalanced and could have fallen to her side at any moment.
Rob strained his hips forward, the muscles in his thighs taut as the white hot fluid raced crazily from his balls and dashed quickly down the length of his cock.
Jerri bit on Dave's cock again as she felt her hand becoming soaked with her juices flowing out of her desperately contracting pussy. Then she pulled her hand out, bracing herself on all fours, as she felt cum shoot into her from the front and back.
Her mouth seemed to fill as all movement stopped. Dave froze as his penis pumped her throat full of hot wet cum. He dug his fingers into her shoulders as she held her head tight and swallowed and sucked.
At the same moment her ass went red-hot and she felt the explosion of cum from Rob's giant cock. The hot sperm flowing into her from both places sent crashing waves of thunderous pleasure through her jerking body. Her rectum was being filled with the burning liquid that continued to spurt again and again from Rob's long penis.
Rob gave one last push with his hips as his throbbing rod spewed out the last of his semen and, exhausted, he fell forward on his side, taking Jerri with him.
Dave's cock fell from her lips and hung between his legs and he sat there, watching Jerri and Rob cuddle on the floor, his mind reeling with images of what had just taken place.
"Oh, God, honey," Jerri moaned, closing her eyes.
"Did I hurt you?"
"It was beautiful," Jerri said softly.



Chapter 12


Dave put on his heavy jacket and walked down the front drive to the mailbox. It was Christmas Eve and still he and his sister had not received a card, a wish, or a letter from their parents. He opened the mailbox and pulled out the few envelopes. Immediately his eyes flashed to the pink one, his mother's stationery. He opened it and started reading. After looking at a few lines, he ran to the house, shouting," Jerri! Jerri, come here, look!"
He opened the door and stepped into the living room. Jerri walked out of the kitchen. "What is it?" she asked, wondering what he was shouting about.
"Look! Mom wrote and it's fantastic. Well, I mean it's a HOPE, anyway," 'he said, showing her the letter.
Jerri moved quickly next to him and together they read the letter;
Dear Jerri and David,
Your father and I have been having long discussions about you two lately. I guess we realized it was time to start forgetting what the people tell us and begin to listen to you. This letter will be short, because what we feel is hard to put into words, and we have never been very good at talking to either of you. I know we've not given you a fair chance and we aim to change that. This is all so hard to say-I guess we just want to tell you we miss you and we sincerely want to understand. You are our dear children, may you live in New York or on the moon. It will be a sad Christmas without you-we hope you miss us just a little at this time of year also.
Dave, dear, give our love to Tracey and tell her we are thrilled with the prospect of becoming grandparents.
Jerri, darting, if you are happy with Rob, we are happy for you. We hope we can meet him someday.
I must close now. You know, we were just last night saying what would we do if we were your age and in your place? Would Ray go into his father's supermarket business? Would I settle on being a housewife and champion bridge player? I wonder; we both do.
Much love,
Mother
"Can you believe it?" Dave asked, closing the letter.
"My God," Jerri said, sitting back in a chair.
Dave sat down on the couch. "It's working, it really is," Dave said, confident that even more would come of it.
"What was all the yelling about?" Tracey asked, entering the room.
"Mom wrote-here, read it!" Dave said, handing the letter to his wife.
Tracey took the letter and read it. Her face lighted up and she looked down to her husband and smiled. "That's amazing," she said.
"Sure gives us hope," Jerri said.
"You know," Tracey added," I don't think you could have asked for a better Christmas present!"
"Right on!" Dave exclaimed.
Late that night, the tribe drove into Santa Fe to stop at the little church where they left gifts for children of the orphanage in the city. Then they stopped at "Father's" commune and wished their friends a peaceful Christmas.
Back home, they sat in front of the fire and sang songs-Christmas carols and other favorites-and relaxed, ready to spend all Christmas day delivering the many gifts they had made for the children.
In the preceding weeks, Russell and Carol had begun to take a liking to each other which superseded their normal relationship as members of the tribe. And now they sat, paired off on the floor-Carol and Russell, Dave and Tracey, Jerri and Rob-as they watched the fire burn itself to nothing.
When the coals were no more than glowing ashes, they went to bed. It was a beautiful winter night, with light snow falling outside the farmhouse, and each pair felt warm and safe in each other's arms.
The tribe was up bright and early on Christmas to get an early start on their deliveries. They packed the station wagon and the van they had borrowed from" Father" and drove off into the hills, stopping at every cabin, village, farm, and city where there were poor people.
At one little house in the mountains, Jerri handed a homemade doll to a little girl. The girl took the gift in her hands and cuddled it to her breast. She looked up at her mother, and then to Jerri, her wide little eyes exploding with happiness. Then she turned to her mother again.
"She cannot speak; God did not bless her with a voice," the dark-haired woman said. "But she says thank you with her eyes."
Jerri picked the girl off the ground and hugged her to her body. Then the little girl kissed her and Jerri turned around and walked away, feeling sad and happy at the same time.
It was typical of the day. All over the county, children's Christmas wishes were coming true. And it gave each member of the tribe a sense of accomplishment and fulfillment.
It was early evening when all the gifts had finally been delivered. The tribe was tired, eager to return to the ranch and sleep. It had been a good Christmas, and Carol's food and a nice night's sleep would make it complete.
Rob was driving the van-Russell followed with the station wagon-as they neared the dirt road that led into Snow Canyon. Everyone was slumped in their seats, resting after the arduous day. Suddenly Rob applied the brakes and shouted, "LOOK!"
They were at the side of the hill, just around the corner from the drive leading to the house and barn. From the top of the hill came an orange glow, like the crater of an erupting volcano, and smoke billowed into the air.
"By God, smoke!" Jerri said, looking out the window as Rob pointed.
Suddenly Rob stepped on the gas pedal, and pressed it to the floor as the van slid on the wet ground and careened around the corner of the hillside. The station wagon followed.
