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CHAPTER ONE


"Don't be scared, Donna. I'll stay here with you all night. The storm'll be over soon and they'll be back in the morning. Come on, kid, there's nothing to be worried about."
Donna Judge shifted her position on the bed, self-conscious of the way her swelling, fifteen-year-old breasts had been pressed disturbingly against her brother's side. They were alone in her bed, both parents gone for the night and a raging storm threatening to tear the house down around them. She was scared of the weather, but something else also bothered the sultry young blonde, a new kind of feeling that was beyond her comprehension.
Gerald had come in five minutes earlier, after a particularly terrifying flash of lightning had struck within a hundred yards of the wooden farmhouse. It was good that Gerald was taking a protective interest in her, but they had been so distant the last few years that it was hard for Donna to trust him.
Only two years separated brother and sister chronologically. Once they had been close, an intimacy born of lonely summers spent on the nearly isolated family farmstead. Very close, Donna thought, feeling her brother moving closer again. But once they had started high school, Gerald had dropped her like a hot potato, preferring the company of his new friends, male and especially female.
"Hey, you're stiff with fear," Gerald commented, wrapping a long muscular arm around Donna's dimpled, freckled shoulder. "If you don't stop trembling I'll squeeze your ugly little body, just like I used to do when we were kids."
"Don't you dare," Donna squealed as she half-heartedly tried to escape Gerald's powerful grip. "I'm not a child anymore, even if Mom and Dad don't know it. I'll bet your friends don't look at me that way. Come on, tell me what they say about me."
Gerald felt his face turned hard. It was an ill-timed question Donna had asked. Two days earlier he had been in a fistfight over his sister's honor. Boys were beginning to talk about the way she had matured, just as Donna suspected. Gerald could still not understand why he had been so infuriated by their remarks.
"Forget those assholes," he insisted in a voice whose tightness was camouflaged by the sounds of angry nature. "I'm not going to let you get fucked over by any of those creeps."
So saying, Gerald turned his sister's head with surprising gentleness and kissed Donna openly on the lips, his lips tasting the moist flesh before quickly withdrawing to his own narrow mouth. Donna again squirmed under the blanket but felt herself moving closer to her brother. Her body was tense and relaxed simultaneously, suffused with an unfamiliar hypnotizing warmth.
There was no longer any doubt in Donna's mind that her brother was using every excuse to get physical with her. It was as if he had planned the whole thing in advance, including the storm and their parents' absence, that he somehow wanted to fool around with her. But nothing had happened yet and Donna knew that any complaint would be met with a salvo of Gerald's biting sarcasm.
"Yeah, they talk about you, but they can't have you," Gerald muttered half to himself. "You're my sister, and I don't give a fuck how gorgeous they say you are."
Before Donna could digest that tantalizing hint she was surprised to feel her brother's hand moving down from her shoulders and then resting against her left tit. Gerald left his hand in that position, pretending that nothing had happened, that there was nothing unusual about their physical intimacy.
Donna could not help but be stimulated by her brother's touch. Gerald had become progressively more handsome over the past two years, had blossomed into a muscular, masculine, attractive young man. His grip was strong and soft at the same time, causing yet another shudder to pass through Donna's virginal body.
Soon the girl's pink nipple had turned hard and puckered from the feel of Gerald's exploring fingers. Only one other man had been that free with her body and that was an incident that Donna was more than willing to repress. Sensuality, particularly her own, was hard for the young girl to cope with, but it was somehow a lot less disturbing with her brother, the only man in the world she had always been able to trust.
"Does that feel good?" Gerald asked solicitously. "You seem a little more relaxed now. Come on, give me a little kiss, just to show you trust your brother. And stop sliding away from me before you fall on your ass on the floor."
Donna turned her head, glad that she couldn't see Gerald's face too clearly in the clouded moonlight. She wanted to kiss her handsome brother, no doubt about that. In less than ten minutes he had evoked all the frustration and excitement inherent in the mind and sensual body of a curious, adolescent virgin.
Gerald pressed his advantage immediately, placing his parted lips against his sister's mouth. This time he allowed himself to protrude his tongue between her thick, sensual lips, wanting desperately to resolve their painful situation. It was hard to formulate matters consciously, but Gerald knew that something important was going to happen that night, something that was likely to change their lives inexorably.
To his surprise, Donna made no attempt to resist Gerald's somewhat clumsy advances. It was hard for the lad to believe his good fortune. So many nights he had prowled outside her bedroom, unable to understand his feelings towards Donna, wondering how he could be aroused by his own sister, a girl he had never even thought of as a woman, even after the obvious flowering of her puberty.
Quickly he plunged his tongue deeper into Donna's yielding mouth, inhaling the sweet fragrance of her breath. Now Donna was meeting his tongue with her own, gasping slightly and pretty much giving up on getting away from him. Her body was pressed against Gerald's muscular torso and there was no place for the girl to escape to, nobody to guide or help her.
Gerald then renewed his assault on Donna's hard, firm young boobs, pushing aside the coarse fabric of her homemade nightgown. Her tits seemed to have a life of their own, as if they wanted to caress and inflame his sensitive fingers. The nipples were larger than he remembered, even though he had caught a glimpse of his sister's naked body less than two weeks earlier.
Again and again Gerald shifted from one luscious tit to the other. All the while he continued to probe Donna's mouth with his long red tongue, sometimes brushing it against the girl's perfect, uncaried teeth, sometimes twining it with Donna's tongue. She was his for the asking, Gerald knew. He could have what he wanted from her and nothing on earth could stop him.
But Gerald wasted little time analyzing his thoughts and desires. For her part, Donna had suspended all disbelief. Her body was aflame with unslaked desire, confused and titillated by sensations she had previously been able only to guess about. A thin trickle of pussy juice cooled on her naked thigh, confusing the girl further but also weakening her resistance all the more.
Then Donna felt her brother moving again, draping his strong torso very gently across her own. Her tits were crushed to his powerful chest and there was something hard and threatening pressed undeniably against her burning pussy. Donna knew just enough about sex to realize that she was pleasing Gerald, that he would take care of the rest without making any real demands on her.
For a brief moment, just before Gerald lowered his head to suck at her lovely young tits, Donna had a flash of awareness. What they were doing was wrong on two levels, completely contrary to what she had learned of morality. Other girls talked of their brothers in vaguely sexual terms but Donna felt quite certain that none had had the experience that Gerald was putting her through. This was something that would have to be kept secret from friends and relatives alike, a thought that stimulated her all the more.
It was a revelation for Donna to feel her brother's tongue gliding across the globe of her right tit, and then dancing over the nipple, drawing the succulent flesh between his lips. A charge of electricity seemed to surge through every integument of her rigid body. Her nipples were getting harder and harder, as if they were going to burst and crack open under Gerald's relentless assault.
"That feels so good," she moaned timidly. "No, don't stop, you can kiss me again later. Please, just keep doing that."
Gerald needed no such encouragement. Things were happening too rapidly for him to repress his thoughts any longer. He was going to go as far as possible with his gorgeous sister, fuck her if she gave him the chance. He had wanted it for over a year and there was no point hiding from the truth now that they were together.
As his tongue continued its slow agonizing movements, Gerald moved his hands up and down Donna's curvaceous torso, getting closer and closer to his goal. He had to feel her snatch closing around his probing fingers. The girl was ready for it, was making no attempt to resist him. She was a hot little piece, all right, her desires as strong and irresistible as his own.
Donna had indeed abandoned herself completely by that point, feeling her arms wrapping themselves around her brother's hot, sweaty back. Thought was out of the question. Instinct predominated. Fifteen years was long enough to wait. Donna was old enough to have sex. She wanted it badly, knew that somehow her brother would unlock the secret of sex for her. She was frustrated, but Gerald would show her the way sooner or later.
The storm seemed to have moved from the external world into the fruitful field of her virgin body. Each time Gerald's hand approximated her dripping cunt Donna could feel herself getting hotter and more aroused. Sex seemed hard and uncomfortable to Donna but she would not have traded it for anything in the world. At last her loving brother was turning her into a real woman.
Finally the deed was done. Donna felt strong fingers closing around her pubic bush, rearranging the incredibly soft, blonde pubic tresses. Her labia closed momentarily, an unconscious defense against the violation that she knew was coming, but that too turned Donna on all the more. She didn't know what she wanted from her brother but Gerald knew and it was impossible to do anything but place herself in his confident care.
The fifteen-year-old virgin gasped aloud as she felt Gerald's forefinger part her labia and enter into the citadel of her twat. His finger seemed too large and rigid, almost as stiff and threatening as the prick that was starting to emerge from Gerald's pajamas. This, too, was a mystery to Donna.
"Just take it easy, take it easy," Gerald intoned. "Relax and let yourself feel it. You have such a fucking beautiful cunt. I want to cum all over you, feel my prick explode inside you. You want it, too, don't you Donna?"
There was no need for Donna to frame an answer to her brother's rhetorical questions. Her cunt had begun to relax of its own accord, embarrassingly wet now, quivering palpably around the finger that was stimulating it so well. All sensation had been localized in that mysterious cavity. It was as if her whole body had been drawn into the hungry maw of her virgin fuck hole.
"Touch me," Gerald insisted. "Go on, you know just what I want you to do. Take it in your hand and make me feel good." Gerald shifted his weight again, practically forcing his stiff cock into his sister's inexperienced hand. He felt like he could cum on the spot as he had done so many times with other girls. Only this time it was different. There was nothing frightening about Donna. She was his sister, flesh of his flesh, a woman who understood him and whom he could trust completely.
Still, a pang of uncontrollable lust passed through the lad's body as he felt his sister's fingers making first contact with his throbbing meat. Her nails scratched the swollen head of his rod but added to Gerald's lust. There was little she could have done to turn him off at that late stage of the game.
Donna felt a brief moment of shame as she weighed her brother's cock in her soft hands. The thing seemed to be a good seven inches long and three or four inches thick, lined with hard veins and thicker at the base and head than in the middle. It was strange to feel the heavy burden palpitating in her hands, but Gerald liked what she was doing. For once in her life Donna didn't have to feel inferior to other women.
It took only a few minutes for Donna to learn how to please her lover. She coiled her soft fingers around the center of the thick shaft and then began to pull the loose skin back and forth over the swollen crown. Each stroke increased the rate and intensity of Gerald's breathing, to the point where Donna was able to ignore for a moment the storm of passion that was continuing to wreak havoc in her own luscious young body.
"It's so big and hard, I'm scared of it," Donna murmured a few seconds later, as much to herself as to Gerald. "You wouldn't do anything to hurt me, would you?"
Gerald ignored his sister's frightened question, just as she had done to him a few minutes before. He had the girl just where he wanted her, and there was no need for discussion. His finger had now penetrated her wet pussy to the last knuckle and it was a lot easier to see her now that his eyes were used to the night light.
His sister was incredibly beautiful, her tits jutting out provocatively from her slender birdlike torso, her soft ass grinding into the mattress beneath her. Everything about the girl was soft and young and innocent. Everything but her face which had transformed into a mask of naked lust. Yes, Gerald was going to get just what he wanted from the hotpants little sexpot.
Reluctantly, Gerald pulled his prick away from his sister's clenching hand. It was time to explore her pussy more closely, to get his tongue into that redolent fuck box. His mouth watered at the thought but Gerald was experienced enough to take his time and avoid scaring his innocent little sister.
Soon Gerald was lying with his head between Donna's thighs. The smell of her cunt was enough to drive him wild with sexual need. Her twat writhed open before Gerald's staring eyes, the freshest and most pungent thing he had ever experienced. His tongue protruded from his mouth, and then Gerald was ready to take the all-important next step. Using one hand to part the girl's soft pink labia, Gerald soon was able to work his tongue into the lovely little crevice. First he brushed his lingual organ against Donna's clitoris, more by accident than by design. It was surprising to feel the girl writhe and quiver before he was inside her, a fact that Gerald knew to file for future reference.
But soon the enterprising lad had worked his tongue all the way into his sister's twat. Her taste was unbelievable, pure, clean and intolerably stimulating. Gerald left his tongue in the fissure for a few seconds more and then started to rotate it slowly, knowing that it was too late for Donna to resist.
He reached up again and began to fondle the girl's tits, not bothering to be gentle this time around. Her nipples were red in the semi-darkness, outlined clearly against the snowy whiteness of her boobs. Donna's eyes were closed and it was impossible to know what the girl was thinking and feeling as he continued to work her pussy over with his greedy, insatiable tongue.
By that point Donna had given up trying to control or even understand the things that were happening between herself and her handsome brother. She had dreamed of moments like this but had never been able to visualize that actual details of sex. The reality of her passion was far better than anything the young temptress had ever dared to imagine.
"Yes, keep doing that with your tongue," she shouted aloud, shocked by her own boldness. "I can't tell you what it's doing to me. I never knew it could be like this. Stick it in further. Come on, Gerald, do it just like you were before. Aaahhh, Goddddd!"
Gerald felt a surge of power after hearing his sister's impassioned request. He forced his tongue deeper into Donna's dripping quim and then stopped short, feeling her healthy young vaginal muscles contracting around him. She was hot to trot, all right, ready to be brought to the first orgasm of her young life.
Gerald removed his tongue for the briefest interval, having noticed that the girl's clitty had become hard and protuberant from the friction of his unshaved cheeks. The tiny organ had filled with blood, turning dark purple and swelling to twice its normal size. It seemed as sensitive as his own prick, which at that point continued to throb against her shapely legs.
He experimented with Donna's clitoris, knowing that the girl was past the point of protest. The little flap of flesh grew larger under his careful ministrations. Soon Gerald was working it over fearlessly, occasionally allowing himself to bite into the incredibly sweet flesh. Instinctively he knew that the better he pleased Donna, the better she would eventually put out for him.
Donna reached down and held her brother's head in place with surprisingly strong hands. Every muscle in her magnificent, pubescent body was taut and on edge as she felt herself being carried to the verge of ecstasy. If only Gerald could fill her cunt and stimulate her clitty simultaneously, it would be sheer, unalloyed paradise.
Gerald soon decided that he had done as much as possible to stimulate his sister's erect pink clitoris. He lowered his head and stuck his tongue into Donna's pussy again, surprised by the copious flow of her vaginal fluids. The girl's cunt seemed to draw his tongue in with a strength completely out of proportion to the slender delicacy of her young body.
He found that it was easy to massage Donna's clitty with his right forefinger as his tongue continued its slow progress into the deepest recesses of her pussy. His own lust was almost forgotten for the moment as Gerald sensed the nearness of Donna's orgasm. He didn't understand women completely, but with his sister inexperience hardly seemed to matter.
Donna's eyes opened slightly but saw nothing. She was floating on a cloud and walking on a bed of nails simultaneously. Each stroke of her brother's tongue amazed her, opening new vistas of pleasure and lust. Was it possible for him to know her every secret, to control her body completely as he seemed to be doing? It was terrifying for Donna to lose control of herself but that too only seemed to increase the girl's needs and desires.
Donna wrapped her fingers in her brother's reddish blond hair, focusing her eyes on his deltoid and back muscles. The boy's head was bobbing up and down over her cunt. He was experimenting again, trying out all sorts of different strokes. Donna was tempted to tell him that it didn't matter, that every single thing he did was moving her closer and closer to her ultimate release.
Donna threw her head back onto the pillow, her cheeks tickled by the strands of her long blonde hair. Her eyes were glossed over with pleasure, every cell in her body tingled with anticipation of her climax. Donna felt herself turning into a woman as her brother slaved beneath her, totally devoted to her pleasure. It was her due. She was young, beautiful and passionate, like a girl from a movie magazine. Only Gerald had been perceptive enough to appreciate her merits.
To all intents and purposes, Donna's analysis was not incorrect. Her beauty was undeniable, her sensuality was being proved with every passing moment. And Gerald was more than happy to serve her pleasure. Of course to a purpose. Later, when the girl was fully satiated it would be his turn. Then the real fun would begin for Gerald Judge.
Gerald flicked his tongue around the entrance of his sister's moist, dewy quire. He alternated between fast and slow strokes, smiling inwardly when a particularly devastating motion would cause his sister to moan piteously and cross her ankles frantically around his incessantly bobbing head.
But now it was time to bring things to a conclusion. He worked his tongue in as deep as it would go, feeling the juices flow generously over his cheeks and nose. Gerald cupped his hands under his sister's firm buttocks, momentarily shocked into desire by the sweet smoothness of the lithe, taut globes. Ignoring his lust, Gerald worked double time, letting his index finger enter half an inch into Donna's pulsating asshole.
A few more strokes of his probing tongue brought Gerald's little sister to the first climax of her life. Donna felt her entire body start to heave and contract. Then all movement was localized in her cunt as her limbs stiffened in unbearable suspense. Her vaginal sphincter clamped down powerfully, making it impossible for Gerald to withdraw his tongue.
Donna hung agonized in limbo for another second and then experienced an explosion that seemed to dissolve every cell in her madly writhing body. Pussy juice seemed to cascade out of her palpitating fuck hole. One contraction followed another, each more powerful and moving than its predecessor. "Aaaaahhh, God, oooohhh," she wailed. Seconds later it was over, all but the lingering heat that seemed to irritate every square inch of Donna's flushed skin. She released her brother's head, her fingers stiff from the effort of grasping him. Then she let out a deep sigh and subsided gracefully into the mattress, as if ready to drop off into the sleep of the just.



