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Chapter 1


She came out of the back door of her house, sleek and graceful, all pale, flashing legs and flowing blonde hair, all bright blue eyes and soft, red, perpetually pouting lips, all quick, lithe youthfulness, with a subtle yet easily perceptible aura of sensuality about her that said: She's ready.
Nickie Darcy tossed the thick towel over the back of a lawn chair with practiced expertise, never glancing in the direction of her target. Her eyes were only for the beckoning coolness of the pool, ahead.
The dark knit fabric of her two-piece swimsuit was an inviting contrast to the pale softness of her flesh. The suit was skimpy to begin with, and she had grown-to be sure-since she'd first gotten it the year before.
She was tall for her few years, almost five foot four. But she was fresh-faced, almost childlike in the hints of baby-fat lingering in her lovely countenance.
Her throat was graceful and smooth, an invitation to the lips of lecherous men and hot young boys. It flowed in clean young lines to her slender shoulders. There was a light sprinkling of freckles, so faint that they were almost invisible, across her upper chest.
Everything about her was so like a young girl-child.
Her waist was trim and smooth, her stomach and abdomen fat. Beneath the gentle softness of lingering baby-fat so thoughtlessly pressed by the elastic waist-band of her swimsuit bottoms were taut muscles. She loved to swim and run and ride her bike-and if the sensations of the bicycle seat jostling against her almost hairless little cunt lips and the dormant nubbin of her – clitoris, sending sweet waves of delight rippling through her slender frame, were an added incentive for the journeys down shaded roads, what of it?
Her hips were slender, barely stretched with the onset of puberty. And her ass was the tight, molded, saucy half-moons of a young girl-child, clearly outlined in its perky movements by the tight bottoms.
Her legs were long and slim, trimly athletic and shapely in their gentle curves. Her legs made men think of base pleasures, pleasures that were surely unknown to the finely made girl-child who walked on those marvelous legs.
But if all else about her seemed to say she was but a beautiful girl-child, they were overruled by her breasts.
Her breasts, Nickie's breasts, the breasts of this ‘child' were, in a word, perfect.
Nickie's breasts weren't little girl's boobies, or the pear shaped tithes of a barely pubescent child.
Nickie's breasts were firm, thrusting mounds of creamy sensitive flesh, jutting proudly away from her. Her breasts were the richly curved swells that girls and women years her senior dreamed of, wished for. Her breasts were the shape of half-globes, and tipped with tiny pink nipples that were sooo sensitive and became rigid little points at the least stimulation.
Her breasts weren't the fatty, overabundant knockers of some adolescent girls. Nickie's breasts were as saucy and proportioned as the rest of her-only a bit more so.
She strode to the edge of the pool, her nipples erected and clearly outlined against the sensuous pressure of the too-tight top. She poised at the edge and raised her arms over her head, preparing to dive, the motion lightening her top on her so that the upper swells of her breasts pushed above the line of fabric so that her tight little ass cheeks were clearly shown by the year-old suit bottoms, so that her long legs became still more lean and smooth.
She bent her knees and sprang outward, towards the center of the pool, turning with smooth grace to knife into the glassy surface of the water.
The coolness was an Invigorating shock after the heat of the day. For long moments she explored the bottom, her healthy young lungs holding the air for almost a full minute before letting herself float to the surface,
Her head broke water. Her small, quick fingers went through her wet hair, bringing it back and away from her face, Her cheeks were slightly flushed with exertion and the glistening droplets of water seemed to gleam on her skin.
Languidly, she turned over and floated on her back only her head, toes, and the twin peaks of her snowy breasts breaking the surface.
But Nickie Darcy was an adventurous girl, a girl who loved excitement and new things-especially if they offered the promise of pleasure.
Because Nickie had inherited her disposition and proclivities from her mother and father.
She quickly grew bored with sedate floating and set out to swim ten laps of the pool.
With the same impetuousness she brought to everything. Nickie began kicking and stroking towards the end of the pool, then turned, precisely and strongly, and pushed off towards the other end.
She loved to feel the stretching of her muscles, the strangely satisfying, twinges of pain in calves, and shoulders that came with the exertion. She was aware of-her body, aware of it with a lucidity and appreciation that were not only far beyond her years, but beyond many who lived far longer than she had.
It was in this very same pool, not too many weeks earlier, that she had been horsing around with her brother. It had begun innocently enough, when her brother Ted had pulled her suddenly into the pool. It was purely accidental when he'd torn loose the straps holding the halter of her suit-and exposed her budding breasts to his youthful gaze.
And the knowledge of his eyes on her naked breasts had somehow excited her.
She climbed out of the pool and reached for the towel, luxuriating in the feel of the plush terrycloth against her sensitive flesh. She loved the sensation of touch-perhaps too much for her own good.
Quickly drying off, she-headed back into the house and ran up the stairs to her own room. Almost by reflex, she glanced out through the window of her room at the window on the other side of the patio roof.
It was through that window that she had watched her brother, excited after the pool incident, jerk on his hard, erected young cock until he'd spurted his creamy froth out. Through that window she had seen where he hid the photo-filled magazines that excited him.
She pulled a pair of panties from her dresser drawer, then decided to wear her faded blue-jean cut-off s and a tee-shirt.
She remembered how she'd sneaked into his mom and taken the magazines, how he'd caught her…
…how she'd tugged at his young cock with her own small white hand, duplicating the motions he'd used till he shot his hot spunk all over her quivering, exposed flesh, and how his fingers had worked at her sensitive, toe-ready little candy clit till she'd writhed and come herself.
She was an adventurous girl! A curious girl!
She was her mother's daughter, her father's daughter. She was a hedonist, a sybarite as much as they were.
She finished dressing and padded barefoot down the stairs, then out the front door to go to the mailbox. Her mother was out shopping, her brother still slept, her father away on another-yet another-of the sales trips that kept him away from home for such long periods at a time.
She passed one of the funny little basement casement windows-and remembered the night when Tod had come to her room and led her out through the sweltering night darkness. She remembered so vividly watching her mother and father getting it on in the basement rec room through that window.
And then Tod had eased his throbbing young hardon into her hungry little slit. It was the first time she'd ever had a boy, though she'd stripped away her own cherry the night before, in the steamy bathroom.
There were two magazines, a bill from the phone company and a letter to her mother from Uncle Ernie. Nickie closed the mailbox door and hurried back to her home.
She was just pouring the milk over her cereal when she heard the sound of a car door slamming, then an engine-and by the time the car was roaring off down the street, Nickie was at the window, watching.
Barely two minutes had elapsed since the car left when another pulled in.
The tall, handsome, virile-looking young man got out of the car and strode to the door of the house. And just as Nickie had expected-and hoped-there was Mrs. Norflus, nearly bursting with ripeness.
Nearly bursting out of her totally unconcealing housecoat.
Nickie giggled to herself and darted up the stairs to her brother's room.
"Tod," she said hurriedly. "Tod, Tod, wake up!"
She leaped onto the bed beside her brother's sleeping form and began shaking him.
Tod opened one eye-and found himself looking directly at one bobbling Nickie breast as his sister jumped and shook him.
"What time is?" he asked, annoyed.
"Eight-thirty," she said, dismissing that subject for its unimportance in comparison to the news that followed. "Tod, Mrs. Norflus is at it again!"
At that, her brother opened both eyes and sat upright in the bed. The sheet fell away to his waist, revealing his stringily muscled, bare chest. "You mean her-old man took off?"
She nodded excitedly. "And her stud just arrived! C'mon!"
Tod hurried out of the bed and followed Nickie to the window of his room. From there, they could easily see across the fifty or sixty yards to the Norilus' house-and with the aid of the powerful, precision-made binoculars Tod had gotten as a Christmas gift the year before, they could see in living technicolor all the fun and games of Mrs. Norflus and seemingly unending succession of young studs that paraded to her door-and bedroom-when her husband went off on one of his frequent business trips.
They were lots more fun, as neighbors, than the previous residents-an elderly couple.
Sam and Janet Norflus had moved in only a few weeks before. Sam Norflus was in his late fifties, paunchy, with a brutal, peasant's face. He was a big shot for some chain of stores and was constantly taking off to visit the branches.
Janet Norflus was in her late twenties, with an ordinary face, rich olive complexion and a figure that caused traffic accidents. Long, shapely legs, full, rounded ass, pinched waist and enormous, ripe breasts and a disposition that made ambitious men glad.
Time and again, Nickie and Ted had watched from his bedroom window, taking turns and arguing over who got the binoculars. The Norflus bedroom window was right over the Norflus bed-a huge, satin-sheeted, circular affair.
And it never failed. Less than five minutes after her husband left on one of his trips, Janet Norflus was at their doorway, greeting in a succession of handsome, well-dressed and well-hung-studs.
Nickie shivered in anticipation-and gladness. Just a few weeks before, prior to her eventful visit to her Uncle Ernie's house, she wouldn't have fully appreciated what was happening with Janet Norflus' escapades.
But now she could. And did.
"There she is!" Tod exclaimed, peering through the field glasses.. Nickie knew that he wouldn't be willing to relinquish the binoculars yet, not till the voluptuous housewife had stripped off her clothes and exposed her bountiful charms to his gaze. She strained her eyes to see-but couldn't make out any details.
She could see the housecoats opening, though, and the movement of the young woman and her service attendant towards each other. She could see the man push the housecoat back and off the woman's shoulders, to fall in a crumpled heap at her feet. She could see the man's hands moving over her, exploring her.
She could feel her own nipples stiffening in empathetic response to the caresses the sensual wife was receiving across the lot.
Nickie glanced down at her brother's shorts and saw the telltale bulge of his own hardening prick.
"To-od," she cooed, running her fingers lightly over that bulge, feeling him tighten at her knowing touch. "To-od, aren't you going to let me look? If you're piggy about it, well… " She gave his half-bard penis a quick squeeze and then removed her hand completely.
Ted looked down into her clear blue eyes and then thrust the field-glasses into her hands. "I believe in sharing with my little sister," he said, emphasizing the little to remind her that he was aware of her curves and charms.
"Oh, he's the best one yet," she said, watching intently. Janet Norflus was working at the buttons of the young man's shirt, then pulling it away from him, her fingers becoming less certain as her haste increased.
When the shirt was gone, she ran her hands through the mass of thick, dark hair covering his chest, savoring the feel of its silkiness.
The man, meantime, was hefting the weight of her huge breasts in his fingers, gently fondling the big, fleshy masses till her enormous nipples were stiffened. Her aureoles were easily the size of fifty-cent pieces, perhaps bigger, and her nipples weren't, far off the size of those on baby-bottles.
As he tweaked those large, sensitive nozzles, Janet was unfastening his belt, the snap of his pants, his zipper. With clumsy, passionate baste, she pushed them down over his hips-and then dropped to one knee to continue pulling his pants and brightly striped briefs down over his powerful thighs, over his knees, over his hairy calves.
She quickly unlaced his shoes and pulled them off, then brought her hands up to lovingly caress his enormous penis!
Nickie gasped with the realization of the size of the man's member. It was. huge! It was enormous! It was gigantic!
It was turning her on just to look at it!
It didn't cool her off to have her brother's hand reaching inside her tee-shirt to fondle one swelling breast and play with one hardened little nipple.
Nickie stared through the binoculars as the man stepped out of his pants and underwear. Janet Norflus was bringing her hands up to that huge dick, running her fingers with loving adulation over its length and thickness, licking her lips for the visual benefit of the I over-sized young stud,
She stretched up and planted a gentle kiss on the broad, purplish glans, a kiss that lingered and sent a shudder through the man's body, a kiss that opened as her mouth sucked the swollen knob between her lush lips.
Tod's hand moved to her other breast-and then was suddenly gone.
Nickie swallowed, her throat suddenly dry, and turned over the binoculars to her brother.
"Oh, wow!" he whispered appreciatively. "She's licking him off! Oh, wow!"
Nickie stared out the window, trying to make out the specific details of the hot stuff that was going on in their neighbor's bedroom while running her hand the front of her brother's shorts to his throbbing cock bulge. Watching the lonely young housewife's adventures always excited Tod, but Nickie could readily sense that this time was something special.
She slowly pulled open the fly of his shorts and put her cool, soft fingers inside to gently caress the sensitive flesh of Tod's dick-and then suddenly withdrew her hand.
With a groan of resignation, he handed her the glasses.
Nickie stayed as she was, on her knees, and peered out at the window.
And sucked in her breath.
Even as she watched the lugubrious scene, the horny young wife was sucking in her lover's huge prick! Slowly-slowly-inch-by-inch, the massive member was disappearing into the woman's mouth, between her full, luscious lips till the man's balls were slapping up against her chin and her month was working on the base of his shaft in the thick, hirsute pubic tangle.
Then, with equal languor, that thick rod began to reappear from between her sucking mouth ups, coming out of the sheath of her throat with a glistening coating of saliva.
All but the, head was withdrawn before the movement was suspended for a long moment of vigorous sucking. And then, again, that stupendous penis was being eagerly swallowed back into the horny young woman's receptive throat.
Nickie found her own breath quickening, her little nipples throbbing as much in response to what she was watching as to what her brother's hand was doing to them beneath her tee-shirt.
Tod moved the fingers of his other hand to her waist and deftly undid the snaps. Eagerly, he pulled her shorts down. He sucked in his breath at finding her naked beneath them, at having her almost hairless little quim exposed to his eyes and hands.
He gently ran one finger up and down between the downy fringed lips of her slit-and then pulled it away. Without protest, Nickie handed over the binoculars.
As he put them to his eyes, Tod moaned. For while he watched Janet Norflus quicken the rocking of her head back and forth over her stud's stallion prick, his sister-still on one knee was dropping his own shorts.
Nickie ran her fingers lightly, caressingly up and down the insides of Tod's strong young thighs. She let them trail through his pubic hair, twining the strands between her fingers, letting the palm of her hand just brush the base of his throbbing dick.
While her paramour put his hand on each side of her head and dragged Janet Norflus' mouth closer to him, Nickie was bending close to blow her breath lightly across the blood-gorged head of her brother's cock. She loved watching his physical reactions to that: the quickening of his breath, the sudden upward twitching of his dick, the slight jerk of his hips, and most of all, the visible, progressive tightening of the flesh of his-scrotum around his balls.
Cupping Tod's testicles gingerly in her fingers, putting her other hand flat against his abdomen at the base of his prick with his cook jutting out between the spread ‘V' of thumb and forefinger, Nickie pressed her head forward and placed her lips against the glans of his prick.
Tod moaned at the touch-and the moan became a half-sob of passion as she continued the pressure and lips.
His knob slid inside-and she immediately began twisting her tongue all about it. She closed her lips on the flange behind and sucked on his cock.
And abruptly pulled back, relinquishing him.
Tod let go a low growl of frustration, but handed over the binoculars none the less.
He let himself down to his knees beside his sister's half-naked form and put his arms around her. His hands came to rest on her breasts beneath her tee-shirt and his fingers reveled in the resilient smoothness of her tits.
Nickie was completely entranced by the more urgent movements of the young stud's hips as he thrust his cock In and out of Janet Norflus' mouth. His hips were pistoning, heaving back and forth, up and down, as if he were flicking a pussy, rather thin a mouth.
For her own part Janet Norflus was showing her gratification at the act by the fact that she'd brought her hands up to clutch the broad muscular buttocks of her mouth-fucking lover, pulling more powerfully, more deeply into her ready oral embrace.
Faster and faster he moved, the strength of his thrust rocking Janet Norflus' entire body so that her enormous tits swung forward and back, hitting his thighs with soft weight on the fore swing.
Tod's hands were urging Nickie to kneel fully, on both legs, and to raise tip. Without thinking, she complied-and then a thrill went through her as she felt the prodding of his stiff young cock as he rubbed it against her flesh.
She could feel the velvety glans rubbing down through the furrow of her pert little ass cheeks, between the juncture of her taut, quickly shaking thighs, finally pressing in against the soft, swollen lips of her slit.