Rob couldn't believe his eyes as the entire main barn stood burning in front of the van. He slammed on the brakes again as Jerri jumped out, running near the fire, trying to do something.
"The horses!" she screamed, realizing there was nothing anyone could do.
Russell brought the station wagon to a halt and jumped out. Carol and Dave and Tracey joined Jerri and Rob close to the barn and they felt the roaring heat of the flames against their faces.
Suddenly, they all heard a horse cry-a shuddering, animal cry that echoed in the canyon-as a beam at the roof of the barn crashed to the ground. Then, immediately after, a chicken ran from the burning building, its feathers burning, singed, black, and it screeched until it dropped dead in the middle of the yard.
Jerri began to cry as Rob pulled her away, turning her away from the fire, holding her tightly in his arms.
"Why? Why, Rob?" Jerry sobbed.
"Shhh, it's okay, honey," Rob said, trying to comfort her.
The others stared in stunned disbelief as the barn disintegrated before their eyes, A pungent odor filled the canyon as the flesh of their dead animals burned in the flames. There was nothing to do. The nearest fire station was in Taos, but it would have taken hours to get help to the canyon, and on top of that it was Christmas. There was no danger of the house catching on fire-it was a good distance from the barn and the wind was carrying the flames and burning embers away from the wooden structure. They could only stand and watch futilely.
Carol couldn't stand it any longer. She turned away and looked at the sky and then brought her eyes to the top of the hill, in the direction of the wooded area. There, standing on top of the hill, on the edge of the Circle-T land, was the figure of a boy. The flames were strong enough to outline his features, and though he must not have realized that he could be seen, he stood there looking at the fire, Carol knew that figure-she would know it anywhere-and she nudged Russell and directed his gaze to the hillside.
"Jim," she said softly. In a second the figure of the boy disappeared.
They watched as the fire died down and then stared in shock as the final walls of the barn came crashing to the cold earth.
"Come on, everyone," Rob said sadly," we've got work to do."
They began to move toward the pile of burning wood that had been their barn.
Hours later, after they had poured buckets of water on the last of the burning embers, they gathered in the living room, washing their arms and faces in pans of soapy water.
"We'll get Father to help us in the morning with the animals," Rob said, drying his face in a towel.
"Dirty motherfucker!" Dave said, throwing his wet shirt to the floor. "I'd like to burn his fucking HOUSE down with him in it!"
"Okay, okay, take it easy," Rob warned.
"Oh, shit, take it easy! We just lost our horses, chickens, feed, vegetables, equipment…" Dave was blustering now, walking around the room like an animal in a cage. "How the fuck can they do that?"
"Look, man, they're fucked-up people. But doing the same to them isn't going to prove anything. That will just cause a war," Rob said intelligently.
"I'd love to slice that kid's balls off," Carol said.
"It couldn't have been him alone," Russell added," there was kerosene poured around the entire building. Anyway, even if he acted alone, it was the hatred of all of them that did it, that caused him to do it."
"What are we going to do, forget it?" Carol asked.
"Let's show the bastards we're not going to take this," Dave muttered.
"How?" Jerri asked.
"Maybe we should go, maybe we should move," Tracey said. "If this is a preview, then the house is going to be next. How can we live among all this hatred?"
"We can. We have thus far. We bridged the hatred-or almost hatred-of Jerri and Dave's parents. Why can't we make this work?" Rob sat on the piano bench in front of all of them. "Rob, how? Tell us how? There's no way," Russell objected.
"Yes, there is, dammit!" Rob shouted. "Look, they're expecting us to retaliate. They want us to fight back, then they will have reason to hurt us more. They would win that way, and if we ran they would win. So we stay and we fight back with love. That's something they can't take. They're not prepared for it."
"What?" Carol exclaimed, looking at Rob as if he had just stated the impossible.
"Yeah, fight back with love," Rob said. "You know the story about the hippie in San Francisco who, when a cop busted him over the head with his club, handed him a flower? You hit them with something they don't expect, something they can't understand. And that way is the ONLY WAY you'll get any understanding out of them."
"You tried, Rob," Russell argued," you tried to get understanding out of them and they spit at you."
"Bullshit, man," Rob said," that wasn't understanding I was asking for. I was mad that day and I was merely stating facts. I'm talking about ACTION, not words. We have to do something, as they did something. They don't understand words-they understand physical actions! Why do you think Tex wouldn't answer that day? He couldn't, he couldn't relate! So he spit! Well, well hand them love instead of spit."
"Christ, maybe you're right," Russell said, leaning back against the chair. "Maybe you're right."
"What'll we do?" Jerri said.
Rob sat still for a moment, thinking. Then he lifted his head and started giving orders. "We have to get going right away, when they're the least expecting it. Carol, how many pies do you have in there?"
"Three… no, four," Carol answered.
"Okay, heat them up, wrap them up, hurry!" Rob said, pointing to the kitchen. Carol jumped up and disappeared into the room and turned on the oven.
"Jerri," Rob said," do we have any gifts left?"
"Yeah, about ten or so, but we were planning to save those for the mission tomorrow."
"Well, we'll have to make more," Rob said, thinking. "What's there?"
"Mostly adult things-leather belts and a purse, and some headbands-oh, hey, there's a woman's silver belt," Jerri responded.
"Great," Rob replied," Mrs. Tex Whatever-her-name-is will get the belt. Go get the stuff from the van and label them."
Jerri got up and put her coat on and went to the van to fetch the gifts.
"I'll get a jar of cider," Tracey said, walking to the kitchen.
"Hey," Russell said," I can burn in a Circle-T emblem on a wallet."
"You have some extra?" Rob asked.
"Yeah," Russell responded.
"Do it!"
Russell went to his room to get the wallet. Dave stood up and looked at Rob and shook his head. "I hope you're right," he said, rubbing his hands together.