CHAPTER TWO


Gerald Judge watched his sister sleeping for a few minutes, trying to understand his feelings towards the girl. Gerald wasn't a completely inexperienced young man where sex was concerned. His good looks and lithe physique had stood him in good stead over the past two years. Even now, when his thoughts should have been fixated on Donna, he could not help thinking about other women.
There was Judy, for example. Judy Jeffers, the first girl he had ever fucked. He had met Judy outside the local high school, had struck up a conversation with the girl and then asked her for a date. Their first evening together had been frustrating, but the second time Judy had shown him that she was more than willing to complete the handsome lad's sexual education.
It was so easy to sink onto the bed beside Donna and remember that happy afternoon when he had lost his virginity. He had borrowed the family car for the day and had met Judy in town, suggesting a drive into the country, Judy had been hesitant at first but it was all a game. An hour after meeting, they had parked the car and started walking into the forest, looking for a convenient locale for the consummation of their relationship.
"We might as well stop here," Gerald had suggested, finding a grassy copse. "I don't think anyone will bother us here."
The two youngsters sat down together under the shade of an elm tree, not having much to talk about. Both were after the same thing, and Gerald knew that he had only to play his cards right. Judy sat quietly beside him, evidently waiting for the lad to make his move. They were of the same mind towards one another.
But Gerald had waited a few minutes, admiring Judy's beauty, savoring the moments of anticipation. Judy looked especially good that day, dressed in a short skirt, tight sweater and sandals, her brunette hair pinned back from her oval face. She was wearing no bra and her tits moved provocatively as he watched her.
Finally Gerald took matters into his hands, wrapping his arm around the girl's shoulder and drawing her to him. He kissed Judy on the lips, delighted at the way the girl opened her mouth to receive him. Unlike the other girls he knew, Judy was not going to be coy or coquettish. She wanted him and he wanted her and things were going to be very easy.
But Gerald could not help being nervous about his lack of sexual experience. He had fooled around with enough girls but felt sure that Judy had gone all the way already. She was a year older than himself and simply too good looking and sexy to still be a virgin. That was out of the question.
Soon he had overcome his fears, reaching down to fondle the girl's tantalizing tits. The flesh was firm and smooth under her blouse. Judy was warm and soft and it was a pleasure to hear her breath coming short and fast. Obviously she was ready for anything, was going to let him do whatever he wanted.
It took only a few minutes to slip the girl's blouse over her head, leaving Judy naked above the waist. In the bright summer sunlight she seemed more beautiful than ever, the naked skin of her torso glowing irresistibly. Quickly Gerald lowered his head to her tits, placing his lips against her nipple and sucking the delicious pink pad into his hungry mouth.
Judy sighed with delight, knowing that she was in for a good time. She lay back on the grass, feeling it tickle her sensitive skin, keeping her eyes closed for the moment. Gerald was practically on top of her at that point, his prick already stiff beneath the thick fabric of his tight jeans.
Judy wrapped her arms around her lover's back, loving the way he would work on her nipples by turn until the soft rosy stars had reddened and hardened with desire. It was hard to tell how much Gerald knew about sex, but so far he was doing just fine, giving her not a thing in the world to complain about.
Soon Gerald grew more bold, undoing the girl's pants and slipping his hand under the waistband. To his surprise, Judy wasn't wearing panties. He could feel her soft dark pubic hair, which excited the boy's lust all the more. He had to get her naked, get into the girl as quickly as possible.
Judy did most of the work for him, shifting position so that she could wiggle out of the remnants of her clothing. And then she stood naked before her lover, her hips full and voluptuous, her waist long and slender, her legs parted so that Gerald could get a good look at her lovely brown snatch.
But Gerald knew better than to waste much time admiring Judy's body. The girl was his for the asking and he had to get naked as fast as he could. Clumsily, he struggled out of his clothing, feeling embarrassed as his cock refused to cooperate, making it difficult for him to pull his pants down over his ankles.
Soon he, too, was in a state of nature. Judy looked at the boy and could hardly keep from smiling. He looked like he was ready to cum on the spot, his huge prick bobbing up and down rhythmically, his balls tightened against his groin. She figured that she might as well make things even more pleasant for him.
Judy dropped quickly to her knees before her lover, reaching up to take his prick in hand. The shaft was hot and hard, palpitating ferociously in her cool fingers. She played with the rigid meat for a few seconds and then decided to let out all stops, show the boy how well she knew how to take care of her men.
Gerald was wobbly on his feet as he watched Judy's head moving closer and closer to his prick. He had never been blown before but knew from talking to his friends just what to expect. Before he could digest the novel experience, Judy had closed her lips around his swollen rod, brushing her tongue ever so gently against the supersensitive flesh of his purple knob.
And then her head began to bob up and down, taking in more of the succulent flesh with every stroke. Already she could taste a drop of cum pearling at the tip of her lover's cock but she knew that Gerald wasn't yet ready to part with his load. That wasn't going to happen until he had got into her twat.
In the meantime, Judy was more than content to suck her lover's cock. She had been fucking for four years and there was little about sex that she hadn't already experienced. She slid her tongue along Gerald's prick and then closed her lips around the thick bole, loving the way he would quiver with every good stroke.
The game went on for a few minutes until Judy decided that it was time for her to have some fun. She withdrew her head from the spit-covered cock and then lay down again on the grass, parting her legs slightly and letting her lover know just what she wanted. However, Gerald had no intention of returning the favor. Eating pussy was still out of his league.
Instead, he lay down beside the girl and quickly placed his hand between her smooth tanned thighs, seeking out Judy's twat with supple fingers. Gerald was surprised at the wetness of Judy's cunt, but didn't let it slow him down. He knew he could fuck the girl, and that was the only thing that mattered to him.
"That feels nice," Judy complimented her partner. "Go slow, though. I ain't going anywhere. Just relax, and you'll make it good for both of us."
But Gerald wasn't to be denied. He worked his finger deep into the girl's luscious quim and then began to rotate the digit, wanting to explore every inch of her vaginal canal. Judy's flesh was tight and responsive, closing down strongly around his probing finger, showing him she really needed it.
Gerald could feel his prick rubbing at the girl's thighs, turned on intensely by the smoothness of her resilient flesh. He began to finger-fuck the girl vigorously, sliding in and out, finding Judy would get wetter and more passionate with every stroke.
Judy reached down and took the boy's cock in her hand, delighted that it had lost none of its thickness and rigidity. She squirmed to remove Gerald's finger from her snatch, knowing how much better it would be to feel his seven thick inches of luscious cock pounding relentlessly inside her hungry cunt.
Now Gerald was lying on top of the girl, his chest bearing down hard on her resilient tits. His prick was at the gate of her love channel, throbbing palpably, dying for satisfaction. Judy parted her labia effortlessly and then slowly introduced the head of Gerald's prick into the luscious channel.
By that time, Gerald was no longer uptight about his lack of sexual experience. Judy was making him feel like a real man, was obviously completely satisfied with his erotic technique. Her face was flushed and her body covered with sweet-smelling perspiration. And it was the greatest feeling of his life to have his cock sinking slowly inside her magnificent body.
"Go slow," Judy cautioned him again. "I want us to cum together. It's so much better that way."
Little as he understood Judy's words, Gerald did all in his power to obey his mistress. He wanted to fuck Judy hard and fast, but it would have been foolish to contradict the girl. She knew more about sex than he did, and Gerald felt pretty certain he would have a good time no matter how they went about it.
"You can go in deeper now," Judy conceded. "Shit, you're so big I don't know how I'm going to handle you! Yes, it feels so fucking fine. I swear, I'm going to cum all over you. Aaahhhh…"
Gerald's prick had vanished, buried inside Judy's twat. He could feel his pubic hair mingling with her soft brunette tresses, could feel their bodies becoming one. Slowly, he withdrew his prick a few inches, only to force it back into the waiting orifice, more comfortable and unafraid than he could have expected.
Gerald lowered his head and kissed the girl's tits again, trying to ignore the storm that was raging in his genitals. He didn't want to shoot his wad too early, but it was impossible to keep his lust in check. The girl wasn't doing a thing yet, but already she had him on the verge of orgasm.
Judy sighed as she felt the boy's lips caressing her swollen tits. She wiggled her hips slightly, digging her ass into the soft green grass beneath her. Yes, Gerald seemed virile enough to satisfy any woman. She had done well in choosing him and this was the mere beginning of their lovemaking.
It became apparent to Judy that Gerald would be able to control his passion at least for a while. She began to meet the boy stroke for stroke, no longer asking him to go slowly. Her hips churned with great violence, her cunt contracting around his throbbing cock as if she wanted to rip it off Gerald's body.
Nor did it take Gerald long to get into the rhythm of sex. He leaned back and then slammed his prick into her waiting, hot twat, feeling a new kind of pleasure. It was as if they had been made for each other, perfectly fitted for erotic delectation. The girl's cunt was tight but not too tight for his huge organ. Everything she did contributed to his growing pleasure.
As he became more and more comfortable with his new mistress, Gerald began to experiment with sex, becoming more free in his movements. He would leave his prick buried in the girl's twat, loving the way her vaginal sphincter would contract around the thick shaft. Then he would fuck her violently for a few minutes, feeling the sweat mingling from their two aroused bodies.
Gerald raised himself up onto his outstretched, arms so that his splayed hands took most of the burden of his weight. Only his prick and balls were touching the girl now and her cunt seemed tighter than ever. Also, he could look down at her and gauge Judy's reactions. Her eyes were closed and Gerald loved to see how her passion was growing with each passing minute.
He wanted to fuck Judy in every possible position, make up for the years he had been lusting after women. Life had been lonely on the farm and worse at school. It was bad enough to see his sister walking around half naked all day, but then at school there were a hundred girls, each a potential sex object.
Now he had one of the best-looking girls in Delford in his power, lying beneath him, welcoming his sexual assault. It was hard to believe that Judy really wanted him but she was reacting perfectly, making him feel like a true virile stud.
Gerald lowered his body again, knowing that his prick had got as hard as it possibly could. It was easier to get inside the girl now, possible for him to withdraw so that only the head of his cock remained buried in her twat. Judy seemed to like that, even though he himself preferred deeper penetration.
Gerald began to run his hands along the girl's magnificent torso, starting with her tits and then working his way down to Judy's writhing hips. The girl raised her body a little, making it possible for him to cup his hands under her buttocks, bringing their bodies that much closer together.
It was an incredible feeling to squeeze his strong hands around Judy's firm smooth buttocks. Gerald continued to plow the girl as he explored her body, wondering if the copious flow of her pussy juices would ever abate. It was nice to fuck her when she was so wet but in a way it had been better when she was a little drier, when there was more friction.
But the lad knew that he had nothing to complain about. Judy was moving a lot more by that point, clenching her legs around his narrow waist and increasing the motions of her active vaginal muscles. She knew that she was close to orgasm but it was fun to delay the inevitable, keep the fun going as long as possible.
Gerald slipped his finger into the girl's asshole, hardly aware of what he was doing. It felt good to be penetrating the girl in two of her lovely orifices, and for a minute he wondered what it would be like to fuck the tighter channel. Still, that would have to wait until he had finished his first fuck.
Gerald freed one of his hands so that he could wipe some of the sweat from his flushed brow. It was getting hot as hell under the blazing afternoon sun, but he didn't mind that at all. He and Judy were like a single organism, heaving and moving with ever greater violence, their passion in perfect harmony.
Gerald removed his finger from Judy's asshole, wanting to be able to move more freely. Once again he removed his cock almost all the way out of her cunt, only to slam it in with greater force and passion. At that point, the girl began to moan as if he was hurting her, something that puzzled Gerald completely.
"I'm going to cum now," Judy announced, breathing heavily. "I just can't wait for you any more. You can fuck me as hard as you want. Come on, tear me to pieces with that big things of yours."
Gerald had little idea of the dynamics of a woman's orgasm. Still, he knew that he had been fucking the girl right. She was evidently pleased with him and her orgasm, frightening as it was, was bound to work on his behalf sooner or later. He continued fucking Judy in the same fashion, feeling her cunt clamping down harder on his motionless throbbing cock.
It was impossible to withdraw the organ an inch while Judy was churning her hips beneath him. Her tits were rubbing against Gerald's chest and every inch of her body seemed tense and poised. Quiet moans of passion emanated from between the girl's parted lips, a sure sign that she was almost ready to fly.
"NOW! It's happening to me NOW!" Judy shouted with shocking passion. "Don't move, don't do anything! I just want to FEEL you inside me. Come on, it's going to happen NOW!"
Gerald felt the girl's cunt contracting once more, just as her climax began. Her eyes were closed and swollen now, her body finally beginning to relax. Then he could feel a steam of pussy juice coating his body with its salty warmth.
Judy's orgasm lasted almost a minute. One spasm followed another and each time she came Gerald could feel her cunt drawing his prick further and further into her luscious young body. His own lust was forgotten for the moment, but Gerald found that he didn't care as long as he could keep his mistress so happy.
At last Judy's passion subsided. The girl opened her eyes and looked up at her lover, totally satisfied. Her cunt was wetter than ever, still churning around the thick cock that was filling it so delightfully. She stopped moving her hips for a minute, letting Gerald get his bearings again.
It was a sign for Gerald to serve his own passion, to fuck the girl as hard and fast as he desired. He raised his weight slightly and then began to move his prick back into her twat. It was obvious to both that he would shoot his load in a matter of minutes.
"That's it, you're so fucking strong," Judy sighed. "I was worried about you, but you're dynamite! Fuck me, fuck me HARDER!"
Gerald needed no further encouragement. He began to fuck the girl as if she were nothing but an object, a hole for his desperately horny rod. Judy was strong and fit, able to take whatever he chose to give her. She was still meeting his every movement, her cunt as tireless as the rest of her beautiful body.
Gerald could feel his passion mounting by degrees. His prick seemed harder and thicker than ever and his balls felt like they were going to explode from the long pent load of cum that had been plaguing him all afternoon. Just a few more strong strokes and he would be ready to fill the girl with cum.
Gerald soon found himself at the point of no return. He was alternating between short, choppy strokes and powerful thrustings of his thick cock. Looking down, he could see his veins standing out prominently from his cock, just as it did when he masturbated. No doubt about it, he would be getting his rocks off good and proper within a few more seconds.
A few more strokes brought him over the hill. Gerald found himself losing all consciousness, thinking of nothing but his irresistible passion. He rammed his cock in for the last time and then felt an incredible explosion inside his body. He attempted to slow down, but it was too late, too late to do anything but give free rein to his lust and passion.
Gerald could feel the cum leaving his prick, rocketing with cannon force into the waiting orifice of this young girl. He shot one load and then another, feeling his balls drained with an incredible sense of relief. It was as if there were no end to his passion. He felt like he could go on cumming forever.
But all good things must come to an end, even sexual passion. Gerald felt his prick wilting and then sliding from the girl's still clinging twat. He rolled off the girl and then looked Judy straight in the eye, wondering what was going through the girl's mind. She seemed as tired and confused as he did.
"That was nice, really beautiful," Judy finally panted. "I never thought you could be such a good fuck."
"You weren't bad yourself," Gerald answered self-consciously. "You're the best thing I've ever had."
Haft an hour later, the two youngsters were dressed and heading back for the car. Gerald had to be home early that afternoon to work on the farm. It would have been nice to stay with the girl, to try out some of the things he was now imagining. But that would have to wait until the next time they were alone together.
But things didn't go so well between Gerald and his girlfriend. They saw each other once more and then Judy seemed to lose interest. It took Gerald a few days to find out that she had been seeing another man, a man older and more sexually experienced than himself. It was a blow to his ego that had bothered Gerald ever since, coloring his sex life in a purely negative manner.
For six months after being rejected by Judy he had seen no girls at all. Then he had gone to a prostitute, having decided that sex was all right as long as it entailed no personal or emotional commitment. It was impossible for a good-looking lad like Gerald to stay completely away from women, but he swore that he would never let a girl fuck him over again.
All the while he had grown more aware of his sister's sex appeal. It wasn't just the way the boys at school talked about her. No, the girl was waiting for him, he knew it instinctively. She was young and passive and he could trust her completely. That was important to Gerald after having been hurt by another woman. It seemed so much safer to stay close to home.
But this was a fact that Gerald had refused to acknowledge. For two years he had lusted after his sister, occasionally finding solace in the arms of other girls. But, virile as he was, other women never seemed satisfied with Gerald Judge. Somehow, they seemed to know that he was holding back, that he would never be free with any woman other than his sister.
And now Gerald could no longer deny the truth of that statement. Donna lie sleeping on the bed beside him, naked and gloriously beautiful. He had eaten the girl's pussy with a sense of abandon that had seemed impossible after his failure with Judy. For that alone he would be eternally grateful.
On the other hand, Donna had shown that she would not be content to remain completely passive. She had been every bit as good in the sack as Judy, perhaps even more passionate and responsive. His cock was throbbing with desire as Gerald examined his sister's face and body. Soon she would wake up and then the real fun would begin, the complete consummation of their incestuous union.



CHAPTER THREE


Gerald Judge was not about to let his sister go on sleeping at a time like that. He did not have to look down at his prick to know that the thick rod was as rigid as it had been twenty minutes earlier. He had controlled himself for an unprecedented period of time but enough was enough. Thinking about his painful experiences with Judy Jeffers had made him desire his sister all the more.
Gerald knew he didn't really have to worry much about Donna. She was young and selfish most of the time, but he had changed her world in a way that could only work in his behalf. The girl had discovered her sexuality and Donna wasn't the type to be passive about it. She was young, healthy and remarkably free of guilt, considering the nature of her first sexual experience.
"Did you ever do that to anybody else?" Donna asked as she felt herself being woken, her voice deeper and more mature than usual.
"What do you think, that I've never fooled around before?" Gerald answered a little too defensively. "I didn't ride into town on a truck of watermelons, you know. Shit, there isn't a chick in this town I couldn't get into."
Donna giggled at her brother's bragging, but it did put a few doubts into her mind. Gerald was damned good-looking and even if he had refused to tell her about his sex life, she had been able to find out a few things about his dealings with Judy Jeffers. Besides, it stood to reason that most girls' were like herself, which meant that they had a similar capacity for sexual enjoyment. And most of them must have found Gerald pretty attractive.
Donna sat up suddenly, staring her brother directly in the eye. Her big tits jiggled enticingly as a byproduct of her nervousness, but Gerald met her gaze unflinchingly, an uncharacteristically peaceful and affectionate expression on his face. Suddenly Donna knew that there was something special between them, something he could never have with another girl.
Gerald's facial expression was enough to allay Donna's fears. Her brother had chosen her over all the older and better developed girls at the town high school. There was indeed something special between them, something she would eventually understand. Would he want other women also? Donna knew she had to find out more about sex and her brother, as soon as possible.
Thus, their interests coincided perfectly. Alone in the empty farmhouse, the two children could let themselves go without inhibition. Gerald reclined on the lumpy mattress and pulled Donna beside him. He would comfort her for a few seconds and let her get over her case of nerves. Once she was no longer so spaced out he would teach her how to put that gorgeous little body to proper use.
Donna snuggled comfortably into her brother's body. Gerald was sweaty but smelled nice and masculine. His muscles flexed gently around her, each like a live organism. He was very handsome indeed. His teeth were perfect, his eyes round and amber-colored, his nose short and straight. Donna didn't look too closely at her brother's physique. His muscles were nice but she was afraid to see the heavy cudgel that she had manipulated fifteen minutes earlier.
Actually, Gerald's cock had subsided to a more manageable size. Ordinarily that would have upset him but it was clear that it wouldn't take much from his sister to arouse him again. Gerald moved away from Donna, ready again, trying to decide what line to give her, how to talk her into doing his bidding.
But it was so much easier just to be active. Gerald took his sister into his strong arms and kissed her with passion, his tongue sliding all the way into her welcoming mouth. Donna met the onslaught gladly. It was more fun to fool around with Gerald than to think about it, immeasurably better.
Gerald explored his sister's tits again, hoping that Donna would take the hint and do a little feeling around on his own horny body. Sure enough, he could soon feel her arms encircling his back, the long cool fingers massaging his muscles gently. Soon she would move around to the front of his torso and let her hands touch his heavy throbbing prick.
Eventually Donna found that she was less frightened of her brother's sexual desires. His prick had hardened and filled with blood. His face was flushed as well, a similar blood-engorged color. Timidly, Donna reached out and touched the heavy wand, weighing it in her soft hands, shocked once again by the thickness and rigidity of the thing. This time she was going to please Gerald to the best of her abilities. Ignorant as she was of sex, Donna began to feel her self-confidence rising with every minute that passed.
Her long, delicately formed fingers surrounded the thick shaft, pulling the skin back and forth, occasionally venturing to touch the hypersensitive purple crown. The storm had abated and moonlight was streaming through the open window. It was easy for Donna to see just what she was doing.
The girl began to experiment, using her fingernails on the head of her brother's cock, tickling and teasing the incredibly sensitive appendage. It gave her a sense of power to drive her brother wild with desire, although Donna had little idea of the eventual outcome of his passion.
Donna let go of the huge machine temporarily, wanting to explore her brother's pendulous balls. The heavy globes seemed soft and vulnerable, not as sensitive as his prick, but nice in their own unique way. Donna squeezed the scrotum gently for a few moments, wondering if Gerald was ever going to say anything to her.
"That feels good, real good," Gerald finally announced. "I didn't think you knew how to jerk a man off right, but your hands feel fucking great. You've never done this before, have you?"
"No, not exactly," Donna temporized. "Don't ask any more questions. Just let me make you feel good, darling."
"You really want to make me feel good?"
"Oh yes, I'd do anything for you, anything at all," Donna insisted. "It's just that I don't really know what to do."
"Well, you could blow me," Gerald decided, trying to sound calm and reasonable. "I'll tell you exactly how to do it."
"I don't know if I could do that… take it into my mouth, I mean," Donna answered timidly. "Joanie told me about that once. It sounded so awful and dirty."
It took but a moment for Gerald to change his sister's mind. The thought of her thick, sensual lips surrounding his cock was sufficient to give the boy new powers of eloquence. He assured Donna that she would be doing nothing unnatural, that sucking cock was something every girl had to learn sooner or later.
Then Gerald sat up on the bed, bolstering his strong back against the oak headboard. His prick stood up straight from his groin, lined with thick, angry looking veins, bobbing gently but insistently as he watched his sister's changing reactions.
"Come on, all you have to do is take it into your mouth and kiss it and suck it a little. Just like a big candy cane."
Donna giggled, glad that her brother was making things easy for her. She was slightly nauseated by the thought of sucking the huge prick but she would do it anyway. The big organ was not to be denied. Besides, her brother had fired Donna's curiosity and there was only one way to satisfy it.
Donna squatted between her brother's parted thighs, slowly lowering her head toward the inviting target of his turgid rod. She placed a tender kiss on the purple crown, feeling her firm young tits pressing against the inside of his thighs. He had been right, Donna decided, there was nothing wrong or disgusting about using her mouth to satisfy her brother's lust.
Finally, Donna parted her bright white teeth, allowing the first three inches of her brother's meat to penetrate her moistly inviting little mouth. The thing seemed too large to handle at first, stretching Donna's lips and threatening to dislocate the girl's lovely chiseled jaw.
Donna was able to get used to the unfamiliar penetration. She found that her mouth was producing a great deal of saliva, the heavy flow making it much easier to handle the still motionless pecker. Little by little, she attempted to service the full seven inches of the fearsome cudgel.
Gerald folded his hands behind his head and tried to relax. He had what he wanted now, had talked his sister into sucking his tumid cock. Donna had no idea that she would soon be swallowing a veritable ocean of cum, but there was no need to tell her about it until the moment of truth had finally arrived.
In the meantime, she was doing a damned good job of turning him on, considering that she was a completely inexperienced little virgin. Her tongue was wrapped around his prick now, each stroke driving the handsome lad half crazy with desire. Yes, it wasn't going to take long for him to fire his wad.
Then Gerald allowed himself to move, rocking back and forth on his pelvis and shoving his prick deeper into Donna's unresisting mouth. In seconds he had reached the back of Donna's throat and was able to feel the girl gagging and struggling from the effort of handling his huge throbbing meat.
"That's right, baby," Gerald encouraged. "Just keep sucking and licking it. You're doing it just perfect."
By that point, Donna had overcome all feelings of guilt and shame. It wasn't as good as having her cunt and clitty licked but she definitely felt stimulated by the control she was exerting over Gerald's lust. It felt good to think of herself as a real woman, doing new and dangerous things with a man.
"Let it go out of your mouth and lick it a little," Gerald commanded his sister, more sure than ever that he could talk her into anything. "Just run your tongue up and down it, all the way. Especially the tip, that's where it feels best."
Donna gripped the thick member by its base, immediately protruding a pink wet tongue from her luscious lips. She ran her tongue along the shaft from base to crown, letting it linger around the collar before attacking the head. She could feel Gerald's whole body trembling. It was hard to tell if she was hurting her brother or giving him pleasure.
Her tongue was moving like a snake, coating every inch of the thick rod with a fine patina of sweet warm saliva. She could feel the blood throbbing through Gerald's prick, could feel his passion rising higher and higher. Still the boy seemed in control of his lust, at least for the moment.
"Do it to my balls," Gerald gasped, no longer trying to control his voice. "Lick them, just like my cock."
Donna obeyed her brother without hesitation, not realizing that the experience was as new to him as to herself. She held the soft globes in her right hand and then licked them gently, her tongue getting tickled by the wiry black pubic hairs. Sex was turning out to be a lot less complicated than she had expected. To her surprise she was actually enjoying it.
She began to act of her own volition, shocking Gerald by opening her mouth wide and taking both balls into that inviting cavity. Donna licked and sucked and dandled the heavy, soft spheres for a few moments, feeling her brother's prick brushing against her smooth pink cheeks and coating half her lovely face with a bath of her own warm saliva.
But Donna tired of that game, knowing that her real work consisted in servicing Gerald's still throbbing prick. Reluctantly, she relinquished his balls, holding her hand around the crown of Gerald's prick. Two seconds later the big organ was back in her mouth, harder and thicker than ever.
"Go ahead," Gerald insisted. "Suck it good, make your head move up and down on it. I know you can do it, Donna."
Now it was a matter of pride with the young girl. Donna had always felt young and callow compared to her brother, just an inexperienced, clumsy little girl. She was now proving that she had talents of her own, that it was child's play for her to work over the heavy cock filling her mouth so fascinatingly.
Gerald reached down and fondled his sister's tits as she continued to suck him off. Her knockers were absolutely fantastic, full and firm, pink and white, totally captivating. Occasionally when she would move the right way he could feel her cunt brushing against his legs. That turned Gerald on all the more, until it was a real problem to keep his passion leashed.
Donna surrounded his thick, aching-to-cum cock with her clinging pink lips, pulling hard. She could feel her cheeks getting hollow from the effort but her jaw was no longer tired or sore. It would have been nice to continue sucking his cock for hours, unlikely as that prospect seemed.
Then Donna began to experiment in earnest, trying to understand her brother's sensuality. Everything she did seemed to increase Gerald's passion, but some things were obviously better for him than others. At that point Donna brushed her long blonde hair out of her eyes, sensing somehow that Gerald would dig watching his cock slide in and out of her parted lips.
"Take more of it into your mouth," Gerald commanded. "Not the whole thing if you can't, but as much as you can handle."
Donna inclined her head further, wanting to please her brother at any cost. The first four inches of his prick slid into her hungry mouth easily enough. Soon the thick head was pressed against the back of her throat and Donna could not see how she could service another inch of the huge monstrosity. But the brave girl persevered, knowing that a lot was expected of her.
Her gag reflex turned out easy enough to control. Donna closed her bright blue eyes and then slammed her head down onto her brother's turgid rod, feeling it penetrate into the base of her throat. It was hard to believe, but she had done it, actually succeeded in taking in the full seven thick inches. Her lips were pressed against the boy's wiry pubic hair while her teeth rested firmly and gently against the thick base of his prick.
It felt good to have Gerald manipulating her tits as she kept his cock ensconced in the bottom of her straining throat. Donna could feel herself getting turned on all over again, though it seemed unlikely that she would have another orgasm this time. First she had to bring Gerald's desire to some sort of consummation.
A few moments later Donna let the thick weapon slide halfway out of her mouth. She had had trouble breathing before but now it was quite easy. Her hair was out of her eyes, her tits were pressed against Gerald's balls and her mouth seemed to need no further instructions as she drove the horny young lad closer and closer to the point of passionate explosion.
"Rub it between your tits," Gerald ordered the girl. "Go ahead, I want to feel it between those big knobs of yours."
Donna couldn't help being stimulated and flattered by her brother's command. She had been quite proud of her breasts since the luscious orbs had developed two years ago. Gerald loved her body, seemed to worship its beauty and desirability. The very least she could do was obey her lover's requests.
Donna pressed the hot throbbing organ against her chest, using her other hand to press her big tits together. Now her boobs were forming a channel for Gerald's cock, which slid up and down the soft skin in a hypnotic ceaseless rhythm. Every now and then his prick would protrude all the way to her mouth, allowing Donna to make further use of her talented lips and tongue.
"Take it into your mouth again," Gerald said a few seconds later. "I'm almost ready to cum now. Don't be scared. I'm going to shoot juice in your mouth, just like you did to me."
Donna felt apprehensive about the onset of her brother's orgasm, a feeling she could still not understand. She didn't like the idea of something being emptied into her virgin mouth, but it was far too late to protest. She would have to go through with it and hope that he had not been lying. After all, everything else they had done together had been more than pleasant.
Now the big prick was fucking her mouth fearlessly and with uncontrollable passion. Donna felt herself gagging again, but soon it was easy for her to regulate her breathing, timing it to the quickening strokes of her brother's rod. Her tongue danced over the taut skin and she could feel the blood rushing its way to the tip. Something had to happen soon.
But Gerald held his passion in check for as long as he could, not wanting to truncate the incredibly passionate experience. Donna was driving him crazy with her lips, teeth and tongue, using every possible combination of pressure, smoothness and friction. She seemed far more experienced than he had thought, the hottest and most passionate little tramp he had ever known.
"Oh, yeah, I'm going to shoot real soon," Gerald gasped. "I can feel it now. Any second I'm going to fill you with spunk."
Donna redoubled her efforts, dying of suspense, wondering what was finally going to happen to her. She felt a fresh drop of something warm and salty in the back of her mouth but ignored it for the moment. Gerald's face was red as a beet and his body was so taut that it seemed about to fly into pieces.
Finally Gerald could stand it no longer. He felt the cum welling up in the tip of his prick, forming a temporary reservoir. A few more strokes of his sister's talented lips and the lad was ready to fly. He forced himself to keep his eyes open, not wanting to miss the girl's reaction to her first mouthful of cum.
His prick began to move with ever greater speed, penetrating deep into Donna's passive welcoming throat. A few more short strokes brought Gerald completely over the verge. He held his breath and then allowed his prick to release its long pent-up fluids. Gerald felt two strong spasms of delight, each losing an incredibly copious stream of hot jism between the young girl's waiting lips.
"Aaahhh, shit!" he groaned. "Cumming, gaaah, my sister's mouth!!!"
Donna gagged at her first taste of semen. It was too much for her, too hot and salty. The stuff rocketed into the back of her throat and then flowed forward, spilling out onto her chin and trickling down her slender neck to form a sticky puddle between her heaving tits. Still, her brother's jism continued to come, until the girl was sure she would drown in scum.
The huge prick bucked once more and then released its final stream of cum. The hot juices squirted all over Donna's lovely face, some of it getting into her eyes. She was blinded and soaked with sperm, felt that it had seeped into her very marrow. And then, just as she was about to be terrified by her brother's passion, it subsided as quickly as it had begun.
Donna got up from bed immediately, groping for a towel. She mopped the sperm out of her eyes and then tried to clean it from the rest of her pretty face, embarrassed at letting Gerald witness her lack of composure. Donna felt certain that an older, more experienced woman would have handled the situation a lot better.
But Donna was soon reassured by her brother. Gerald waited until the girl had finished her ablutions. Then he wrapped his arm around Donna's naked shoulders and kissed her full on the lips, immediately tasting the last of spermy discharge. Donna was trembling prettily, her body amazingly soft and receptive, more womanly and appealing than ever.
"I guess we have to cut it out now," Gerald conceded after they had reclined together for five minutes, caressing each other tenderly. "It's almost morning and we can't let Mom and Dad see what we've been doing together, can we?"
"Do we have to keep everything a secret?" Donna asked candidly. "I mean, it was so damned good for both of us. You said that there wasn't anything to be afraid or ashamed of."
"I know," Gerald answered impatiently. "It's just that they wouldn't understand. They're old. They don't know what's going down. Anyway, most people wouldn't dig what we did together. You know what assholes they are around here."
Donna wanted to question her brother at greater length but soon thought better of it. It was good enough to keep things the way they were. It was their little secret and nobody else would ever know about it. In the back of Donna's mind there was a growing awareness of the power that could be derived from sex, especially when it was between brother and sister.
"Do you think Frank and what'shername, Gloria, will be with them?" Donna asked. "How long is it since we saw Frank? It seems like he's been away at school since we were little kids."
"It's not that long," Gerald insisted. "Four years, I guess. Shit, they'll be on the morning train, otherwise Mom and Pop were wasting their time."
Donna reclined on the bed as her brother groped for his pajamas. It was almost dawn and their parents would be back within the hour, having no idea what had happened in their absence. Next week Frank and Gloria would be married, certainly the most exciting thing that had happened to the family in years, with the exception of her recent initiation into sex.
Gerald kissed his sister before leaving, knowing that the girl would be asleep almost before he had closed the door to her room. He could trust Donna. She was young and not the brightest girl in the world, but she would know enough to keep her mouth shut, at least until after he had managed to take her cherry.