Nickie sighed in relief as she felt the head thrusting in through the entrance, pushing apart the walls of her tight little cunt.
She groaned as her brother brought his full weight in behind the drive of his cock. The dick head slid further and deeper into her, pushing far into her ready receptacle, hotly into the place where she loved to feel it.
And then Tod let go a deep, throaty sound of passion. Nickie's vagina had suddenly tightened on him, clutched on his cock bearing down on the stiff invader with lusty strength. The sudden stricture almost-but not quite-coated the spunk from his hot young testicles.
What had happened to cause Nickie to squeeze her brother's mole-digging dick with such suddenness was what she saw through the field glasses.
The young, extraordinarily well-hung stud had suddenly stiffened and driven his cock into Janet Norflus' mouth up to the hilt. Her nose was actually pressing into his abdomen as he shook and bucked, while her hands still held-him tightly to her.
Nickie could see his ass cheeks clenching and unclenching as the strength left his knees. She could see Janet Norflus' head jerk n she strained to control the swelling, pulsing throbs of the spunk spewing cock. She could see the woman's throat working rapidly as she swallowed all of the come she'd so assiduously milked from his big balls.
Suddenly, the woman's mouth was opening-and Nickie was unable to suppress a gasp of surprise, and erotic arousal as she saw the thick white froth of the studs come spill out from between her full lips and cascade in an ivory stream down over her chin; to drip viscously onto her full, thrusting breasts.
Nickie began moving her hips back and forth, in time to her brother's thrusts inside her vagina. She could feel the hard shaft of his young cock rubbing between the tops of her thighs and as she felt that rigid bar of flesh moving upwards, her excitement was enhanced by feeling it and anticipating it a split second before it actually throbbed up between the sensitive, clutching lips of her cunt.
She watched the young stud's thick, long cock slip out from between Janet Norflus' froth-covered lips to flop limply and languidly down and brush against her chin.
The size of it! she thought, struck by the immensity of the penis even as it lost its stiffness. It was, she knew, even larger than the gargantuan monster hanging between the thighs of her cousin Frank and certainly much bigger thanShe groaned and put the binoculars down, leaning forward slightly to grip the edge of the window sill with her hands. Tod had grabbed her hips and was pistoning his own loins back and forth, battering at her buttocks with his hard, flat abdomen as he shot his hard cock in and out of her little twat.
She released her grip on the window sill with one hand, letting the fingers of that hand find their way to the secretion-drenched mass of her downy, stripling pubic growth. There, she let her fingers find the sensitive, hard bud of her pink clitoris and roll it with devastating effect.
Tod grunted. Her vagina had locked tight about his cock in response to the movements of her fingers on her clit, and he knew that he was only moments from coming in her. He pressed his dick into her as far as he could, taking advantage of the angle to let the cock head actually run up against her cervix. With a last, great groan of urgency, Tod heaved his dick forward, burying it completely inside her with such force-that his balls swung up to slap against the backs of her thighs.
Nickie, her oversensitive vaginal walls completely aroused, could feel each swelling pulsation through the long tube running the length of the underside of her brother's dick as his sibling semen rocketed upwards through his cock. At last the great load of his come reached the little pee-slot in his glans and blasted out, spewing about the inside of her cunt and hitting the walls of her womb like cannon shot. Spitting like a garden hose, his cock jerked and spasmed inside her, and Nickie felt every movement till at lastShe felt the familiar coiling ball of tension beginning to come unraveled all at once as the first humping jerks of her orgasm were upon her. She mewled, then whined, then finally let loose a squeal of pure delight from deep inside her throat at her rush. She was coming, coming hard and strong with her brother's young, hard dick shooting the load of his throbbing, brotherly balls home inside her.
She loved to feel the weight, the heat of his jissum as it splattered inside her, hitting and clinging to the walls of her cunt, splashing about deep In her innards. She loved the feel of any man's spunk sloshing about inside her.
Nickie clenched her vaginal muscles about the drained, dwindling length of her brother's penis, milking the last drops of his precious jewel juice from him.
Tod, weak and exhausted, the strength rapidly leaving his knees and arms and legs, slipped backwards so that his ass rested on his heels. His dick slipped out from between the clutches of Nickie's cunt lips and from between the soft, gentle, secretion slicked pressure of her thighs.
Nickie, breathing deeply, weakly trying to regain her strength, picked up the field glasses and again trained them on the bedroom window of the Norflus' house.
There she saw that the housewife and her stud had moved to the huge satin-sheeted circular bed.
Completely engrossed, Nickie watched as the stud began kissing his way down the young woman s slender throat to her shoulders and chest-and finally let his lips linger on the massive invitation of her lush breasts.
At first, his mouth teased and taunted bet. His lips grazed and kissed everywhere on the huge tits, licking and sucking the smooth flesh-but always avoiding her nipples. His tongue and mouth would come so close that Nickie found that she held her own breath in empathetic anticipation of the touch-but always he would skirt the outer edges of her broad, dark brown aureoles and never, but never, touch the nozzle-like, thrusting points of her big nipples.
As Nickie watched, she could see him insinuating one hand between those sleek thighs. Readily, Janet Norflus spread her legs for the ease and touch of her lover.
She began to rock and undulate, simultaneously responding to the knowing touch of his hands at the entrance of her hairy gash and thrusting her nipples at the man's mouth with unmistakable invitation.
And as Nickie watched, that invitation was rapidly becoming pleading. She could see the woman's lips move as she spoke, see her eyes tightly shut, see her hands come up to grip her own mountainous breasts and push the stiffly erected points towards her lover's lips.
But he was almost ready-and with sudden hunger, he put his hands on each of her breasts, pressed them tightly together and dropped his-greedy mouth down on the point of their meeting.
For Janet Norflus' breasts were so bountiful that when they were pressed almost liquidly together, her super-hung lover was able to suck both of her nipples at once. Janet Norflus gripped the man's hair, driving his face down into the soft yielding flesh of her tits, pressing him lightly to her, so that his mouth had no chance to leave her nipples.
He wormed his other hand back down between her thighs, and while Nickie couldn't actually see it, from the back and forth, in and out movements of his arm, she could tell that the oversexed young housewife was getting a vigorous finger-fucking.
How many fingers? she wondered. One? Two? Three? Four? She put her own hand down between her thighs, letting her forefinger become sinned with the wet overflow of her brother's come and her own secretions, then slowly, lovingly slipped the tip between her cunt lips. Just for her own, purely hedonistic pleasure, she bore down on the Invading digit with the muscles at the entrance of her quim, just to feel what it was like to be caught in that stricture.
The stud withdrew his hand and raised himself over the eager young housewife. As Nickie watched, she saw the long, thick cock dragging over Janet Norflus' thighs even as her hand came up to grip and guide it.
The swollen head, huge and throbbing, disappeared between those hefty, rounded flanks-and then the stud was lowering himself again, driving himself forward, the broomstick-handle-thick shaft boring up and in to the waiting opening between her legs.
Even as that broad, pale rod vanished from sight, Nickie could see the visible results of its movement in the contortions of Janet Norflus' face, the tensing of her muscles, the wriggling of her lips. At first, judging from the expression on her face, the insertion of that huge cock was painful to her. But as it touched bottom and the stud began stroking in and out of her wet slick twat, her expression changed the one of rapture, of ecstasy.
Nickie thrust another finger into her own tight little quim, working the two digits rapidly in and out of her throbbing cunt.
Suddenly, she felt the touch of her brother's hands on her calves, just below the knee. At his urging, she spread her legs far apart. Crouched as she was, this left Nickie's beautiful little cunt completely exposed, flinging small beams of reflected light from the secretion-slick lips.
Tod, lying on his back, slipped himself forward so that his face was directly underneath her vagina. His tongue flickered out, rimming the entrance to his sister's sweet honey-hole. From her anus to her clitoris, his tongue licked and laved.
Nickie, already thoroughly turned on by what she was watching, began grinding her hips downward toward her brother's open month. She felt his lips close over her vagina and felt his knowing tongue worm its way into her slick tunnel of loving.
Both hands freed, she put the glasses back to her eyes and watched as Janet Norflus brought her legs up around the small of her lover's back, her heels digging almost viciously into his muscular ass. Her nails were raking his shoulders and back and she flung her head violently from side to side, mouth opening and closing in what Nickie knew where the sounds of pure pleasure escaping her lips.
The stud's hips raised and lowered at an ever increasing tempo-and then changed their movements. His hips began to sort of rotate, and Nickie realized with sudden appreciation that inside Janet Norflus' receptive cunt, the length of that monstrous penis was moving around and around like a swizzle stick.
Oh, wow! she thought heatedly. I'd sure like to find out what that feels like!
As she watched, Janet Norflus' hips suddenly heaved, her entire perspiration slicked body began to writhe and wriggle-and her young stud's hips began to rocket up and down with short, powerful, almost brutal strokes. They were coming!
And so, she realized as her brother's expert tongue and lips worked their wonders, was she!
Nickie's hips jerked spastically, her cute little ass cheeks clutched and clenched, her tight young quim contracted, as the first waves of her orgasm washed over and through her.
"Ooohhh! You're so sweet to me, Tod! Y-you're such a good brother to meeeeEEE!"
Her words turned into a wail of pleasure as the full strength of her orgasm was rushing through her slender, almost child-like body. Beneath her tee-shirt her breasts heaved and bobbled, jiggled and bounced, rubbing her stiffly erected nipples against the fabric of the shirt, heightening her peak even as her legs shivered from the strain and began to fail her.
Shaking, Nickie quickly dropped her hands to the floor, forgetting the binoculars as she caught herself and fell back to lie weak and drained beside her grinning older brother.
"How was that, Sis?"
"Great," she whispered weakly. "Just super Tod."
The grin got wider and Nickie closed her eyes. Yes, life had gotten a lot more pleasant in the weeks since she'd stripped away her own cherry with the soft, slim, smooth rubber handle of a black-scrubbing brush in the bathtub. Since she'd jerked off her brother while he simultaneously whacked her off. Since she and Tod had gotten it on in the night outside, the window of the basement rec room as they'd watched their parents getting ft on. Her first male come, that night!
Yes, she'd discovered a whole new world of pleasures since the beginning of the summer. She thought of the time Tod had taken her to watch the guys from the varsity football team ganging the head cheerleaders-while Tod fucked her in the ass. She thought of the night Tod had sat-simply sat-and watched her doing herself with the rubber dildo he'd found. Somehow, just knowing he was watching had made that so much more satisfying.
She thought of the afternoon when her mother had been out shopping, Tod had been playing ball and Nickie herself was alone in the house. The cable TV salesman had been most appreciative of the great wealth of Nickie so clearly visible above, below, around and through the damp towel she'd quickly wrapped around herself when she'd heard the door-bell from the shower. What was so amazing about him was the fantastic quantity of come he'd deposited in her willing cunt.
Yes, there was all of that for young, innocent looking Nickie to recall. But what she loved remembering most of all was her last visit to see her favorite cousin, Suzanne, and big, loud-mouthed, easy-going, generous Uncle Ernie.
She remembered her mixed emotions when her mother had first revealed the invitation from them to go and stay for a few days. Suzanne's house was in a wealthy Connecticut town, a bedroom community that was really a suburb of New York On the one hand, she didn't want to give up the sheer physical exuberance of her sexual adventures and exploits.
But on the other hand, she and Suzanne had always been close and it had been a while since they'd• spent any time together. Not to mention that she was hoping to be able to talk to Suzanne about her ‘achievements.'
And of course, somewhere deep in the back of her mind was the glint of an idea that maybe, just maybe, she would have a chance to demonstrate her newfound prowess with her absolutely fabulous cousin Frank.
She'd had a crush on Frank as long as she could remember. So did just about every other woman-and more than a few men Nickie suspected-who met him. He was good-looking, but that had never been his primary attraction. There was a certain aura of animal sensuality about Frank that promised…
A small smile spread across Nickie's lips, as she dozed. Tod saw it and wondered briefly what it was from, but he knew that as with everything else about his sister, sooner or later she would share it with him.
Yes, she remembered so well that visit.
Her mother had noticed that Nickie's development was rapidly making all of her present wardrobe obsolete. And the trip to Uncle Ernie's was an excuse to ‘pick up a few things.'
The two of them had spent the day shopping and having a good time, eating lunch out and enjoying the covert-and overt-stares of hungry male eye. For Nickie, it was the thrill of having grown, mature men give her the eye.
For her mother, a youthful, vital woman who didn't even look her thirty-two years, it was a double kick because more than once, she and Nickie were mistaken for sisters, rather than mother and daughter.
And the next day, her mother had driven her to the airport. Nickie had been looking forward to having good times with Suzanne and possibly an adventure and fantasy fulfillment with Frank.
She'd never expected what happened.
She'd never forget it either.



Chapter 2


We'll be landing in a few minutes," began the syrupy voice of the stewardess on the plane's P.A. system.
With a sigh, Nickie listened to the litany about smoking and seat-belts and pleasant flights as she stretched her long legs out. She smiled to herself, remembering her own excitement when her mother had, announced the invitation from her Uncle Ernie to stay at their house for a few days.
She'd leapt up and hugged her mother with joy, then excitedly began packing. That afternoon, her mother had taken Nickie shopping ‘for a few things'-but as frequently happens, that had escalated.
Part of the proof of that was in the outfit Nickie wore on the plane. A micro-skirt cut high across her shapely thighs, a new pair of platform-heel shoes and a skinny rib-knit top that made wearing a brassiere totally out of the question.
Her smile changed as she remembered the eyes of the men in the terminal watching her. Their eyes had fastened on her graceful, sensual form and she barely suppressed a giggle at the thought of how those mature businessmen and airlines people would have been shocked had they known how young she really was.
The plane landed and the passengers began leaving the aircraft. Nickie had reached the fourth step when she spotted her Uncle Ernie's vast bulk and-could that beautiful girl be"Suzanne!" Nickie shouted and ran ahead of the other people.
Her cousin Suzanne had grown.
Laughing and giggling, the two girls caught each other in a happy embrace. They were friends, as well as relatives.
Turning to her uncle, Nickie said, "Thank you so much for letting me come!"
"Always glad to have you," Ernie chuckled. He had three chins and all three of them jiggled when he laughed. He bent to accept Nickie's hug, patting her pert ass paternally as she released him.
"If we hurry" he said, "We can beat the crowd at the baggage pick-up and be back home before Lisa. She has a summer job."
Nickie thought her uncle's smile was strange, but dismissed it as they hurried to the terminal building.
Alter forty minutes of Ernie's maniacal driving, they arrived at the huge, rambling house.
Suzanne's mother had died a few years before, just when Ernie's insurance brokerage business was starting to take off. Since then, except for rumors of drinking problems, Ernie had been thought of by the rest of the family as a perfect example of a widower father raising his children.
Quickly, the two girls unpacked Nickie's things in the guest bedroom, teasing and laughing over Nickie's new clothes-and the new sizes.
When the unpacking was completed, Nickie turned to Suzanne.
"Now, you have to tell me something."
Suzanne nodded.
"Is Frank, your brother, still as dreamy as ever?" Nickie began laughing at her own question.
Suzanne joined in the mirth. "Sure is-but he isn't home too much anymore."
Nickie questioned her with a look.
"He's got a lot of friends."
"Girlfriends, you mean," Nickie said and they broke into another fit of giggling.
"Hey you two gigglers!"
"What, Daddy?" Suzanne yelled down the hall.
"I'm going to the office in town for a little while. Can you two amuse yourselves while I'm gone-or will it ruin your day without the life of the party?"
"Oh, we'll think of something," Nickie called out.
"I'm sure you will," Ernie said. "Probably mischief."
"Oh, Daddy!"
"I'll be back in about an hour and a half."
"C'mon," Suzanne said when they heard the big car pull out of the drive. "Let's change into something cooler-and then I want to tell you how it happened."
"How what happened?" Nickie asked, rummaging through the dresser to find the skimpy little swimsuit she'd gotten the day before.