"I am, believe me. "Rob was confident. He hit a note on the piano and then jumped up. "Hurry up, everyone, let's get going!" They parked the van in front of the main gate of the Circle-T ranch and, loaded with pies, gifts, and cider, they began their long walk to the main house, where lights blazed in every window.
As they neared the porch, they could hear laughter and music playing. Their feelings were mixed-frightened, hoping, worried-but Rob led them with fierce determination. Jerri stood at his side as he rang the doorbell.
Jack opened the door of the house. He stood there in stunned disbelief as he stared at the group gathered on his porch.
"May we come in?" Rob asked, holding a steaming pie in his hand.
"I… I don't know…" the boy stammered.
A voice from behind the door called out as the music stopped abruptly. "Jack, who is it?"
"It's the…" He was cut off by his mother's presence in the doorway. She stood there, like her son, staring at the young people on the porch.
"What do you want?" the woman said sternly.
"It's Christmas…"
She cut Rob off. "I know it's Christmas!" Jack backed away, leaving his mother standing in the cold air.
"It's Christmas and we have some gifts for you and your family and friends," Rob said gently.
"We have no use for your gifts and we certainly…"
Tex appeared next to his wife now and she stopped talking and looked at him. "What's going on here?" Tex asked.
"Here," Rob said, handing him the pie he was holding.
"This is for you," Carol said, handing the other pie to Tex's wife. The woman put out her arms, too stunned to say anything.
Russell stepped into the house. "Here, this is yours," he said, handing a wrapped gift to Jack, Then he turned to the mother again and gave her the box containing the silver belt. "Here's something we made. Merry Christmas."
The group was inside now, passing out presents in the midst of the shocked family and a few friends, all people they had seen behind Tex when he had spit at Rob.
"Hear, peace and love," Tracey said, giving the bottle of cider to an elderly man who took it from her, not knowing if he should smile or frown.
Then Carol spied Jim, hiding himself behind the corner of a bookshelf. "Jim, Merry Christmas," she said happily as she handed him the wallet.
The gifts had all been distributed and the tribe gathered at the door. Everyone looked at them dumbfounded, struck by silence.
"We're sorry we got here so late and interrupted your party," Rob said.
"Yes, we had an accident on our ranch," Jerri added.
"But everything's okay now. We just wanted to wish you all a Merry Christmas-and a peaceful New Year!"
Rob opened the door and led the group as they walked out of the house and down the path to the van. They said nothing as they opened the doors to the vehicle, getting inside. Suddenly they heard a shout from the ranch house and they turned to see Jim running toward them. The boy hopped the little fence and stopped suddenly near the van, almost losing his balance. He was panting and his eyes were full of tears. "I'm… I'm…" he couldn't bring himself to say it. He just stood there, breathing heavily, tears falling down his cheeks, and then turned and walked slowly back to the house.
Rob closed the door of the van and started the engine. He also took a deep breath, and turned on the headlights.
"Hey, Rob," Dave said as the van began to move down the road.
"What?"
"You were right," Dave said, admitting that his reservations had been wrong.
"No, Dave. WE were right"
There was nothing more to say or do. There would be enough to do in the morning.



Chapter 13


It took them a week-with the help of many hard-working friends-to clear away the remains of the barn. They planned to construct a new one right away, but the cold weather made them wait.
During the month that followed, never once was the tribe bothered by the people from the Circle-T ranch. Never once were they accosted in the streets of Santa Fe or Taos, and never once were they told to get out of the area. They were left in peace, which was what they wanted.
January turned into February and the month passed quickly, Tracey's baby was developing in her body and she spent much time knitting clothes for her firstborn. Jerri and Rob were still as passionately in love as they had been the first day they met. And Carol and Russell were lovers now.
Jerri and Dave's parents wrote almost every day. They were appalled at the burning of the barn and it seemed to be the key situation to help them break down their prejudices and begin to understand their children better. As Jerri and Dave read their letters, they began to see how basically dissatisfied they were with their lives, with their work, and how they longed for something new and different-even though they consciously didn't admit that. Every letter brought more hope.
Warm weather came with March and the snows melting on the mountains caused the river at the edge of the ranch to overflow. Carol and Russell spent a great deal of time preparing what would become a huge garden, clearing a large area near the spot where the barn had been.
Rob and Dave had designed the new barn and finally had figured out its approximate cost, and were now ready to purchase the materials. They went into Albuquerque, where wholesale lumber was the cheapest, and ordered a complete truck-load of timber, two by fours, plywood, barrels of nails, hammers, saws, tools of all sorts, and roofing materials. Jerri still had a great deal of money in the bank and she used some of it for the new barn.
The night before the building was to begin, Russell, Jerri, Rob, and Carol sat in the living room. The others had all gone to bed.
"Remember the day we first met?" Carol asked. They smiled. "In two minutes you were living with us," she said to Russell.
"And I'm still here," Russell smiled.
"Thank God," Carol said. Russell kissed her.
"I remember the first day we met," Rob said to Jerri.
"How could you ever forget it?" She hugged him to her body. "My pussy hurt for a week!"
"Not to mention how my cock felt," Rob added, touching her breast with his hand.
"Could you see this as a spread in a fashion magazine?" Carol asked, placing her hand on Russell's crotch. "Home sweet home!"
"Speaking of spread," Rob whispered lewdly," why don't we take off our clothing?"
"Now that's the best idea I've heard all day long," Carol agreed, already unbuttoning her blouse.
Rob stood up and dropped his pants to the floor, then bent and pulled off his socks. Jerri knelt and in one fast movement, pushed her dress over her head, leaving her body completely naked. Then Russell stripped and the four young attractive people sat naked on the floor.
Rob lay back on the floor, spreading his legs wide. "Oh, I'm so tired," he pretended, resting his head in his hands.
Jerri touched his soft penis with her fingers. It moved and began to grow longer. Then Carol also brought her hand to his cock, rubbing it a bit, and it stirred again, this time lifting its head from his body. The girls played with his cock, as Russell watched from a few feet away, as it grew hard and long.