CHAPTER FOUR


Donna Judge woke up at ten o'clock, struggling to remember a particularly disturbing dream. As she rubbed sleep from her bleary blue eyes, the girl could remember dreaming of her brother and of another man, older and stronger and more virile. But she could remember no more about the dream, other than that she had experienced a great deal of sexual stimulation.
Donna dressed herself quickly, knowing that her parents would be home, along with her older brother and his fiance. She couldn't help feeling apprehensive about keeping secrets from her family, but Gerald had been right about that. It seemed highly unlikely that they would be sympathetic toward her plight.
Five minutes later, Donna had dressed and washed, finding that there was still a strange taste of semen in her mouth, a taste that brushing her teeth could not extirpate. She stepped timidly out of her bedroom and listened to the sounds of morning, wondering if her parents had gone to bed after arriving home.
Donna passed by Gerald's bedroom and noticed that the door was open. Looking inside, she could see that the bed was unmade and the room unoccupied. Gerald had evidently got up already and taken care of the morning chores. That meant that she would be alone until the others finally awakened.
Donna then tiptoed down the long corridor of the farmhouse's second floor until she had reached Frank's old room, unoccupied since the boy had left for college. The door was closed, however, and Donna could hear nothing inside but the sound of heavy breathing. It was impossible to tell if Frank was alone or if he was sharing his old bed with Gloria, his fiance.
That left only her parents to investigate. Their bedroom was somewhat isolated, built into an L-shaped wing of the upper story of the house. Donna kicked off her shoes, not wanting to disturb her folks if they were awake or to rouse them from well-earned slumber. To her surprise, the door of their bedroom was wide open, probably due to the intense morning heat.
Her first impulse was to leave before approaching the room directly. But something inside Donna told the girl to stay, to listen and see if there was anything she could learn. It was as if her parents had been away for ages, as if she had changed completely in their absence. She would be meeting them on new terms, as a full-fledged experienced woman.
Donna knew that it was wrong to spy on her parents. Theirs was a close family where privacy had never really been discussed. The small house necessitated a certain amount of informality but never had Donna taken advantage of that freedom. Stepping closer to the doorway, she could hear her parents talking, their voices hardly recognizable for some strange reason.
Instinctively, Donna knew that her parents were making love. She had never witnessed their amours in the past but this time she was going to look in on them. Gerald had taught her a lot about sex but there was no reason to assume that he knew everything. It could be most instructive to see her parents in action.
Curiosity had always been Donna's modus vivendi. Scared of the rest of the world, she had kept her observations in the family. It stood to reason that she would be the same way about sex. It was wrong to spy on her parents, she told herself again, but it was different now that she was more like they were. In any case, she would be careful not to betray her presence.
Soon Donna was standing in the framework of their bedroom door, knowing that the shadows of the morning would hide her presence completely. It was easy to peek into the room and look directly at the bed. Her parents, as it happened, were far too busy to think about the possible presence of an onlooker.
Donna gasped with amazement as she got used to the semi-darkness of the shuttered bedroom. Her parents were making love all right, but in a completely new and different way. It was nothing like what she and Gerald had done together.
Donald Judge was lying directly on top of his wife, his heavy muscular torso seeming to crush Catherine into the mattress beneath her body. It was obvious even to Donna that the two adults were fucking just like in the pornographic book she had seen once in the schoolyard. Their bodies seemed hot and sweaty and they were making love with a violence that was shocking and horrifying.
"More, do it harder," Catherine Judge sighed to her husband. "I'm almost ready to cum. Just shove it in a few more times and I'll be there. Yes, it's happened, I'm cumming."
This at least was something that Donna could understand. It looked as if her father was torturing her mother, beating the woman half to death with his furious, powerful penile strokes. But the woman was cumming, just as Donna had done a few hours earlier. Already she could sense a deep bond between herself and her mother.
That realization quelled Donna's fears for the moment. She watched with greater objectivity, actually able to see her father's prick entering and sliding out of the warm cavity formed by her mother's outspread thighs. Their bodies heaved together with synchronous lust, something that could not fail to stimulate her.
And then her mother started to cum, tightening her grip around her husband's midsection. It was like watching and listening to herself, Donna decided, the strangest thing she had ever experienced. Looking at her father's cock she could see that the man was every bit as well endowed as his handsome son.
Donald Judge slammed his rod in for the last time, using his free hand to caress his wife's heaving tits. He was smiling broadly as he brought the woman to orgasm, little knowing that their performance was being watched with such great avidity by his only daughter. He rested his weight against his wife's pelvis and then watched Catherine closely as she celebrated her climax.
Donna, too, was content to watch her mother once again, ignoring the transfixing sight of her father's huge, angry looking penis. What she was doing was wrong, but Donna could not have stopped if her life had depended on it. She was forging a new link with her family, as gratifying as it was puzzling and mysterious.
Indeed, Catherine Judge's orgasm was a sight to behold. At the age of forty-five she had lost none of her passion. Her body was still firm and voluptuous and she had found that sex was better than ever over the past few years. Her husband was as reliable as ever, having brought her to a state of orgasm as effortlessly as ever before.
She cried her passion aloud, knowing that its sound would not carry to any of her children's bedrooms. Her hips bucked violently as cum started to pour out of her pussy, drenching her husband's cock and dripping down her own soft thighs. Two spasms of intense passion seemed to drain the woman's lust completely.
"That was nice," Donald said, keeping his prick buried in his wife's still contracting pussy. "You really seemed to get off. I thought you'd be tired after being up all night."
"Never too tired to fuck you," Catherine smiled. "But you seem to be taking a little longer than usual. Do you want to try another position or stop and rest for a few minutes?"
"No, not exactly," Donald answered, his voice somewhat choked. "How about trying something really different. I haven't stuffed you up the ass for years, you gorgeous creature."
Donna could not believe that her parents were capable of speaking to each other in that manner. She had always assumed that they had some sort of sex life, but her father sounded every bit as sexy and dirty as her brother had. She could not understand everything that her parents were saying but the gist of their conversation was clear as day, even to a young virgin.
"You'll hurt me with that big thing of yours," Catherine answered, playing at being scared. "But I guess that's what you want and I can't stop you. Just give me a second to prepare myself."
Donald Judge removed his prick from his wife's dripping pussy, turning towards the door without really focusing his eyes in that direction. Donna was able to take an unimpeded look at his big vein-lined cock, which shone in the morning sunlight. It was, if anything, bigger than Gerald's rig. How could her mother possibly take such a huge engine into her body?
Catherine Judge rolled over onto all fours so that her ample buttocks faced Donna directly. Donna watched with quiet fascination as her father knelt behind the woman, quickly running his tongue along her thighs and buttocks and then worming it into her asshole. It was similar to the way Gerald had eaten her pussy but Donna was shocked to think that that part of a woman's body could also be used to satisfy a man's raging lust.
She shrank further into the doorway, knowing that there would be real trouble if her parents detected her presence. Still, it was easy enough to see everything that was happening. The fact of the matter was that Donald Judge was licking out his wife's asshole and simultaneously reaching around her warm sensual body to attack the woman's big tits with his work-hardened hands.
Both parents seemed huge to Donna, their substantial bodies developed from years of work on the land. They were like monolithic primitive idols making love, every muscle standing out coated with a fine layer of sweat. Donna could see that her father's prick was still hard, that there would be no let-up in their passion.
"I guess I'm ready now," Catherine announced, squirming away from her husband's probing tongue. "Take it easy on me, though. I'm getting a little too old for this kid stuff."
So saying, the beautiful older woman spread her legs wider, bending her back and exposing her asshole to the avid gaze of her husband and daughter. Donna could see the pink labia and dark brown pubic tresses between her large white buttocks. Despite the primacy of curiosity she was slowly and surely being turned on intensely by the sight of the older, passionate couple.
Donald Judge took his prick in hand, quickly moving it into position against his wife's asshole. He rubbed his heavy hard-on all over her buttocks and then gently rimmed the pink bunghole, less in a hurry about sex than Donna would have expected. Soon he was working the head of his rod into his wife's asshole, a feat Donna still considered totally impossible.
But the evidence of Donna's sharp young eyes couldn't long be denied. Her parents had shifted position so that she was able to take the scene in enfilade. The tip of her father's prick was now halfway into Catherine's asshole and the rest of the shaft was bending slightly. Donald's balls swung freely beneath his hairy torso. He was smiling wickedly, something Donna had never seen before.
Donald leaned his weight forward, forcing the rest of the head of his rod into Catherine's unresisting asshole. Donna could hear her mother grunt with discomfort as another inch of hot cock disappeared into her body. Donna could almost feel it happening to herself, she was so close to her amazingly virile father.
Donna's jaw dropped open as she watched the slow inexorable progress of her father's cock. The imperious tool was now most of the way into her mother's asshole, bent further with effort. The veins that covered its shining surface were bulging as if fit to burst. Still, the man moved forward, not to be satisfied until he had worked the entire sword into his wife's narrowest aperture.
With a last lunge he succeeded, causing Donna's body to wince and tremble as she empathized with her mother's helpless position. Her own asshole was so tight and tiny that it was impossible to imagine that her mother had been stretched and reformed from almost four decades of fucking. Eventually Donna realized that the woman's reactions indicated anything but painful humiliation.
Donna felt her nipples hardening as she watched her parents go through their erotic paces. She reached down and touched her tits, causing herself to tremble from head to toe. She did not have to fondle her pussy to know that it was soaking wet inside and out. The same hot, tingling, bittersweet sensations she had felt with Gerald were coming back to haunt her.
"Take it easy," Catherine Judge whispered to her husband. "I love the way that big cock feels, but you're going to tear me in two! Wait until I loosen up a little before you fuck me."
Donald Judge immediately ceased the in and out movements of his prick, contenting himself with rotating it inside the narrow channel of his wife's cornhole. He was all the way inside her and the woman had never failed him before. In a few minutes she would be giving as good as she was taking, bucking wildly all over the bed, loving every wicked inch of his pounding, thrusting cock.
Donna watched as her mother arched her back further, making an effort to relax her anal sphincter. Her muscles were taut and her tits were pressed into the pillow beneath her. Nonetheless, she was smiling, her face flushed and triumphant.
Catherine Judge reached around and grabbed for her husband's balls, wanting to keep the man happy while he was waiting to fuck her more freely. She clasped the tender globes and weighed them in her palm, jiggling the scrotum back and forth. Donna blushed as she compared her technique to her mother's professional ministrations. In one way they were identical in their approach, in another she had a long way to go to catch up to her mother.
By this time, Donna had unconsciously moved her hand down to her dripping little pussy. There was no way she could control her lust or watch her parents passively. Her body was absolutely on fire, yearning for some kind of satisfaction. Donna had fooled around with her lush young body before but had never really masturbated. In twenty-four hours she was learning a good deal about sex.
A finger slid between Donna's labia as she watched her mother being buggered. Her membranes were soft and smooth, coated with a steady flow of her pussy's secretions. Donna slid her finger in up to the third knuckle, bending her thumb and using its nail to stimulate the terra incognita of her swelling clitoris.
Donald Judge withdrew his prick partly from his wife's asshole, in the process breaking her grip on his balls. He was ready now and he hoped for Catherine's sake that she was ready, too. He had held back long enough and nothing was going to stand between him and the complete satisfaction of his raging lust. His wife had taken him this way before, and she would do it again.
Immediately, he rammed his prick back into Catherine's asshole, delighted as always by the smooth feel of the clinging tissues. His wife's cunt was as great as ever to fuck, but there was something special about the woman's asshole. For one thing, she often came when he buggered her, something Donald imagined few other women could do.
He rammed his cock in and then began to fuck the tight orifice just as if it were a pussy. Donna noticed how slow he moved for the first few moments, what tremendous control her father had over his lust. He was just as passionate as Gerald had been but so much stronger and more mature. Donna no longer feared for her mother's safety as much as she envied the woman her position.
In one sense, Donna had nothing to be jealous about. She was finger-fucking herself with abandon, masturbating in a way that she would have never discovered consciously. The sight of her parents fucking was enough in itself to drive the girl to new heights of passion. In combination with her own probing fingers the experience was opening up new worlds to the confused, innocent little sexpot.
Donald reached down and began to fondle his wife's pussy, wanting to make things better for Catherine. Sweat was pouring off his face now, waxing his mustache oddly. His stomach muscles were tightened and his biceps were bulging as they did when he worked, even though this was surely a labor of love.
Catherine Judge sighed with delight as she felt her clitoris being caressed with irresistible skill. She had cum once already that morning and prospects for a second orgasm looked quite positive. She began to move with her husband, digging her ass into his rock-hard midsection and grinding her hips from side to side, knowing that it would all be over soon.
Her motions increased Donald's pleasure all the more. He backed up slightly and then shoved his prick in full force. His cock remained buried in his wife's asshole as Catherine went through her paces. Looking down, he was hypnotized by the sight of his wife's dancing, unflagging, undulating buttocks.
All the while, Donna continued to masturbate as she watched her mother being buggered. Her hand moved from cunt to clitoris, back and forth, again and again. It was all the girl could do to keep from announcing her presence, leaping onto the bed and demanding to be made part of the action.
Donald let go of his wife's pussy, sure of the woman's orgasm. He shifted his grip to Catherine's tits, cupping the heavy pendulous globes and manipulating them roughly. His prick had grown thicker and harder than ever as it stayed in his wife's asshole. Within a minute or two he was due for a climax.
Then Donald removed his prick for the last time, so that only the thick red crown remained in his wife's orifice. He fucked Catherine with long, loving strokes, feeling the woman's passion rising in perfect cadence with his own lust. A broad smile continued to light the man's handsome features.
Donna shrank further into the darkened doorway, sensing that it would all be over soon. She let go of her hot little pussy for the rest of her parents' bout of lovemaking. Her eyes were riveted to their sweating, glistening bodies, while her own slender form swayed back and forth with unrelieved longing.
Donald was fucking his wife harder than before, Donna noticed, almost ready to spill his juices. He would withdraw his prick and then ram it in with great force and speed. Soon the thick wand was like a blur sliding in and out of the narrow aperture. Donna knew he couldn't hold out much longer.
Then the muscular farmer let go of his woman's tits, wanting to move freely as he approached his climax. He rammed his prick in once more and then felt Catherine starting to get off. The woman let out a loud cry of agonized pleasure and he could feel the pussy juice spilling out of her body and soaking the woman's white buttocks and powerfully muscled thighs.
"Keep fucking me, fuck me harder!" Catherine shouted, shocking her eavesdropping daughter. "Shit, I'm cumming now, it's finally happening. Don't stop, keep fucking me-e-e-e-e-eee!!!"
Donald felt a river of cum starting to build in his cock. He had held back for a long time, loving the feel of his wife's clinging asshole. Now his patience and stamina were at an end. He held his wife by the hips, digging his fingers into the tender flesh, not caring if he hurt the woman. He was ready now, could feel the cum rocketing out of his prick as if the thing were a water cannon.
Catherine sighed again as she felt her sore and tired anal channel being filled with semen. At first the explosion of Donald's prick made her uncomfortable, but then the fluids laved her from within, relieving the pressure completely. The woman lay on her stomach on the bed, feeling Donald's prick wilting inside her and then sliding out ever so slowly.
At that moment, Donna moved away from the door, pinning her lustful body against the wall of their bedroom. She would stay another minute and then flee for safety, before one of her parents got up to use the bathroom. She had seen a lot already but wanted to hear what her parents had to say to each other.
"I guess we'd better get dressed pretty soon," Catherine announced, snuggling next to her husband on the sweat-stained mattress. "You know, Frank and Gloria will be up soon, and we haven't even told Donna that we're home yet."
"She's probably still asleep," Donald answered. "You know, sometime I worry about her. She's at that age now and you really ought to talk to the girl."
"She doesn't need me," Catherine answered. "Kids learn things a lot younger nowadays."
Donna's parents lowered their tone to a whisper at that point, disappointing the young girl intensely. They were talking about her and Donna wanted to hear every word of that fascinating conversation. Still, it was dangerous for her to remain so near her parents. The confused young girl stayed for another minute and then began to withdraw down the corridor to her own bedroom. Donna practically broke into a run as she reached her own part of the upstairs floor. She was confused and bewildered by what she had witnessed. It was not so much that her parents had a sex life of their own. That was something that even a girl as young and innocent as Donna could have accepted.
But she had lusted after her own father, had actually imagined herself in her mother's place. All this the morning after she had sucked her brother's cock and allowed him free rein with her virgin pussy. If only there were somebody to talk to, Donna thought, somebody to explain it all to her.
But there was nobody she soon decided, nobody in the world who could help her understand her problems. It was something she would have to figure out for herself. Donna opened the door of her bedroom, prepared to drop onto her bed, hopefully to make some sense out of the chaotic events of the last day.