"Oh," Suzanne said nonchalantly, "just how I lost it."
"Suzanne," Nickie said, faking shock. "You don't mean-"
"Do you think it's that terrible?" Suzanne asked worriedly, afraid that her cousin Nickie had gotten suddenly prudish since the last time they'd seen each other.
"When did it happen?" Nickie demanded.
"April," Suzanne said. "Nickie, do you think it's so wrong?'
"It's horrible," Nickie answered, deadpan. "You beat me."
"Really?" Suzanne shrieked.
"Really," Nickie said.
They were speechless for a long moment-then collapsed in laughter together.
"Tell me-" they began simultaneously, and their laughter increased.
"You tell me first," Nickie said finally, pulling off her clothes till she was naked, except for a pair of wispy pink panties.
She turned and found Suzanne appraising her figure. The dark-haired girl crossed to her and said, "I've got a feeling Frank is going to be spending a lot more time at home for the next few days."
Nickie stepped past her cousin to the bed and dropped her swimsuit onto the bedspread, then turned back to Suzanne. "Oh? Why?"
Suzanne reached out one hand and gently cupped a breast. The nipple swelled at her touch. "That's why," she said.
"I don't know about that," Nickie said softly, deftly unbuttoning Suzanne's blouse and parting it to expose the unfettered mounds, within. "If he hasn't stayed home for these-" She reached out hefted the weight of her cousin's firm tits. "He won't stay home for mine. Yours are a lot bigger."
It was true. Suzanne was tall and leggy, as was Nickie, but more voluptuous. Her hips were flared and sensual and, her breasts were fully developed. Suzanne's hair was dark brown with exciting red highlights-an enchanting contrast with her creamy pale ivory skin.
"Or are you too prudish for that?" Nickie asked.
Suzanne's expression was unfathomable. She took a deep breath as her wide, brown nipples started. "Would you do it with your brother?"
"I did," Nickie declared flatly.
"Really?"
Nickie nodded soberly, drawing the lovely brunette to sit beside her on the bed. "I've got to tell you about it," she said excitedly. "Or I'll just bust."
She told how she'd watched her brother jerking off, how she'd sneaked the magazines out of his room and studied them, and how he'd caught her replacing them.
And then she began to tell her enthralled cousin how they'd masturbated each other.
Suzanne's excitement was obvious. Her nipples had stiffened to spikes, her breasts seemed swollen, her chest and face were flushed, and her breathing was becoming quick and shallow.
"H-how did he touch you when he whacked you off?" Suzanne asked, licking suddenly dry lips, a hint of challenge in her tone.
"You know," Nickie said.
Suzanne shook her head slowly. "Show me," and the challenge was unconcealed.
Nickie hesitated-and then thought: Why not?
The decision made, a strange sureness filled her.
She pushed her unresisting cousin back prone on the bedspread. "I'll be Ted," she said, her huskiness surprising herself. "And you can be me." She stood, stepped out of her panties, and knelt beside her aroused cousin on the bed.
Leaning over, Nickie pressed her lips to Suzanne's breasts and was amazed to find it so exciting. In her own mind, she could feel the memories of the same pleasures her lips were giving Suzanne, exactly as her brother had given them to herself-and that excited as much as if she were actually getting those same pleasures at the time.
She improvised, doing to Suzanne all of the things Nickie had craved herself and had wished Tod would do to her. She traced the exceptionally soft, hypersensitive flesh on the curved underside of Suzanne's rich, swollen breasts, her lips leaving a trail of inflated nerve-endings in their wake.
Suzanne writhed as though in anguish beneath Nickie's knowing ministrations, hips rocking and fingering in Nickie's long, sandy blonde hair.
Abruptly, the girl stopped and looked up into Suzanne's lust-contorted face. "Want to know what happened then?" she asked coyly.
Suzanne nodded jerkily.
Nickie stood, stripping away the wisp of pink from her hips, exposing her down-coveted pubis. Her cousin's eyes fastened on the virginal cunt lips as Nickie urged her over on the bed.
"Now you," she said. Suzanne raised her hips for Nickie to remove her shorts and panties.
The growth around Suzanne's cunt was only slightly thicker, but more pronounced with its darker hue. Deep within the-tangled mass, Nickie could see the gleam of her cousin's excited secretions.
Reversing herself on the bed, Nickie lay beside her, propping herself up on one elbow.
"He didn't know how to do it for me," she said in that same coy voice. "So I showed him-like this."
She took Suzanne's hand in her own and placed it on the lips of her almost hairless slit.
Suzanne knew what to do-and began doing it. With relish.
Immediately, almost by reflex, the full-bodied brunette became the aggressor. She put, her hand on Nickie's hip, pressing her back till the sweet young girl was prone on the bed. She leaned up and over, her hand returning to Nickie's palpitating twat, and began pressing her lips to Nickie's taut abdomen.
Nickie felt her cousin's fingers moving against her virginal lips, and without thought her hips began moving, rolling, pressing upward in a mindless attempt to draw one of the manipulating digits inside her.
The touch of Suzanne's knowing lips was like fire to the lovely young girl, sending ripples of pleasure through her slim, nubile form. Slowly, Suzanne's mouth moved lower, lower, on Nickie's firm, flat tummy, coming to rest against the ultra-sensitive flesh in the hollow of her slender hipbones.
"Oh, don't stop," Nickie pleaded, one hand going to the back of Suzanne's head, pressing her lips downward on her. Her legs spread farther apart, inviting, submissive.
Without taking her mouth away, Suzanne came up on her knees beside Nickie's writhing form on the bed and then began moving her mouth, her maddening lips, closer and closer to Nickie's muff.
For one tantalizing moment, she pulled her head back, momentarily breaking all contact with Nickie's waiting flesh.
And then she fastened her greedy mouth on her cunt. Her tongue found Nickie's hard little clitoris, just barely tickling it for a brief instant and Nickie jerked in pleasure.
Carefully, lovingly, Suzanne began insinuating her pointed tongue between the fluted lips of the clutching channel, and Suzanne began sucking thirstily on the girl's most sensitive parts.
To Nickie, it was as If the entire world, all of her existence, centered on the aroused nerves of her cunt and clit, emanating outward in waves of the purest sensual, unbridled pleasure. She writhed, striving to open her legs still wider to Suzanne, making small moans of agony at the need for release burning in her loins.
Limber with her youth, Nickie stretched her legs wider apart, bending her knees and arching up to offer her wide-open slit to Suzanne.
But the older girl had plans of her own.
Taking Nickie's legs behind the knees, she pulled them up and over her shoulders, arching Nickie up on the curve of her spine with her sloppy cunt gaping open.
Again, Suzanne fastened her mouth to Nickie's clit, this time trapping the hard, erect little bud, teasing the shaft of it while her tongue whipped at it. Nickie's trembling heaves came faster and harder as she bucked in her cousin's experienced grip.
"Oh, Suzanne, I-I'm going to come Nickie stammered, overwhelmed with the pleasures boiling through her delightful young shape. Her legs clutched at Suzanne uncontrollably, trapping the lushly formed brunette between her strong flanks, imprisoning the sucking mouth immovably against her honey pot.
"Oh, yes, yes, that's it, oh yes I'm coming, coming, I'm coming NOW!" Her scream of pleasure rose to a wail as the most intense orgasm of Nickie's young life crashed through her, arching her like a tautly bent bow, draining her totally.
Finally spent, Nickie went limp, falling back almost unconscious to the bed as Suzanne released her long slim legs and sat up with a smile of satisfaction about her secretion-slimed lips.
"Did he do that?" she teased.
Nickie was too weak to do more than shake her head. "W-where did you learn to do that?" she asked.
Suzanne licked her lovely lips, as if savoring the sweet taste of Nickie's cunt juice. "Promise you won't tell?"
Nickie nodded feebly.
"Lisa."
At that, Nickie's eyes widened.
"Just over a year ago, she-"
At that, Nickie protested. "You didn't tell me when I was here!" she accused.
Suzanne flushed slightly. "I-I wasn't sure how you'd react," she alibied.
Nickie said nothing, but understood. A year earlier, she would have gotten bent out of shape at the idea.
"Anyhow," Suzanne said, "I was up late when she came in from a date. She was really turned on. I found out later that Bob had split some kind of dope with her, stuff that gets you really turned on-you know, stoned straight out-but then he couldn't get it up for her.
"So when she came in, she was really hot."
"Mad or horny?" Nickie asked.
"A little of both, but mostly horny. She went looking for Frank-"
"She did it with Frank?" Nickie demanded, incredulous.
"Don't go sounding so outraged," Suzanne replied quickly. "You did with your brother."
"But I never thought Lisa-"
"There's a lot of things about this family you don't know," Suzanne said mysteriously, and then continued before Nickie could ask more. "But she made it with Frank-lots of times. I saw them, watched them whenever I could."
"Frank wasn't home that night, so she went into her room. I wanted to talk to her about-about something, so when I heard her come in, I waited a few minutes and then went in to see her.
"I knocked on the door, kind of quiet like, and I thought I heard her say ‘Come in,' sort of grunting it.
"I opened the door. She hadn't said ‘Come in.' The noise I heard was her grunting while she whacked off.
"I just stood in that doorway, frozen. Lisa was lying on the bed with her legs apart, her hands down in between them and her fingers digging in and out of her gash like she was excavating. The lips around her twat were so wet and swollen and raw from the way she was doing it so hard that. It was hard to tell where the red hair ended and the red flesh started.
"I was worried she'd hurt herself."
" ‘Lisa,' I said, ‘Be careful or you'll really hurt yourself. You're going to be sore as a boil tomorrow.' And you know what she said?"
Nickie shook her head.
"She said, ‘I've got to come, I've got to come and no one else is going to do it for me.' And then she started working at her twat even harder.
"I was really getting afraid for her, because I could tell she was stoned out, then. I went over to her and tried to pull her hands away, but she just shook me off. I tried again-and this time she grabbed my hand and held it there while she kept grinding her cunt against it.
"I started to pull it away-but then I figured that at least this way she wouldn't hurt herself. And after a minute or so, it started really getting to her and the way she moved began making me a little afraid.
"And then, watching her, I started to get turned on by it, you know?"
Nickie nodded weakly, totally entranced by what she was hearing, visualizing it.
"Then she started coming, flopping around and shaking and moaning. The way the bedsprings were creaking, I got scared she'd wake up Daddy and he… Anyhow, she stopped after a minute or so and just lay there, panting. But she didn't let go of my hand.
"After a little while, she opened her eyes and looked up at me and said, ‘You're a good sister.'
"And then she pulled me down closer to her, put her arms around me and kissed me-right on the lips. I'm going to say thank you in a special way,' she whispered and kissed me again.
"It shook me up-especially since I was really excited, and that scared me even more.
"She started to push my robe off. Oh, I tried to stop her, but I was afraid of getting her mad, cause I knew she was still high from the dope. I wasn't wearing anything under the robe, and when it was off, she put one hand on my boob-" to illustrate, she put her own hand on Nickie's firm breast "-and moved her fingers around. I was really turned on by it and I figured, ‘Why not-it can't hurt anything."
Suzanne stopped and licked her lips. Her breasts were heaving, her dark nipples stiff and swollen with remembered titillation.
"She kept kissing me," Suzanne said, eyes distant, voice hushed with the memory. "She kept trying to get her tongue in my mouth and all of I sudden I just stopped fighting it.
"It was so good, the way she did it, the way a girl likes, the way boys never know how to do it, just sort of exploring around inside my mouth, touching my tongue, and all the time her hands were playing with my tits.
"I started feeling weak, and I wanted her to do whatever she wanted with me-just so long as she didn't stop. I let myself fall back on the bed, closing my eyes.
"I felt the bed shift as she knelt up and then I gasped when she started just kissing and nuzzling me and licking me, starting at my throat and working down over my boobs, doing the sort of things to them I've always wanted a boy to do. She sucked my nipples, not hard and rough, but soft and gentle, making them stick out a mile, almost hurting with the pleasure.
"She started kissing her way down over my stomach and then-just like list-" she snapped her fingers, the sound an explosion in the otherwise silent room "-she was kissing around my vagina and clitoris.
"That was it-that did it. I came like I was going to die, and then again and again and-I must have come four or five times before everything got dim and started sort of roaring around me. I never came like that with a man or a boy."
She paused and took a deep breath, visibly calming.
I guess I passed out, cause the next thing I knew, Lisa was sort of half-carrying me down the hall to my room. My legs just didn't want to work-they felt like Jell-o. It must have been near dawn, cause I heard the milkman leaving the bottles outside.
"I woke up, later, when Lisa came in the room. She came over to me and kissed me on the forehead, the way a sister would, and then I felt wet drops from her tears hitting me on the cheeks.
"I couldn't help it. I took her in my arms and cradled her while she cried about it. She felt awful, as if she had corrupted a virgin." Suzanne smiled a bitter, enigmatic smile. "But after I got her calmed down a bit, I was able to convince her that I was grateful for it because I'd never come, not anything like that, not before.
"But it only happened one other time. I started it then. It was… " She let her voice trail off and then took Nickie's soft, slender shoulders in her. hands, searching the younger girl's eyes. "You don't think I'm sick or a lesbian, do you?"
Nickie caught her full lower lips between even white teeth, thoughtful for a moment. "I think what we just did was super, was wonderful. I loved it. If that's sick, then we're both sick-but nobody forced either one of us, and we both liked it, so I guess it's okay."
Suzanne took Nickie's hands in ‘her own and squeezed them. "I guess that's what counts," she said.
"I got to admit I hoped you'd understand. There really wasn't anyone I could talk to and-" She stopped and took a deep breath. "You're pretty neat, you know that?"
Nickie shrugged nonchalantly. "Oh, I know I'm great," she said cockily.
Suzanne made a face-and then whacked her one with a pillow.
Nickie squealed and rolled away, grabbing the other pillow and returning the blow. In a moment, the two of them were yelling and laughing and clobbering one another with pillows.
A stranger, a peeping Tom watching them might never have guessed at the pleasures and experiences locked up inside those two young girls.
But watching their firm, taut, sleek young nubility, he would have been willing to learn.



Chapter 3


"They should be here any minute," Suzanne said, staring down the street. The two girls stood in the garish puddle of light cast by the theater marquee. The small town offered little on a hot summer night- except for a typically small-town movie house with a prodigious selection of year-old films and an irregularly efficient air-conditioning system.
Lisa, Suzanne's sister, had offered to pick them up and give them a lift back to the house. Lisa was good about things like that, and Suzanne had assured Nickie that Lisa would show up on time.
Nickie still couldn't get over the way Lisa looked. She was stunning. Since Nickie's last visit, Lisa had let her red-blonde hair grow out and unlike most natural redheads, it was perfectly straight. The contrast with her flawless, alabaster complexion was perfect. And every feature of Lisa's face, individually and in sum was perfectly molded.
But her figure… her figure was staggering. Lisa's breasts were strong and full, so large that they were almost-but not quite-too large for her. She was a voluptuous girl, with a slim waist and strong, womanly hips while her legs were so long and shapely that they would do credit to any beauty queen.
Lisa was just plain ravishing, Nickie decided, and seeing her, Nickie wondered how Suzanne had been able to even consider resisting Lisa's advances.
A car came around the corner of the darkened street and pulled quietly up to the curb. There were two young men inside, as well as Lisa. Nickie and Suzanne had known that Lisa was going out on a date that night; the second young man was a surprise to both.
"Sorry to keep you waiting," said Bob, the date Nickie and Suzanne had known about "We got caught at a train crossing."
"It was only a couple of minutes," Suzanne said. She peered into the darkened interior of the big car at the second ‘date.' "Oh, hello, Jeremy," she said, recognizing him. All three sat in the front seat, with Lisa in the middle.
Jeremy just smiled and nodded before reaching around to unlock the back door. The two girls got in, closed the door, and the big car purred sleekly off into the night.