Jerri brought her tips to her lover's penis and kissed it tenderly. She opened her mouth and slid the end in, rubbing it against the roof of her mouth, being careful not to suck on it. She wanted to excite him, to make him beg to be sucked off. She rolled her tongue over the tip of his hard organ, but she wouldn't let her lips fit over the shaft.
Carol rubbed Rob's long-hanging balls› cupping them in her hand, lifting them from the floor. She stroked under them, at the hard flesh between his scrotum and his asshole, which sent shivers of excitement up his strong masculine body.
Then Jerri began to lick at his cock, as if it were some long piece of candy. She paid particular attention to the underside of the head, around the ridge of hard flesh, bringing the tip of her tongue up to tick at the tiny slit. She could picture his cum pouring from that opening, as she had seen it pour so many times. And she wanted to see it again.
Russell moved behind the two girls and placed his hands on their buttocks. Then, slowly, he moved them down the cracks until he felt the soft hairs of their cunts. He spread both of them at the same time and inserted his middle finger into each of them, causing the women to work harder on Rob's throbbing penis.
Rob felt the hands and the lips moving over his balls, his cock, his asshole. He was bathed in sensual pleasure and he didn't want to open his eyes. He just wanted to feel the pangs of sexual sensation, feel the tremendous surges of passion that emanated from deep inside his groin and reached far to the tips of his fingers and toes. Hands, mouths, anything touching was all right. He wanted to be loved physically, in any way.
Russell rubbed the girls' pussies for a few minutes, feeling them beginning to grow slippery with their fluids, and then he pulled his hands away and again brought them up the cracks of their asses and then to their backs. They moved aside, still rubbing Rob's cock and balls as they moved, so Russell could kneel between them, between Rob's legs.
Rob began to moan and he felt the six hands moving over his body. No one touched his cock now, no one touched his balls. They ran their fingers over his thighs, his legs and feet, over his chest and nipples and hairy armpits, up his neck, over his open lips, through his long dark hair. He thrust his loins into the air, wanting someone to grab his long cock, wanting someone to suck it! But they wouldn't touch it. He tried to take it in his hand, but they grabbed his hands and pulled them to the floor. He was captive to their whims and fantasies.
As Russell held the boy's legs to the floor, Jerri moved around the top of him and held his arms to the floor also, above his head. Carol stooped over him and brought the tip of her cunt lips to the tip of his cock and rubbed back and forth. The sensation of the hairy lips tickling his penis made Rob moan and convulse all the more.
"Please, put it in your cunt," he muttered, still keeping his eyes closed.
Carol wasn't ready to do any such thing. She moved up his body to cover his face with her hairy crotch and she pushed hard against his lips as her cunt spread to admit his tongue.
Rob lashed his tongue out in fury, trying to fuck her as hard as he could, moving it back and forth, in and out of her cunt, in and out of his mouth, as he tasted the bittersweet fluids of her feminine channel. She lifted her body and then dropped it again, covering his face with her cunt and ass, sliding it over his eyes and his nose and mouth. Suddenly Rob wanted to put his whole head up there, he wanted to stick his entire face up her cunt and eat and lick till she collapsed in agonized pleasure.
As Carol sat on his face, her pussy spread against his open mouth, he felt his legs being spread and pushed into the air. Russell grabbed his legs and lifted them, spreading the boy's asshole before him. He held the legs in the air as he positioned his cock near the entrance to the boy's anus. Then he touched the head of his cock to the opening. Rob moaned as he felt the hot head of Russell's cock tickling the hairs of his asshole.
Suddenly he became afraid-was Russell thinking of fucking him in the ass as he had fucked Jerri? He squirmed under the cunt, under the force of the cock pressing at his anus, under the strong hold on his arms. He didn't want to be fucked by anything more than Jerri's finger-that wasn't his bag. He tried to say something but the lips of Carol's pussy muffled his words. Russell pushed his big cock against his asshole and he tightened all the muscles in his body, afraid. But then, a moment later, he pulled away and let his legs drop to the floor. Rob sighed in relief and Carol lifted her body from his face, allowing his mouth to close freely, wet with the taste of her cuntal juices. Then Jerri took her body from his arms and let him lay there, excited and panting on the floor in the middle of them.
Carol knelt on the floor near the side of Rob's face, and Jerri did the same on the other. They spread their legs a bit and Rob opened his eyes to look up and see four beautiful breasts hanging down over his face. The girls embraced and kissed and their breasts fell against each other. He brought his hands up and ran them up each of their legs, fingering at the entrance to their cunts. Then, with a fast movement of each hand, he pressed the lips open and slid his fingers into each of the wet pussies, Carol and Jerri ran their tongues through each other's mouth as they felt Rob finger-tucking them.
Between Rob's legs, Russell grasped the boy's cock in both hands and brought it to his lips. In a second, his mouth fitted over the tip and then dragged down to the base, pushing the length of the organ down his throat. His beard and moustache mingled with the hairs of the boy's crotch and chills ran up Rob's spine. Russell sucked expertly, helping each stroke with his right hand as saliva ran down the penis to the bouncing balls below. With his left hand, Russell grabbed his own penis and placed it between Rob's legs, again pressing at the boy's asshole. This time, however, Rob wasn't worried that Russell wanted to fuck him. He knew he just wanted to keep it there, and he began to enjoy the feeling of the hard cock against the puckered opening to his asshole.
Carol and Jerri kissed and ran their hands over each other's rocklike breasts. Carol kissed Jerri's chin, as Rob watched from below, his fingers still stuffed in their cunts, and then moved her lips down the girl's throat, to her chest, down, down, slowly, to the fullness of the top of her breast, till she took the nipple in her teeth. She bit down on it, softly, gently, and then opened her lips and sucked the entire dark rounded nipple into her mouth. Jerri sighed and held tightly to Carol's shoulders. Her pussy shook as the pleasure from her breast amplified the excitement generating from the fingers stuffed in her.