CHAPTER FIVE


But before she could get from the doorway to her bed, Donna Judge stopped short, realizing that she was not alone. There was an only vaguely familiar male figure reclining on her bed, flat on his back, unshod feet sticking straight up in the air. Donna stood in her tracks for a good twenty seconds before calming down enough to realize that the interloper was her brother, Frank.
Donna's first impulse was to turn and run, get away before she had to explain her confusion to a brother she hadn't seen in almost four years. Before she could turn tail, however, Frank rolled over on the bed, opening his eyes just long enough to detect her presence.
"Donna, I was wondering where you were," he intoned sleepily. "I had to spend the morning on the couch downstairs, and I couldn't sleep. So I came up to see if you were still in bed, sort of as a surprise. Guess the surprise is on me."
Donna stood before her brother, not daring to speak or move. She could only hope that he had not discovered either the expression on her face or the fact that her clothing was still a mess. Finally she looked at her brother directly, better able to recognize him, prepared to act the role of a loving, welcoming sister.
"No, I'm more surprised than you are," she stammered. "I knew you'd be here, but I thought you and Gloria would be in your room. Why did you bother trying to sleep downstairs?"
"Mother's Victorian ways, of course," Frank answered with a chuckle. "You know, she wants to keep up appearances. I guess she wants me and Gloria to wait for the wedding night or something."
So saying, Frank moved over on the narrow single bed and signaled for Donna to join him. Donna closed the door behind her and then went over to the bed. She was still nervous but knew that she would be able to cover it well enough. After all, there was no reason for Frank to suspect anything.
"You look terrific," Frank commented, kissing the girl on the cheek. "Damn, you were a kid when I left, a skinny little tomboy. I just can't believe the way you look now."
Donna made an attempt to return the compliment, finding that words were coming easier in her brother's relaxed presence. Frank, too, had changed a great deal in the years of their separation. He was twenty-two now, a mature, handsome man. He wore his hair long and unkempt and was dressed in an old pair of jeans and a ragged workshirt. And he was more handsome and masculine than ever, far better looking than she had remembered.
The two youngsters made conversation for a few minutes before Frank noticed something was bothering his sister. He waited a few minutes and then questioned Donna directly.
"You're on pins and needles, kid," he announced. "Come on, let your big brother in on the secret."
At first Donna tried to keep her secret, to tell her brother nothing of what she had been going through. But after looking into the man's trusting blue eyes she felt herself starting to melt, giving in to the urge to spill all. As she spoke, Donna moved closer to her brother, tucking her small, slender body into the crook of his arm and shoulder.
"I just can't understand what's happening in this house," she began, biting back the tears that rose unbidden to her lovely blue eyes. "First it was me and Gerald, then Mom and Dad. I'm so confused, Frank, I don't know what to do."
"Tell me more about it," Frank coaxed, cradling the weeping girl in his right arm. "Just start and let yourself go. Tell me everything. You know you can trust your own brother."
And Donna did manage to get her story told. There was no point hiding things from Frank. The man had an intelligent, knowing expression on his face. He was kind and obviously concerned about her confusion. Five minutes later she had told all, waiting for her brother's reaction, sure that he would condemn her acts.
"I can't say that I'm really surprised," Frank commented a few seconds later. "There are a lot of things I could tell you about this family, but maybe this isn't such a great time to do it."
"Tell me, Frank, I have to know," Donna insisted.
"Let's leave it at this," Frank concluded. "You're not the first one in the family to have that kind of experience. We've always been a little different from other people, no matter how hard Mom tries to keep things civilized. You'll understand it better when you're older, take my word for it."
"But, Frank, it's not normal for people to fool around with their relatives, everybody knows that," Donna continued.
"What do you mean, 'not normal'," Frank insisted with a smile. "How do you know what's normal. You're just a kid, living out in the middle of nowhere on a farm. People do lots of things that would shock you. I know what I'm talking about."
Frank drew the girl closer to him on the bed, anxious to allay Donna's fears. The girl was a little young for sex, but she had started already and he might as well be the one to complete her sex education. It seemed likely that they would be alone for an hour before anyone came to disturb them.
Donna was surprised to feel her brother starting to kiss her, his soft thick lips resting on her neck and shoulder. He was very different from Gerald and her father, much more citified and sophisticated. Also, he had always been the best-looking man in the family ever since they had all been youngsters.
Donna felt herself being stimulated again by her brother's uninhibited kisses. He started with her neck and then moved up to the girl's cheeks and ears, sucking the delicate skin into his mouth and biting into it occasionally. Then his hands began to move towards Donna's tits, scaring the girl again.
"No, Frank," Donna protested. "I just can't do it. I'm so scared and confused. Please don't make me do it."
"It's better this way," Frank insisted. "I can see that you want me and I can do a lot for you. Besides, you're a big girl now, and it's time you learned a few things about life."
Donna gave up her struggles immediately, lying back on the narrow mattress as her brother began to undress her. His hands were strong and sure, and Donna knew she wanted him. Frank was the only one who could straighten her life out. She had to trust him, no matter how scared she was of losing her virginity.
Soon she had been stripped to the skin which made Donna feel a little more comfortable. Frank stood up beside the bed and removed his own clothing without ceremony. His fiance would be waking up fairly soon, which meant he had to work quickly, not waste any time about fucking his glamorous little sister.
Donna gasped as she saw her brother's prick. Even in a state of flaccidity the thing looked a good six inches long, even thicker than her father's rod. Frank was taller and more slender than the other males in her family, but he was a real man. Already she was getting aroused at the thought of fooling around with him.
But Frank gave her little opportunity for conscious thought. He grabbed the girl roughly and then kissed Donna full on the lips, immediately plunging his tongue into her waiting mouth. He was lying practically on top of the girl's slender, voluptuous form, still amazed at the way she had matured.
"Be gentle with me, Frank," Donna said, not really understanding her own words. "I don't want you to hurt me."
"Just relax, I can't say you won't feel a thing, but I can promise not to hurt you," Frank answered, temporarily drawing his mouth away from the girl. "You're going to be a woman now, Donna, that's nothing to be scared of, is it?"
Frank kissed the girl again, this time concentrating on her astoundingly full and firm tits. He surrounded one of Donna's nipples with his broad mouth and sucked the delicious flesh in with lust. Already his prick was starting to harden, a sure sign that their sexual union was going to be a complete success.
Donna reacted to her brother's amorous caresses in record time. She was hot to trot already from watching her parents fucking, and Frank was making love to her with great skill, far more gentle and loving than Gerald had been. There was something about the man that was familiar and mysterious at the same time, making Frank all the more appealing to her.
Frank did not let his opportunity go to waste. He worked Donna over carefully, his mouth never resting. He moved from her tits to her slender neck and then back to the enchanting globes once again. All the while, he continued to grind his prick against the girl's soft, smooth skin, knowing that within half an hour he would be able to sink his cock into her virgin pussy.
He reached down and grappled with Donna's pussy, delighted at her innocence. The girl was still fighting him a little, keeping her alabaster thighs clenched tightly together. Gentle pressure loosened her grip and then the girl yielded completely, parting her legs and giving him complete freedom.
Donna sighed with desire as she felt her brother's finger sliding into her open pussy. His finger was long and warm, fitting her snatch perfectly. He worked it in one knuckle at a time, not at all in a hurry. Donna was able to lie back and relax, actually enjoying sex for the first time in her young life.
Frank continued to suck at the girl's nipples as his hand manipulated her dripping pussy. Her nipples had turned hard and dark under his care, just the way Frank liked them to be. It was an incredible stroke of good fortune to have caught his sister at a moment like that, he soon decided.
Donna was determined to show her older brother that she was not completely inexperienced where sex was concerned. She kept her thighs parted and then reached for his prick, shocked to feel that it was already rigid and elongated. She wrapped her hands around the thick shaft and pulled at it gently, thrilling to the pulsations and quiverings of the lovely organ.
Brother and sister rolled around on the narrow bed, trying not to fall off in the midst of their erotic exertions. Frank let go of the girl's tits and concentrated on her pussy, trying to ignore the way she was jerking him off. Gerald had taught the girl well but she still had a long way to go. Fortunately, he was more than willing to show her the way.
Frank was surprised at the wetness of his sister's snatch until he remembered her story of eavesdropping on their parents. It stood to reason that the inexperienced little vixen would be disturbed by what she had witnessed. As long as it did not slow her down in bed, Frank could accept that fact.
He removed his hand from the girl's pussy and soon replaced it with a hungry, knowing mouth. Donna lay back on the bed with her eyes closed and her arms folded behind her back, knowing that Frank would eat out her pussy even better than Gerald had done. The man was totally irresistible and there was nothing for her to do but recline and enjoy what he was doing to her.
Frank wedged his head between the girl's thighs, taking in the redolence of her young twat. Her skin was delicate and she was a perfect sex object, an incredibly gorgeous little piece of ass. Even if she had not been his sister, Frank reflected, it would have been hard to keep his hands off the little sexpot.
Finally his tongue slid into the fissure, seeking out Donna's already erect clitoris and having no trouble hitting its target. Donna quivered with anticipation as she felt the now familiar signs of sexual arousal in her young body. She was still confused and guilt ridden but was feeling better with every passing moment, more and more certain of her brother's judgment.
Her clitoris got hard and red under Frank's skillful ministrations. The man reached up and caressed his sister's swelling tits, wanting to turn on every part of her magnificent little body. He could forget his own lust for the moment, knowing that he would be satisfied long before he had to leave the girl's bed.
"That feels so good, when you do it with your tongue," Donna sighed. "I feel like I'm floating on a cloud."
"Wait until you get a taste of my cock in there," Frank answered, moving away from her twat for a moment. "You're going to love it, Donna. I'm going to fuck you like a real woman."
Donna started as she heard her brother's words. Yes, he was going to fuck her, a step that was irreversible, to say the least. But she wasn't scared of her brother any longer, no more scared than she had been of Gerald. The time was past for that sort of fear; the young girl was becoming a mature woman.
Frank took his time about eating out Donna's pussy. It was a pleasure in and of itself to lick the girl's twat but it was also important that she be completely relaxed before he tried to force his thick cock into her tight fuck box. So far she was doing fine, reacting just as he had expected.
All the while, Donna continued to stroke and fondle her brother's cock, wanting him to be as happy as she was. Her hand moved gracefully and freely as she felt herself learning about sex. Frank was very comforting to be with, the only man she could really trust. There was no doubt in Donna's mind any longer. He would take her cherry and she was going to love it.
"Suck my cock for a minute," Frank told his sister. "I want to be hard when I fuck you, really hard."
"But it's hard already," Donna protested. "I don't mind doing it, but I can't see how it could get any stiffer."
"Let me worry about that," Frank answered, smiling at her naivete. "Let me see if you're as good as you say you are."
It was a challenge that Donna could not resist. She and her brothers had always had a teasing, playful relationship and now Frank was testing her again. In any event, the girl knew that she was able to turn a man on with her lips and talented tongue, something she had proven quite recently to her other brother.
Bending her head forward, she surrounded the thick knob of flesh with her lips, sucking it immediately into the warm, moist cavern of her adolescent mouth. Then Donna quickly demonstrated her recently learned skills by doing her best to take in the full length of her brother's huge dork, impossible though it seemed. Her mouth slid down the man's prick an inch at a time until Donna could hear her brother moaning for mercy.
She continued to suck at the heavy rod, wanting to spare Frank none of the pleasures he had evoked in her own genitals. Her tongue moved like a hummingbird gathering nectar, covering every square inch of Frank's prick with warm spit. Donna gripped her brother's balls in her right hand, dandling and fondling the soft spheres as her lips and tongue wrought havoc on his cock.
"Enough, I don't want to cum in your mouth," Frank gasped a few seconds later. The young girl was almost too much for him, with an unlimited capacity for sex. Frank had fucked young girls before and knew that even for that age his sister was something special. He would satisfy her eventually, but it wasn't going to be nearly as easy as he had first thought.
Donna knew that her virginity would soon be a thing of the past. Frank was looming above her now, his stiff prick brandished like a scepter in his right hand. He was looking at her in a way that could not be misunderstood, his face a mask of undisguised lust. Donna felt a unique sensation of peace descend upon her as she lay back and gladly awaited her fate.
Frank crouched between his sister's thighs, his whole body trembling with anticipation. He was a little scared of what he was doing, but not enough to be stopped. The girl had to learn about their family's mode of sex sooner or later and it was a good thing that he was there to teach her. He would have been abrogating his responsibility not to go through with his plan.
He held his prick at the entrance of Donna's cunt and then worked the thick head between her dripping wet labia. The girl sighed with delight as she realized that her brother was going to go slowly and take it easy on her. The thought of his huge prick going into her narrow cunt was enough to strike terror in Donna's heart, even after what she had seen her parents doing that morning.
Now the man's prick was going into her pussy. Donna felt her labia being separated and then closing again as Frank moved from cunt to clitty. It felt good to have both areas stimulated simultaneously but soon he was concentrating on her vulva, working his thing in one inch at a time.
Soon Frank could go no further, having run up against the invisible barrier of his sister's intact maidenhead. He stopped for a moment, knowing that he could no longer be gentle. There was only one way to deflower a woman. The sooner you got it over with the better. He bent down to kiss his sister's mouth just as his weight moved forward, forcing his cock all the way into the breach.
Frank had to put his tongue deep into Donna's mouth to keep the girl from screaming. His prick practically bent double with the effort of stretching her cherry. Donna was tighter than he had expected but there was no way he could stop himself or even slow down now that he was inside her. She would have to take it like a woman, just as he had told her.
Donna felt as if she were being torn in half. The huge prick was splitting her, rearranging her from within. She was a total slave to her brother at that point, having no control over what he did to her. And she was enjoying that sensation, wanted nothing more than to be obliterated by his raging lust.
Frank stopped short as he felt his prick sinking in to the hilt. He could feel his pubic hairs mingling with his sister's tender tresses. It was best to hold still for a few seconds and let her try to get used to him. So far she was being a brave girl, taking pain with her pleasure and not complaining about it.
Then his prick began to move, from side to side at first and then in and out of the bleeding hole. Donna felt weak and faint but stimulated too, more strongly turned on than ever before. Her brother's prick was the only thing she could concentrate on. It seemed impossible that there could be anything so hard and strong and imperious, absolutely impossible.
Soon she learned to love every inch of the thick shaft as it probed her from within. Frank went slowly, savoring his sister's twat, knowing that he was making it easier to fuck her with every patient stroke. Frank kissed his sister again, this time merely brushing her lips with his pointed tongue. It was the best way to let Donna know how proud he was of her performance.
Still, Donna was unable to move. Frank's weight and the thickness of his cock were too much for her. All she could do was recline and feel what he was doing to her. Occasionally she would gasp with pleasure and surprise, guessing correctly that she would not hurt her brother's feelings in doing so.
A few moments later she was able to move, tentatively at first, but then with growing confidence. Frank removed only the first two inches of his prick with every stroke. Donna dug her ass a little deeper into the mattress and then raised her hips slowly to meet his next thrust. His prick slid in easier than before, delighting the girl and encouraging her to go further.
"Let me move," she pleaded. "You don't have to do anything. Just lie there and let me make you feel good."
Frank lifted his weight from the girl's heaving body, more than content with her suggestion. Donna was catching on amazingly quickly and there was no reason not to let her work out a little. Her labia still clung tightly to his rigid cock and there was nothing she could do to change that, however clumsy the little sexpot might turn out to be in her movements.
Donna swayed her hips from side to side, not wasting her opportunity. Her brother's prick was hot and hard and it was wonderful to be able to slide her cunt up and down the huge thing. Each movement, in whatever direction, fired her passion further. Donna knew that she would cum again and that her orgasm would be a thousand times better than the one she had had with Gerald.
She ran her fingers along her brother's back, kissing him on the neck, grinding her tits into his strong chest. There was nothing she wouldn't do for her brother, even let him fuck her up the ass as she has seen her father do to her mother. He was her master and her teacher. She no longer had a will of her own.
Frank found that he could not remain stationary for long. The feel of his sister's clinging labia and tight pussy walls was something no virile man could have resisted. He dropped his weight back onto the girl's restless body and began to fuck her properly, as he had wanted to do from the start.
Donna winced with pain as she tried to get used to the new way of penetration. Her brother's prick was more imperious than ever, taking precedence even over her desires. Nonetheless, he was still making her hot and bothered. In a way it was better to ignore her desires and be taken by surprise by them.
"Are you going to cum soon?" Frank asked, forgetting that he was talking to a virgin. "I don't know how much longer I can hold out. Your cunt is so tight it's killing me."
"I'm almost there," Donna answered anxiously. "Please don't stop. I need you, Frank. I've got to have that big, fat cock of yours. I love it, every inch of it."
Frank stepped up the pace, slamming his cock in and out of the orifice that was just large enough to handle it. His sister's words slowed him down a little but there was only so much control he could exert over his lust. Fortunately, it seemed that Donna was almost there. Her pussy lips were beginning to palpitate and her body was stiffening, a sure sign of impending orgasm.
Ten seconds later, Donna started to come. She couldn't recognize the sensations at first. There was a burning sensation suffusing her entire body but it was more intense in the deepest reaches of her still bleeding twat. Her nipples felt as if they were going to burst into flame. All the while her hips and ass were moving, refusing to let the huge cock slide out of her body.
Then Donna was overwhelmed by a sensation that she had never previously imagined. All feeling was localized in her churning pussy. The man's prick seemed twice as large as before, fucking her completely in every cell of her taut body. At last she was able to relax, just before the tension became too much to bear.
Donna felt a flood of pussy juice leaving her vulva, separate streams of come leaving her empty and weak. A last spasm of pleasure brought her to her senses again. Despite the totality of her orgasm she still felt sensual and wanted to go on fucking, wanted to feel her brother experience a similar reaction.
"Fuck me, come on, keep fucking me, don't stop now," she urged, feeling free for the first time to speak her mind. "I love your prick. It's big and hard and it hurts, but I love it! Fuck me in my cunt! My cunt is hungry for you. FUCK ME IN MY CUNT!"
Frank tried to ignore his sister's words again, wanting to make the bout of fucking last a little longer. It was impossible, though, the girl was just too much for him. He continued to fuck her, looking down at his bloodstained cock and wondering how much more come the girl could produce. She was a true prodigy, the most sensual and responsive woman he had ever planked.
His prick slid in and out and then Frank's hips started to careen wildly. He doubled each stroke, finishing off with a vicious twist that brought a look of astonishment to his sister's beautiful face. He was almost there, could feel the come welling painfully in the tip of his prick one last stroke and Frank could feel the hot juices cascading out of his body.
Again Donna gasped with astonishment as she felt her cunt being drenched in hot, thick, sticky scum. The fluids rushed into her, filling her cunt to capacity and then oozed out again, dripping down the girl's delicately molded thighs all the way to her knees. She felt as if she were made of semen, as if it had penetrated into her every pore.
At last Frank's passion subsided and Donna could feel his prick shrinking to normal size inside her. She lapsed back onto the mattress and closed her eyes, feeling the afterglow of penetration. Frank had been right, of course. He had fucked her and done her no harm. Turned her into a woman, as a matter of fact.



CHAPTER SIX


Gloria Rankow strode across the unfamiliar field fighting her anger and wondering how the argument with her fiance had started. It was bad enough having had to spend the night alone, owing to the moral vagaries of Mrs. Judge, but then Frank had broken his word, failing to come up to the bedroom at the appointed time so that they could be alone together.
Frank had explained his tardiness in a most unsatisfactory manner, saying that he had been having a serious discussion with his little sister, a nasty looking little beauty whom she had glimpsed briefly outside the kitchen. He had refused to go into detail about their conversation, but that was not by any means the worst thing that the young man had done.
Once they were alone in the bedroom, Frank had refused to fuck her, despite the fact that the house was empty and nobody could have disturbed them. He had complained of tiredness, of not sleeping well on the couch. That sort of thing had never colored her man's lust in the past and now it could do nothing but contribute to Gloria's suspicions.
Frank had never talked about his family in any kind of detail. They seemed to be strangely quiet and introverted people. The mother and father had been quite icy in their welcome and the daughter and younger son had made no effort to meet her. Sooner or later they would have to accept her and deal with her as a person. Gloria was not the sort of woman to be slighted under any circumstances.
She had ended up yelling at Frank and running out of the house, refusing to let him accompany her. They had had their share of arguments in the past. Their relationship was stormy and passionate, just like both their characters. Still, this fight had been confusing and inconclusive. Gloria could not really understand the basis of her suspicions.
It was a warm summer morning, almost noon actually, with the sun beating down mercilessly on the carefully tended fields. The farm was as Frank had described it, small but quite productive and actually very pleasant to look at and walk around. For a city girl like Gloria Rankow it was exciting and exotic to be in such a rustic and bucolic setting.
Aside from the Judge farm, the region seemed almost deserted, protected by hills on one side and a large lake on the other. It must have been strange to grow up ten miles from town and five from one's nearest neighbors. One thing was certain. She and Frank were never going to move in with his parents.
Gloria found her mood improving as she paced the perimeter of the Judge farm. She could see Mr. Judge mending fences on the far boundary but did not bother to approach him. No, the man was tight-lipped and unfriendly. He would have to make the first move if they were ever going to be friends.
"Hey, you must be Gloria," a young masculine voice interjected into the midst of Gloria's reverie.
Gloria stared around in all four directions trying to find the source of the unknown voice. She smiled as she saw a filthy masculine form emerge from beneath what looked like an abandoned tractor. It had to be Gerald, the younger brother of whom Frank had spoken so fondly in the past.
"I've been working on this damn tractor all morning, otherwise I'd a come in to say howdy," Gerald announced, wringing sweat from the waistband of his work shirt. "Anyway, it's a real pleasure to meet you, but I'm too dirty to shake your hand."
"If you clean up a little, I might even let you kiss me," Gloria teased the obviously good-natured youth. "Look, there's a hose over there. Come on, I'll wash you down and then maybe you'll smell a little less like Old Macdonald."
Gerald returned the girl's smile, confused by her urban accent and whimsical manner of expression. Gloria was something to see, all right, a tall, slender woman whose short skirt and tight sweater left little to the imagination. She had a big pair of tits for such a thin body, as Gerald couldn't held noticing.
Gerald pulled his shirt off and loosened his trousers, walking over to the hose Gloria had indicated. He closed his eyes and threw his hands out as if waiting to be baptized. Gloria looked the boy over for a moment and then turned the nozzle of the hose, loosing a stream of cold water onto the top of his head.
"Shit, that's cold!" Gerald shouted. "Take it easy, you're supposed to be cleaning me, not turning me into a snowman."
"You're covered with oil, I'll never get you clean," Gloria answered. "I guess I'll have to scrub you down."
So saying, the girl balanced the hose on an end of the tractor, directing the stream in Gerald's general direction. She grabbed the well constructed lad by the shoulders and turned him around, immediately wiping his back with a rough piece of reasonably clean cloth she had found next to the water spigot.
A few minutes later, Gloria was as wet and cold as her younger charge. It was impossible to clean the boy and stay dry simultaneously. However, her adventure improved Gloria's mood almost immediately. Gerald was a nice boy, not nearly as much a wiseass as his brother. He was good-looking, too, but that was something she had anticipated in advance.
"Come on, I have some towels next to the tractor," Gerald said a few moments later. "You're going to get a cold running around like that. You should get some dry clothing."
"Let it dry in the sun," Gloria answered mischievously. "If you don't mind my being naked, that is."
Gerald tried to be cool about the situation, not letting himself say a thing. He would have given his left ball to see the girl naked but could not express himself about it with even a veneer of sophistication. The two youngsters sat down behind the tractor and Gloria realized that they were completely out of Mr. Judge's sight. She could take off her wringing wet blouse without looking like some kind of whore in the man's eyes.
Gloria reversed her blouse and then drew it slowly over her head. Frank tried not to look but it was apparent that the girl hadn't been wearing a bra. To his surprise, Gloria did not stop with her blouse, kicking her skin-tight jeans over her ankles and sitting down beside him clad in nothing but a filmy wet pair of near transparent panties.
It was almost too much for Gerald to take. A few hours before he had been sucked off by his sister, but it had only added to the healthy young lad's desire for more. Now he was inches away from the most beautiful and sophisticated woman he had ever seen. What the hell was he supposed to do about it?
Gloria made that decision for him, saying a few words to Gerald and then kissing him playfully on the cheek. Her mind was made up. Obviously there was something going on between Frank and his little sister. As long as that was the case, there was no reason for her not to make turn-about fair play. And the boy was turning into an easy enough mark, she reflected as Gerald returned her kiss, putting his arm on her shoulder and trying to force his tongue into her mouth. The boy was stripped to the waist already and his overalls were falling below the belt line. Soon he would be as naked and aroused as herself.
Gerald took the fascinating girl in his arms, still unable to believe what was happening to him. Her tits were pressed provocatively against his chest and she had her hands running up and down his back. A girl like that could be fucked. She had a lot in common with his first girl, Judy Jeffers.
Gloria was still quivering as her body dried in the shade of the resting tractor. She held her new lover close, feeling the boy's prick getting stiff behind his trousers. Soon Gloria reached down and began to fondle the stiff rod, not bothering to liberate it from the confines of its clothing.
Just as she had predicted, Gerald wasted no time getting out of the rest of his clothing. As Gloria slipped her panties off, the boy stripped to the skin, having some difficulty getting his erection free. That made Gloria smile, as did the thickness and rigidity of her newfound toy.
Gloria rose to her knees before the boy, pressing her lovely pert face against his groin. She ran her tongue through his pubic hair and then moved closer to Gerald's pulsating prick. The boy looked like he might shoot in her mouth but she had to take that chance, show him a good time before they fucked.
It was impossible for Gerald to accept the fact that a woman could be that free and guiltless about sex. After all, it had taken hours to convince his sister to suck his cock. Now this complete stranger was doing it on her own without having been asked. Yes, he would fuck her for sure before they returned to the house.
Gloria let the big prick slide all the way into her mouth. She had handled Frank's seven inches in the past and knew that she could do it just as well with his brother. Her throat gagged a little, but soon the thick rod was firmly buried in her throat. Gloria kept it there for a few minutes, looking up coyly at Gerald, seeing that the boy was almost faint with excitement.
Gloria allowed the rod to slide partway out of her mouth, only to suck it in again immediately. Her lips and tongue were a bewitching combination and Gerald could soon feel himself aroused as never before, turned on beyond belief.
It was with great disappointment that he felt Gloria's talented mouth slipping away from his prick. Gerald looked down at the girl and saw that she was squeezing her own tits, manipulating the pink broad nipples much as he had done to his sister. Gloria's tits were a little smaller than Donna's, but they were hard and firm, the prettiest things he had ever seen.
Gerald took the hint quickly, making the girl lie down beside him on the soft green grass. He ran his hands over Gloria's lush boobs and then replaced them with his mouth. One nipple slid between his lips and turned harder than before, sweet and spicy at the same time. All the while his prick continued to throb and Gerald wondered when he'd be able to get into the girl.
"Eat me," Gloria commanded, her voice lilting and saucy. "I'm sure a big boy like you knows how to eat cunt. Come on, let me see what they teach you out in the boonies."
Gerald sensed that he was somehow being insulted. It was the first time in his life that he had come up against urban snobbery. The girl was challenging him, acting as if he knew nothing about sex. Well, Gerald had done his share of fucking in the past and had satisfied better women than Gloria. He would fuck the bitch until she came and begged him for mercy.
Gloria leaned back against the tractor, parting her incredibly long and sensuous thighs. The girl looked like a fashion model, tall and trim and muscular, although her tits were a lot bigger than you usually see in magazines. Gerald watched with amazement as she began to finger herself, parting her soft pink labia and introducing two fingers into the crevice between.
Her hand danced around Gloria's pussy, sometimes stroking and pinching her clitoris, other times stretching her labia to the point where they were almost disfigured. Despite his pounding hard-on, Gerald could not stop looking. He was paralyzed, not knowing what the girl wanted him to do.
Finally he took the plunge, crouching before Gloria and working his tongue into that enchanting honey pot. Gloria tasted quite different from his sister. She must have washed her cunt with some sort of aromatic soap. It was impossible to believe that it could be that spicy and delicious naturally.
Gerald's technique turned out to be more than satisfactory. Gloria sighed with appreciation as she felt the young man eating her out. Nobody could equal Frank at eating pussy but for a young man Gerald was something else. His tongue seemed extra long, able to penetrate into her deepest reaches.
"That's nice, real nice," Gloria commented, reaching down to stroke the boy's wet hair. "Just keep doing that for a few seconds, and then you can fuck me. Yeah, I mean that. You can take your big cock and stick it into my twat. You want to fuck me, don't you Gerald. Well, eat me out right, and I'm all yours."
Gerald continued to work his tongue into her delicious cunt. He reached up and grabbed Gloria's tits hard, unable to stand the sound of her insinuating voice. He smiled inwardly as he felt the girl wincing. She was a wiseass all right, but once he fucked her she would be as sweet and submissive as Donna.
And it was definitely time to get down to some serious fucking. Gerald pulled his head away from Gloria's twat, but didn't let go of the girl's tits. Her nipples tickled his palm, they were so hard and perky. He had to get on top of her and suck those nips again as his prick slid into her open cunt.
Gloria lay back of her own accord, not frightened of the little roughneck but every bit as horny. Her eyelids were heavy and sensual as she watched the boy mount her. She had to hope that he wouldn't stick it into her and come in twenty seconds as young boys are wont to do. Still, he was a member of the Judge family and she had to give him the benefit of the doubt.
Gerald took his prick in hand, guiding it toward the fuck box that had so fascinated him. Gloria's body was smooth and hairless, her limbs long and incredibly supple. Before he was inside her she had gripped him around the waist with her thighs, making it impossible for Gerald to withdraw.
"It's so big, so fucking big," Gloria moaned. "I like them that way, the bigger the better. But put it in faster, all the way. I want it, I want all your cock."
Gerald did not keep the lady waiting. He leaned his body forward and made contact with Gloria's tits just as his the bolt slid home. Gloria's snatch was lot more commodious than his sister's but that did not bother Gerald. He knew that he could fuck the girl with abandon, give her the works.
He began to move immediately, slamming his prick in as if attacking the girl. Gloria wrapped her arms around the boy's back and drew his face to her own, kissing him deeply. Her tongue darted into Gerald's mouth and met his lingual organ. That calmed the boy down, just as she had expected.
"That's it, slow and easy, you're fucking not playing football," Gloria commented. "You're nice, Gerald, you really know how to turn a woman on. Let me feel your cock again."
Gloria reached down and took Gerald's stiff prick in her right hand, using her thumb to worry the vertical slit at the very tip of the thing. Then she held Gerald's rod against her clitoris, tip to tip, the two most sensitive parts of their pulsating bodies. Gerald shivered with lust, scared of the woman's erotic knowledge, wanting to fuck her normally again.
Soon his prick was back inside Gloria's pussy, throbbing and heaving again. Gloria moved with her lover, refusing to lie still for a second. She moved like a snake, as if there wasn't a bone in her lithe body. Gerald found that he hardly had to move at all, that she was willing to do the work for him.
He ran his hands along Gloria's body and then cupped them under her ass, bringing the girl closer to him. That way he could bury his face in Gloria's slender chest, suck at her nipples again. Gloria sighed as she felt the boy's prick moving deep inside her. She was going to come very soon.
It was hard for Gloria to move her body in the new position she had assumed. Her legs were bent around Gerald's torso and he had a firm grip on her tits. But the boy could not stop her pussy muscles from doing their number, squeezing and gripping his prick as if her life depended on it.
Gerald moved slightly, allowing the woman to recline again. Gloria kept her hand on the back of his head, wanting Gerald to suck her nipples. She caressed the boy's ass and tickled his bunghole with her right index finger, stopping when she realized that she was frightening him again.
Gerald began to hump the girl, slamming his chest against her thin body and showing Gloria no mercy. His prick felt strong and virile, able to hold out as long as necessary. The girl had to come, just as his sister had, to show him that he was a man who could keep a girl happy in bed.
He fucked Gloria fiercely, never stopping for breath, feeling the sweat flying off his face. The girl continued to move with him, exerting subtle counter pressures, never relaxing for a moment. Her body was rubbery and hard now, incredibly responsive, so lithe that he felt fat and slow by comparison.
But then the girl started to come, letting her passion out in a series of short choked cries. Her cunt began to tighten and flutter around Gerald's prick, turning the boy on more and showing him how close he had come to his goal. Just a few more hard strokes of his weapon and she would be his slave.
Gloria let out one last strangled cry of passion and then let the boy take her over the verge of sexual ecstasy. Her cunt tightened and loosened repeatedly, caressing the big prick that was driving her to distraction. Her orgasm went on and on until Gerald was scared again. He was used to responsive women but Gloria was obviously in a class by herself.
Even after her passion had abated, Gloria continued to move frantically, shaking her head back and forth, grabbing for her lover's balls and ass, rubbing her tits shamelessly against his chest. The boy was almost ready to come and she could not relax until he had filled her with spunk.
Gerald smiled down at the girl, knowing that she was his friend. Sure, there had been a teasing kind of competition between them but he had made her happy and now she was going to return the favor. He stroked Gloria's tits for the thousandth time and then tried to concentrate on the burning lust in his own body.
"You're going to come now, aren't you?" Gloria gasped. "I can feel that big thing vibrating. You can do it Gerald. Just shove it in good and hard, let it explode in my cunt."
Two more strokes and Gerald was able to obey. He felt the come shooting out of him without warning, as if his prick were a firehose. He came twice, the second gob of come soaking the girl up to her uterus, causing Gloria to cry out again. For a moment Gerald thought the bitch was coming again.
He left his prick in for a few minutes after coming, loving the feel of her clinging tissues. At last it was time to separate their bodies, gingerly untangle their limbs. Gerald got up and dressed himself quickly, holding himself erect with all his muscles tensed. Gloria was quite pleased with his vanity.
"You people are some fucking family," she commented admiringly. "When I met Frank I thought he was a damn hayseed. And when he told me about you people, shit I thought I was going to tobacco road. What the hell goes on here, anyway?"
"What do you mean?" Gerald answered. "We're just like any other family. Nothing strange about us."
"Oh sure, tell me about it," Gloria teased. "I think it would be a good idea if you and Frank and me and Donna had a little talk without your parents around. Maybe we could get to know each other a little better, if you get what I mean."
"Sure," Gerald answered. "My folks will probably be going into town again tonight. We can do whatever we want."