The short journey was wordless, for the most part. Lisa tried to ask conversational questions about the movie they'd seen, but her thoughts kept wandering. Nickie and Suzanne quietly decided that she was either stoned or drunk.
But Nickie had also noticed the rapidity of Lisa's breathing-and what Jeremy was doing.
Jeremy had his left aim around Lisa's shoulders, but his hand was out of sight. From the movements of Jeremy's arm, it was easy for Nickie to deduce what was going on-and she wondered why Bob, who was supposed to be Lisa's date, wasn't objecting.
When they reached the house, Suzanne hurried Nickie towards the door with only a brief "thanks". They made a show of letting themselves in until the car pulled away.
Suzanne turned to Nickie. "Come on," she said in a conspiratorial tone. "If we hurry, we can watch them at it down by the boathouse. We can take the shortcut through the woods." She tugged Nickie by the hand towards the back of the house. "They have to go all the way around the park to get there, but we can go straight across."
Quickly, quietly, the two girls scurried through the backyard and then through the brush and woods.
The boathouse was situated near a small natural inlet that was used for the town's marina. A small river ran through the town, joining eventually with another and running from there down to the ocean. In the status-conscious town there was a surprising number of medium-range cabin-cruisers anchored at the well-kept docking facilities.
The boathouse itself was part boathouse and part cafe. Since the cafe was open only to members and only for the regular Saturday night club-parties, the rest of the time, the boathouse and grounds were an ideal place for clandestine encounters between young men and women.
"Get down!" Suzanne hissed, pushing Nickie to her knees behind the low shrubbery.
A moment later, a car's headlights pierced the darkness as the auto came around the last turn of what was evidently a winding road.
The car pulled up to the back of the boathouse. The engine was silenced, and the headlights darkened.
They heard the car doors slam and Nickie leaned over to Suzanne. "Now what?"
"Come on," Suzanne whispered. But be quiet!"
Nickie let Suzanne lead her by the hand across a small clear patch of grass to the corner of the boathouse. They crept along the wall to the back of the structure, started to ease around the corner-and then pulled hastily back.
Putting her mouth to Nickie's ear, Suzanne breathed, "The lock must have been changed on the boathouse door. Usually they go inside and you can watch through the windows."
Barely suppressing giggles, they peered around the corner.
Twenty or thirty feet away, in the light of the half-moon shining from the clear night sky, they could see the three figures moving about. The two boys were about the same height and difficult to tell apart at first. But after a few minutes, as the clandestine observers' eyes adjusted to the darkness, they were able to distinguish between Bob and Jeremy easily. At the same time, their ears were becoming attuned to the three subdued voices, picking them out from among the night sounds.
"-have to make up your minds," Lisa was saying petulantly. She was wearing short-shorts and a light blouse with the top few buttons open. The dark fabrics contrasted with her creamy, pale flesh.
"Why don't you pick?" Bob asked.
"Yeah," Jeremy agreed, you're the one who should decide."
"But-I-don't-know-how… " Lisa sounded as if she were having trouble ordering her thoughts. Then she brightened. "I've got it," she cooed happily. "The smallest hard-on goes first."
"The smallest?" Bob repeated, obviously disappointed.
"Right," Lisa answered. "Just for the fun of it. But it has to be a hard-on, and no fair cheating."
"Cheating?" Jeremy echoed, bewildered.
"Uh-huh, I'm going to make sure there's no cheating," Lisa mumbled. And with that, she began unbuttoning her blouse.
As the dark fabric parted, it became obvious that she wore nothing beneath it. When the blouse was completely undone, Lisa peeled it off-slowly, tantalizing the two boys. Her breasts were revealed in all their rich abundance. They swung full and firm, luxuriant globes that didn't have the slightest trace of a sag to them. The nipples were large and contrasted darkly with the sun-starved flesh of saucy young boobs.
"You know," Jeremy muttered, "she's right, there's no way we can cheat on that."
Sinuously, Lisa stepped towards the two boys. She cupped first one, then the other thrusting breast in her slender fingers, uplifting the sensitive mounds of flesh as though to offer them to the two horny males.
The only sound from the threesome was that of their husky breathing.
Lisa's fingers found their way to her shorts.
Snap.
ZZZippp.
The tight hot shorts were slipping slowly down her long, shapely legs to rest around her ankles.
Lisa slipped her hands into the back of her brightly colored panties and stepped towards Bob, halting only inches from him. Grasping her fleshy buttocks in her hands, she ground her hips forward against his crotch, moving them slowly from side to side.
There was a groan, source unidentifiable. It could have been any one of them.
Then the panties were sliding down to the dark green of the grass. The dark red foliage of Lisa's cunt hair was a contrasting shadow against her creamy skin.
Lisa stepped over to Jeremy, letting her body brush against his side as she moved up behind him. Her arms went around his waist, then her hands began exploring his chest and stomach.
She let her fingers glide over the wide leather belt he wore, then down the outside of his pants, to linger ever so lightly over his bulging groin.
And suddenly she moved away from him.
Standing behind Bob, then, she reached around and began unbuttoning his shirt. When it was open, she pulled at first one sleeve, then the other until he was naked from the waist up.
Lisa rubbed her hands urgently over his chest, pressing herself tightly against him so that he could feel the sweet weight of her breasts against the bare flesh of his back just above his belt.
Her hands went to his waist, undoing the belt buckle and then opening the zipper. The waistband snap parted beneath her deft fingers, and then she was pulling the overheated boy's pants and underwear down… down… down over his waist over his knees, to the earth, kneeling lower behind him. She pressed her lips briefly to the back of his thighs-then pulled back.
Lisa crawled almost comically on all fours around in front of him and pulling off his shoes and socks.
Then she went back to her knees, her full ass cheeks resting on her heels, and stared point-blank at the head of Bob's swollen cock. She leaned her head forward and blew her hot breath softly across it.
He moaned and shuddered with arousal-then moaned again when Lisa bounced cheerily to her feet and approached Jeremy, leaving Bob taut with desire.
"You too," she said throatily.
Jeremy hadn't needed the instruction, though. He'd already pulled off his sleeveless sweatshirt and kicked off his sandals while watching her tease Bob to a nearly frantic peak of excitement. At her words, he almost tore the clothes from his body and stood before her completely naked.
Lisa glided to him and glued her sensuous softness to his bare flesh. Her arms slid up and around his neck and she pulled his lips down to hers. Her mouth opened to him and their tongues twined as his greedy hands slipped between and found her marvelous breasts, tracing the outer swelling as the pressure of their embrace forced the full mounds to flow outward.
Bob stepped behind Lisa and tapped her on the shoulder. Rather than turning, she took a short step backward till she was leaning against his chest, her long hair caught against his stomach.
Bob's hands came around her and found her breasts, his fingers toying with her stiffened nipples.
Jeremy stepped in closer to her, his cock standing stiffly out at a ninety-degree angle from his groin. His prick prodded at the juncture of her thighs.
Lisa spread her legs slightly, just enough for his penis slip partway between them-and then closed them tightly again. She swayed gently, rubbing his dick back and forth between the wanton flesh of her thighs until there was another groan-definitely Jeremy's.
But Bob, standing behind her, his hand trapped on her breasts by the pressure of Jeremy's body, wasn't forgotten. His prick wasn't as long as Jeremy's, but it was thicker and rigid as a bar of iron.
Bob's cock was trapped upright in the smooth, warm crevice of Lisa's lovely ass cheeks. Her buttocks were pressed tightly together by her backward pressure against him. The swaying of Lisa and Jeremy was generating an exquisite friction on Bob's prick, the maddening sensation making his legs quiver weakly.
Abruptly, Lisa gently disentangled herself and stood between the two. She reached down and grabbed one throbbing dick in each hand.
"Which one of us goes first?" Bob breathed.
"It's hard to-hard to-" she broke off in a fit of giggles at her own pun, then suddenly sobered. "It's too tough to decide," she said. "You're thicker, but Jeremy's longer-" She sighed as if in resignation. "I just don't know, so I guess-well, I'm right handed." She tugged on Jeremy s hard cock "C'mon, Jeremy, lets get it on. Since you get to go first, though, we'll do it my way." She slipped to her knees without releasing his throbbing penis, and with her left hand patted the soft grass beside her. "And my way is with me on top."
Quickly, with jerky movements from the tension of his arousal, Jeremy lowered himself to his back beside her.
Lisa clambered over him, one knee to each side of his quivering thighs. She reached down between her legs and began sliding her hand up and down over his long dick, savoring every single one of his seven inches.
Jeremy groaned and jerked beneath her.
"Oh gawd, it's getting me so hot to watch them!" Suzanne whispered into Nickie's ear. Without warning, she took Nickie's hand and thrust it down the front of her shorts till it rested on her wet cunt.
Nickie, understanding what Suzanne wanted, began moving her fingers slowly, deftly, with newly learned expertise, doing to Suzanne exactly what she would have done to herself.
Lisa, meanwhile, fit the head of Jeremy's cock between the swollen lips of her cunt with pain staking care. Jeremy groaned again and Lisa sighed with gratification as she revolved her hips slightly around the stiff rod and put her hands on the ground to balance herself.
Slowly, she let herself slip down onto his spear, letting the entire length drive up into her palpitating slit.
Jeremy's breathing degenerated into rasping half-moans as Lisa began to lift her hips from the turgid cock, When it looked to the watching Suzanne and Nickie as if It was going to pop out, she began letting her hips settle back onto Jeremy's groin, again absorbing the length of his dick into her eager muff.
She repeated the process, painstakingly raising herself till all but the sleek, swollen head of his dick was free, then dropping back onto him. Again and again she did it, savoring the feel of Jeremy's rigid prick prodding into her tight quim, watching the rush of emotions over his face in response to the pleasure she was bringing to his young member.
Each time she moved faster, each time Jeremy timed the exhalation of his breath with the bottom of Lisa's downstroke, as if he were afraid she really meant to stop and didn't trust her lust till his cockhead had plumbed her depths.
Faster and faster she moved on the long, hard stake driven into her cunt until she was jerking her torso up and down over the prone boy like a pump.
Lisa reveled in the sensation of the rockhard dick that probed into her until the head was nearly at the entrance of her womb. Each penetration made her hungrier for the next, each slow, teasing upward movement made her hunger still more for the next plunge down onto his rod.
Jeremy knew he couldn't hold himself in check much longer as he felt the walls of her cunt closing his prick tightly within her. Each time she rose above him, his hips arched up slowing the withdrawal of her soft, clasping warmth from his over-heated cockshaft. Each time she fell back on to him, his hips jerked and writhed spastically as he tried to cram his hard penis even farther into her than on the previous stroke.
Nickie, sensing Suzanne's growing excitement, insinuated one slim finger into her cousin's cunt. The older girl nearly came right then and there. As it was, she could barely muffle her gurgles of pleasure.
"P-please," Lisa moaned. "Please try to hold off." Her tone was one of pleading. P-please… I'm almost-I'm almost-I'm going to-yes, oh yes oh yes oh yes-AHHHH!" Her voice became a cry of ecstasy with the rush of her coming. She slammed herself up and down over Jeremy her hips crashing into his with almost painful force, moving like a dervish in heat. Her thighs shook, her head rocked back and forth as if only loosely connected to her shoulders. She mewled small animal sounds as she finally touched her peak.
But Jeremy was still holding off. His face was covered with a slut-eating grin as her eyes met his. He could see in her face that he had taken control, that Lisa with all her charms and beguilements was subject to him-because she was hot for cook, cock that would stay hard and virile under the demands of her hot, working young cunt till she came. And he could do it, he could give it to her.
"Oh, Gawd, you're still hard!" Lisa breathed wonderingly. And then a strange expression crossed her face.
For a brief, frantic moment, she rocketed herself up and down over him-stopping, suddenly, at the top of her stroke.
With only the swollen, sensitive glans of his pulsing dick still trapped inside her hungry vagina, Lisa began twisting her hips, slowly corkscrewing them around the rod within her.
Jeremy wriggled, shook beneath her, lost in the pleasure of what she was doing to him with her talented cunt. In vain he tried to jab his prick up into her, but Lisa eluded his every heave.
Giving in, finally, to his wishes, and her own cravings, she began streaking up and down on him, sliding up and down the slippery pole of his dick until she was on the verge of coming again.
With a low groan of complete abandon, Jeremy began to squirt his juice into her. She felt the first throbbing pulsations of his cock in her tight slot. The knowledge that he was about to inundate her innards with his come excited her almost as much as the feel of his shaft going between the blood-gorged lips of her gash.
Again she hesitated at the top of her stroke, bearing down on the spar of his dick just behind the glans with her powerful cuntal muscles-and then let her full weight drive her down on top of him. She tightened those wonderful man-pleasing muscles again about the base of his prick just as Jeremy thought he had spent his last But from somewhere, from some unsuspected extra reservoir in his over-excited balls, three… four… five more rupture like spurts of his seed welled up, crashing through his penis to find the hot receptiveness of her cunt just as Lisa came again.
It seemed to Jeremy as if her cunt walls were on fire and his come was gasoline. With each blast of jissum he shot into her, the power and intensity of her tightness on him seemed to increase still more. It was almost as if her box meant to pull it right off him.
As Lisa reached the final peak of her orgasm, Jeremy arched up beneath her, his testicles jerking dryly, stiffly in their fleshy sack, his cock only half stiff-but still sending shock waves of pleasure through him.
Suddenly, like a bowstring snapping, the tension drained away from him. Stiff muscles went limp, tendons lost their strength. He sank back to the ground, nearly unconscious, gasping for breath, completely satisfied. He was done.
But Lisa wasn't. Her appetite for cock had just been whetted.
Even as she lifted herself from Jeremy's inert, drained form, her clutching cunt held on to his dwindling dick so that when it was finally released, it came out with an audible if muted popping sound.
On shaking knees, she turned her burning gaze on Bob, her eyes fastening on his cock as she stammered, "S-since y-you go second, w-we'll do it your way-any w-way you want."
Bob's face split in a lecherous grin of anticipation and lust. His dick was swollen prodigiously. Just over six inches long, barely beyond the average in length, it was quite thick-so thick that Lisa couldn't close her thumb and forefinger about it.
Meanwhile, Suzanne's overheated little twat was furiously clutching at Nickie's maddeningly fucking digit. Without taking her eyes from the scene unfolding before them, Nickie thrust another finger into Suzanne's box.
For a moment, it seemed as if the introduction of the second finger was going to cause the aroused Suzanne to collapse to the ground. The strength left her suddenly rubbery legs with the introduction of the added cunt explorer and she barely held herself upright. Nickie, despite her involvement with Suzanne's excitement, was only dimly aware of it. Her gaze was fixed almost hypnotically on what Bob and Lisa were doing.
Lisa was climbing to her feet, one hand still wrapped around Bob's thick erection. Her flesh was glistening with little beads of perspiration generated by the bout with stiff semi-conscious Jeremy.
Bob reached down to help her to her feet. But just as she straightened her legs, she lost her balance and nearly fell. He caught her, checking her fall, and helped her stand again-this time, with her back to him as it had been in the earlier triple-embrace.
His hands were again working at her beautiful breasts, fondling and caressing the masses of sensuous flesh. His fingers were zeroed in on the stiff, dark nipples, tweaking them and sending shudders of pleasure through her curvaceous young form.
"Ooooh, I want your cock in me so bad!" she groaned. She could feel the stiff, heavy weight of it trapped again in the tight furrow of her richly molded ass cheeks, throbbing and pulsing and raging with the thick, hot come she wanted pumped into her.
Bob encircled her waist from behind with one arm, while with his free hand placed gently at the back of her neck, he urged her to bend forward. She relaxed herself and leaned until her fingers touched the ground. She bent still farther and put her palms flat on the grass.
Slipping one foot between, her ankles, Bob spread her legs. He looked down at the splendid view of her reddish cunt hair and the thick, swollen lips, wet and ready there, waiting for his dick to be shoved into her. Her ass was hiked temptingly, invitingly into the air and her stance spread those creamy buttocks, exposing the puckered little ring of her anus to his excited eyes.