Rob looked up, watching the girls, as he felt the bearded boy sucking hungrily on his cock. He felt his burning balls resting on Russell's hard penis and he knew he couldn't wait much longer. The sight of Carol sucking Jerri's tits drove him crazy.
"I'm coming near… I'm going to come… Oh God, oh God!" Rob felt it happening. The girls looked down. He closed his eyes and felt the sucking mouth rapidly working on his cock. "NOW!" he yelled!
Russell pulled his head away and let the long hard penis slap against the boy's stomach as huge jets of cum poured from the head. Carol and Jerri broke from each other and fell to his stomach, and Russell moved forward also, all three of them fighting to lick up the cum. Rob's penis wouldn't stop. Jerri licked it as a wad of sperm covered her lips. Then Russell licked at the shaft, pulling some white liquid into his mouth. Carol did the same, lapping up whatever semen was on his chest and stomach.
Rob lay there in a fit of passion. Three hungry young faces slid over his body, three hungry young mouths looking for something to eat, something to drink. He let them suck him, lick him, kiss him till they lost their strength. In a few minutes, they all three lay around him panting.
Rob turned on his side and looked at Jerri He got on his knees-Jerri was surprised to see his cock still hard-and knelt next to her face, just as she and Carol had done. Russell joined him and it was the same scene as minutes earlier, only the players had switched parts. Jerri was on the floor now, with Carol between her legs. The two handsome young men knelt over her face, their long cocks touching each ether directly above her eyes.
Rob took his penis, still wet with cum, in his hand, and began to beat it over Jerri's face. Rue sell did the same, the tips of their cocks touching slightly as their hands rode up and down their organs. Rob reached over and placed his free hand on Russell's shoulder to brace himself.
Jerri looked up to see two huge penises staring into her eyes. She saw the hands moving swiftly up and down each long cock, and she imagined them both spilling their cum onto her face.
"Come together… "Jerri said, looking directly up at them. She brought her hands and cupped their balls. Rob's were tight now, his scrotum drawn up from his recent orgasm and his continued excitement. Russell's were hanging low, and Jerri fondled them in her fingertips.
Carol pressed her pretty face between the muff of hair between Jerri's legs. Jerri opened her long slender legs and Carol felt the pussy lips spreading beneath her mouth. Quickly, she slid her tongue into her girl friend's pussy and began to suck hard. Jerri bucked her hips, rubbing the fullness of her crotch against Carol's face, as she held the boy's balls in her hands.
"Tell me when you're ready," Russell said, almost gasping as he felt his cock ready to shoot.
"Not yet," Rob replied," hold off, I'll tell you when."
"Oh, come together, put your beautiful cocks together and pour that cream on me," Jerri groaned, still moving her hips up and down against Carol's face. She felt her own orgasm rising and she wanted it all to happen together-she wanted her fluids to start as the torrent of cum hit her face.
"Wow… I'm almost there… tell me…" Russell gritted his teeth, looking at Rob's twisted face.
"I'm getting there, hold on," Rob said, panting, gasping for breath. He felt the tip of Russell's organ hitting his as their hands met with each stroke.
"Oh, God, please now, please, Rob," Russell moaned, barely audible.
"Christ!" Rob shouted. He held his cock steady in his hand and looked down. Russell pulled on his penis, pushing the tip of it against the other penis, smashing them together as the slits opened and gushes of white semen poured from them.
"Aaaahhhhgggg!" Jerri squealed, watching the waterfall of cum falling to her face. She could see the blood-filled tips of the two organs open and press against one another. She watched the semen mix together and fall to her waiting soft face in huge gobs. She opened her mouth and a rush of hot cum fell directly onto her tongue.
Just then her senses gave way to her pelvis and she came. Her body heaved and smashed to the floor as she felt the release inside her. She could hear Carol moan as the juice of her passion hit her lips, and she flexed the muscles in her pussy to amplify the sensations which were now carrying her off into another world. The cum continued to pour to her face.
Hob pulled his cock back as the last spurt of semen shot from the head. The length of his cock was covered with his cream and the cream from the other man's extended penis. He lowered his cock to Jerri's mouth and dropped it in. She sucked the wet coating from it in seconds.
Then Rob did something he had never done before. He looked straight ahead, as Jerri took his cock into her lips, and saw Russell's hard long penis facing him, a huge drop of cum hanging onto the tip. Without thinking, he slid his lips over it and pulled the drop of semen into his throat. He had never before had a man's penis in his mouth, and he wasn't sure exactly how he felt about it. He just did it and Russell moaned as he felt the lips cover his.cock and drink the last of his semen.
Rob pulled away, dropping the long strange organ from his lips, and pulling his own cock from Jerri's mouth. He sat back on the floor, tasting the sperm in his mouth, trying to catch his breath. He had been so excited he thought he was going to pass out.
Carol pulled her head from between Jerri's legs and sat up, wiping her face with her hands. "Wow," she said to herself.
Russell didn't say a word. He just got up, smiling, his hard cock bouncing in front of him, and walked to his room, worn out.
Carol got up. "He thinks he can just get up and go to bed? He's got a little fucking to do yet tonight," she said, almost laughing, as she followed him down the hall.
Jerri moved over to Rob and fell into his arms.
"We had better get to sleep tool Tomorrow is going to be a hell of a day," Rob said, gently stroking her hair.
"Okay, let's hit the hay," Jerri whispered.
They got up, turned off the lights, and went to bed.
If a stranger had been watching the antics in Snow Canyon that day, he would have thought a carnival had come to town. Hippies-from all over New Mexico-came to help rebuild the barn. The tribe couldn't believe it! They had no idea so many people had found out about their misfortune-but they were very pleased to have all the help.