CHAPTER SEVEN


At eight o'clock that evening the four youngsters, Frank and Gerald and Donna and Gloria, cleared the dinner dishes and tried to make small talk as they waited for Mr. and Mrs. Judge to clear out for the evening. They were going to see some friends in town, much to the delight of the younger generation.
Dinner had gone quite well, somewhat to Gloria's surprise. The young woman had been quite well entertained by Donald and Catherine, especially for former, whose sense of humor had appealed to her from the first. Still, she was no closer to understanding the family she was about to join.
After the parents had left, the four youngsters sat at the dining table and finished a few bottles of beer, a new experience for Donna who had previously been forbidden to drink. Conversation was rather strained at first until Gloria took things into her own hands and decided to get at a few basic truths.
"Look, we might as well be honest with each other," she began. "I don't want to put anybody down or make judgements but we seem to be in a pretty unusual situation."
"I don't know about that," Donna responded. "I mean, we're just an ordinary family. Maybe we're a little closer than families where you're from."
"Look, we're all sitting here hiding all sorts of secrets from each other," Frank interjected. "We might as well lay our cards on the table and be honest. Now, you, Gerald, don't try to tell me that you and Donna haven't been fooling around."
"Sure we have, why not?" Gerald answered somewhat testily. "You got anything against that."
Frank realized that the conversation was about to become an argument, the last thing he wanted. He directed the discussion for the next few minutes, aided by his wife, who was more than willing to confess to her adventure with Gerald. Within fifteen minutes, the entire story had emerged.
"You are a weird fucking group of people," Gloria insisted. "I like your way of life but I'm curious about it. I just don't understand how you got into all this shit."
Frank tried to explain that the family had always been close, especially himself and his mother. They had been private people, preferring their own company to that of outsiders. Things had changed during his adolescence but now they all seemed to be drifting back into their old lifestyle.
Donna looked at her older brother, afraid to ask what had gone on between him and their mother. Eventually Frank answered the question on his own, confirming her worst fears. Catherine Judge had had sexual relations with her eldest son long before she was aware of such things.
"But why did you stop?" Donna asked, unable to curb her impatience. "And why didn't you ever tell us before?"
"There was some trouble once between Mother and Uncle Larry, her brother," Frank explained. "Seems they were kind of close as children and he never approved of her marrying Pop. Once he found out that we were tight together he threatened her with something, but I don't know why she's afraid of him."
"Maybe you should ask her about it," Gloria concluded. "I mean, we can't go any further with this until you do. For now, I suggest we forget the whole thing and go into the living room. I have a surprise for all of you."
The confused foursome trooped into the living room and waited for Gloria to reappear. She did so a few minutes later, bearing a hand-rolled cigarette between her lips. Gloria sat down and lit up the cigarette as if it were nothing unusual. Only Frank had any idea of what she was really doing.
"It's grass – you know, marijuana," he explained to his brother and sister. "We got into smoking it at school. It's good, even better than corn liquor. Try it, it won't hurt you any."
Gloria inhaled deeply on the joint and then passed it to Gerald. Gerald, a non-smoker, inhaled timidly but found that the smoke did not burn his lungs. He passed the joint to Donna and the young lady tried to emulate her peers, ending up with a severe coughing fit for her trouble.
Three joints made the rounds before Gloria was certain that they were all sufficiently stoned. Her eyes were somewhat glassy but she figured that she was the least wasted of the four, having smoked grass since her high school days.
"Well, here we are," Gloria announced, "Sitting around stoned without a thing to do. Gerald, you haven't said a word to me in the last half hour. Come on, sit next to me. You know you don't have to be afraid. I won't bite you too hard."
Gerald blushed as he sat beside the girl. He had fucked Gloria and should have achieved some mastery of the girl but she was still treating him like a child. But there was no reason not to be friendly with her, particularly now that he knew his brother had beaten him to Donna's cherry.
Gloria wasted little time letting the group know what plans she had formulated for the evening. They were to be alone for a good three or four hours and she was in the mood for an orgy. She kissed Gerald full on the lips and then cuddled up against the lad, wondering if the grass would have any affect on his virility.
She soon discovered that there was nothing to be afraid of. Gerald returned her kiss with real passion, not caring if his brother and sister saw him in action. He reached immediately for Gloria's magnificent tits, fondling them through the thin fabric of her blouse. He knew that it would not be long before Frank and Donna joined in on the fun.
Frank was more than glad to have another opportunity to fuck his beloved little sister. Donna had been an incredible fuck the first time around and it was likely that she'd be even better now that the burden of guilt and confusion had been lifted from her shoulders. Orgies were new to Frank but as long as it was kept within the family he was all for them.
Donna sighed with desire as she felt her brother starting to kiss her again. She was still confused from the grass, which seemed to be having strange effects on her mind. Everything was very fuzzy and unclear but she felt quite good. As long as Frank was there things would be all right for her.
Meanwhile, it had not taken long for Gloria and Gerald to get things moving together. They had stripped to the skin a minute after their first kiss and were lying together on the couch, kissing and caressing like there would be no tomorrow. Occasionally Gerald would look over to the other side of the room where Frank and Donna were getting started but Gloria was not the sort of girl who could be ignored or slighted for very long.
She lowered her head down to Gerald's crotch and wasted no time in taking his already stiff prick into her loving mouth. Her lips surrounded the head of the shaft and soon she was up to her old tricks, swallowing the full seven inches of Gerald's rod and keeping it buried deep in her throat.
"Shit, I wish you could teach Donna to suck cock like that," Gerald moaned after a few seconds of fellatio. "She was pretty good but nothing like you. I mean, you're really fantastic."
"You shouldn't say that," Donna interrupted from the other side of the room. "I did a damned good job sucking you off. Besides, nobody else ever complained about me."
The four youngsters realized that it was ridiculous to be separated by the length of the living room floor. Frank led Donna over to the couch and cleared an area beneath it, doubling the rug so that it could serve as a giant mattress. He invited Gerald and Gloria to recline with himself and his partner, knowing that the four of them were in for the time of their lives.
At first Frank was the center of attention, keeping one arm wrapped tightly around each girl's torso. He kissed Gloria and let his hands wander down to Donna's naked tits, squeezing the nipples gently and thrilling to the feel of the girl's response. Then he quickly signalled to Gerald to get in on the fun.
Gerald decided to try his sister out again. He sat on the couch and drew Donna to him so that she was crouching on her knees on the rug. His stiff prick was pointed right at the girl's mouth, and Donna began to suck it without hesitation, wanting to prove she was as talented as Gloria.
Frank watched the two youngsters for a few was incredible to be stoned and watch the two brothers fucking and sucking with their little sister.
Experienced cosmopolite that she was, Gloria still had never seen anything to match the Judge family. Her own sexual escapades, wild though they had been, were like nothing by comparison. The three Judge children did not really look that much like one another, but together they formed a continuum of common features, facial and physical. They were really something to see.
"Let's switch positions," Gerald suggested. "I want to fuck her. You got her first, and now it's my turn."
"Sounds fine with me, but we ought to ask Donna," Frank answered. "You've got to treat women with respect."
"How about it, kid, you ready for me?"
But Donna was too far gone to answer her brothers. Her body was on fire with lust, absolutely out of control. It didn't matter WHO fucked her or whose cock she sucked. Very soon she was going to come no matter what they did to her. She let go of Gerald's cock but maintained her position on the floor, more patient now than usual, knowing she would soon have her satisfaction.
The men changed position quickly. Gerald crouched behind his sister and grabbed at her ass, squeezing her soft white globes and rotating them from side to side, getting a good view of his sister's pink asshole in the bargain. Soon he worked two fingers into her pussy, noting with delight that it was every bit as tight and inviting as it had been the night before.
His fingers were replaced a few moments later by the boy's seven inch cock. Gerald took his time about fucking his sister, knowing that he had all the time in the world. The evening was young, and their parents wouldn't be back for hours. Besides, he had to save some of his energy for Gloria.
Donna waited nearly a minute before starting to suck her older brother's prick. She wanted to get used to having Gerald in her cunt, deal with one organ at a time. Once she felt comfortable with Gerald, it was easy to incline her head upward and start to service Donald's throbbing meat.
Then the talented sexpot found that it could be pleasant indeed to have two healthy studs whaling away at her young body. She timed her fucking and sucking motions perfectly, keeping both men happy and making sure that they kept her happy. Their three bodies started to move with perfect harmonious unity. Gloria sighed with delight as she watched them do their thing. Soon enough she would get in on the action, but for the moment it was good enough to watch them as she frigged her own moist pussy.
And the best part of the show was just beginning. Donna had found herself overwhelmed with passion as soon as she had been able to accustom herself to the feel of two pricks sliding in and out of her perfect little body. It was as if a hundred hands were caressing her body, creating a cornucopia of sexual delectation. Donna could not stand up long to that sort of stimulation, as she soon proved to her brothers.
Frank felt his cock disappearing into the girl's gaping throat as Donna's orgasm began. The girl began to grind her body back and forth, servicing the two pricks together and then individually. And then her body stiffened suddenly and Gerald felt a river of pussy juice pouring onto his balls and groin.
It was the longest and most devastating orgasm of Donna's brief sexual career. Starting deep inside her overloaded pussy, the spasms racked her entire body, causing her to shiver with satiation. Her climax went on and on until Frank began to worry about the girl's capacity for lustful fulfillment.
As soon as her orgasm had ended, Donna rejected the two cocks that had served her so well.
Gloria was up to the occasion, to state the case mildly. She looked at the two brothers and then shifted her glance to their crotches. The two hard-ons were impossible to resist, worked up as she was from her masturbation. Gloria got off the couch and lay on the floor, abandoning herself to the two satyrs.
"I'll fuck her up the ass and you can have her cunt," Frank announced, violating the canon of equality he had formulated for his brother. "Later on we can switch."
It was no sooner said than done. Gloria was placed on her right side. Frank moved in back of the girl, taking up a similar position, while Gerald lounged before her, wasting no time in lifting the girl's leg over his side and making it easy to slip his rigid rod into her waiting quim.
It was a new position for him but Gerald liked it immediately. He rammed his cock in hard, knowing that the woman was already lubricated. He reached bottom with the second stroke and then began to grind his chest and muscular midsection against Gloria's body, knowing how easy it was to turn her on.
Frank waited another minute before getting in on the fun. He slid down Gloria's body and then began to eat out her asshole, using his fingers to smear some of her pussy juice into the smaller orifice. The dual lubrication soon had the girl ready to take in the full seven inches of his prick.
"Go slow you two," Gloria cautioned, not yet completely satisfied with the new arrangement. "I'll fuck both of you all right but I don't wanted to get skewered on those big cocks of yours. Let me do the moving for now. Hey, I said take it easy."
Frank knew his fiance well enough to ignore her cries for mercy. Gloria had proven on past occasions that she could handle any sexual situation. Laughing, he rammed his cock directly into the girl's well greased bunghole and began to fuck Gloria lustily, timing his strokes to match those of his brother.
After a few minutes, Donna had straightened her head enough to watch her two brothers fucking the girl. She had to admit that she liked the scene, especially the way Gloria was reacting to the dual attack. She had been weak and confused but Gloria was handling the scene like it was second nature to her.
The girl was pressed between her two lovers like the filling of a sandwich, but not for a second did she stop gyrating her body, throwing herself from side to side. Her energy was incredible. It was hard to think that so slender a girl would be so strong and in control of things.
Frank and Gerald were not taking it easy on the girl, fucking her for all they were worth. Gerald especially was fucking like an animal, sweat pouring off his face, every muscle in his body clenched with lust. His prick would move all the way out of the girl's pussy and then be quickly reinserted, making a loud schlucking sound as it hit the bottom of Gloria's quim.
Frank was being a little gentler about things, savoring the feel of Gloria's perky asshole, squeezing her buttocks around his cock before entering her. His hands were wrapped around the girl's body and stroked her tits, pinching and manipulating the nipples until they were red and puckered.
Gloria was keeping her lovers busy, not content to lie back and merely enjoy their stimulation. She kissed Gerald on the lips and then bit into the boy's tongue savagely, causing him to wince with pain. Then she reached around her body and found Frank's balls, which she coddled for a few minutes in her long fingers.
"Shit, I'm going to come; you dudes are too much for me, OHHHHH, NNNOOOOOWWW!!" Gloria shouted, pulling her mouth away from Gerald.
She had her orgasm a few seconds later, writhing between her lovers and then letting out another cry of passion. Both cocks stayed buried in the deepest recesses of her body as the girl went through her paces. A few seconds later she was finished coming, though she didn't slow down.
Gerald continued to fuck the girl hard and fast, slamming his prick into her pussy, hardly aware of Frank's presence. Actually, he could feel his brother's prick inside the girl's body, as only the thinnest layer of flesh separated their organs. Gloria's pussy seemed tighter than ever and soon the familiar signs of impending climax overwhelmed Gerald with lust.
He shoved his prick in once more and then allowed himself to come, withdrawing before he had shot his load completely. The hot juice poured out of the tip of his cock and splashed all over Gloria's groin and stomach. She reached down and put some of the come on her fingers, raising it to her mouth and savoring the rich, saline flavor of the fluids.
Frank, as expected, was the last to celebrate his orgasm. He had taken his time and now had the girl all to himself. He worked his prick in good and deep and then fucked the girl from within, using his powerful stomach muscles to take care of any needed motion. Soon he was breathing heavy, holding Gloria close as he prepared to fill the luscious beauty with cream.
Another stroke and he was there, pumping furiously until he had emptied his load into Gloria's elastic asshole. He pulled out immediately and collapsed onto the floor, his eyes glassy from sexual exertion. It had been a damned good orgy so far but Frank was tired, too tired for more.
"Hey, Donna, don't just sit there," he announced. "Get us a few more beers. Me and Gerald have to have a break."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Donna did her brother's bidding gladly, walking naked into the kitchen and soon reappearing with four cans of beer. She herself was no longer tired, was ready to handle both her brothers again, but it was obvious that the men needed some rest. That made Donna feel all the more competent by contrast.
The four youngsters sat around for half an hour listening to music and talking about various matters. The subject of their strange family was not brought up, although it was on everybody's mind. That was too serious a matter to discuss while they were having a good time. Frank knew that there would time enough for it before the wedding was consummated.
It was fun to sit around swapping stories. Gloria was an especially good raconteur and soon had Gerald and Donna fascinated by her stories of urban life. After a while, the impressionable adolescents realized that they could not take the girl literally, that she was as imaginative as she was sensual.
Nonetheless, Gloria had led a rich and active life, especially where sexuality was concerned. She had started fucking at the age of thirteen and had not slowed down since. Her first lover had been a much older man but after that Gloria had not been too choosy, had taken her men from all age groups and walks of life.
She and Frank had met during their second year of college and had become close almost immediately. Gloria admitted she had been attracted to Frank from the start, despite his country origins and unsophisticated manner of expressing himself. They had been together ever since, although they had never been possessive about each other, hadn't interfered with each other's life.
"I guess you could say I've made it with every kind of person in the world," Gloria concluded. "It's got to be that way. You have to be free, otherwise why bother to go on living."
"You're just saying that," Gerald interrupted, not liking the way he had been left out of the conversation. "You never made it with your brother the way Donna did. Shit, I'll bet you never even laid another woman, did you?"
Frank had to chuckle at his brother's innocence. Gloria had on more than one occasion showed that she could get off as well with another girl as with a man. He tried to tell Gerald about it but the boy continued his teasing ways. Obviously he still felt childish with Gloria, had to assert himself.
"Did you really go to bed with another woman?" Donna asked, finally coming out of her shell. "One of my friends told me about that once but I never thought it really happened."
"It does, honey and it ain't bad," Gloria answered with a smile. "Fuck, I'd never want to stop fooling around with men but it's different with a chick. Women understand each other. They're very gentle and loving. See what I mean?"
"I guess so," Donna answered tentatively. "But I don't think I could ever do it. It sounds so strange and I can't really believe that it could be as good as with a man."
"Maybe you two ought to try it," Frank suggested, throwing a wink to his younger brother. "We've done everything else around here and me and Gerald need a rest. You could put on a little show for us, until we're ready again."
Donna looked at her older brother, hoping against hope that he was not really serious. She could not deny that she was sexually attracted to the slender, sophisticated older girl, but lesbianism was out of her purview. It seemed degrading and perverse, something she would always be ashamed of.
"They're not giving us much choice, honey," Gloria commented, moving next to the girl in the center of the rug. "I can teach you a few things. It'll make you a much better, more mature woman."
Gloria had chosen her words carefully, finding Donna's weakness and exploiting it without shame. She had been wanting to fool around with the gorgeous fifteen year old blonde since meeting Donna, and at last she had her opportunity. Her words and the encouragement of Donna's brothers was enough to turn the trick.
Gloria took the innocent girl into her arms and kissed Donna on the lips, going slowly, having no intention of frightening or intimidating her. The girl's body was soft and sensual and her mouth tasted like a fresh mountain stream. They were going to have the time of their lives together, Gloria knew.
Gloria's tongue slid sensuously into Donna's mouth, finding the young beauty's tongue and mingling with it, sharing her saliva. Then, after a proper pause, she reached down for the girl's tits. Gloria knew from long experience that you could not hurry things with a young girl. It was best to take one's time and let things develop at their own inherent pace.
Donna felt quite uncomfortable making it with a woman, despite the beer and marijuana that were racing through her system. Still, it was nice to be the cynosure, to feel the eyes of her brothers riveted to her naked body. Eventually she was able to relax and enjoy herself a little. Gloria was doing all the work in any case, allowing her to play things by ear.
Once the older girl had started fondling her lovely breasts, Donna knew that everything was going to be all right between them. There was something mysterious and dangerous about Gloria. She was a woman who had done everything and seen everything. Indeed, there was a lot to be learned from such a woman.
She lay down on her side next to Gloria and let the girl have free run of her magnificent, plump little body. Gloria broke their kiss and then moved her mouth down to Donna's tits. The heavy boobs were just perfect, she decided, the softest sweetest tits she had ever seen or handled.
Gloria was very gentle about initiating the girl into the Sapphic mysteries. She caressed one tit and sucked the other nipple between her thick, sensual lips, her eyes lit up with desire. Donna's nipple hardened immediately under her relentless onslaught until it looked and tasted like a fresh strawberry.
"Oh, that feels nice," Donna found herself saying involuntarily. "You're so gentle. It's much nicer than with a man. Shit, I feel like I could come now."
But of course Donna was a long way from celebrating another orgasm. She lay back and let the older woman work on her body for a few minutes, feeling the warmth spreading from her tits all the way down to her gaping pussy. Soon she would have to work on Gloria as well, but that could wait for a while.
The two girls kissed again, much to the delight of their avidly attentive audience. Gerald stared passionately at the two girls, astounded by what he was seeing. So much had happened in the last twenty-four hours that it was difficult to digest. Still, he had nothing to complain about and knew that he would get to fuck both girls again before the evening had ended.
At that point, Gloria stepped up the pace, sliding her body along Donna's plump and lovely torso until her head was facing the girl's crotch. She turned Donna over onto her back and then forced her body between the girl's ivory thighs. Two seconds later she was working on Donna's pussy.
It was the moment of truth for Donna Judge. In her wildest fantasies she had never imagined herself making it with another woman, especially one of Gloria's caliber. Fucking her brothers and seeing her parents in bed had been shocking enough but now she was in deep water indeed.
But it was impossible to worry now that the older girl was assaulting her pussy. She could feel Gloria's tongue running up and down her labia, moistening the tender folds of flesh and teasing them with surcease. She was getting wet inside in record time, almost ready for the real thing.
Gloria continued to go slowly with her young charge. She was content for the moment to explore Donna's pussy from without, to slide her tongue all over the outside of her vulva, occasionally making passes at the girl's erect clitty. Her own body was on fire with lust but it would take a while before Donna's courage was sufficient to let her return Gloria's favors.
Donna sighed with delight as she felt her clitoris being stimulated. Gloria was incredibly gentle, keeping her hands on Donna's big soft tits as her tongue did its work. She brushed the girl's clit and then moved back to her labia, this time forcing her tongue an inch or two into the breach.
And then Donna began to feel a lot more comfortable about things. She was aware of Frank and Gerald's presence but it no longer made her feel self-conscious. No, the only thing that mattered was the way Gloria as turning her on. Without knowing what she was doing, Donna reached up for the other girl's tits.
It was the first time she had been that intimate with a woman. Donna touched the hard, firm boobs and shivered with delight. Gloria was warm and responsive, but there was also something hard and masculine about her. Her boyish body contained an aggressive, self-assertive personality that was a real turn-on.
Donna's hands closed around the lovely, perky tits, massaging them gently and paying special attention to the hard pink nipples. They were not in a good position for that sort of thing, but Gloria soon shifted her body, reversing her position so that the girls were lying head to foot.
Now the girl's were in the classic sixty-nine position but Donna was still not ready to address Gloria's pussy. She continued to rub the girl's titties and then stiffened as she felt Gloria's long pink tongue moving deeper into her pussy. The girl was eating her out with incredible competence, seeming to know just what to do, as if she had been reading Donna's mind.
Her tongue probed deep into Donna's cunt, covering every inch of pussy wall with a bath of warm saliva. Soon Gloria's face was dripping with spit and pussy honey, which did not slow her down for a moment. She knew that the men were watching her in action and that her performance was firing their lust.
"Come on, Donna, you're making her do all the work," Gerald commented, still not entirely comfortable with the new scene. "Why don't you eat out her pussy for a while?"
The spell was broken, but only for a minute. Gloria removed her tongue from the young girl's pussy and looked at Donna as if to ask if she was ready. Donna nodded her head and then watched closely as Gloria reclined on the rug with her head leaning back onto the edge of the sofa.
"Don't listen to them," she cautioned Donna. "Just relax and try to do things naturally. You won't have any trouble."
Donna knelt before the older girl, moving her head a little closer to Gloria's pussy. She would have liked to have waited a while longer but that was now out of the question. She could smell the warm salty aroma of Gloria's twat and knew that she wanted her, no matter how uncomfortable or embarrassed she felt.
Donna's head was soon inclined parallel to Gloria's already dripping twat. The younger girl began to stroke Gloria's thighs, amazed at the litheness of her muscles. The legs were long and shapely and astoundingly smooth, especially as you got closer to the cunt. Donna smiled at her partner. She was ready now, ready to plunge her tongue into the mysterious honey pot.
She started with Gloria's labia, eating the woman out just as Gloria had done to her. Her hand was on Gloria's hip and for the moment she had to ignore the woman's fascinating breasts. There would be time for them later. For the moment she had to get over the hump, force her tongue into Gloria's quim.
"That's it, slow and easy, until you get used to it," Gloria encouraged her. "You're really beautiful and you're making me feel good. I've never been with a girl like you before."
Donna ran her tongue into the fissure between Gloria's labia, shocked at the sweet spiciness of its flavor. Gloria's long pubic tresses tickled her lips and cheeks but that made it all the better. Her nose rested against the girl's clitoris, which was long and quite thick now that it had been stimulated.
Lying on her stomach, Donna continued to ease her tongue into the moist love canal. She was no longer ashamed of what she was doing, only happy that she had gone through with it. Gloria was not moving yet but she could feel the tension in the woman's body. She was doing a good job of turning her on and that was the only important thing. She had proved herself to Gloria and now they would be close as only two women can be.
Gloria sighed as she felt the girl's tongue moving in deeper. Soon it had gone as far as possible and she could sense Donna's face pressed against her body. She reached down and stroked the girl's fine blonde hair, anxious to get into her again. Soon they would sixty-nine, her favorite way of making love.
But for now she was queen for the day, lying back against the couch and occasionally shooting a glance at the two brothers as she enjoyed Donna's rapt attentions. Her cunt was producing a lot of come, but that didn't bother the young girl. Donna was really something for a fifteen year old, a girl whose passion and sexual capacity seemed totally unlimited.
"Okay, that's enough for now," she commented a few seconds later feeling herself moving closer to orgasm. "Let's do it together. You know what I mean, don't you?"
Donna nodded her head, although she was not sure of what Gloria was getting at. Before long the two girls had assumed their former position, lying together with their bodies reversed. Donna spread the woman's legs and immediately reinserted her tongue into Gloria's cunt. To her delight, Gloria returned the favor without hesitation, as warm and sensually as ever.
"When do we get in on the fun?" Gerald whispered.
"Take it easy, stud," Frank laughed in reply. "Let them have their fun. We'll have our turn by and by."
Gerald grunted and continued to watch the private show. He felt his cock stiffening at the sight of the two naked lusting women and it was a pain in the ass to have to delay his gratification. Still, Frank had spoken and Gerald still had a lot of respect for his older brother. If not for Frank, he would still be confused about a lot of things, to put the case mildly.
The two girls were locked together in a passionate embrace, their bodies turning from side to side as they adjusted to each other. Gloria wrapped her arms around Donna's big, soft buttocks and soon managed to work one long index finger into that delicate virgin orifice. Donna was turning her on as no woman had ever done, which wasn't altogether a surprise.
After a few more minutes had passed, Donna felt quite comfortable and cozy with her feminine lover. Her tongue had penetrated all the way into Gloria's twat and it was wonderful to be bathed in the woman's juices. She began to experiment with different ways of eating pussy, remembering how it had been done to her and trying to duplicate the results.
Some women know about sex without being told and Donna was proving that she was that kind of woman. She ran her hands all over Gloria's lovely slender body and then grabbed the woman's tits, still fascinated by the hard, firm orbs. All the while, her own body was moving closer to the moment of truth.
Gloria removed her tongue from Donna's cunt for a moment, still fascinated by her asshole. It was easy enough for her to shift her attention to that virgin orifice, to work her tongue in slowly and ineluctably. She could feel Donna stiffen with delight as she worked on the girl. Yes, Donna would be easy to bring to orgasm when she was ready for the girl to come.
Donna parted her legs a little further and made it easy for Gloria to work her tongue in deeper. It felt strange to have a foreign object in her asshole but then she remembered what she had seen her parents doing, the one thing that she had not mentioned to the other three. There was nothing wrong with anal sex or her parents would not have indulged in it.
Her own finger sought out Gloria's asshole, which was wider and more commodious than her own. It was simple enough to force two fingers into the luscious bunghole and soon she had almost forgotten Gloria's twat. Nonetheless, her tongue remained inside and she knew she was doing a good job of keeping Gloria happy.
As the two girls moved closer to a common orgasm, their bodies began to stiffen with anticipation. Their arms and legs were tangled inextricably and they presented an irresistibly pretty sight to the two horny brothers. But Frank still refused to get into their scene. The girls had to bring themselves to orgasm, then he would join them happily.
"Look at them go," Gerald commented. "It's like they don't need us at all. Shit, let's get back into them."
"Don't worry about it, kid," Frank commented, clapping his brother on the shoulder. "You've got something neither of them have. They like fooling around with each other but they always need a man later on. Nothing like a stiff cock, you know."
For the first time in his life, Gerald felt that he was being treated as an equal by his older brother. He smiled at Frank and then turned his attention back to the women. His bulging hard-on would have to wait until they had both come.
The two girls had finished exploring each other's assholes and were concentrating their attention on pussy. Gloria was using her fingers as well as tongue in turning Donna on, manipulating cunt and clitty simultaneously. She was like a snake in bed, moving in every direction and never stopping to rest.
Donna, as could have been expected, was the first to come. She let out a shriek of joy and then removed her tongue from Gloria's pussy. It was impossible for her to concentrate on two things at once. She knew that Gloria needed her but the girl would have to wait until her passion had run its course.
Donna came loudly and passionately. She threw her head back and closed her eyes as she felt the familiar sensations invading every cell in her lovely young body. Gloria's tongue was moving faster and faster, giving her no chance to collect her thoughts. It was better to abandon herself completely, to give her passion free rein until she had exhausted herself thoroughly.
Gloria thrilled to the girl's orgasm, proud of her ability to turn Donna on. She kept her tongue buried in the girl's twat and then greedily drank the hot juices that cascaded out of the lovely fuck hole. It was over in a few seconds but she went on tasting the saline fluids for the rest of their bout of love.
"Eat me out again," Gloria commanded, moving her head away from Donna's twat. "I know you can make me come, just like I did to you. Do it just like before. Put your tongue in and keep it there until you hear me screaming."
There was nothing for Donna to do but obey her imperious mistress. She had never heard a woman talk so openly and aggressively about sex before and there was something about it that she liked intensely. She wished she herself could be more like Gloria, less passive and helpless about sex. Perhaps if they made it together a few more times she would pick up a few of Gloria's tricks.
Gloria lay flat on her back as she felt the younger girl attacking her pussy again. She arched her back to allow Donna to get in deeper and the girl took the hint immediately. Her tongue seemed twice as thick as before, licking incessantly, knowing every one of Gloria's secrets. No defense was possible against a total onslaught like that.
Gloria took only a few moments to regain her former passion. Soon she was panting with desire, looking over at the two brothers and satisfying herself that they were still watching intently. Gloria had a lot of the exhibitionist in her, as Frank had learned long ago. She was at her best in a group, a natural performer who never disappointed her fans.
"Shit, I'm going to come, I can feel it now," she shouted aloud. "I swear, my fucking cunt is on fire. Keep eating me, Donna. Shove it in further. I want more.Keep on sucking it!"
Donna's head was soon buried deeper into the enchanting fuckhole until it was difficult for her to breathe. But she held her position faithfully, knowing that it would all be over soon. Sure enough, Gloria's labia clamped down on her probing tongue and the girl soon had her first taste of female come.
Gloria's head whipped back and forth as she got her rocks off. Her tits were standing up straighter and harder than before. Her eyes were half closed but she could still see Donna squatting before her, totally dedicated to her passion. One last spasm of pleasure and her orgasm was done. She let go of Donna's head and then threw a wink at the two brothers, inviting them to join the party.
The four youngsters continued their amorous activities for another hour, finding that there was no end to the combinations possible for a quartet of healthy virile lovers. Frank finally called things to a halt after looking at the clock and determining that their parents would be home in less than an hour.
"Remember, Frank," Donna cautioned him before heading for her own bedroom. "You promised to talk to Mom and Pop about our family. Will you do it tomorrow?"
"Yeah, I guess so," Frank answered without much conviction. "It won't be easy but I guess it's my responsibility."