Seeing the nether entrance, he wondered what it would be like to…
Bob pushed that thought out of his head. She was hot, sure, but she might not be that hot and he might turn her off and be left with brightly glowing blue balls. He didn't want to chance that-not when she was such a choice cunt.
He took a half-step backwards so his cock could slip down from between her buttocks. Taking the thick penis in his fingers, he put the swollen, purplish head of it up against her gash and pressed forward.
Wet and lubricated as she was with want of his prick, and with the added slipperiness from the flood of fuck Jeremy had loosed into her, Bob's weapon was still large for her young twat. But she was determined to have it, pushed her ass back at him, trying to lever the steel hard penis into the entrance.
Bit by bit, inch by inch, her cunt gave way until the thick, rigid bar of his blood-gorged dick was moving into her. The head was slightly thicker than the stem and pressed into her hot tunnel like a ball of velvety steel being driven into a too-small elastic sleeve. The walls of her cunt gave way grudgingly before the head only to close tightly about the mastlike driving rod of his shaft behind the glans.
With a last grunt of exertion, he heaved the last fraction of an inch into her wet cunt. Bob bent back from the waist and looked down at the point of their joining appreciative of the sight of his stumpy penis buried totally inside of her, his dark, coarse pubic hair pressed against and mingling with her own red mat He could feel the walls of her vagina grasping every inch of his cock, holding and squeezing it, transmitting their heat to it.
"Uuuooh, Bob, I love that thick cock of yours," she murmured earnestly.
"Just like I love that hot, tight little cunt of yours, baby," he answered, twisting his hips so that his prick rotated within her.
Lisa responded with a gasp and bore down on her quim muscles. The stricture of Bob's ramrod dick increased and he had to fight to retain his self-control The intensity and unexpected suddenness of her pressure had nearly made him come before he was ready, on the spot-or in the spot.
Bob was incredibly-horny. He hadn't gotten any for almost three day's and he was used to getting it more often than that by a long shot. His balls were swollen with juice, ready to burst-and he wanted to savor every second of his coming.
Lisa was filled with the wonderful thickness of his member. Jeremy had pierced her more deeply, but Bob's dick was thick-so thick that it stretched her cunt walls for the length of the blood-gorged hardness. She was so tight around him that she thought she could feel the individual veins throbbing with blood, pulsating their heat back to the walls of her vagina, sending shivers of pleasure, excitement and anticipation of his come running through her. Suzanne, meantime, joyfully impaled on Nickie's two fingers, was rocking her hips back and forth so that her clit rubbed on Nickie's hand even as the two fingers rammed in and out of her cunt. The excitement of it was getting to Suzanne, and she knew she'd be coming before too much more time had passed.
Nickie, however, was too entranced with what she was watching to do more than distantly note the shudders of emphatic pleasure running through her own slender, girlish frame with each obsessed thrust of Bob's rigid dick into the hair-fringed gash of her older cousin.
Bob was skewering Lisa with hard, almost brutal thrusts. Her box was becoming accustomed to his thickness and each heave of his prick within her was widening, opening her vagina just a bit more until at last he was pistoning his dick freely into her.
She rocked her hips, rotating them, jerking them, abruptly squeezing her cunt muscles. Each action brought a harder, deeper jolt in her vitals as Bob answered with his own movements.
Suddenly he stopped-and began, instead, a side-to-side motion of his hips that made his dick do unusual things inside her quim, strange things that threatened to drive Lisa mad, completely out of her mind with pleasure.
In the dim light, Nickie watched, awe-struck, as their motions became frantic, desperate. Bob's movements became increasingly powerful as he suddenly reverted to basic, massive thrusts, each heave rocking Lisa forward, her knees bending slightly as she accepted his strength and pressed back in kind, seeking yet another penetration. He put his hands on her hips to steady himself and leaned back, bending from the waist-and cut loose.
His hips vibrating, his loins jabbing forward, Lisa's buttocks began to clench, the muscles relaxing and contracting as she felt the first waves of her third orgasm of the night beginning to rush inside her. Her little twat tightened still further about Bob's thick dick and the friction was rapidly approaching his limit.
But as before, her orgasm, rather than draining her, only intensified her hunger for cock Mumbling incoherent obscenities in her heat, Lisa redoubled her movements on the impaling member within her.
But Bob had watched her come twice with his friend-and he was determined to outdo Jeremy with the little nympho. Just at the maximum of one withdrawal of his heavy ram, he stopped. His grip tightened almost painfully on her hips, restraining her as she thrust herself frantically back towards him, trying to regain possession of more than the large glans that still throbbed inside her quim.
Lisa went into a frenzy. She tried to draw him back in, tempting his lusts by bearing down with maniacal strength on the muscles at the entrance of her cunt, tightening her grip around the flange behind the head of his cock so that it felt to Bob as if a noose was being drawn closed about it.
But he wouldn't relent.
Suddenly, he pulled his dick completely-out of her clinging wetness.
"Nooooo," she moaned. ‘P-please fuck me-g-give it to me!"
"Do you really want it?" he asked, teasing her with his tone as well as with the head of his cock-which he was rubbing up and down between the slick, glistening lips of her cunt.
"Yesssss!" she hissed.
"Tell me what you want," he barked, tightening his grip on her hips as she tried to turn. "No-don't try to trim around!"
"I-I want you to-to fuck me!" she half-sobbed. "Please give it to me!"
He pushed his cock forward again, the knob pressing just the least bit between the lips-then pulled back again. "How?" he demanded.
Lisa gasped. "W-with your thick c-cock! Please-now!"
"Are you sure you want me to fuck you with my thick cock?" he teased again.
She shook, sobbing.
"All right, cunt!" he snapped, half-growled it. "Take it!"
He placed the throbbing mass between the lips of her entrance.
"If you can handle it!"
With that, he heaved his hips forward, burying the length of his dick in her with a single stroke. Her cunt had tightened from his teasing and withdrawal, and when his prick crashed into her it was almost as if she had never held a man's member in that delightful chamber before.
Almost painfully, his cock was crammed into her sweltering quim. She cried out in ecstasy-an ecstasy that was heightened for her by the pain of his ramming. Her cry of anguished pleasure was clearly audible in the night as her slot was rent with such explosive, sudden force that it brought her fourth orgasm of the night.
Sob, determined as he was to outdo Jeremy's performance with her, knew that he couldn't hold much longer.
"All right," he rasped from-between clenched teeth, "I'm going to come in you and fill you up with spunk."
"Oh-oh-yes!"
"I'm gonna fill you up and burn you up with my come, bitch… Unh!" His cock began swelling and jerking, shooting his thick, heavy seed into her in long, feverish spurts.
Nickie became abruptly aware of Suzanne's own excitement. Her cousin's cunt was clutching at her impaling fingers with incredible strength.
"I-I'm coming, Nickie!" Suzanne gasped into her shell-like little ear. "Don't stop-make me come!"
Nickie obliged by stuffing a third finger into Suzanne's little twat, savoring the texture of the rich love juices sliming her working digits even as Suzanne's vaginal muscles wrenched at them. The slick secretions of Suzanne's honey-hole were covering her hand even as Suzanne's worked her hard little clit against Nickie's palm.
Nickie felt her own shorts and panties becoming still damper with excitement as she watched the lascivious scene before her and felt the arousal of her cousin beside her.
Lisa, meanwhile, was just coming down of her fourth peak when she felt Bob's orgasmic shudders blasting his frothy cream home into her. Again and again the tube running along the underside of his cock swelled and hopped inside her as the pent-up come in his balls found its release deep in her vitals. In her incredible arousal she could feel every spasm, every spurt, every drop of his heavy load splattering deep, deep into her innards.
Without warning, she went into the throes of her fifth and most intense orgasm of the night.
Her cunt gripping Bob's penis, her hips jerked at him, tugging at the length of his rod, milking the thick white seed from his aching balls.
She felt the strength slipping away from her legs. Her knees buckled and she began to sink forward, onto all fours. Bob, his cock still locked inside her clutching cunt, still spurting sperm, let himself come down forward with-her till he was on his knees behind her.
She kept going lower, lower, her arms and legs unwilling to support her weight. Lisa was finally prone on the soft, damp grass, her soft, sweet breasts and gently rounded stomach tickled by the individual blades even as the relative coolness of the damp green caused her to clench her tunnel still tighter on his bore.
To Bob, it was like being in a wet, warm, silky vise. His dick, still trapped within the exquisite stricture of her twat, gave one last, wrenching spurt. His balls jerked, squeezed to their utmost upward in his scrotum as one final shot was eked from them.
Lisa felt the final, urgent swelling of his prick inside her and began to lose consciousness as she finally started coming down from her fifth orgasm. All the strength seemed to drain out of her beautiful young body.
Bob let himself lie flat atop her soft warmth, his eyelids closing in blissful exhaustion.
Suzanne shuddered a last time and began to slip downward; so that Nickie bad to catch her with her free aim to prevent her oldest cousin from falling. "I've never seen anything like that!" Nickie declared softly. "Never." Her eyes held a faraway look, as if she were still seeing the threesome performing their sexual debaucheries.
Suzanne was rapidly pulling herself together. "She can really handle them," she admitted. She reached into her pocket and withdrew a crumpled wad of paper facial tissue and handed it to Nickie.
"Bob has such a thick thing," Nickie observed as she wiped the residue of Suzanne's juices from her hand.
"It's called a cock," Suzanne said, as if correcting her.
"Whatever you want to call it," Nickie insisted, "it's still so thick." She turned to face her cousin. "How can Lisa manage to take something so big inside of her? I mean, doesn't it hurt?"
Suzanne smiled at her sweet little cousin's naivetй as she took Nickie's hand and began leading her back to the brush-covered path that would take them home.
"Oh, it's not all that big," Suzanne said nonchalantly. "A little on the thick side, sure, but still-"
"It's the biggest one I've ever seen-in the flesh, that is," she corrected herself, remembering her brother's magazines. Then she began to giggle at her inadvertent pun. "In the flesh," she repeated. "Get it?"
Suzanne smiled a strange smile. "I wish I had gotten it," she responded. Then she suddenly leaned over and gave Nickie a peck on the cheek. "You were sweet to help me come back there," she explained. "Thanks very much."
Nickie blushed a little. "Oh, heck, I kind of liked it, myself. It makes me feel all warm and gushy to make people come like that."
They wandered deeper into the darkness of the shortcut path.
"Wouldn't something that big tear you apart, though?" she asked. "I mean, a young girl?"
"No, of course not," Suzanne answered. "Besides, Bob's isn't all that big. I've seen bigger."
"Have you ever, uh, you know-done it with a bigger one?" Nickie asked excitedly.
"You mean, ‘Have I ever lucked with,a bigger dick?'" Suzanne said pedantically. She felt an almost perverse need to corrupt her sweet young cousin till Nickie was more like herself. But she didn't answer the question. Instead, she halted their progress at the edge of her own backyard.
Nickie stopped beside her.
"Looks like Daddy's home and asleep already," Suzanne said. "All the lights are out."
"We'll have to be quiet," Nickie said. "If we wake him, he might see what a sopping wet mess we've made of our pants-and that could take some explaining.
Suzanne chuckled-and Nickie mistook it for agreement. In her own thoughts, though, Suzanne knew that her father wouldn't need any explanations.
He'd know, she thought. He'd know exactly what we've been up to. You just don't know my Dad, Nickie.
Holding some branches aside and letting Nickie precede her across the yard to the darkened house, Suzanne watched Nickie's pert little ass, gently molded and clearly outlined through the taut fabric of her short-shorts.
You don't know my Dad now, Nickie, but if I know my old man, you will get to know him. You'll get to know him a lot more thoroughly and a lot sooner than you ever dreamed you could.



Chapter 4


A sound reached through the fog of pre-awakening to Nickie. Even with her eyes closed, the bright glare of morning sunlight filtering into the roam drove the last of unremembered dreams from her mind even as the rays warmed her past comfort under the lightweight sheet.
The sound was that of a car pulling away. It was the sound of a door opening and closing downstairs, or perhaps of an engine starting up, that had first begun to chase sleep from her. She resolved to turn over and go back to sleep-but she knew it was still too hot.
Then there was another sound, closer-the door to her room opening and footsteps drawing near. She forced her eyes open with a groan.
It was Suzanne.
The older girl crossed the room and sat on the bed, her breasts jiggling, clearly visible through the light peignoir she wore.
"You look disgustingly awake for this hour," Nickie accused. "What time is it?"
"Almost eight," Suzanne answered cheerily.
Nickie groaned.
"Listen," Suzanne said quickly. "I'm going into town to pick-up a few things. Film, for one."
"Gee, I forgot to ask if you were still into photography."
"I am," Suzanne answered.
"Want me to come along?"
"Only if you feel up to it." Suzanne said. "And you don't look up to it."
"Very observant. Anyone else home or are all of you crazy?"
Suzanne shook her head, her dark hair rippling prettily in the bright sunlight. "Lisa stayed out all night. I think she went home with Jeremy."
"What about Bob?" Nickie mused rhetorically, then shrugged. "I guess I'm holding the fort-if you're sure you don't mind my not coming with you."
"No, you sleep and get your rest. No telling when you'll need your energy."
"That reminds me-when will I get to see Frank?"
"He's already gone for the day. He's going to take some pictures into New York City for a show he's entering, and then he's going to the big Photography Show at the Garden."
"He mustn't sleep very much."
"Not even when he's in bed," Suzanne quipped.
Nickie ignored that. "When will I get to see him, then?"
"Probably tonight. He wasn't planning to stay in the city overnight."
"Good."
Suzanne took a deep breath, her breasts briefly straining the fabric of the peignoir, then stood. "I have to get going. I'm going to hitch my way in and rides aren't all that plentiful at this hour. Need anything?"
"Sleep."
"See you later, sleepyhead."
Suzanne flounced cheerily out of the room, closing the door softly behind her as Nickie stood and quickly pulled off her baby-doll nightgown.
Cooler, still tired, she let herself fall back into the bed and pulled the sheet back over her, trying to shut out the sun glare.
She was too tired to get up again and pull the drapes shut.
In was nearly two hours later when the young man came to the front door and let himself in. Nickie was still sleeping.
He knew that there was only one female occupant in the house, that the rest of the family was out for the day. He knew that the one person left, alone, in bed, in the house was a young woman sleeping nude in, the second-floor bedroom.
He assumed that the young woman was Lisa. He'd done this once before, this letting himself into the house in the early morning of her usual day off from work when everyone else was gone and Lisa, warm, richly curved body sliding nakedly between crisp white sheets, lay sleeping in the bedroom at the end of the second-floor hallway.
That first time had been two months earlier-before Lisa had decided that she liked the guest room and had moved all of her belongings. Lisa's room, at the end of the hall, had been made into the guest room. But Bob knew nothing of this.
He crept to the bottom of the stairs and stopped, listening carefully for any sounds of occupancy.
Nothing.
"Lisa," he hissed up the stairs, cupping his thick hand about his mouth like a silent-film character.
Still, nothing.
Deciding that she was still asleep, Bob began climbing the stairs. She'd really gotten off the night before, taking on both him self and his friend Jeremy, first one after the other and then both at once. Barely coherent, she'd mumbled something vaguely assenting when he'd asked if he could come fuck her awake in the morning.
He stood at the tog of the stair landing and again listened for sounds of activity. Still, no sounds at all except the soft rustle of early morning sun breeze through an airy house, carrying scents of things green and a foretaste of the mid-day softness.
Nickie, sleeping but in the nether state that just precedes full wakening, snuggled deeper beneath the light sheets, pulling them the more lightly over her head. The sound of a voice, the heavy thump of footsteps in the hallway, kept threatening to wake her and she was enjoying her dream.
The bed croaked as she shifted her weight.
Bob heard the noise. Confident, he strode to the doorway at the end of the hall and stepped inside.