The sounds of building could be heard for miles-hammers, saws, drills pounded out incredible noises-and Jim heard it as he was riding his horse near the edge of the Circle-T land. He turned his horse to the edge of the canyon, and tied it to the fence. Then he walked to the top of the hillside and looked down at the scene below. He couldn't believe his eyes! Long-haired, sandaled men and women and kids were building the most beautiful barn he had ever seen. Suddenly pangs of guilt rode through his body. He lingered on, watching intently, as he heard laughter and the shouts of happy people in the midst of all the noise.
His father had instructed him to ride along the entire edge of the ranch, to check the fence for any breaks. He knew he was wasting time, but there was some force that pulled him to the canyon, to the people below. He was standing in the exact spot he had stood that night when he had the matches in his pocket. At that time he had been responsible for destruction. This day he wanted to be responsible for the opposite, He wanted to help build the barn. He needed to help build the barn.
He ran down the hillside, bracing himself so he wouldn't fall. As he hit bottom, Jerri noticed him from the middle of the yard. "Rob, look! Trouble!" she said sharply.
There was a sudden hush over the group as everyone turned to stare at Tex's son. The boy stopped dead and looked around at the many eyes staring at him.
"What do you want?" Rob asked.
The boy said nothing. He was frightened. He wanted to turn and run, but he knew he couldn't do that. He had to tell the truth. "I… I came to help."
There was a murmur as faces turned to other faces.
"If you need me," Jim said, almost timidly, almost apologizing.
Rob's face changed from a look of concern to joy. "Sure, we need you! We need you more than you could ever guess!" Rob ran to him and patted him on the back. Jim smiled and wrapped his arm around him. Jerri joined them and put her arm around Jim, and the three of them walked across the field to the new barn. Jim grabbed a hammer and, without a word, climbed into the rafters and began to work as all the others were doing. He was the only one with short hair.
"Can you believe it?" Carol said to Russell, standing on the porch of the house.
"Actually, no," Russell said, looking at the boy on the roof of the barn. "Oh, hell, yes, of course I can believe it!"



Chapter 14


The barn was finished in exactly four days. Jim was given the honor of pounding the last nail into the weather vane at the peak of the roof. He sat there straddling the peak, and held the hammer in one hand and the nail in the other, and slowly-almost in slow motion-set the nail to the bottom of the vane and pounded it in. Then he raised his fingers in the "peace" sign and the crowd below applauded.
After Jim had crawled down from the top of the barn, they all began to feast on the dinner the women had been preparing. Long tables had been set up and an endless line of women carried roast chickens and ducks and pots of vegetables, salads, and hot homemade loaves of bread across the yard and set them before the men.
"Jim, are they coming?" Rob asked, as they watched the food being set up on the tables.
"I don't know, Rob. Dad was pretty pissed that first day when I didn't check the fence, but I think the shock of the Christmas gifts has never quite left him. I don't know though, I just don't know."
Just as the last word came from Jim's mouth, a car turned up the drive leading to the house. Tex was at the wheel, with his wife, Jack, and Granny in the car with him. Rob and Jerri ran to greet them.
"Hello! Wow, we're so glad you came!" Jerri said, as they stepped out of their automobile.
"Well, we got your invitation via Jim and we couldn't resist the smell of all that great food!" Tex kidded.
"Really, we could smell it up at the house," his wife added.
They turned and began walking toward the group in the middle of the yard. "Mighty nice barn you got there… "Tex said. Jerri and Rob began to laugh, and then Tex smiled and put his arm around both of them.
By eight in the evening, everyone had gone home. It had been a great day, one filled with hard work, love, good food, and the breaking-down of conventions. Rob and the rest of the tribe were pleased and proud of the barn, but they were even more pleased with the fact that Tex had finally accepted them.
Jerri and Dave were sitting in the living room when there was a knock at the door. Jerri got up and opened it. Jim stood there.
"I forgot my wristwatch in the barn. I took it off when I climbed to the top. Can I get it?" he asked.
"Oh, sure; Here, let me go with you, I'll get the lantern," Jerri said, opening the little closet.
"Hi, Jim," Dave said smiling.
"Hi."
"Dave," Jerri asked," are you going to write Mom and Dad tonight?"
"No, I'll wait till the morning. I'm really tired. "He got up and stretched. "Think I'll go to bed right now. Tracey's asleep already."
"I'll be back in a minute," Jerri said.
"Good night, Dave," Jim called as Jerri closed the door.
"Night!" Dave responded.
Jerri held the lantern high in the barn as Jim walked to the far end and fetched his watch from the top of a shelf.
"We'll have to get electricity in here soon," Jerri said softly. She watched the boy in the faint light and realized he was better-looking than she had thought. She liked the way his jeans clung to his trim young body. The attraction was different this time-again the opposite of what she was used to, a young boy with short hair-for it was sexual alone. She had been curious about Jim's cock ever since Carol had related the story of sucking his penis in the barn.
Jim returned to Jerri's side. "Thanks, I mean for everything. You think I can come back some time and smoke some grass with all of you?"
"Any time. Anything." Jerri said it with all the sensual tone she could find.
Jim stopped and looked into her eyes. "I really want to have sex with all you guys. I really don't know where else to get it!" He giggled.
"Would you like some right now?"
"What?"
"How about a fast one, here, now?"
"Oh, God," the boy said, his eyes opening in wonder. His cock jumped in his pants. He was ready.
Jerri set the lantern on the floor and the light flickered. She opened her blouse and exposed her breasts to his gaze. He reached out and touched them, pressing them in his hands, rubbing his fingers over the nipples.
"Suck one," Jerri said, leaning against the wall of the barn.
Jim brought his lips to her left tit and took it in his mouth and swirled the nipple under his tongue. The tip hardened under his warm caress and he held the breast with both hands as he sucked on it.
Jerri quickly found his zipper and opened it, drawing his slender penis out, fondling it in her hand. He sucked harder as she pulled down the length of his cock, feeling the sticky substance already at the tip.