CHAPTER NINE


Frank Judge did not have to wait long for an opportunity to talk things over with his mother. At breakfast the following morning Donald Judge suggested that he take the youngsters for a drive in the country to show them the local sights. Frank declined his offer, as did Catherine, who insisted that she had too much housework to be able to go along.
The wedding, after all, was scheduled for Saturday, only two days away. At nine-thirty, Donald drove the children away, leaving Frank alone with his mother. They sat together at the kitchen table and talked about the wedding for awhile, until Catherine noticed that something was wrong with her son.
"You seem so nervous, Frank," she commented, not looking at her son. "Are you a little scared about getting married?"
"No, I'm looking forward to it," Frank insisted. "I want to see the rest of the family again, even Uncle Larry. Besides, I'm in love with Gloria. I want to marry her."
Catherine Judge winced slightly at the mention of her brother. Larry was due to show up at the farm either that day or the next and she had not really prepared herself for his arrival. She hid her apprehensions as much as possible, not wanting to give her eldest son anything further to worry about.
"I haven't seen Uncle Larry since I was about thirteen," Frank continued, not looking at his mother. "He never liked me very much, and I could never figure out why."
Catherine Judge stared at her son again, trying desperately to make a quick decision. There was so much that she wanted to tell Frank about their family. Still, the woman hesitated. She and Frank had been separated almost constantly for four years. It was hard to confide in him at a time like that.
"Frank," she began. "It's not going to be easy to tell you this. We've always been close, though. You know that your father and I have never subscribed to the way other people do things. That's what caused the trouble with your uncle."
Frank sat transfixed as his mother unfolded her tale. Within five minutes he had learned much and been made aware of incidents from his boyhood that had faded into dim memories. At the end of his mother's recitation Frank sat completely silent, not knowing what to say or how to answer Catherine.
Catherine and Larry had been close as children, much as Frank and Donna had become. There had been a great row concerning Catherine's marriage. Larry had wanted to keep her to himself and had resented Donald from the first. After the birth of their first child things had quieted down, but only for a while.
Over a decade later, an incident occurred which put greater strain on the family. Catherine had been explaining the facts of life to her son one day and things had quickly got out of hand. At the age of eleven Frank had matured rapidly, to the point of demanding a graphic display of his mother's erotic wisdom.
They had been alone in the house at that time by arrangement with Frank's father. Just as Frank and his mother had become intimate, the door of the house had been flung open to admit Uncle Larry, who was making his first visit in years.
"It was awful, son," Catherine concluded. "I had to promise Larry that I'd never touch you again, send you away from home as soon as possible. That's why we sent you away to college. I was worried that my brother would get us in trouble."
Many things became clear to Frank Judge as a result of his mother's confession. For years he had wondered why the woman had been distant, refusing him any form of physical affection. And he had wanted to go to the local college, only to be refused firmly by both parents. Now he could see that the enmity of their Uncle Larry had been behind the whole situation.
Frank noticed that his mother was crying, no longer able to control her long pent emotions. She was sitting beside him on the couch, more beautiful than Frank had remembered. It was criminal for them to have been separated and frustrated in their love for so long, a situation he would have to remedy.
Frank wasted little time in doing so. He moved closer to his mother and kissed the middle-aged woman tenderly on the cheek. He had not yet told her of the sexual experiments that he had carried on with his brother and sister. That would have to wait until the woman was calmer and more aware of things. In the meantime, there was only one way to make up for years of deprivation. Already Frank could feel himself getting aroused at the prospect.
For the first few moments, Catherine sat like a statue, hardly aware of her son's presence. It had been painful confessing to Frank and she had left out one important fact. For unexplained reasons, Larry had insisted on Frank's remaining unmarried. She had invited him to the wedding, hoping that the man had forgiven her, but there was no guarantee that he had.
Then Catherine felt her son starting to make love to her. At first she pushed his arm away, tried to struggle out of Frank's embrace. But then she decided that they had waited too long, that nature was bound to take its course. Frank was a man now and there was nothing she could or wanted to do to stop him.
Catherine then threw herself into her son's arms, kissing Frank on the lips. Her mouth opened and Frank was able to plunge his tongue in, tasting his mother's tears as they ran down Catherine's lovely face. He kissed her over and over again, no longer confused and knowing just what he wanted from his mother.
Frank began to undress his mother. The woman's body was strong and surprisingly youthful. Once Catherine was naked, Frank was able to take a good look at her. Her tits were large and firm, of a bewitchingly rosy color. Her full buttocks were smooth and hairless, her skin unflawed. He wanted her badly and now there was nothing to stand in the young man's way.
There is no love like that between a mother and her eldest son. Frank struggled out of his clothing and then stood naked before Catherine, as if to make up for all the years of deceit and deprivation. Catherine looked at her son with pride. He had turned handsome and undeniably virile. She loved him as much as ever, perhaps more.
Mother and son sat together on the couch again, this time not bothering to conceal their emotions. Frank kissed his mother and then finally allowed his hand to move to her heaving tits. He felt Catherine wince under his touch but knew that everything would be all right, as soon as they were able to relax together.
Catherine, despite her fears, responded immediately to her son's ministrations. Her hand moved down to his genital region and soon she had surrounded Frank's fat cock with her fingers, pulling the loose skin of the collar back and forth over the rapidly thickening and darkening crown.
"Let me suck it," she pleaded unnecessarily. "I've dreamt of this moment, Frank. I've wanted you for years."
Frank made no protest as he watched his mother sink to her knees before him. His muscular thighs were on either side of the woman's body as she addressed his prick, still held firmly in her old soft hands. Two seconds later she had touched his throbbing prick with the point of her warm, pink tongue.
"I love you, Mother," Frank whispered as the blow-job began. "I've wanted you, too, but I was too stupid to know it."
Catherine opened her mouth wide, assured of her son's love and devotion. For a moment she wished that her husband could have been present at the long awaited reunion. Still, it was better this way. Frank was still young and probably inexperienced. Once they had made it, she would be able to complete her confession.
Her lips closed around the pulsating rod, milking it and sucking furiously. Frank leaned back on the sofa, unable to control his emotions. Soon lust took predominance over his apprehensions. He was a child again, protected by his mother, learning the mysteries of love from the woman who had brought him into the world.
Catherine leaned her head forward, taking her son's prick deeper into her straining throat. Frank had always looked more like his father but she loved him all the same. He was young and strong and virile and she knew that once they started fucking, things would be better between them than ever before.
As his mother sucked his cock, Frank was able to remember more about the long buried past. He could remember a wealth of incidents when his mother had been physically demonstrative towards him. Now they were acting out their desires in the best possible way. His prick was getting harder and thicker by the second.
Frank looked down and saw that his prick had disappeared totally into his mother's loving throat. The woman's hair was covering most of his lap and Frank pushed it tenderly aside, feeling his mother's lips pressed against his tangled pubic hair. In purely objective terms, he knew he was getting the best blow-job of his life, superior even to Gloria's well polished techniques.
A few seconds later, Frank pulled his cock out of his mother's mouth. It would have been pure heaven to cum inside her but that would have to wait. More than anything in the world he longed to feel his prick throbbing inside her moist pussy. Catherine seemed to understand him instinctively, rejoining her son on the couch and abandoning herself to him completely.
"You can fuck me now, Frank," she whispered. "Do it quickly, before I get scared. Please, put your prick inside me."
Frank refused to be hurried into anything. His first fuck with his mother had to be something special. He laid the woman on her back and immediately sought her cunt, working two fingers into the moist fuck-box and then rotating them slowly, delighting at how easy it was to get the woman started.
He was no longer worried about sex, only deliriously happy that he had been able to get to his mother. It was like a dream come true and he could still feel her saliva cooling on his bobbing prick. He would not keep the woman waiting long.
Frank finger-fucked his mother for a few seconds and then decided to get down to business. He draped his weight over Catherine's body and then brandished his prick in his right hand, gliding it slowly to the entrance of her pussy. Then he was inside his mother, working his prick in an inch at a time, desperately trying to hold off his imminent orgasm.
Finally he was all the way inside her. Frank began to fuck his mother slowly and lovingly, feeling a new strength enter his body. His prick remained buried to the hilt but there was plenty of room inside Catherine. His mother's cunt was as wet and sweet as Donna's had been. Of all the other women he had known, only Gloria could approach her in desirability and passion.
But soon Frank realized that he was not going to be able to control his passion for long. His mother had started to move with him, grinding her ass into the lumpy cushions beneath her body. Frank could feel an incredible amount of friction and pressure building up inside the woman's clinging twat.
Frank began to fuck his mother faster, using long, powerful strokes that threatened to knock the wind out of her body. Catherine did not object, however, loving her son's powerful masculinity. They had the whole morning to spend together and she knew that he would raise one erection after another for her. But his first erection was doomed to be short-lived. Frank shoved his cock in once more and then felt it starting to explode, the first time he had ejaculated prematurely since the first years of puberty. His orgasm was quick and intense and the stream of cum he shot into Catherine's cunt was so copious that it surprised mother and son equally.
Frank kept pumping after he had cum, ashamed of his lack of control. He looked down at his mother and found that he desired her more than ever. Lowering his head, Frank began to kiss and tongue her tits, sucking the nipples into his greedy mouth until they were hard and red and covered with saliva.
All the while, his prick continued to get hard again, as if it had never lost all of its rigidity. Still, he could not get completely erect while he was inside her. It was best to pull out for a minute and then find a new position. Frank knew that his mother would understand his actions, however mysterious.
"Turn over," he told her. "I want to fuck you from behind. I can't help it, Mother. I'm nervous as hell. Maybe it'll be easier if I don't have to look at you for a few minutes."
"That's all right, son," Catherine answered. "Do whatever you want. I'm so happy, I don't care WHAT happens!"
Soon Catherine had assumed a position that no virile man could have long resisted, especially a man like her eldest son. She dropped to the floor and then draped her torso over the rim of the couch, so that her ass was sticking straight out in the air. Her thighs were parted gently as her feet were planted firmly on the ground. She was ready to be fucked from behind.
Frank looked at his mother long and hard, feeling his prick regaining its former strength. He crouched down and began to caress Catherine's buttocks, marveling at the smoothness of her skin. Occasionally he would allow his hand to wander to her asshole, but most of the time his fingers stayed in the vicinity of his mother's magnificently youthful pussy.
And then it was time to enter the woman. Frank held his prick against the opening of his mother's thighs, moving it closer and closer to her pussy. He could see his own cum leaking out of the commodious hole but that turned him on even more. Soon he had entered her again, hearing Catherine sigh aloud, knowing that she knew he would not cum too soon this time around.
Frank rammed his cock in to the hilt, using his mother's buttocks as a target. It was wonderful to hold the soft flesh in both his hands and manipulate it tenderly. Then he reached around and practically lifted his mother off the couch, wanting to play with her big soft tits as he fucked her.
"That feels so gooood," Catherine crooned to her son. "I knew you'd be virile, Frank; I knew you'd be good. Fuck me faster, I want to cum. It's going to happen soon. Oh, now, oohhh – Goddd!"
Both soon began to feel more relaxed in their bout of sex. Catherine was no longer crying, and Frank was over the excess of emotion that had caused him to shoot his wad prematurely. He pushed his prick in again and then moved slowly and with incredible self control. He could feel his mother getting wetter and wondered if she would cum again so soon.
Now he was in complete control, showing his mother the way. The woman's flesh was rippling beneath him. Her skin was flushed with ecstasy as they continued their dance of love. His prick was like a bar of iron, insistent in its merciless strokes. He could see his mother's asshole gaping open beneath him and knew that before the day was over he would fuck her there, too.
He let go of Catherine's tits, giving the woman more room to maneuver. Catherine dug her ass into her son's rock-hard midsection, not wanting him to do any of the work. She had to take care of him just as she had done when he was sick as a child. She had been crazy to wait so long before fucking him but now there was plenty of time to compensate past mistakes.
Soon the woman's passion began to get the better of her. It was too emotional an experience for Catherine to control. She felt every inch of her son's cock as it entered and left her sensual body, as if they had been fucking together for years. It was incredible that they could be so close but on another level it was what she had expected for years.
"I'm cumming," she shouted. "I swear it's happening to me already. Let me cum, Frank, don't make me wait any longer!"
Frank left his prick buried inside his mother's churning twat, knowing that she was not kidding about her orgasm. He could feel the woman's body stiffen beneath him as Catherine buried her head in the cushions. She was stiff and motionless, waiting for the inevitable explosion of her climax.
One last cry of passion preceded Catherine's orgasm. She gripped her son's prick with her strong cunt muscles and then let out a stream of cunt honey that soaked Frank all the way down to his knees. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, with each spasm more powerful than the last, cumming and moaning.
But it all ended soon. Catherine felt herself coming back to earth, felt another spontaneous overflowing of love for her son. Frank was fucking her again, using only the tip of his incredibly thick and virile penis. She had to make things extra good for him, demonstrate her love in no uncertain terms.
Not that Frank needed any such special treatment. He was proud of his ability to make Catherine cum and knew that he could do whatever he wanted to the loving mother. He looked down again and saw that Catherine's asshole was wide open, as if she was waiting for him to cornhole her.
Frank removed his prick from his mothers cunt and then used two fingers to transfer some of Catherine's pussy juice into her smaller orifice. Soon the pink rosebud was covered with honey, winking at him, absolutely irresistible. Once again, it was all he could do to keep from cumming on the spot.
"Yes, fuck me there, I want to feel you in my asshole," Catherine moaned. "But do it slowly, I want to feel all of you."
Frank slipped his cock in without hesitation, surprised at the ease of penetration. Obviously his mother was no backdoor virgin, had taken it up the ass before. He managed to get in the full seven inches of his cock without difficulty, amazed at the freshness and agility of the middle aged woman.
A few seconds later Frank decided to fuck both holes, if not at the same time than at least in turn. He pulled reluctantly out of his mother's bunghole and then slipped his prick back into her pussy. A few strokes there and he was ready to return to her asshole, preferring the tighter aperture.
Catherine sighed with lust as she felt herself being fucked in both holes. It would have been nice to suck her son off as he was fucking her but that was physically impossible, even between mother and child. She slumped forward onto the couch, ignoring her weariness, willing to put up with any amount of pain or travail as long as she made her son happy.
For his part, Frank forgot about turning his mother on. They had both cum already and now he was going to treat her like any other woman. Her asshole was tight and delicious and he would soon empty his overloaded balls right into that enchanting hole.
Frank fucked his mother furiously, no longer bothering with her asshole. She lay before him completely passive and it was good not to have to look into her loving eyes. He held his mother by the hips and continued to belabor her asshole, stretching the tissues out of shape. It was all Catherine could do to keep from screaming as her son's passion ran its course.
Frank squeezed his mother's cheeks together again, wanting to feel that soft skin clinging to his cock whenever he had to withdraw for a second. He was almost ready now, could feel the cum welling up in the tip of his prick. Catherine's asshole was getting dry but it would all be over soon.
He rocked back on his heels, fucking his mother as if riding a bucking bronco. His fingers left deep red prints in her sensitive skin but Frank ignored it completely. The only thing on his mind was the consummation of his lust, the coming certainty that he would soon be filling his mother with cum.
Frank shoved his prick in once more and then let it explode, knowing that the time for subtlety was long past. He felt an indescribably sweet sensation of relief as he spilled his load into the deepest recess of her body. Twin steams of cum left the tip of Frank's prick as his passion was let out, until his mother could feel the thick fluids laving her from within.
Two hours later mother and son had exhausted their desire. They lay naked together on the couch and Frank decided that it was a good time to be honest with her. In a few words he described all that had happened since his arrival home, including the orgy he had had with Donna, Gerald and Gloria. To his surprise, Catherine laughed at his recital, happy to see that her children had kept up family tradition in that manner.
But then Catherine had to tell her son about her deepest worry, that her brother Larry would find some way to block the marriage. She explained that Larry was an incredibly spiteful man, frustrated by years of solitude. He was capable of anything, even of turning them all in to the authorities.
"Leave it to me," Frank concluded, feeling a plan taking shape in his mind. "And try to keep this all from Dad. He had enough on his mind already. I promise I'll take care of Larry for you."