He saw the sinuous movement of the form beneath the sheets and a grin of amusement and lechery spread across his young face. She was playing games with him. She'd heard him come in and call, but hadn't replied.
Nickie, meantime, had taken refuge from the disturbing noises in her dream. It was a last early-morning dream, a just-before-waking dream, a dream of what she had seen at the boathouse the night before. But in her dream, it was Nickie herself being perforated by the large, hard, strong pricks, it was her cunt being rent by those big cocks, it was her box being filled with youthful come from Lisa's partners. In her sleep, her pale thighs, bared beneath the covers,by the intended omission of her panties, glistened with abundant secretions.
Bob was standing in the open doorway, staring at the gently undulating form beneath the sheets, hearing the barely audible moans as Nickie's dream excited her still more. Covered as she was by the sheets, Bob couldn't see her face, couldn't know that it wasn't Lisa, couldn't suspect that it was a younger cousin named Nickie. Stealthily, he stepped to the side of the bed.
He stood there, looking down at the gently wriggling form on the bed. The damp humidity of the morning made the sheets cling to Nickie's pert ass as though they were sprayed on. But Bob, hungry as he was for Lisa's hot cunt, didn't notice the slimness of that ass, of those hips; of those thighs. All he saw were two beautifully molded ass cheeks clenching and unclenching as had Lisa's the night before. And to Bob, it was a clear cut signal that Lisa was being playfully teasing.
"Okay," he said quietly, almost whispering, sitting easily on the edge of the bed. "If that's the way you want it, I'll coax you."
He pressed his hands to the sheets, gently running his fingers over the clean white cotton. In her dream state, Nickie felt the touch as a natural if vivid part of the subconscious scenario and moaned softly.
Bob ran his large, strong hands down one draped leg to the ankle, then back up the other to the juncture of the girl's trembling thighs. He was hungry for her, had lain awake half the night despite his exhaustion thinking of her, and he was determined to give her a fucking like she'd never known.
His hands went to her shoulders, caressing their slender lines. He made as if to pull the sheet down.
But Nickie, still dreaming, still unwilling to awaken, held fast.
Grinning all the more, he relented; he would play the game, He gripped her shoulders through the sheets and tenderly urged her to turn over.
She did-with the sheets still pulled over her face.
Bob's thick cock was hugely erected, straining at his denim cutoffs. He'd awakened before the alarm, and his first thought was of her-of Lisa, slick and hot in the summer day, her wet slot greedy for his prick. He was becoming almost delirious in his want for her body.
Though he noted how much less pronounced the breast curves were before him, he wrote it off to the chance draping of the sheet and a night of sleeping on her stomach.
Again, he began running his hands over her form. He put his palm down on the taut stomach and slipped it down over the crease of thigh to hip, over long, lean flank, over calf to surprisingly petite foot, to toes that were curled in dream excitement. Then again his hand went back up on the other leg to linger briefly over the darker bulge of pubic mound, the lightest of touches breezing across mons, and from there back across the flat expanse of firm stomach to her breasts.
His other band moved directly to her cunt.
Pressing knowingly, expertly on the soaked entrance through the clinging dampness of the sheets, his fingers manipulated and caressed her most sensitive spot Nickie, still caught in her dream, gasped with her excitement.
But Bob was becoming quickly aware that the breast he fondled was far less abundant than Lisa's.
Oh, no, he thought I've got Suzanne-there's going to be hell to pay when Lisa finds out-even though I thought it was Lisa in here.
But then-he thought: What the hell? The kid doesn't seem to mind. Lisa might even have set this up herself as a joke…
He decided that he was going to enjoy the joke, too. More than they would.
"Enough games, little girl," he said, drawing the sheet firmly out of her grasp. "Now you're really going to get it like you-"
He froze as Nickie's lust-contorted face came into view.
"Who the hell are you?" he demanded. Nickie was only partially awake, but the sound of his voice penetrated to her consciousness and her eyes opened.
Wide.
"Wha-" she began, stammering, and then shut her mouth. She was bright and understood the look on his face-and the obvious bulge in his Jean cut-offs-very well. "Bob," she stated flatly.
"Yeah, but who the hell are you? What are you doing here? And how do you know my name?"
"I'm Nickie," she said. "Lisa's cousin. I'm staying here for a few days. And we met last night."
His eyes went wide with recognition. "Oh, yeah, I remember," he said. "You were the girl with Suzanne last night." He remembered his hands, freely fondling her pliant, agreeable form only moments before. One hand still lingered intimately on her breast. Flushing, he snatched them away.
"I'm-uh-really sorry about uh-" he kept shifting his weight around, then stood, uncomfortable, his eyes flickering uncontrollably to the dampness of the sheet where it had been soaked by her amused secretions, to the soft, mounded protuberances of her breasts beneath the sheets, to the creamy, bare expanse of obviously naked shoulders and upper chest She made no move to pull the sheet back up or other-wise cover herself.
Her hand moved and caught at his. "Don't go," she said, coyly. "Not now."
He gave her a questioning look, a look that then became one of disbelief, then one of suspicion-and underneath it all, the unmistakable look of lust and want. "Did you and Lisa plan this?" he demanded, his unexpectedly throaty voice, making the words sound more harsh than they were intended to be.
"No," she said, the smile becoming one of almost outright invitation. "But it's sort of a good idea, don't you think-?" She brought his hand firmly to her breast, pressing his fingers down so he couldn't escape the yielding softness of those lovely young tits.
"They're not as big as Lisa's," she murmured, "but they're just as nice. Don't you think so?"
He nodded, throat-tight, mouth dry… Somehow, he just could not bring himself to stop the automatic, almost reflexive fondling movements of his fingers as they caressed and squeezed, savored and enjoyed her budding young breasts.
"I like that," Nickie whispered. "It feels sooo nice." The stiffening of her little nipples, the swelling of her breasts, the heaving of her chest in deep, lingering breaths, all confirmed her words.
Her hand moved, coming to rest on Bob's thigh. He was an athlete, in marvelous condition, and his legs were strongly thewed. Her hand slid slowly higher till it encountered the thick bulge of his penis, swollen and throbbing beneath the tight material of his cut-offs, measuring it as her fingers continued their journey to his bulging crotch.
"Its really not fair, you know," she complained.
He froze. Now what? "Wh-what isn't fair?"
She sighed, the movement pressing her breast up to him, bringing the sheet lower so that the smooth, upper swell of her other breast became visible almost to her nipple. "Well," she began, "here I am, lying in the bed without any clothes on at all, while you're sitting there all dressed up. I think if I'm going to be naked, it's only fair that you should be naked, too." Playfully, she tugged at his sleeveless sweatshirt.
Bob immediately began to feel more at ease. With an easy, confident smile, he pulled the sweatshirt over his head, revealing his broad, strong shoulders, powerful arms, wide, heavily muscled chest. He tossed it to the floor at the side of the bed.
Nickie reached forward, oblivious to the slipping away of the sheet and that her breasts were revealed to him in all their crimson-tipped, pale, ivory glory. Her fingers worked at the snap fastening the waistband of his shorts. Smoothly, Bob brushed her fingers away and lifted his hips to strip them off.
He was naked underneath.
With a practiced kick, his sandals raced through the air and landed on the floor at the other side of the mom. Then he turned and faced her.
"That better?" he asked, his voice taunting, as he noted the way Nickie's eyes fastened on to his hard, thick cock. It was swollen and the head was purplish, standing straight up out of his pubic hair like a strong tree rising from undergrowth in the forest.
"Uuuumm, yes," she said softly, placing her hand on his chest. She ran her fingers through the dark hairs there.
Nickie was effectively masking the terrific thrills of sexual excitement coursing through her slim frame-she was afraid to let Bob see just how turned on she was, afraid of how he might take advantage of her nubile excitement.
His dick was so big! she thought, wondering if she could encompass that enormous thickness in her little, nearly virgin slit.
Bob bent, letting his strong arms take his weight, then lowered himself. His lips found her breasts, his tongue flickering at the pale flesh. He traced with his lips the line of demarcation where her skimpy bathing suits and sunsuits had barred the sun's rays, following it to her slender shoulders. He gently kissed the hollow of her collarbone.
He moved his head and his mouth was on her breasts again. He found first one nipple, then the other, sucking at the hard little points, taking first one, then the other thrusting, turgid little bud between his teeth to carefully nick them and whiplash them with his tongue.
All the time, his hands were moving, caressing and learning her body, moving up and down her sides, finding the marvelously slim waist; traversing the slender girlish hips, enumerating her ribs, grasping for a moment her frail-seeming shoulders, only to resume other explorations a moment later.
Nickie writhed beneath his ministrations. She realized with a start that her overflowing juices were drenching the sheets that still covered her from her pubis to her toes.
"You look hot," Bob said, grinning lasciviously at his pun. "Better get these hot sheets off you." With one powerful movement of his arm, the sheets were flung across the room, puddling in a negligent heap on the floor.
"What have we here?" he said, looking pointedly between her legs. His hand moved to her unstretched little cunt lips. Next he began running one finger lightly up and down between the swollen labia, the pad of his finger brushing her hardened little clitoris.
Nickie gasped, her legs spreading almost involuntarily farther apart to give him still more access to her charming little grotto.
Carefully, he worked one thick finger into her cunt. Nickie's vaginal muscles tightened immediately on the intruder and it seemed to her that as she watched through excitement-binned eyes, his cock grew still more rigid and swollen.
Bob was mentally anticipating and savoring the sensations he'd enjoy when his prick was sheathed in that tiny, constricted slot. He groaned at the idea of his dick being crammed into her even as he began moving his head down onto her taut form again.
His lips moved lower on her, just as Suzanne's had the previous afternoon on that very same bed. Her moans became louder, her breathing quickened, her legs went still farther apart as his mouth worked down into the silky, tenuous blonde fuzz surrounding her vulva and his lips found her clitoris.
He took the delightful nubbin between his lips, rolling and sucking at it, an action that had a tremulous effect on her. Nickie arched her hips, thrusting her loins up at him, as Bob whiplashed her little pink clit with his tongue. It felt to Nickie as if she were being caressed with fire.
Letting himself down so that his face was pressed even more strongly into her cunt lips, thrusting his free hand underneath her to cup her ass cheeks. The pert, firm mounds of flesh clenched and unclenched, tensed and relaxed, moved in his fingers like live animals in response to the movements of his tongue on her sensitive little bud. He twisted his band over beneath her so that the thick thumb could work between the swollen, blood-gorged lips of her cunt. Furiously, Nickie dug her heels into the mattress, jerking her hips upward to absorb the invading digit.
Bob, fully in control and confident of his power, moved his thumb in and out, in and out, imitating the movements that he meant his thick prick to make within that same honey hole in just a few minutes.
Whew! Is she ever tight! he thought elatedly, savoring the anticipation of insertion. She was just about ready, in his surprisingly experienced judgment.
"Oh, gawd, I want you!" she hissed. "I want your prick in my cunt now! I can't wait-please-please put it into me now!" Her plea almost incoherent, passionate mumbling was growing increasingly intense and desperate.
He waited till she was nearly screaming with desire. Then, he moved.
Raising himself over her, he put his knees between her wide-flung legs. He reached down between them to take his throbbing dick in his fingers, meaning to guide it to the sticky wetness of her entrance-and found her fingers already there.
"It's so big," she said with wide-eyed wonder. "Please be gentle."
"Just relax," he crooned with practiced smoothness. "Just relax and don't worry. I'll take it easy with your sweet little cunt,"
He gently lined up his rigid bar of flesh with her wet, hungry twat and pressed it down and forward a bit. Nickie gasped as the swollen head slipped into the entrance of her slippery chamber. The stretching was greater than anything she hid ever known before. It hurt just a little-and even that touch of pain enhanced her pleasure.
With a conscious effort, Nickie forced herself to relax and the head slipped completely inside of her quim.
Bob was breathing rapidly, hard-pressed to control himself. He'd never experienced anything as tight and clinging and milking as Nickie's nearly virgin little cunt. The muscle at the lips was gripping his cock like a tightly drawn noose in the flange just behind the head and it almost seemed as if her delightful pussy was sucking on his dick. The slippery, hot walls of her glove-tight vagina pressed down with anguishing pleasure on him.
He pressed forward and down still further. Nickie moaned, half-screamed deep down in her throat at the massive cock ploughing into her. For a moment, a fear tugged at her: that its girth would tear her, do her injury. But then she relaxed in the somehow secure if unbiased knowledge that she could accept more rigid, much larger, much longer cocks than even Bob's. It was a certain knowledge, an almost instinctive awareness within her.
She took a deep breath; again forcing her over-taut muscles to relent from their tension. She heaved her slim, childish hips up at her young fucker. Bit by bit, she was absorbing that fleshy rod.
With thumb and forefinger, her small hand traced his cock as it slid into her. Even as she felt it moving farther and farther into her, she shuddered at how her tiny, bearded little cunt mouth accommodated his sex engine.
And then, with a final thrust, it was completely buried within her. Bob just lay there over her and breathed heavily for a long moment while her cunt accustomed itself to the thickness of the penis crammed into her.
Finally, Bob began to move. At first in small, care-fully parceled strokes, by fractions of an inch, testing and tentative as if uncertain as to her ability to handle his thick dick.
But beneath him, Nickie could feel her small cunt becoming more lubricated. The thorns of pain became rosebuds of pleasure blossoming inside her. He increased the length and speed of his movements. Nickie answered with greedy thrusts of her own girlish hips.
Her arms flung wide on the bed end her small hands began gripping the sheets and knotting them with maniacal strength as the huge rain worked marvelously in and out, stretching her mint with each thrust.
Her quim would relinquish the blood-gorged bar of flesh only to suck it, devouringly, hungrily back inside with the down plunge.
Then, without conscious awareness, she brought her legs up around the small of his back, clutching his powerful form to her. Her heels prodded each thrust of his dick more hotly into her slick oven. She brought her arms up around his broad back and her nails raked at his flesh.
But Bob didn't notice it. Her heels slipped down and began digging into his muscular buttocks, urging him with almost ferocious desire to slam his prick into her harder and-deeper with each power-packed thrust. He felt her cunt gripping him and knew that his explosion of jissum wasn't far off.
But he was determined to hold off until the sweet girl-child came to a shattering climax of her own-because he knew that once she had that, she'd do anything he wanted.
He bit the inside of his lip, bit it hard until he tasted blood, using the pain to help control the fiery surging in his overheated balls.
Nickie thrashed wildly beneath him, all sinuous, sweat-slicked passion, sliding below him, bouncing up to meet his every thrust. Her buttocks clenched, jolting her harder at every heave of his massive penis within her.
Frantically, she powered herself up at him. At last, with her hips jerking almost uncontrollably up at him with almost painful force, she began gasping and groaning.
"Oh! I-I'm g-going to c-come, I'm going to come!" She husked the words out as if they were driven from her. Already, her vagina was beginning its powerful orgasmic contractions on the boy's penis.
And then it was on her.
The rush of her coming hit her full force. Nickie slammed her slender body up to meet his, thrusting hard and fast towards his pile-driving dick. With an almost preternatural awareness, she could feel every detail, every vein and ridge in his rigid prick within her. She had Just begun to come down off her first peak-when the explosion of her second coming hit her with unexpected force and suddenness.
It caught Bob by surprise as well. Lisa did that from time to time, but with this-this child-he strove all the harder to master her violent heavings.
But then Bob felt the seed tearing through him, boiling up out of his burning balls. The thick come rushed up through his cock, spurting out from his dick into her just as she began to slip back from the peak of her second orgasm.
Nickie, incredibly, could actually feel those hot jets striking home inside her. They splattered against the walls of her mint, splashed deep into her vitals. They were like fuel on the already burning flames of her passion, and as each load landed within her, they sent new fires blazing through her innards-and setting her off into her third orgasm. Her cunt contracted on him all the more as her sweat-slicked form writhed in his grasp.
Bob was experiencing the exquisite stricture of his life on his penis. The last, powerful blasts of jissum were squeezed from deep within his hairy testicles to go slamming out through his glans to feed her hungry cunt.