Jerri fell to her knees and took the entire length of his young penis into her mouth. Holding it there between the roof of her mouth and her tongue, she undid the clasp of his pants and pulled his jeans down to his feet. Letting go of his cock for a moment, she pulled his underwear down, almost ripping it. She took his cock back in her mouth and sucked in heavy, long strokes, as she felt the head swelling inside her lips. She rubbed his balls as he played with her shaggy hair, feeling his hips moving now, fucking her in the mouth, as her breasts rubbed his naked legs. He was ready to come and she knew it.
"Can I fuck you?" Jim asked, barely able to get the words out.
Jerri pulled the boy's penis from her lips, holding it in her hand. She looked at it closely. It was long, slender, young, surrounded by soft hair. Yes she thought, yes, she wanted that nice cock in her! She stood up and without a word slipped her skirt to the floor. Then she leaned against the wall of the barn, spreading her legs wide. She knew that he was just the right height-his cock would slip into her easily if he stood directly between her legs. She took hold of his penis and pulled it, moving him into position.
"Oh, wow! Standing up?" Jim asked, excited.
"Just go slowly," Jerri cautioned, aiming the head of his young cock for him.
He pushed his buttocks forward, moving a step toward her, and the tip of his cock pressed into her cunt. He grabbed hold of her breasts as she pulled the lips of her pussy apart to help him enter.
Jim pushed steadily forward as he felt his prick ride all the way up her pussy. When it was all the way in and he could feels his balls against the hair at the base of her crotch, he stood still and put his head to her shoulder and kissed her hair.
His eyes rolled back in his head as he felt the warm, tight, sucking pussy holding onto every inch of his cock. He felt her muscles contract and it sent shudders of excitement through him. His whole body felt electric now. He was ready to fuck a girl-in the right way-for the first time in his life. He pulled out and felt his cock slipping down the channel. The sensations he felt were indescribable! The head of his penis? was bathed in warm honey and his balls tightened in anticipation of his orgasm.
"That's it, nice and easy at first, back and forth," Jerri said, instructing him. She took hold of his buttocks with both hands and rocked him into her, then out of her. Soon he was pushing on his own and she stroked his back under his shirt, and again brought her arms down to circle and caress his smooth, young ass-cheeks.
Jim began pumping, hard. He drove his cock into her, each time feeling his balls hit her skin, then pulled away, and pushed again. His rhythm began to increase as his breathing became heavier and labored.
"That's it, baby," Jerri said as each stroke pushed her against the wooden wall of the barn. Her ass rubbed against a sliver and the pain was adding to her fascination. "Fuck me hard, Jim, hard!"
Jim smashed his loins against hers, driving his hard young organ deep into her belly. He grasped her shoulders and then leaned against the wall, pressing with his hands. He looked down to see his long wet cock pulling out, glistening in the flickering light of the lantern, and then it disappeared, entwining their pubic hairs together in a wet kiss of their crotches.
"Come in my cunt, baby," Jerri whispered, smashing her head against the wall. She was wracked by pleasure now. Her legs dug into the dirt Boor of the barn and she was taken by the perverse thought of the moment-being fucked by an almost child, being fucked by the very person who had caused her harm, who had killed her horses, who had treated her mean, being fucked by the beautiful young man who now was her friend, who now was a lover, who now was part of her life-it was incongruous and weird and added to her excitement.
"Fuck me hard, Jim, fill my pussy with your hot sperm… "The words hardly came from her lips when she felt the hot gush somewhere deep inside her. Jim banged his cock wildly into her, slamming her against the wall, pulling her shoulders to him as he gritted his teeth and moaned deep in his throat. He sank his head into her neck, burying his face in her soft hair as he drove his cock into her with one final mighty thrust. She wrapped her legs around his and held tight to him, grasping his back, flexing her cunt as the semen ran down his shaft, over his balls, and dripped down their legs.
In a second, it was over. Slowly, they released each other and Jerri spread her legs again. Jim moved back a step and then watched as his cock pulled out of her soaked pussy. He jumped down to his knees, as soon as his penis was out of her, and sank his head between her legs, sucking up all his own sperm and her juices which were slowly flowing from between the hair-lined lips.
Finally, he got up. She wiped the liquid from his face and kissed him lightly on the lips. Silently, they got dressed, and left the barn. They stood in the middle of the yard for a moment, looking at each other.
"Come back soon," Jerri said softly.
"Oh, God," Jim said, looking to the stars," will I ever!"
He ran up the hill and waved to her from the top. Then he got on his horse and rode home as Jerri went into the house and turned out the lights.
Everyone in the house was awakened the next morning by the sound of a car horn.
BEEP!
"What the fuck?" Rob said, looking at the alarm clock next to the bed. Jerri opened her eyes and looked at him.
"What is it?" she asked.
"Five-thirty and someone's blowing a horn in the drive!"
BEEP!
Carol jumped up. "What was that?"
Russell sat up next to her. "Sounded like a horn."
BEEP!
"I'll go see," Russell said, getting out of bed. He was bare naked. He walked to the front door and looked out. He saw a quite unexpected sight: a man dressed in coveralls and a middle-aged woman wearing a long granny dress were standing next to a camper. The man reached in the driver's window and pushed the horn again.
BEEP!
"Who the hell is it?" Jerri yelled out the door of the bedroom.
"Looks like some tourists! Guy and a woman with a camper. Probably out of gas," he called. He opened the door, forgetting that he was nude, and stepped out onto the porch.
"We'll be right there!" he shouted, and then turned and stepped back into the house. "Come on, Dave, Rob, someone… let's see what we can do for them," he said, walking back to his bedroom.
Out in the yard, the woman turned to the man and looked shocked. "Ray, did you see that?"
"Yup," the man said, blowing the horn again.
BEEP! BEEP!
"Jesus Christ," Dave shouted," we're coming, for Christ's sake. "He pulled his jeans on his legs, put his boots on, and grabbed a shirt from the bed. Tracey sat up, stretching.