CHAPTER TEN


Larry Parker wiped sweat off his brow as his car lurched over the rough dirt road. It was not yet noon but it felt close to a hundred outside. A look of grim determination was painted on the middle-aged farmer's face. Larry had just received his invitation to Frank Judge's wedding. It was up to him to put an end to that ill-conceived scheme.
Larry fumed at the idea of his sister daring to invite him to the wedding. He had cut off all ties with the Judges over the last few years. It was as if Catherine had forgot all about her past, including the promise she had made to let him take care of the boy's education.
Well, he was going to take matters into his own hands. There had been nothing to do when Frank was sent off to college. That in itself was a good thing, since it had removed the boy from Catherine's influence. But now the young fool wanted to marry with a girl who was probably as perverse as the rest of the family.
Only two miles separated Larry from the Judge farm. Larry drove the car carefully around a steep bend, cursing at the state of the county road. His reputation as a foul-tempered bachelor was something Larry Parker never disputed. What other man had ever been given so much cause for misanthropy.
He was going to take things into his own hands all right, painful as it would be to see Catherine again. It was impossible to expunge the memory of the woman and the happy adolescent years they had spent together. If only she had not left him, had remained on his farm. But no, Catherine had insisted on marrying and raising a family, disregarding all his warnings.
Larry Parker cursed as he saw an unfamiliar car straddling both lanes of the narrow highway. The car had its hood open and had evidently overheated. It seemed deserted until Larry pulled over and got out of his own auto. Then he could see the car's only passenger struggling to get the thing moving.
"Say, mister, can you help me get this heap moving?" a feminine voice addressed him from the other side of the car. "I've got to be in Bridgetown by noon and the damn thing's broke."
Ordinarily, Larry would have cursed and driven on, only it was impossible to do so with the old sedan blocking the road. He walked over to the woman and grunted as he leaned over the open hood. Yes, he would help the girl, obviously a stranger to his area, and then hurry on to the Judge farm.
"It don't look good," Larry commented. "Your generator's in bad shape and that distributor cap looks ready to melt."
At that point, the young girl burst into tears. To his surprise, Larry found himself quite sympathetic to her plight. Gloria was doing a fine job of acting the helpless woman, crying and fretting in a way that no man could resist. For a moment it had been touch and go but soon she would have her way.
"We'll have to let the motor cool down," Larry continued. "But then I can fix it up for you. Lucky thing there's not a lot of traffic today. You'd get plowed right off the road."
Five minutes later, Gloria had talked the man into taking a walk through a nearby field, accompanied by a bottle of rye she had thought to bring along. She was surprised at Larry, having expected an out-and-out ogre and finding instead a good looking and quite healthy middle aged man, not at all rude or impolite.
"Let's sit down here for awhile," Gloria suggested. "I'm so tired and it's really hot. Are you sure you don't mind taking all this trouble for me? I feel so stupid."
Larry and Gloria sat down under the shade of a copse of elm trees. It was high noon and the broad-leaved bows shaded them for a few minutes from the pitiless sun. Gloria sat close to the old man, knowing her role perfectly. Her skirt rode high over her naked thighs and her blouse had been carefully arranged so that the man could see her tits while pretending not to look.
"Have a drink?" Gloria offered. "We could both use it." Larry accepted the bottle, taking a deep pull before handing it back to Gloria. The girl was a little older than he had thought at first and a damned sight better looking. It was criminal the way she was taunting him with her gorgeous young body. A few more minutes of that and he would not be responsible for his actions. A man, even a moral man, could take only so much.
All the while, Gloria continued to suck up to the ill-tempered bachelor, moving closer and closer until her shoulder was touching his side. Then Gloria whispered a few more words to Larry, still playing innocent but revealing more and more of her scantily clad body. The man was sweating heavily, which was a good sign. He would be after her ass within five minutes.
"So you live all alone," Gloria commented. "Seems strange some woman hasn't trapped you by now. You're really very good-looking."
"I don't care much for women," Larry answered. "Life's much simpler without them. I like to be by myself."
Gloria waited a few more minutes before making herself available. There was an incredible amount of sexual tension in the air and it was easy to believe that Larry had not been with a woman in years. His gaze was so intense with longing that Gloria was almost afraid, not her usual reaction to a potential sex partner.
Larry seemed to go through agonies of indecision before finally approaching the girl. He looked around as if the woods were occupied with spies. Satisfied that they were alone, he leaned forward and breathed the fragrance of Gloria's hair. If only the girl would say something, give him a signal to proceed.
Gloria tilted her face upward, focusing her china blue eyes on Larry's unshaved face. Finally the man gathered his forces and kissed Gloria, taking her roughly in his arms and giving her no chance to resist. It was wrong to fuck a strange woman but she had given him little choice, asked for it.
Gloria allowed herself to smile as she felt Larry's mouth moving down her neck, to the low cut neckline of her fashionable blouse. She shifted her shoulders, making it easier for Larry to get at her firm, peerless breasts. The man undressed her as he continued his kisses, wondering why the girl was not resisting. Immorality was everywhere, he decided. Sometimes a man could resist it but there always came a time when he had to yield.
Gloria struggled out of the rest of her clothing and then stood up naked before Larry as he, too, undressed rapidly. She looked at the man's crotch and smiled at his hard-on. Larry was ready, all right, obviously every bit as virile as the rest of his family. She could only hope that things would go well.
Larry wasted little tune seducing the girl. He kissed Gloria again and then started to squeeze her tits roughly. His hands were calloused and horny but Gloria liked their feel. It was like making love to some savage. Besides, Larry's cock was pressed against her side, hard, imperious and impossible to resist.
Gloria broke out of the embrace just long enough to move into position to suck Larry's prick. She surrounded the thick weapon with soft lips and immediately drew it into her mouth. Larry was trembling with anxiety but she would calm him down soon enough. He would be begging for mercy within an hour.
Gloria used all her talents on the unwilling victim of her seduction. Her head bobbed up and down on Larry's cock while her hands caressed the man's heavy scrotum. Already she could taste a drop of cum leaking out of the man's rod. Indeed, it must have been years since his last woman. Despite all she had heard about Uncle Larry, Gloria found herself liking the man. Perhaps he would not even try to make trouble for her and Frank.
Larry sat still for a few moments, unable to believe his good fortune. Gloria was amazingly beautiful, fresh, voluptuous and sophisticated. Evidently she knew a good deal about sex. She was the first woman he had been able to enjoy since Catherine. The way she sucked his prick was enough to drive the man wild with desire.
Gloria spit out the huge prick and then lay back against the tree, rubbing her hand all over her light-colored bush. Larry saw what she wanted but could not bring himself to do it. His tongue had been in no other pussy than Catherine's. Still, this girl was different. Gloria knew what she wanted from a man and was not the type of girl to take no for an answer.
Finally Larry yielded, bending down and immediately forcing his tongue between Gloria's legs. There was a strange clicking sound around them, as if the area had been invaded by crickets. Only it was a more mechanical sound than that. As soon as they were done fucking, Larry was determined to investigate.
Given his first taste of cunt in decades, Larry was not about to let it happen quickly. He worked his tongue as far as it would go into the girl's fragrant fuck box and drank in the juices, feeling his prick throbbing almost painfully. It would have been nice to go on eating the girl for ages, feeling her hand moving his head into position. However, that was out of the question.
"Fuck me," Gloria commanded, as if reading the man's mind. "I like the way you do that but I want to feel your prick inside me. You want it, too. Come on, tell me how you want it."
"I want to fuck you," Larry answered in a strangled voice. "I want to stick it into you and not take it out until I feel your fucking pussy filling up with cum. Don't try to stop me, woman. You started this, and now you've got to take your medicine."
It was frightening to see how little joy there was in the man. He had done a good job of eating her pussy but Gloria knew that Larry was still struggling with himself. Since his experiences with Catherine had come a cropper the man had obviously turned against sex in classic Freudian manner.
Gloria lay back, letting the new grass tickle her buttocks. She parted her legs as wide as they would go and invited the man to fuck her, pointing at her cunt and then massaging her enlarged clitty. Larry waited another second and then did the girl's bidding, slamming his body on top of her with a grunt of relief.
Soon he was inside her, pounding away as if there would be no tomorrow. It was hard for Gloria to breathe with Larry's heavy body pressing her into the earth, but she moved with him anyway, refusing to be slowed down. The sooner the thing was over the better, even though she was enjoying it more than she had expected.
The mechanical clicking sound no longer bothered Larry Parker. His prick was sliding in and out of the girl's cunt and she seemed to have an endless repertoire of sexual tricks. Every time she moved it would make things better for him. Larry knew that it would not take much longer for his body to explode with lust.
He raised himself up a little and then slammed his weight down on top of Gloria, hearing the sloshing sounds of her warm, wet pussy. Still, he could not keep the bitch from moving beneath him. Women were not supposed to enjoy sex like that but there wasn't much he could do to prevent it. The girl was a slut, just like all the others, only she sure was a lot better in the rack.
Larry continued to hump the girl furiously. The air around him seemed to have taken on the odor of her pussy. The girl's arms clung to him like live vines. Her lips kept kissing his neck and ears and her hands were constantly busy, tormenting his balls and chest and asshole until he could no longer control himself.
A few more lunges and Larry was ready to cum. He lowered his head to Gloria's heaving tits and bit into her nipples, one after the other. Rough as his caresses were, Gloria felt herself moving closer to orgasm. It was nice to be treated like an animal once in awhile, she decided, a mere sex object.
And then Larry started to cum. His prick stayed rooted in the bottom of her vaginal canal and Gloria could feel a rush of hot juice filling her to capacity and beyond. Two streams of jism rocketed into her pussy and then flowed out again, spilling over the girl's lithe thighs down to the knees.
"Just hold that pose for a minute, it's perfect," Larry heard a female voice declare loudly. "It'll go just right with the other ones. Hey, Gloria I got a great shot of him eating you."
"What the fuck is going ON here?" Larry screamed, getting to his feet and tripping over his boot. "Donna, that's who it is. I don't know what's going on here, but I'm going to give you the beating that your mother should have given you years ago, you little bitch."
Donna danced back among the trees, letting the man chase her, knowing that he was far too slow-footed to close the gap between them. They had planned the whole affair carefully and had decided that it would be best to let the man's anger cool before presenting him with the facts of the case. Running around would do the trick nicely, Donna decided as she continued to lead Larry a merry chase.
Gloria joined the other two, wondering what would happen if Larry truly lost his temper. The beast seemed to be lurking just under the surface in his character and he was a dangerous man. She sighed with relief as she saw Larry sinking to the ground, holding his head in his hands and trying not to break up.
She sat down beside him and signaled for Donna to keep away for another minute. Gloria looked the older man in the eyes and confessed everything, briefly and succinctly. Yes, he had been had, taken for a ride. It had been necessary to do it in order to keep him from breaking up the wedding.
Larry did not answer, despite Gloria's obvious interest in him. All his values had been called into question. Bad enough that he had fucked the girl, but it was so much worse to have been caught at it by his own niece. Whatever authority he had in the family would be laughed into insignificance when the photos were printed.
"Uncle Larry, I'm sorry," Donna said quietly, approaching the man and putting her camera on the ground. "You can destroy the film if you want, but don't fuck things up for Frank and Gloria. And especially for Mom. You know, she really loves you."
It took another few minutes for Frank to put all the pieces together. Then he experienced a revelation, an epiphany of understanding. He had been a fool to stay away from Catherine for so many years, to exert an evil influence on his family. How could he be that way when there were women like Gloria and Donna in the world, so young and sweet and innocent and forgiving.
"Do you hate me, Uncle Larry?" Donna asked timidly. "I didn't want to do it but I had to. Come on, give me a little kiss. Show me how it used to be when you and Mom were together."
Donna was taking a calculated gamble in mentioning her mother so frequently. She saw Larry shaking with indecision and decided that only one course of action was feasible. She stood up before the naked, sweating man and soon joined him in a state of nature, removing her clothing in a trice. It was pathetic to see the way the man averted his eyes from her lovely young body.
"Take her," Gloria ordered. "I know you want to, just like you want Catherine again. You've got to get over these hangups man, the sooner the better. Go on, make yourself do it."
"But it's wrong," Larry protested hopelessly. "It's incest and you know that's wrong. Why do you tempt me like this?"
It was obviously impossible to reason with the man. Donna sat down beside her uncle and took his hand in her own, guiding it to her firm, young tits. Larry winced at the first contact but a few moments later he was exploring her body greedily. His face seemed quiet and peaceful for the first time. Looking down at his prick, Donna could tell that Gloria had not drained the man.
Watching Gloria fuck her uncle had been murder on the hot blooded girl. Now she would have a chance herself, see if Larry's prick was as huge as it had appeared. Gloria winked at Donna and moved away from the couple. If things went well she would be back in the action, but it would have to wait awhile.
Larry's sexual technique was as primitive as it was effective. He worked the girl's tits over and then moved to her cunt, his hands and tongue working in unison. Donna felt her pussy getting wet before the man had entered her with fingers or tongue. There was no doubt in her mind that she was turned on to her uncle, as much as she had been with either of her two brothers.
"All right," Larry announced after he was finished exploring Donna's healthy young body. "If I'm going to do it I want to do it to both of you, at once. Come over here, Gloria, if that's really your name. I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked."
Gloria let out a long rill of joyous laughter as she joined the other two. Larry was certainly man enough for both of them. She whispered to Donna and soon the girl's had assumed an identical position, dropping to their knees in front of Larry and presenting him with a dazzling view of white buttocks and pink assholes, a sight that no real man could have resisted.
Larry stared long and hard at the cornucopia of feminine beauty that had been presented to him. It was hard to choose among the two girls, until he realized that he could have both of them. Since he had fucked Gloria already, his choice was clear. Larry sank to his knees behind Donna and immediately began to caress the girl's buttocks and then her pussy. His prick had got hard just looking at her, red and swollen with extravasated blood.
Larry knew that the girl was already wet inside from being fingerfucked and eaten out. He held his prick in hand and then quickly forced it into her pussy, grunting with pleasure as his heavy midsection ground against the girl's flawless white ass. Donna sighed with the effort of taking in his eight inch cock although she did not complain about it aloud.
Soon Larry was whaling away at his niece, reaching out to use his free hand on Gloria's lissome body. It was more sex than he had ever had before, an absolutely unbelievable scene. His prick sank to the hilt inside Donna's pussy and then he pulled out, sensing that it was time to service the other sexpot.
"You can fuck me in the ass if you want," Gloria whispered. "Or you can fuck my cunt again. See, it's all very simple. We want to fuck and you want to fuck. Don't make a big deal of it."
Larry took the words to heart, spreading the girl's ivory buttocks with his work-hardened hands and quickly lubricating her asshole with his wet fingers. He worked his prick in without hesitation, loving the way her tissues would stretch out to accommodate him. But it was getting tiring to fuck the two girls, an impossible task even for a man like himself.
Larry went back to Donna a few moments later, finding that he preferred the more innocent and passive girl. His former sense of guilt troubled the man no longer. Donna was young and beautiful and he was capable of making her happy. Gloria was right. He had been a fool to hold out against his family for so many years.
Larry didn't bother cornholing his niece, figuring that she was too young for that sort of rough fucking. Instead, he worked his prick in to the base and then used his finger to stimulate her nether orifice. Gloria got up from her position on the ground mad lay down beside Donna, using her hands and lips to work on the girl's swollen, heaving tits.
A few seconds later Larry was ready to cum, for the second time in twenty minutes. He rammed his prick full force into Donna's tight pussy, wondering if he would prove too large for her. However, the girl accepted him gladly, sighing and moaning, moving with the man, making his orgasm incredibly intense and powerful.
Larry withdrew immediately, sinking back against a tree, more tired than he had imagined possible. No sooner had he abandoned the girls than they began to make it together, reversing their positions and sixty-nining before his startled eyes.
It was impossible for such freedom to exist in the world, but the two girls were making it together and nothing terrible had happened to either. Despite his fatigue, Larry felt his prick springing to life again. He moved closer to the two girls, not wanting to miss a thing that was going on between them.
The two girls rolled around on the grass, quite aware that they were being watched. Their young bodies were a marvel of sensual perfection, gleaming with sweat and reflecting the noonday sun. Their tits rubbed together and their long thighs tangled in ever new combinations. It was like coming in on a scene from mythology, like watching two perfect nymphs at play.
The girls' part of the scene ended with a bang, a loud simultaneous orgasm in the woods. As soon as Gloria and Donna had finished with each other, they approached Larry and kissed him tenderly. Neither girl was really certain of Larry's conversion, but soon enough the man showed them that he had been convinced.
"So, you don't mind if I marry Frank?" Gloria finally asked.
"How could I mind?" Larry answered rhetorically. "I'm sorry that I've caused so much trouble for everyone. I only hope that I'll be able to make it up to Catherine."
As the three relatives were walking back to Gloria's car Catherine stopped to pick up a small metallic object, which she quickly handed to her uncle.
"Don't forget the film, Uncle Larry," she teased. "You'll want to see yourself in action someday. Man, you were something else. I can't tell you how beautiful you two looked fucking."