Nickie felt their impact within her and sensed that they were the last dregs of his come that she could hope for in this encounter. Despairing of the end of the fantastic sensations rocking her sweet, slender form, she pressed upwards against him as she felt Bob's thick cock finally begin to dwindle inside her quim.
Almost traumatically, she came again. All weak and spent as Nickie was, this last was her most powerful orgasm. With the strength of one possessed, she heaved up beneath Bob so powerfully that he was nearly dislodged from her.
At last, she too went limp and fell back to the bed beneath him.
Nearly unconscious, exhausted and drained by his own coming, Bob merely lay atop her shaking his head in an effort to stay awake. He became aware that Nickie was prodding him with her small, weak hands.
"Please," she was saying distantly. "Please-I can't breathe with you on top of me-"
"Uh, sorry," he grunted, rolling off her onto his back Stuporous and lethargic from the exertion of this act, he drifted rapidly off into a light, dreamless sleep.
Nickie wasn't long in following his lead. She dozed off with her head on one of Bob's powerfully muscled shoulders. Her arms were sprawled across his torso and the fingers of one hand were lightly entwined with his limp, sticky prick.
Groggily, Bob half opened his eyes. The shadows in the room had changed positions radically; he knew that it was well past noon.
His first disorientation faded to leave him aware of two things: the tune and the tickling at his cock.
He shut his eyes with a moan of hedonistic pleasure and reveled in the sensation of well-manicured fingernails tracing the length of his slowly swelling dick. The fingers first traversed the underside from the curly-haired base up to the under edge of the glans. There they hesitated, then encircled his shaft in the sensitive flange just behind the knob and finally began tickling their way back down to the base along the upper length.
He opened his eyes again and found himself watching Nickie's naked, smooth, clean-lined back. She was totally intent on what she was doing and gave a little startled jerk at the touch of his hand on the fuzz at the bottom of her hairline.
"No," he whispered, throat dry with emotion. "No, don't stop now."
She didn't.
The movements of her hands on his staff became increasingly more adventurous. She hefted the heavy bar of rigid flesh in her fingers, testing its mass and weight
"It got hard again so fast?" she whispered, her own arousal evident in her voice. She gave his dick a tender squeeze as if to accentuate her words. His penis swelled still more in response to the pressure.
"Not surprising, the way you're heating it up," he replied, barely suppressing a smile. She was really quite naive and inexperienced when it came to sex, he decided. But she was undeniably talented, excitingly enthusiastic-and learned fast and willingly. He couldn't help wondering if Lisa was aware how sexual and exciting the young girl was.
He considered his next words carefully before speaking them. "Would you like to go down on me?" he asked with cautious casualness, as if that would be something she was just dying to do, but was afraid it would be an imposition on him to ask about.
She turned towards him, face slightly puzzled-and flushed. "You-you mean, take it into my mouth and suck on it?"
He nodded, forcing himself to be nonchalant.
"Yes," she said. "I suppose that would be interesting."
Even Bob could see that she craved to give it a try.
What a hot piece of ass! he thought. She's a regular little nympho!
"I've never done it before, so you'll have to tell me just exactly what I should do?"
Bob thought his heart was going to jump out of his chest at that. She'd never done it before! Tell her just exactly what to do!
I'm going to get to train my own little cocksucker just the wag I like it!
"Sure, okay," he said, forcing his voice to be calm and tutorial. "First, turn around like you were before-on all fours."
She complied, and Bob had an unobstructed view of her lovely, almost hairless little cunt.
Did my diddle-stick actually fit into that little fuzz-hole? he asked himself incredulously. And the memory of it made his dick all the stiffer.
And then, into his mind came the picture of the sweet, Innocent-looking young girl bending low over him, her lovely red lips puckered about his cock, sawing up and down over him and sucking as hard as he could till his load shot deep into her mouth and throat.
He groaned at the thought, a groan that even Nickie could tell was one of pleasure and not of anguish.
"Now," he said, voice tight. "Put your hands on my legs and bend down close."
She put her hands on his thighs, just above his knees, and bent forward, hiking her gorgeous little ass high into the air. He felt her hot breath on his dick.
Suddenly she leaned her head down and kissed the glans. That did it: he was as stiff as he could possibly be and throbbing with anticipation.
"To really do it right, now," he said, "take it into your mouth-but not right away. First you sort of tease it a little-licking it up and down, twirling your tongue around the top-"
He gasped as she began the licking, her tongue flickering wetly over the underside.
"And-and," he stammered, struggling to retain his self-control as he continued. "And kiss the head and tongue the little slit in the very tip. It doesn't hurt any to lean forward every now and then and lick my balls a little-especially if you do it very sloppy like."
He was unable to speak anymore as she progressed in-her experimentation.
She ran her fingers up one side and down the other, every now and then running the flat, rough underside of her tongue over the fleshy sack holding his balls.
Bob groaned and jerked with the pleasure of it, She was doing everything he'd ever wanted a real girl to do, all the things that only the women he -created in his fantasies had ever acquiesced in-and more, because Nickie seemed to be getting off on it all.
The way she was bent over, she was giving him an excellent angle on her beautiful, lithe little ass. The half moons of the cheeks were spread slightly apart from her position and between them, in the furrow, beads of perspiration were beginning to glisten. He caught sight of her tiny, dime-sized anus andI wonder what it would be like to stick my cock in that little opening?
Nickie was warming to her task-literally. Feeling the way Bob reacted to her ministrations, she became still more aroused. She felt a great sensation of power coursing through her veins.
She changed the angle of her leaning slightly, and her warm, soft, resilient breasts rubbed against his cock. Gingerly, she leaned still farther, bringing her hardened nipples up to graze over his dick. Then she began weaving, almost like a Persian dancer, from side to side. She hunched her shoulders and pressed the side of one sweet breast with her hand so that his thick cock rolled from side to side between them, dry-pressed between her breasts. Bob's reaction was most gratifying to her.
She began varying her tack, occasionally taking the glans of his penis into her mouth to suck and lick on it for a- brief moment before releasing it, darting her tongue lightly over it as the rigid prick sprang free.
Bob began making pitiful sounds, noises that became groaned pleas for her to take his prick into her mouth and suck on it.
But Nickie decided that if it was good to tease him a little, it would be great if she teased him a lot. And that was precisely what she did.
She taunted and tantalized him until he was nearly screaming with his need for release.
When she finally did pause and suck his cock into her hot mouth, plunging her pursed lips down on the huge, pulsating prick, she was unaware of just how effective her teasing had been. And few more moments and Bob was prepared to sit up, grab her, hurl her onto her back and cram his raging cock into her hot little box.
When her mouth closed on him, it was like an agony to Bob. The flaming heat of her breath seared at him while the poker flickings and thrusts of her tongue darted all over the head of his penis. He writhed beneath her touch like a man in the midst of torture-torture at the hands of experts.
His hips jerked up at her, the surprise of it at first catching her unawares. She almost gagged as that thick chunk of iron-hard flesh was rammed into the back of her throat, but as his heaves settled into a discernible rhythm that she could follow, she began to enjoy that sensation. Her head rifled up and down is her lips dragged over the velvet-clad steel of his stiff dick.
She couldn't take any more than three inches of that thick weapon in her mouth without gagging, but she compensated. She brought up her hand and with thumb and forefinger, she worked at the base of his cock, now and then letting her hand stray to lightly cup his heavy balls.
Bob reached down, catching her head between his shaking hands and let out a long, low groan.
"I'm going to come," growled Bob, obviously straining to speak. "You-you might not like the taste of my come in your mouth."
At the thought of Bob's hot juice flooding her mouth and bloating her cheeks, Nickie felt her own excitement heighten. Her only reply to his words was to accelerate the plunging suction-pump movements of her head over the shaft of his dick.
She kept this up for another minute or so-and then abruptly stopped. Nickie fastened her lips in the depressed ring of the flange just behind his glans and sucked on it with all her might, her cheeks concaving with the effort. She rasped at the delicate, sensitive flesh of the knob with the rough underside of her tongue, then prodded and teased at the little slit of his pee-hole. She prodded and teased at that most sensitive bit of flesh until Bob was nearly screaming with the sensation.
Bob began to heave his hips faster. Nickie grasped his cock with one hand and his hip with the other to keep from losing her oral grip on his dick. Her open eyes saw the rippling of a muscle at the juncture of his legs, beneath his hairy scrotum. She moved her hand from hip to that point and pressed her fingers on the powerfully contracting flesh. She knew that it was his come, working mightily through the long tube that emptied through his cock in to her, and that aroused her to the very brink of an orgasm of her own.
She braced herself, determined to suck and swallow all of his jissum. She remembered, vaguely, tales that her friends at school-the raunchier ones-had told her of how swallowing a man's come made your breasts get bigger.
He started to come in her mouth, great, gushing jets that Hooded into her, between her lips, bloating her cheeks despite her desperate swallowing. Sucking feverishly, she tried to milk all of his white frothy semen,
When Bob realized that she was actually swallowing his load, that she was actually drinking his come, his excitement redoubled. He arched himself, bowing up and away from the bed. Again and again he came, and the strength of his jolts was like a rupture as he satisfied her sucking lips and maddening tongue with all the load that he'd secreted in his virile young balls.
Despite the slightly sour taste of his come Nickie found the sensations of what she was doing incredibly exciting. When she realized the sheer decadence of her act, when she thought of how it would have looked to a hidden observer-the picture of herself bent over the strong young male, his thick, spasming cock trapped inside her mouth, her lips puckered as she sucked on him like his dick was a fleshy straw-her hips began jerking in response.
Bob saw the excited movements of her hips and ass, saw the swollen clit dearly erected between the folds of flesh around her slit-and he responded.
He reached out with his powerful hands and bodily lifted her hips so that when he lowered her, she had one pale, quivering young thigh on each side of his face and her cunt within an inch of his lips.
Grateful for her workings on him, hungry for the taste of her sweet little quim, he glued his mouth over her cunt and sucked and licked and tongued for all he was worth.
Nickie, already on the verge of coming herself, came over him like a flood. Hips writhing and spasming, she pressed her loins down, grinding her gash into his eagerly moving lips as she jerked again and again in response to the twin stimuli of his spurting cock and rapidly exploring tongue.
Completely drained by the abrupt power of her orgasm, Nickie let herself topple wearily to the bed beside the limp, inert form of her young mouthfucker. Drowsily, dimly aware that she mustn't sleep too long lest she be found out by her cousin or uncle, she let her eyes close for a moment and drifted almost instantly off into slumber.
She continued to sleep as Bob, concerned about the same things and even more fearful that Lisa would find him and be so pissed off that she'd cut him off from further enjoyment of her hot cunt, roused himself, dressed and slipped out of the big house.
He walked strangely.



Chapter 5


Nickie moaned and stirred, wakefulness coming to her for the third time that day. She turned over onto her side and looked at the clock.
It was well past noon. Uncle Ernie would be back soon. She swung her long, slender, shapely legs over the side of the bed and felt a tiny ache between, just a twinge at the stretching.
She remembered.
Had it been a dream, a vivid, lifelike dream?
She touched her thighs. No, not a dream. She could feel the roughness where her own secretions and Bob's overflow of come had dried.
She shivered; it had been soooo good.
Nickie stood, a little uncertainly, and quickly pulled on her nightgown and panties-in case Frank or Uncle Ernie came in-then finally responded to the gnawing in her stomach.
She scampered quickly down the stairs, her bare feet pattering softly, lightly, sweetly on the hardwood floors.
After a quick breakfast of cold cereal and milk, she wandered into the sitting room and tried the television. Nothing there in the way of entertainment.
Snapping off the big color set, she stood in the center of the room, thoughtful, a vision of lovely youth only slightly concealed by her lightweight shortie nightgown and panties.
What she was in the mood for was a book, she decided, a good book to curl up with in the sun-and if it was a little racy, well…
She giggled and began exploring the big house. The last time she'd visited, she'd glimpsed her uncle's study through an open door and remembered the towering shelves filled with hardbound books. Maybe there, she thought.
Ernie's study was a big, high-ceilinged mom about twenty feet on each side. Three of the walls were covered with shelves and cabinets; the fourth was a single huge window with open-weave drapes shading the great area of glass.
Nickie savored the feel of the thick shag area rug underfoot as she went along the shelves, examining the titles there. It never occurred to her to investigate the contents of the cabinets.
Most of the books didn't interest her. But then she came across one that intrigued her: Adventures of a Nymph.
Curious, Nickie took the book down and went over to the big leather-covered couch with it. She made herself comfortable, careless that her panties were exposed in a way that would have been indecent if any male eyes had been about to see.
The book, according to the flyleaf, was a private printing. Her curiosity truly aroused, she began reading-and found, to her delight and surprise, that it was a most explicit story of a seventeen-year-old girl's sexual adventures as told by the girl.
Nickie was so quickly caught up in the story that she never thought to wonder what her Uncle Ernie was doing with such an obviously expensive book on such an obvious prurient subject.
She was so thoroughly caught up in it that she wasn't really conscious of the car she heard pulling into the drive. Or the front door opening and closing. Or the steps in the hall outside the study.
But when the door of the study opened and she heard the hearty voice of her Uncle saying, "Well, now we seem to have a little blonde bookworm here," she became most acutely aware of her surroundings, her dress and the tingling arousal coursing through her veins in response to the book in her hands.
"Oh! Uncle Ernie?" she said, standing with her back to the window and not really cognizant that her uncle's eyes were lustily absorbing every one of her clearly outlined charms through her unconcealing garment. "I-I hope you don't mind… I, uh, was looking for something to read and, uh-"
"Fine fine!" Ernie said expansively and took a step towards the nearest cabinet. He opened it and poured himself a drink from one of the decanters there.
Nickie realized, then, that his slightly uneven speech and barely perceptible sway were due to drunkenness. Suddenly she remembered dimly overheard conversations at home about "Ernie's problems with the booze."
"Well, I don't want to bother you here," she said. "So, I think I'll go change and let you take care of your-well, whatever you were going to take care of in here." She turned to replace the book, but Ernie stepped up to her, drink in hand, and pulled it away from her.
"Oho!" he said, reading the title. Ernie searched her face for a moment. "I didn't know your taste in literature was so discerning," he said. "How did you like this little masterpiece?"
She fidgeted, not sure what to say.
"Myself," he said overloud, "I think it's a great book. Let's talk about it."
Nickie was very aware that her firm little breasts kept drawing her uncle's eyes back like moths to flame, and felt her tiny nipples stiffening, aching with blood-and knew that he could see them as clearly as she could feel them.
With one massive hand, he pushed her back onto the couch, "What did you think of the story?"
She tried to act cool. Nickie shrugged-and she could feel her uncle's eyes lock onto her jiggling boobs with the movement, "It was, uh, interesting," she mumbled.
"Interesting? Interesting? Ha-ha-ha?"- Ernie found that amusing, laughing loudly. He drained his drink and went back to the cabinet, pouring another.
"Tell me," he said. "What did you think of the things she did? Did you find that interesting-or did you think she was a bad girl?"
Nickie didn't like the way his questions were going. "I don't know," she said. "She was just a girl and maybe she shouldn't have done all those things."
Ernie stood before her, towering high into the aft, He was a big man to begin with, and from Nickie's perspective, he seemed like a giant, "Well, they didn't hurt anyone, did they?"
"Uh, no, I guess, not," she answered, beginning to blush.
"And she seemed to enjoy them, didn't she?"
Nickie nodded, mouth dry. She definitely did not like the direction of the conversation.
"But then, you might not be able to make a fair judgment on what she did-especially if you've ever wanted to do those things: Or have you actually done them?"
She said nothing, suddenly fearful.
"Now, now, you can talk to your Uncle Ernie," he said in a voice that made her shiver. "I understand how it is-especially with young boys. They know just enough to get a girl all hot and excited. They're just impetuous enough to want to do things that are done much better by an experienced man. Don't you think so?"