Dave met Russell in the hall and together they walked out onto the porch. Dave stopped, frozen stiff, unable to move or speak.
The woman in the yard stared, with open arms. The man stopped beeping the horn.
"SON!" Lydia called.
"Holy fuck," Dave muttered, walking toward his parents as if in a trance.
"I'd better get Jerri," Russell said, himself in a state of shock.
"I don't believe it, I don't!" Dave said as his mother grabbed him in her powerful arms. He pulled away, looking her up and down-he couldn't get over the way she looked-and then hugged her tight. "Mother, Mother," he said softly. She began to cry.
"Hi, son," his father said, slapping Dave on the back. Dave pulled away from his mother and shook his father's hand. Then they heard a scream from the doorway as Jerri stood, her hand on her mouth trying to believe it wasn't a dream.
"Jerri, my Jerri baby darling," Lydia sobbed as she ran to greet her daughter. They fell into each other's arms.
Tracey appeared on the porch, just as shocked as Jerri and Dave. "Oh, my God," she mumbled as Lydia saw her.
"My daughter-in-law! And grandchild," she added, looking at Tracey's big stomach.
Rob was the last to arrive. He stood on the porch, watching the tears, the hugging, the shock. "I don't believe it. I really don't," he said.
Later, when the emotion had subsided and everyone had gathered in the kitchen for breakfast, Jerri and Dave bombarded their parents with questions…
"So you just left?" Jerri asked, amazed.
"What's so strange about that? You did it!" Lydia smiled. Everyone laughed.
"What about the business, Dad?" Dave asked his father.
"Took an extended leave of absence."
"How about the people-your friends-the bridge club?" Jerri asked.
"Who cares what they think!"
"How about the house?" Tracey asked.
"Rented it out, sold the furniture, stored some things away; you know, special things," Lydia smiled leaning back in her chair.
"We thought it was time we let it all hang out! Or something like that!" Ray said, laughing.
"Dad," Dave said, slapping him on the back," you're a real bum!"
"And you're a real gypsy," Jerri said, looking at her mother.
"Aw, come on, I'm just an average housewife!" Lydia joked.
"Okay, settle down, everyone, and eat," Carol announced, dishing out scrambled eggs.
Of course, Jerri and Dave thought it all a "front," which would end as abruptly as it had begun. But as the days wore on, they became more and more skeptical that perhaps their parents were really going to try a new life style-despite their clown-like garments and their forced hippie talk-and the realization that Mom and Dad might join the tribe seemed to hit them.
"I thought they were kidding," Jerri said, talking to her brother in the living room late one night.
"Me too! But did you see the way Mom smoked that joint this morning?"
"Yeah, and the way she's getting ready for the baby, and the way Dad talks about planting and raising animals…"
"Christ, Jerri, I really can't believe it!"
"What a joke on us, huh?" Jerri said, standing up. "We ask for understanding and we gain two more people. I'm going to sleep."
"Good night," Dave said as she left.
Lydia and Ray stayed. Yes, it had been a kind of "front" at first, a kind of experiment. They knew they wanted to break away, to drive across the country and see what it was like, to experiment with marijuana and see just what kind of a life their kids had been so excited about and dedicated to spreading around.
And they liked it. It suited them, suited all the secret wishes and desires they'd had for years. They liked the ranch, they liked being part of the tribe. No one considered them as Mother and Father, because they were just another two people that, in time, everyone grew to love. The tribe numbered eight.
After more weeks went by, Lydia and Ray became even more integrated into the style of life on the ranch. After a session of heavy grass smoking, all eight members of the tribe were relaxing by the little river, which was beginning to go dry as the summer approached.
Before they knew it, their conversation took on sexual overtones, and Lydia and Ray responded. Up till this time, they knew the group often shared sex, but Lydia and Ray shied away from any encounters which had to do with petting or making love. But now, in the afternoon sun with the aid of marijuana, Lydia and Ray dropped yet another convention, opened up yet another facet of their hidden desires. They joined the group when everyone removed their clothes.
Lydia may have been on the fat side, but her breasts were beautiful-round and thick, with enormous nipples. She had a patch of pubic hair thicker than Jerri's. Ray had a fat cock, much like his son's, and it grew hard as soon as he dropped his pants.
Without questions, without fears, Carol wrapped her hand around Ray's extended penis. In a moment he was lying back on the grass, spreading his legs as she sucked him into ecstasy. Rob played with Lydia's tits as Russell fingered her cunt. Then Dave joined in, placing his cock between Lydia's open lips.
David! Suddenly Lydia realized she was sucking her son's penis-she looked around, the organ still in her mouth-and no one was surprised. Then, sighing a breath of relief, she accepted the fact. If she could give pleasure, why not give it to her family first? She sucked on his cock till he filled her mouth with cum. She wasn't his mother now, and he wasn't her son. They were members of the tribe. And the tribe had gone beyond being the incestuous tribe. Roles didn't really exist-except when sleeping together, when relating deep love-and everyone was equal, loving one another as only a family could.
Jerri moved over to take Carol's place at her father's penis. He didn't even notice who was performing on his cock. He was in the stars, his head swimming with passion.
On top of the hill, Jim watched smiling. He would join them, perhaps tomorrow, but now he had chores to do.
None of them could be certain of the future, how long anything would last, how long anything would remain the same. They lived and loved from day to day, alone in their wonderland on Snow Canyon, with just a few friends and even less enemies.
In a month, the girls began their school, with Lydia teaching piano as an extra added attraction. The men farmed the land and raised the crops and sold them. Ray and Jerri together purchased some of the Circle-T lands, and they began to breed horses.
Shortly after that, on the warmest day yet that summer, Tracey gave birth to a baby girl, with the entire tribe watching, helping, sharing in her pain and joy. They named her Jerri. The tribe numbered nine. And that's where it stayed.
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