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Donna Judge woke up the morning of the wedding and dressed herself quickly. The house would soon be filled to the brim with excited friends and relatives, perhaps fifty of them. But before that happened, Donna had to talk to her father, the forgotten man in most of the family's recent adventures.
It was still dark outside as Donna slipped out of her bedroom and tiptoed to her parents' bedroom. For a moment the young beauty had a sense of deja vu. It had been only a few days since she had spied on her parents. So much had changed in that time. She had lost her virginity, become a woman, and learned a lot about her family.
Donna knocked softly on the door and was soon admitted. To her surprise and relief, Donald was alone. He explained that Catherine had been forced to make a last minute trip into town to stock up extra provisions. Donna smiled as she sat beside her father on the bed, glad to be alone with him.
"Are you excited about the wedding?" Donald asked for lack of anything better to say.
"I sure am," Donna answered with quiet enthusiasm. "It's things like this that bring a family together. Say, did you notice how happy Uncle Larry was? Aren't you curious why?"
Donald stared at his daughter before answering. It was impossible to be sure how much she knew and what she was ignorant of. Larry had indeed been in a good mood, expansive, friendly and generous. He had asked Catherine about the previous night but she had been quite evasive, pretending that other things were on her mind.
And now his daughter was sitting beside him on the bed, looking older and more mature than was her wont. Perhaps the girl did know something important, unlikely as that seemed. Donald nodded his head in acknowledgment of Donna's question and then sat quietly waiting for the girl's explanation.
"There's a lot of things I have to tell you, Daddy," Donna started. "I feel a little funny about some of it. I mean, we should have come to you for help when we needed it but it seemed like the kind of thing we had to do for ourselves."
"Take it easy, one thing at a time," Donald interjected, smiling at his overwrought daughter. "Try being specific. Maybe your old Dad knows more than you think he does."
Donna soon decided to spill her story in toto, leaving out no detail, however irrelevant. She began with the night she and Gerald had spent together and quickly moved on to the morning when Frank had so generously taken her virginity. A few more events were quickly related but Donna found herself stumbling when it was time to tell the saga of her affair with Uncle Larry.
"I know you never liked him much," Donna concluded, relieved that it was all over. "But he's really a very sweet man. You should try to be friends with him. He likes you quite a bit."
"I'll be damned," Donald exclaimed with a smile: "I always had a lot of faith in you kids, but you've outdone yourselves. There's no point hiding things from you now. Larry and I haven't spoken for years and your mother and I were worried about him."
"He's all for the wedding now," Donna insisted. "And yes, I am a little mad at you for never trusting us. Maybe if we'd discussed all these things would have straightened out a lot sooner."
There was nothing Donald could say to the girl other than that he had been wrong to repress his real feelings and desires. Now, despite his apprehensions, things had taken care of themselves. It was still difficult to realize that Donna had matured, though. Just a year ago she had been an innocent tomboy.
"Kiss me, Daddy," Donna demanded, kicking the covers off the man's body and joining her father in bed.
Despite his recent revelations, Donald felt strange about being physical with his daughter. After a few moments of thought, he decided that he had been repressing his desires too long. He had wanted Donna ever since she had passed puberty. Her body was pressed up against him and they were all alone in the bedroom. There was no reason on earth not to consummate his deepest needs.
Donna threw herself into her father's arms at that point, pressing her lips against Donald's mouth. Her father was strong, bigger and more powerful than even her uncle. Donna's eyes lit up as she sucked her father's tongue into her mouth. Yes, he was going to fuck her, complete the circle of love. It was going to be a banner day in the life of the Judge family.
Donald's confusion and apprehension were soon things of the past. He held his daughter close and continued to kiss the girl. Donna was wiggling provocatively in his arms, showing off her new erotic skills in no uncertain manner. She was a real woman and he had to treat her as one. Fortunately, there was more than ample opportunity to deepen their loving relationship.
Donna wiggled out of her clothing in record time, not wanting to take any chances with her father. She realized that this was something she had wanted for years, even more than she had wanted to fuck around with Gerald and Frank. The way her father looked at her naked body was enough to convince the girl that things were going to go quite well between them.
Indeed, Donald was smitten with his daughter's beauty. The girl's tits were absolutely unbelievable, jutting out from her slender torso as pink and fresh as a summer morning. Her hair was long and smooth and fragrant, her legs muscular and lithe. Her mouth clung to his and soon Donald could feel his prick rising and stiffening. He was almost ready.
Then Donald began to explore his daughter's body manually, lying Donna flat on her back and stroking her from neck to toe. He could not get enough of the magnificent little piece of ass and had soon replaced his fingers with lips and tongue. The girl was simply not to be denied.
Donald slid his head down to Donna's tits, immediately working on her irresistible pink nipples. He sucked the rosy pads one at a time into his mouth, tonguing them without mercy, until they had hardened and turned a bright pink color. All the while, Donna remained passive. It was not easy to keep her hands off her father, but it had to wait at least another minute or two.
Donald could not have been more pleased with his daughter's reactions. The girl was writhing and squirming in his arms as he worked her tits over. Her cunt was rubbing incessantly against his thigh. Occasionally his prick would rub against her legs providing all the stimulation he needed to stay hard.
Donna reached for her father's dick at the same time that the man moved his head into position beside her pussy. She gripped the thick shaft firmly as she felt his tongue parting her labia and entering the secret chamber inside. Her father's prick was large and hot and throbbing, so thick that she could barely fit her long fingers around the thrusting shaft.
And it felt good to have her father's tongue inside her. Donna sighed aloud with passion as she felt herself being invaded. So much had been happening to her, so many half-digested confusing experiences. Now everything seemed normal and safe. She was with her father, just as she had always wanted.
"Eat me," she whispered. "Make me cum with your mouth."
Donald was more than happy to oblige his daughter. She seemed almost ready. Her juices were flowing freely and the girl's vaginal muscles were clamping down on his tongue like they wanted to make it a permanent part of her anatomy. Donald reached up and fondled the girl's tits again as he ate her pussy, wanting to make her cum as she had never climaxed before.
Donna decided not to be selfish about her sexual needs. Her father was a virile man, as she knew from watching him fuck her mother. She might as well use her own mouth to bring the man fulfillment. Then they would be able to fuck on even terms. Slowly she got herself into position until father and daughter were lying head to toe, eating each other furiously.
It was all Donna could do to handle her father's rod, which seemed larger than even Uncle Larry's huge apparatus. It was stiff already and so thick that it threatened to dislocate her jaw. But Donna had learned a lot about sex and soon adjusted, loving the size and thickness of Donald's prick.
She rubbed her tits against the man and then ground the rest of her body into Donald's huge, powerful physique. It felt like she was disappearing into the man's bulk, all but her pussy which had continued to writhe and throb with desire. If only they could cum together it would be the high point of her young life.
To that end, Donna increased her intensity, sucking her father's cock with every ounce of energy in her lustful young body. No longer did she feel guilty or confused about what she was doing. Every girl in the world wanted to fuck her father, Donna decided. It was just that some families were braver and more honest than others.
She slammed her head forward on the big machine, succeeding in taking all but the last inch into her talented throat. It was fun to squeeze her father's balls as she sucked him off, as if milking the cum out of his body. Her own passion was almost unbearable as the girl worked on her virile father.
Donna ran her tongue around the head of Donald's dick, sparing the man none of her erotic skills. Her head began to bob up and down repeatedly, never resting for a second. Occasionally she would use her teeth to stimulate the man's pubic skin, biting gently into the fleshiest part of his cock.
And Donald slowed down his pace a bit, knowing what his daughter wanted, more than happy to give it to her. His prick was on fire but she was still a little ahead of him. He kept his tongue deep inside Donna's pussy but hardly moved it for a few seconds, not wanting the girl to reach the point of no return.
Donna removed her father's prick from her mouth for a minute but refused to let go of the heavy rod. Instead, she circled it with her tongue over and over again, paying special attention to the head and its vertical slit. Then she held the prick an inch or so from her mouth, shooting her tongue out like a snake, tormenting her father and bringing him closer to orgasm.
Another minute passed and the huge thing had moved back into her mouth, practically skewering the young beauty. Donna knew that she could hold out no longer. Her father's tongue felt as thick and long as his penis. It was all the way into her twat again and now she was going to have her climax.
At that very moment, Donna could feel the first of three streams of cum being emptied into her mouth. This was the part of oral sex that she liked best, although she had still not mastered the art of swallowing scum. It always seemed to be too much for her and her father was not likely to be any different.
As she began to down the saline fluids Donna felt herself cumming. Her cunt contracted one last time around the tongue that had stimulated it so well and then her climax began. Her body stiffened and then began to writhe. Her lips closed tighter around the bucking prick that was exploding in her mouth.
This time Donna was able to swallow every precious drop of semen. She struggled with the stuff but soon she had mastered it. All the while she was bathing her father's face with her own sexual secretions. Their bodies continued to move violently for a few seconds until their passion finally waned.
"That was so beautiful, Daddy," Donna said a few seconds later, licking the last traces of sperm from her pink lips. "I wish we had done it before, don't you?"
"We can make up for lost time," Donald commented, smiling at his daughter's enthusiasm. "But, yes, you're right. We're a unique family and it was foolish to deny it so long."
"Are we really that different?" Donna asked.
"Oh, it's hard to say," Donald replied, taking his daughter into his arms and raising her body on top of his. "A lot of people do things they won't talk about and a lot of folks talk about things they've never done. I'd guess that what they call incest is a lot more common than you'd expect, especially in these parts."
It was a relief for Donna to hear her father talking that way. She was going to have to get used to being different, but he would help her with that. Donald was so calm and strong, just the way a loving father was supposed to be.
Donna lay with her father for a few minutes, wondering what was going to happen next. Despite the intensity of her orgasm, the girl knew that she was ready for more. Her father had turned her on like no man before her and Donna wanted him again. Still, he was old and she had no idea of the man's sexual capacity.
But Donald set his daughter's fears to rest a few minutes later. He looked Donna over from head to toe and could not help feeling proud of his daughter. The girl was every bit as lovely and sensual as her mother. Her tits were young and firm and her ass was more beautiful than seemed possible. Yes, it wouldn't take much to get himself moving again.
Donald Judge leaned over Donna's body and then kissed the tender teenager on her sensual lips. Donna opened her mouth wide to meet his tongue, sucking the thick organ into her mouth happily. Already she could feel her father's prick stiffening with anticipation. Yes, he was going to fuck her, quite soon.
This time Donna did not bother to stimulate her father's cock with her mouth or hands. The man was continuing to explore her magnificent body and it was better just to lie there and let him have his way of her. She was still nervous about fucking her father but knew that it would work out well.
Donald rubbed his prick against his daughter's body as he continued to get her ready for fucking. He knew that it was best not to think about things at a time like that, to go ahead and fuck the little sexpot without fear. He would be ready to penetrate her within another minute or two.
Donna sighed with relief as she felt her father's hand being cupped over her already dripping quim. It was amazing how quickly she was getting turned on soon after an orgasm. But Donna was learning a lot about sex from her father. It seemed almost a shame that they had not fucked years earlier.
Donald Judge worked a thick index finger into his daughter's pussy. He rimmed the girl tenderly and then forced the digit in to the last knuckle. His prick was as hard as oak by that point, throbbing palpably against Donna's thigh. Shifting his weight, the middle aged man was soon straddling his daughter, almost ready to enter her pussy for the first time.
He did so just a few moments later. Donna's cunt was as wet and inviting as it would ever be. They had plenty of time before the rest of the family returned to complete preparations for the wedding. Donald looked at his daughter once more before fucking her, his face tender and radiant with love.
Donna closed her eyes as she felt her father entering her secret chamber. The man's prick seemed huge as it was eased slowly into her body. At first it didn't look like she would be able to handle him, until Donna relaxed a little more. Then the huge organ glided into her box as if controlled by radar.
Inch by inch the heavy organ found itself a home. Donna parted her ivory thighs as far as they would go and sighed with lust as she started to get going. Her father's prick was filling the girl to capacity but she liked it that way. Donna knew that she would get used to the man quickly enough.
Donald took his time about fucking his daughter. He was over any moral concerns about her but had no desire to hurt Donna. His prick slid into her pussy a little further and then, with a final thrust, Donald had entered the girl completely. Her cunt was so tight that he could hardly move inside it but Donald knew that that would change in short order.
"Go slow," Donna pleaded. "It feels so good that way."
Donald did not bother to answer his daughter. He left his prick buried inside her for a few moments and then began to rotate the huge tube from side to side. Donna felt as if she was being rearranged from within. The man's cock was getting bigger and stiffer but she could handle it now.
Once he had penetrated his daughter, Donald did everything in his power to make the girl more comfortable. He raised his heavy body onto outstretched arms and then lowered his head to her magnificent, irresistible titties. His mouth closed over one nipple, not to be removed until the luscious pink rosette had hardened and reddened under his ministrations.
Father and daughter were at last united. Although neither was moving very much there was a bond of love and lust growing between them. Their bodies were united, welded together with sweat and hot desire. Donald withdrew his prick a fraction of an inch and then eased it in again a little faster. The girl was obviously ready for him. Her cunt was tight but it was elastic as well, able to take his penetration without damage. Soon he would be able to fuck the little sexpot with complete freedom.
Donna opened her eyes a little as she felt her father starting to fuck her. There was a horrible vacant sensation when his prick slid out of her twat but then she would feel better than ever when the magic wand was reinserted. She could still not move with her father but that would all come in good time.
"You can fuck me harder now," she whispered unnecessarily. "I'm not a child anymore. I want to feel your prick banging inside me. Go on, Daddy, tear me to pieces with that big thing."
Donald looked down at his daughter, wondering if the girl were really serious or just trying to be brave. He continued to fuck her slowly and lovingly, not minding it at all. Her cunt was clinging to his cock as if Donna's life depended on it and no sane man could have objected to the friction and pressure she was generating deep inside that churning fuck hole.
Donna got used to the motion of her father and then tried to move with him. At first she was riveted to the bed by his great weight and powerful torso. A moment later, her ass was gyrating against the mattress beneath her. Her hips swayed from side to side and then Donna knew that she could handle any man, even one as virile and well hung as her father.
She arched her back and rubbed her tits against Donald's chest, loving the way her skin was tickled by his hairs. All the while, her cunt continued to produce a copious flow of saline secretions, making it easier for the man to enter her. Her nipples were almost agonizingly aroused but the girl knew that within a few minutes she would find the release she needed.
Donna continued to move, knowing that her orgasm was just around the corner. Her father was likely to need more time to get his rocks off but the girl was confident of being able to satisfy him. She was indeed a real woman now, had taken the final step. She could hardly wait to feel her father's huge throbbing cock explode deep inside her body.
Now the man was fucking her hard and fast, knowing that his daughter was ready for anything he could deal out to her. His prick moved like a blur, sliding repeatedly in and out of that magnificent box. She was so smooth and sweet inside that Donald felt like a teenager himself, knowing that he would spill his penile juices far quicker than was his wont.
Then he felt the girl starting to cum, just as he was getting near his own inevitable explosion. Donna's cunt clamped down harder on his thrusting prick and then the girl's juices started to flow. Her cunt was incredible, producing stream after stream of honey, never resting or slowing down for a second.
The girl's orgasm, was long and devastating, draining Donna completely. She tried to relax but found that it was impossible with her father's prick banging away inside her. It was all she could do to keep up with the man's pace.
Donald held out for as long as possible, wanting to prolong the experience and also to let Donna recover from her orgasm. But it was impossible to exert self-control with his daughter. He had wanted her for too long to do that. He had to resign himself to ending their first fuck with a bang.
Donald rammed his prick in for the last time, feeling it bump against the back of his daughter's vaginal canal. He could have torn the little angel apart with his weapon but he was still controlling himself. His prick was red and hot and overloaded with cum. He felt the stuff starting to explode out of him with all the force of a live volcano.
Donna screamed with passion as she felt herself being filled with her father's cum. It was the high point of her existence, the thing she had wanted for years. She could feel each drop of cum seeping into her tissues and then the man stopped cumming, although his prick continued to throb inside her.
A few minutes later father and daughter had got out of bed, knowing that it was time to get to work on the wedding preparations. They would have time in the future, all the time they needed to continue their sexual experiments. All that remained was for the wedding to be over the following day.



CHAPTER TWELVE


The wedding itself was practically an anticlimax for everybody concerned, with the exception of the bride and groom. Uncle Larry had insisted on being part of the bridal party, although there was no traditional place for him. A happy compromise had been struck, although some of the guests found it odd for Gloria to be accompanied down the aisle by two men, neither of them her relatives.
After the ceremony an informal party was held, with the guests remaining for another two hours. There was dancing and drinking and general celebration but then it got late and the guests began to file back to their autos and pickup trucks. By eight o'clock in the evening the Judge family had finally been left alone.
It took another hour to clean the debris and detritus left by the recently departed celebrants. Gloria and Frank were given an hour off to take a walk in the sunset while the others slaved with mop and broom. They returned to a clean house, finding their parents and siblings ensconced comfortably in the living room.
"It's been a long week, son," Donald greeted his son. "But we're very proud of you. You too, Gloria. Why, I can't help but laugh when I think of your little scheme."
"Don't laugh too hard," Uncle Larry announced, coming in from the kitchen. "I'm not here to be mocked."
For the first time in the three decades of their acquaintance, Larry Parker and Donald Judge got over their difference. The rest of the family beamed proudly as the two men embraced, their powerful torsos crushing into one another. Donald patted his wife's brother on the back and promised to keep up his end of the bargain, forgiving and forgetting past transgressions.
"Larry's going to spend the night with us," Catherine told her husband. "I know you're tired and all but it's very important to us. We've got a lot to make up for."
"Who's tired?" Donald shouted. "I feel like the party's just started. Can I get anyone a beer?"
Donald disappeared into the kitchen for a minute and returned with a six-pack of chilled beer. He served the drinks graciously and then sat down in his favorite easy chair. There was a brief period of tension as each family member was lost in his own thoughts. It was an unfamiliar situation and nobody seemed to be able to deal with it rationally.
"I thought we were supposed to be having a party," Gloria said, finally breaking the tense silence. "Shit, you're all just sitting around worrying about things. I guess it's up to the old decadent city girl to show you how to have a good time."
Gloria still did not know exactly how to respond to her new relatives. Thinking it best to create some diversion, she got up and put a rock record on the old stereo system on the mantlepiece. A few seconds later she was dancing alone, flinging her body from side to side before an eager audience.
Gloria had changed from her wedding dress to a pair of tight jeans and a low-cut blouse, worn as usual without a bra. She gyrated wildly from one side of the living room to another, playing especially to Uncle Larry. Soon Donna had joined her on the dance floor and she could see that the others were relaxing a little.
She pulled Uncle Larry to his feet and soon everyone was laughing raucously in the sex-charged atmosphere. Another six-pack was polished off and somehow Gloria managed to sneak a few joints into the picture. It was hard not to laugh as she watched the old folks getting high but Gloria controlled herself for once in her life, not wanting to give anyone the wrong impression.
Eventually the family members sank back into their chairs, all but Gloria who began to improvise a strip-tease number, kicking off her shoes and then pulling her blouse over her sweaty head. It did not take long for the girl to be almost completely naked. Gloria knew what she was doing, knew that the lusty Judge family would soon take her hint in the best possible way.
Sure enough, a minute later Uncle Larry had taken the girl into his arms, having to get out of his own old-fashioned clothing. He kissed Gloria and then led her to the side of the living room, away from the rest of his family. The others were pairing off as well and it looked like the party was going full swing.
"Larry, I'd love to fuck you again," Gloria whispered as she felt the man's lips closing over her left nipple. "But I really think you and Catherine ought to put it together after all these years. Go ahead, you've waited too long already."
Larry walked slowly and uncertainly, not sure that Catherine would want him. However, the woman was sitting alone at that point watching the others start to make love. Larry joined her on the couch and did not say anything for the next few moments. Father and son had started to make love to Donna and the three constituted a tableau that was fascinating, to say the least.
But Catherine helped the man, moving closer to Larry and then letting her head loll onto his thickly muscled shoulder. She tilted her head back and then allowed the man to kiss her. They had not been so intimate since her teenage years but she was determined not to be hung up in the past.
Catherine struggled out of her clothing, hampered by Larry's passionate caresses. She finally stood naked before the man, wondering whether it would be better to leave the room. Soon she decided that she would stay right where she was, in the bosom of her loving family. Larry could not have agreed more.
Gloria stood behind the two lovers, wanting to see them in action. She had always been a bit of a voyeur and this was one scene she would not have missed for the world. Larry was obviously going to be a lot more tender and loving than he had been with her. It seemed impossible for anyone to have changed so completely. He was kissing and caressing Catherine in a way that made her want to leap right in on the action.
Larry and Catherine locked their mouths into a long, searching kiss, totally anescient to the orgy going on around them. Gloria had torn herself away reluctantly and was engaged in setting up a true group-grope, with herself, Frank, Donna and Donald as the participants. All were so drunk and stoned that it took a good fifteen minutes to get things moving.
Larry and Catherine were experiencing no such difficulty. All the years of repression and unhappiness had faded from the picture. Larry lowered his head to the woman's breasts, telling himself that she was more beautiful than ever, better than she had been as a teenage beauty. True, her face was lined and some other muscles had started to sag but that did not bother him at all as he prepared to fuck the magnificent woman.
He climbed right on top of Catherine, branding her with the hot flesh of his searching prick. He rubbed the heavy tube all over Catherine's body, continuing at the same time to tease and caress her tits with his lips and tongue.
Then he began to work his cock into Catherine's pussy, not bothering to finger her first. Larry was still quite crude in his erotic technique, despite the lesson he had received from Donna and Gloria. However, Catherine wanted him that way, wanted to be transported back to her first sexual experiences.
She parted her legs and allowed the man to enter her, immediately clasping her shapely legs around Larry's muscular midsection. Brother and sister looked almost like twins as their bodies united in that passionate embrace. Larry worked his cock in one inch at a time, going as slowly as he could, wondering if he would be able to control his passion. Catherine was so beautiful and loving that he felt he wanted to shoot his load then and there.
Catherine sighed with ineffable relief as she felt the huge prick being worked into her ready pussy. She began to move with Larry right off the bat, wrapping her arms around his broad hairy back and drawing him closer to her. It was hard to breathe with the man looming over her but Catherine wanted to be crushed by his embrace, have her fears obliterated completely.
Larry's prick was rubbing against the bottom of her vaginal canal, transporting the woman to new heights of ecstasy. She ground her pelvis against him, meeting every one of Larry's strokes with one of her own, setting up a counter-rhythm that was calculated to bring the man quickly to a climax.
Soon brother and sister had established a common tempo. Catherine stopped moving for a moment, letting herself enjoy the feel of her brother's probing prick. Her cunt was on fire, ready to explode its juices at a minute's notice. Still, she wanted their first fuck to last forever. They had so much time to make up for, and there were so many things she wanted to do.
Larry withdrew his prick part way and then slammed it in again, no longer able to control his passion very well. He looked briefly at the other side of the room and saw that the rest of his family had really got into fucking with each other. At that moment Donna was taking on her father and brother, one in the ass and the other in her delicious little snatch.
But Larry did not watch for long. Gerald and Donald could have their fun as far as he was concerned, as long as he could stay with Catherine. He rammed his prick in again and then looked into the woman's beautifully, bottomless green eyes. His prick was palpitating wildly but still he was able to control his passion.
"I'm going to cum," Catherine whispered in the man's ear. "Fuck me a little harder, Larry, I want you so bad."
Larry did not change his method of making love. He worked his prick in hard and fast, loving the way Catherine's pussy would cling to him. The beer and grass had desensitized his cock a bit, but not so much that he couldn't enjoy himself. He, too, was almost ready to cum.
Catherine closed her eyes as her orgasm began. She held Larry close to her body and clamped her cunt down on his probing prick, not letting the man move a muscle. Then her climax began, shaking her completely, leaving the woman weak and breathless. She experienced three separate spasms before her ardor cooled, delighting her lover as she had never done before.
Larry waited until the woman had stopped cumming before allowing himself to move again. At first Catherine's pussy was so wet that he could hardly feel her. It was as if he were swimming in the woman's juices, being taken into her body. But soon she had dried out a little and he was able to feel her, able to bring himself closer and closer to a climax.
But he was still not ready to explode. All the years of repression had taken a toll on Larry. He closed his eyes and began to fuck the woman savagely, desperately wanting to get the whole thing over with. Soon he could feel the cum starting to well up irresistibly in the tip of his swollen prick.
A few more strokes and the powerfully built farmer was over the verge. He rammed his cock in once more and then felt his body starting to explode. His balls contracted once and he shot a tremendous wad of cum into Catherine's pussy. Then he bucked once more and duplicated his effort, to the point where Catherine's pussy was filled way beyond its capacity.
Larry pulled his prick out a few moments later, kissing Catherine. The woman seemed to taste like cum, even her mouth. They lay together on the couch for another ten minutes, ignoring the rest of the family. Larry knew that he would never be lonely again now that he had rediscovered his loving family.
Eventually he pulled himself together enough to watch the other voluptuaries. Donna had retained her former position and seemed almost ready to cum. She was lying on her side with her father fucking her from the front and her brother Gerald continuing to work his prick deep into her asshole.
Larry wanted to join the fun but knew that he wasn't yet ready. It was good enough to sit there and watch them, occasionally shifting his glance to the other corner of the room, where Frank and Gloria were consummating their union. They were fucking slowly and lovingly, as suited a bride and groom.
Donna, for her part, was amazed again at her own sexual capacity. She had never imagined that it was possible for her to service two men simultaneously. But at that moment she wished that there was another cock available, one that she could suck into her greedy mouth and blow to completion.
"Go ahead, Larry," Catherine urged him. "I know you want to fuck one of the younger girls again. It's all right with me. I'm still feeling you inside. That's all that counts."
"But I want to be with you," Larry protested.
"We can fuck again later," Catherine answered him tenderly. "Go ahead, I'm just too tired now. I'll come back to you later."
Larry got up from the couch, feeling his prick starting to stiffen as he approached Donna. Now that he had taken in the whole complicated story, he knew that Donna had been the prime cause of the family reunion. It was strange that so young a girl had shown them the way but it was undeniably true.
He crouched down in front of Donna and pushed his prick in front of the girl's face. In a way, he would have preferred to fuck Gloria again, a far more experienced and sensually inventive young woman. But Gloria was with her husband and it would have been criminal to interrupt their lovemaking.
Instead, he contented himself with one third of Donna's favors. The girl looked up at him and then shifted her weight a little so that she could take his prick into her greedy mouth. She parted her lips and ignored her other two lovers, wanting to show Larry how much she loved him.
Her lips and tongue moved faster and more passionately than ever before, getting Larry hard and rigid immediately. Then the handsome farmer began to fuck her mouth hard and fast, knowing that she was woman enough to take him. Occasionally he would flash a smile to his nephew and brother-in-law.
Donna found it impossible to concentrate on her three passionate lovers. She could hardly move with her body filled with cock but she was not willing to give up without a fight. For one thing, it was wonderful to be the center of attraction, no longer the child who was always in everyone's way.
She lipped and tongued her uncle's cock, wanting the man to fill her mouth with cum. However, long before that happened, she knew that Gerald would spill his wad into her waiting pussy. She herself was not yet ready to cum, nowhere near it. For the moment she was completely passive, a receptacle for the unlimited lust of her three favorite male relatives.
Gerald, as expected, was the first to cum. He was fucking his sister's asshole for the first time, feeling new heights of sexual gratification. The girl's bunghole was tight but just commodious enough to let him fuck her freely. Eventually the pressure and friction were too much to tolerate.
He slipped his prick in and out of the girl's asshole which was still wet and smooth from his own saliva. Donna was hardly moving but he was young and virile enough not to care. As long as she lay there and let him bugger her he knew that it would not take long for him to celebrate his climax.
The boy shoved his prick in once more and then allowed the thick wand to explode. He held Donna by the hips and was able to feel his father's cock inside her. The family had never been that close before but there was no time to think about such matters now that he was ready to fly.
Donna contracted her asshole a little, wanting to show her brother that she could take anything he handed out to her. She swiveled her hips, practically dislodging her father's prick but still holding Larry's cock deep inside her throat. She was well aware that Gerald was ready to fill her with cum.
Her asshole hurt a little but that did not slow the girl down. She bucked once more and then felt a stream of hot semen invading her body. She then felt Gerald pull his prick out before he had finished cumming, leaving a trail of wet sticky cum all over her lovely white buttocks and thighs.
Now she was able to concentrate completely on her other two lovers. They shifted position to make things easier for her. Before she knew what was happening, Donna was sitting on top of her father's upraised cock. On her hands and knees like that it was easy for her to tilt her head to the side and take Uncle Larry's prick back into her mouth.
It was a new position for Donna but the sensual little sexpot adjusted to it immediately. It was nice to slide her cunt up and down her father's swollen prick and be in charge of things for once in her life. And it was a revelation to know that she could keep both men deliriously happy.
Donna bounced up and down like a dervish, keeping her father busy trying to maintain his penetration of her pussy. Her mouth was working double time on Larry's tumid cock, her lips and tongue caressing it in every possible way, moving the man closer and closer to his orgasm.
But Donna was the first to cum, getting her rocks off a full five minutes before her father and uncle. She held her breath as she felt the onset of her passion, sorry that it would be ending so soon. But there was nothing to worry about. She still had not fucked Frank that evening and knew that once they got together the virile man would satisfy her completely.
For the moment, she lowered her body onto her father's rod and let the juices flow. The man's cock was pounding inside her sensually gripping twat and that was all she could stand. She let go of Larry's prick for a second and split the silence with an agonized cry of unleashed lust.
Her orgasm was the strongest and most intense of Donna's young life. One spasm followed another until she thought she was going to faint from a surfeit of passion. Her cunt closed and then the labia relaxed, quivering softly around the thick cock that had pleased her so well.
Donna soon calmed down and began to try to satisfy her two lusty lovers. She bounced up and down on her father's rod as she had been doing all along but now she was concentrating more on Larry's prick. She had swallowed the full eight thick inches of the machine and knew he could not hold out for long.
Donna maintained her position for a few minutes longer, timing her movements perfectly. Her body was glistening with perspiration but she was not really tired. Actually, she was being turned on again and knew that she would have another orgasm if her father continued to fuck her so well.
Uncle Larry began to fuck the girl's mouth as if it were a second cunt, knowing that she could take him on easily. He felt the cum swelling his balls out to the point of overflow and did not try to control his passion any longer. Another stroke of the girl's tongue had him over the verge.
He entered the girl's dripping mouth once more and then let the little vixen have a taste of his cum. He held Donna's head in position, making sure that she would not waste a drop of his precious fluids. The girl drank the juices eagerly, fulfilled in a way that she had never dreamed possible. Larry left his prick in the girl's mouth even after he had had the last drop of scum drained from his balls. It felt nice to have his prick go limp inside her. All the while, Donald, his brother-in-law, was continuing to plank the girl from below. He had held out for a long time but Larry knew that the man was on the verge of climax.
Donna made her father hold still for the next few minutes. The only way she could express her love at that point was to show her father the best possible time while fucking. She had only a few minutes to do so as he was fucking her harder and faster, no longer in control of his passion.
And then the man started to cum, lifting his daughter off the ground as his lust was consummated. He rammed his prick in for the last time and then let himself go, sighing audibly as he filled his daughter's cunt with cum. He was tired but nowhere near ready to slow himself down.
Donna came with her father, her passion immediately triggered as she felt her pussy filled with cum. Father and daughter went through their orgasms together, each stimulating the other to new heights of passion. They went on for a few minutes and at last Donna felt herself completely cummed out.
She looked over to the other side of the room and saw that things had gone on well without her direction. Gerald and his mother were fucking on the couch and Frank and Gloria were consummating their marriage for the third time in the hour. She relaxed for a few minutes, loving every member of her family and knowing that they would always be together in the future.
Things had been terribly confused in her life just a few days before. But now she had cemented her love, had been intimate and loving with each family member. It seemed useless to call their relationship incestuous. There was only one word to describe her family, and that word was love!
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