She shifted uncomfortably on the couch, feeling the thick, cool leather upholstery pushing against the oversensitive lips of her fledgling cunt through her thin panties.
"Has some young man gotten you so hot that you couldn't resist… doing what comes naturally? Is that why you seem so uncomfortably and ill at ease with your Uncle Ernie?"
His eyes were riveted to the inviting slender line of her creamy throat and followed it to her swelling boobs.
"Yes," he said, his voice dropping and becoming almost angry. "Yes, I know how it is with young boys." He turned and paced back and forth in front of the couch. She felt trapped.
"Yes, I know how it is," he continued, his voice hard and knowing. "They wait until you're alone together, with no one else around to protect you, A boy will wait until you're busy doing something, maybe just picking up a piece of paper or reaching for a book. He'll have his eyes watching your behind, all cute and innocent and firm, watching the way it moves inside your clothes.
"And," Ernie said, stopping and facing her for a moment "He'll picture it in his mind-bare and soft and smooth-and he'll reach out and put one hand on each cheek and squeeze them."
He resumed his pacing.
"You'll stand up straight and say something meant to make him stop, maybe that you might get caught-but you'll know as well as he does that there's no chance you'll be caught. And just thinking it might be a little more dangerous will make it more exciting for him, make him have to do it.
"And then he'll put his arms around you and touch your little breasts and play with them like they were toys. He couldn't appreciate what marvels they are, not like an older, experienced man-because he's too young."
Nickie simply couldn't believe the words she was hearing from her Uncle Ernie. He was talking as if telling what he, himself, had done-many times.
"And then his hands will get under your frilly little blouse and then next thing you know, he'll be playing with your little tithes, making your little nips hard-just like they are now?"
He stopped and faced her with that, his voice almost an accusation. Nickie found that she couldn't speak, couldn't even attempt to stand try to escape. She was trapped with the older, drunken man-and he was beginning to sound very irrational and very aroused.
"The next thing-you know," he continued. "Without even wanting to you'll be helping him get your frilly little blouse and your bra off-if you even wear a bra.
"And before you know what's happening, he's got all your clothes off and somehow his are gone too. You'll both be naked, and then you'll be lying on the floor or on a bed or in the back seat of a car with your legs wide, showing him-everything?
"And then you'll see his-his thing, and you'll want to touch it and do things to it and the next thing you know, he'll be lying on top of you, between your legs and reaching down to help him put that hard red member into you"
He whirled and stopped in front of her. "Isn't that it?" he demanded. "Isn't that the way it happens?"
"Well, I uh, guess so, Uncle Ernie," she said quietly, trying to keep the fear out of her voice.
"I know that's the way it is," he insisted. "I know! Don't forget: I was a young boy once, too, and I know how young men get around young women."
He put his hands on the back of the couch behind her, one arm to each side of her, imprisoning her without touching her. He leaned close and she could smell the booze on his breath, "I know," he rasped.
Suddenly he straightened up. "Even me, an older, mature, experienced man, I know how I am even now around young women. Just look at how hard it makes me to think about it?"
And without thinking, Nickie's eyes fastened on the-Oh, no, he couldn't be that huge! she thought-bulge in his pants.
She looked up and met his leering gaze. "And I know how young women are," he said with quiet menace. "Hot-blooded, hot-handed, hungry to see what they know is there, and having seen it they want to touch it and we both know what happens when they touch it, don't we? DON'T WE?" He obviously didn't need a verbal answer, for he continued: "And you, you're from my own blood and my blood runs hotter than most-I know what you want. You want to see it, don't you?"
Without waiting for an answer, he yanked open his zipper, reached inside and brought his huge, hard cock into view. It was heavy and thick, bigger than any Nickie had ever seen-and seemed even bigger, the way it loomed up in her face, pointing ominously at her like a cannon. She couldn't take her eyes off it-just like he'd said!
"See what I mean," he sneered. "Even now you can't take your eyes off, can't stop looking at it-and I even know what you're thinking right now, what you want to do next! Well, go ahead! Go ahead and touch it!"
She remained motionless.
"Touch IT!" he bellowed and thrust it towards her.
Her hand came up almost of its own accord and her fingers lightly traced its broad stem and length.
Her digits wondered over it and Ernie's breath came in deep, shuddering gasps like a bellows wheezing as she stared at the thick, ropy veins standing out all over the shaft. They made it look even more potent and formidable.
She encircled it with her fingers just behind the flange and found that she couldn't close thumb and forefinger around it.
Finally, she let her exploring fingers caress the throbbing, purplish head and her uncle made a small gasping sound. His knees shook and the throbbing of that massive spar became even more pronounced.
And then his hands were clutching at the flimsy fabric of her filmy nightgown, grasping it-and suddenly pulling it away from her, ripping it loose to expose her heaving breasts to his eyes-and hands.
"Open my pants," he growled and Nickie obeyed, both aroused and fearful. Eyes still fastened on the cock looming towards her, she fumbled his belt and the waistband of his trousers open and without being told pulled his pants and underwear down to puddle about his ankles.
He shrugged and she was aware that he'd unbuttoned his shirt and removed it. But she didn't look; her eyes refused to move away from his mature penis, from the fascination of his bi amp; hairy balls in the bag at the base of his prick. She watched the skin lightening there and knew that he was becoming even more excited.
It's almost beautiful! she thought.
"Look at you," he said, contempt in his voice. "Like all women, sluttishly adoring it-well then, adore it, slut!"
She froze, uncomprehending.
"I said ADORE IT!" and his hand was at the back of her bead, pressing ‘her forward till the head of his cock was against her lips. The pressure didn't stop there, and she opened her mouth before the prodding Invader-and the thick, pulsing knob slipped into her mouth, almost filling it.
Almost instinctively, her tongue moved over the parcel, the rough underside rasping across the hypersensitive, silken hardness of his flesh.
Ernie moaned and his knees began quaking violently-and Nickie felt a sudden thrill at her own power over this huge man course through her, heightening her arousal. She became inventive, twirling and exploring with her tongue, prodding the tiny pee-hole slit with the pointed tip of her lip-licker.
Ernie's hands slipped down to her breasts, testing their firmness, squeezing them gently at first, then harder, almost painfully as he felt the ministrations of her sucking mouth and nimble tongue on his big dick.
His hands came back up to her head and held it on his penis, then began rocking it back and forth so that her lips let the knob of his cock slip out, then back in between her luscious, pouting lips.
"Uhhh…" he grunted. "You handle it like a woman with your mouth." His hands went back to her breasts, covering the jutting, still developing young mounds.
Suddenly, he pulled away from her and tugged her to her feet. Her head barely reached his chest, and his throbbing hard on jutted up to prod her stomach, the head nestled against her just beneath her succulent breasts.
Nickie's uncle put one hand on the waistband of her panties, twining the lightweight material in his strong fingers-and then, with sudden violence, tore them away from her.
His lips were parted, breath shallow, as he stepped back and feasted his eyes on her loveliness. The swelling mounds of her breasts, the wasp-slim waist, the immature slenderness of her hips, the unconcealed gleam of moisture about her nearly hairless slit, the long, shapely limberness of her legs… he took it all in as they stood there, face to Lace, the forty-five-year-old lecher and the woman child regarding each others physical assets.
Nickie, aroused despite herself, touched the iron shaft of his cock, then took it gently in both hands. Suddenly she began working her hands back and forth on it, her grip tightening and loosening, moving back and forth, up and down on it in the same motion she'd seen her brother using on himself through a window one afternoon.
And then it hit her: the utter enormity of his prick. He meant to cram that monster inside of her, that huge, unyieldingly hard cock was to be jammed into her barely shriven little cunt.
A sudden bolt of fear took over as she hefted the massiveness of it, hands gracing the length and breadth of it even as she sensed the urgent pounding of hot blood within it.
And yet, she knew that she had gone too far with him, that he wouldn't relent until he'd come-and drunk as he was, there was no telling what he might do if she tried to refuse him outright.
She knew she had to make him come before he got the great swollen glans of that menacing weapon between the lips of her muff.
She tightened her grip on his penis and quickened her motions on it, trying to jerk the come from him as her brother had jerked the come from his own cock, as she had jerked the jissum out of his peter.
But despite the heaving of Ernie's hips, the thrashings of his loins beneath her ministrations, she quickly realized that it wouldn't work.
And then she remembered-as if she could ever forget-how quickly and totally he'd become aroused when he'd forced his huge member into her mouth. Maybe…
Ducking her head forward, without ceasing the movement of her agile hands on the shaft, she again took the throbbing helmet of his cock into her mouth.
Ahh, that's It! she thought. Already, his hands were at either side of her head, rocking his hips spastically back and forth, the thick knob sliding with sibilant pops out and in between her sucking lips. Her tongue twirled and probed, caressed and explored.
Even as she sensed the boiling tension rising in his balls, Nickie was anticipating with interest the taste of his come in her mouth, and found the thought of the heavy white man-cream running down her throat exciting. She sucked all the harder on his rigid rod until suddenly she could feel the sloppy wetness of her secretions dampening the insides of her thighs. Her clitoris was erect, protruding just enough that it rubbed between her swollen cunt lips as she jerked back and forth over his cock. Her entire body was shaking and trembling with growing lust, the familiar aching ball of tension winding tighter and tighter between her loins as she continued to excite the older man whenHe suddenly pulled his cock from between her lips, the big head coming free with an audible popping sound.
"That's enough of that," he rasped, straightening her and turning her so that her back was to him. His arms went around her, the thick, hairy forearms across her slender chest, his gnarled fingers catching her turgid nipples and rolling the delightful little nubbins with telling effect.
Her knees were becoming rubbery when he lifted her as easily as if she were no more than a doll and carried her to the back of one of the overstuffed chairs flanking the sofa where she'd sat when he'd discovered her and the entire scene had begun.
He placed her carefully over the back of it, the cool leather making her aware of the heat of her own flesh-and then she became totally unaware of everything else as she felt him separating her thighs.
Nickie could visualize what he was seeing: her saucy little ass upturned, the pale smooth moons of her tight buttocks Involuntarily clenching with exquisite sensation of cool leather against Overheated, swollen mint lips, down-covered little girl slit peeking out at hint from between sleek inner thighs that trembled vibrantly with sensation.
She heard him grunt and then felt his stubbled cheek pressing between her thighs and was rushed with the feel of his mouth gluing itself to her cunt.
She moaned as his lips moved against her lower opening, groaned as he found her clit and sucked the little love button between his teeth. He rolled it like a marble with his tongue and she was soon gasping and writhing on the back of the large chair.
"Ooohhh!" she moaned. "Ooohhh! That's so-so-"
And then his mouth was moving again on her, this time through the sensitive furrow to the perspiration dampened crease that held her puckered anus and there he paid the same respects he'd lavished upon her other opening. The sudden sensations overwhelmed any possible revulsion she might have experienced at a less impetuous invasion of her nether gate.
"Uhhhh! What are you d-doing to me-eeeeee!" she cried as she felt his thick tongue licking and pushing to just within the entrance.
He brought his hands up, then his shoulders, forcing her thighs wide apart-and she felt first one, then two thick fingers insinuated into her cuntal stricture.
She wriggled in abandon to the sexual fury coursing through her, crying, "Oh yes, that's so good, yes, yes, MORE!"
She felt him stand, heard his almost cold chuckle.
Her limber legs wrapping themselves about his waist and hips as he stepped forward. And thenShe felt the huge head of his hard cock against the lips of her cunt.
"Oh!" she gasped. "Please be-be gentle."
He laughed, a horrible, mocking laugh, an arrogant laugh of one in total control, with total power.
"Gentle!" he snorted contemptuously. "You sluts use the word, but that isn't the way you want it. The only way to run it into a slut is the way she really wants it." His voice became a menacing whisper. "Hard," he growled.
He spread the lips of her twat, placing the glans of his dick between. The easy, gentle relief of the touch sent a new wave of lubricating secretions coursing out through her vagina.
Then he placed his hands on her slim, girlish hips-and with a single tremendous heave buried the entire length of his shaft in her unprepared cunt.
"AaaiiiieeeeeeI" she screamed, agony sending great beads of chill sweat pouring off her back. Slick and hungry though her honey hole had been, she hadn't been ready for that immense ram to be slammed to the hairs within her.
"Uhh-You're tight!" he rasped, straining against the stricture of her tunnel as it tightened about his reamer. With a grunt of effort, he began withdrawing it.
Nickie drew a deep breath, fighting to relax, knowing only too well that if she tensed up that big cock would do her real harm.
When Ernie had withdrawn all but the knob of his cunt borer, he suddenly, violently drove it back in again.
"Noooooo!" she screamed. The pain this time was worse than the first insertion. At least then she'd been fully, amply lubricated-but the pain of the first invasion had stopped the secretions and the friction of the ram on the second downstroke was excruciating.
Again he withdrew and Nickie lurched upward beneath him, trying to slow the movements. His third stroke was painful but not as much so.
"Unnhh! You're so good and tight," he hissed. "You've never had a real man's cock in that little gash before, have you?" It was a rhetorical question and she knew it.
His movements were freer within her, easier, with less and less pain as her prick-slip began to acclimate itself to the dimensions it was being called on to accept. Nickie said nothing in reply, concentrating on drawing great, air grasping breaths in her efforts to relax her muscles.
"Can you feel that in there?" he demanded. "Can you feel my boner way up inside you where no one's ever, been before? Unnh!" He drove his penis into her again.
And then, without being aware of the transition from agony to pleasure, Nickie found herself anticipating his thrusts, welcoming them, her childish hips moving to meet him and hasten the joining. Her hot, youthful cunt was again wet and sloppy and her uncle's every thrust was making the pleasure greater, the pain less.
"There!" he grunted, in time to his hips thrusts. "Isn't that what you were after? Unnth!"
"Yes," she exploded. "Yes! Give it to meee!"
And without further stimulation, she was rocking off to a furious orgasm, the walls of her vagina contracting maddeningly on her uncle's huge cock, her hips jerking in time to the waves of intense ecstasy washing over her.
Ernie's hips were pistoning back and forth, pile-driving into the throbbing cunt of the girl before him. He reached one hand under her as she reached her peak and touched his thumb to her clit. The thick moisture from her cunt flowed down over his thumb and rolled her love nub all about, the exquisite pleasure burning through her like a flash fire. Nickie stiffened, spasmed, nearly rising off the chair and away from his rampaging cock with the sensations inflaming her.
Ernie felt her cunt's grip slacken slightly as she came down off her first peak and he moved his thumb away. He parted the two beautiful, firm cheeks of her ass and the puckered ring of her anus, still glistening from his earlier tonguing and her own perspiration, was revealed to him.
Smoothly, with the practiced ease of frequent repetition, he slipped his wet, slick thumb into her little bum hole.
"Noooooooooo!" she screamed at the painful penetration.
But Ernie wouldn't let up. Mercilessly, he drove the long, thick digit deeper into her, to the knuckle and beyond until he'd buried all of his thumb in her anal canal. He felt her powerful sphincter muscle closing down on the intruder with manic force as her hot ass hole clutched and pushed, trying to force it out.
Nickie, meanwhile, was alive with the pain in. her ass and the pleasure in her cunt. She could feel Ernie's still rampant cock rubbing against the bulge of his thumb through the single, thin membrane separating the two.
But the sensations soon gave way to rippling waves of pleasure. She could feel the two of them working in and out of her as her uncle's thumb went through the motions of fucking her anal cavity while his cock raged in and out of her cunt.
"Oh-oh," she gasped, breathlessly. "What are you doing to m-me? It's so good, so good so damn FUCKING GOOOD! I'M COMING AGAIN!"
Again she was overcome with the power of her coming. But just as the movements of her cuntal constrictions became strongest, most demanding, most needful of the powerful reaming Ernie was giving her-he pulled out of her, both ass and twat.
She groaned, almost wept with frustration-until she felt the thick knob of his dick nuzzling against her ass.
"Unnhh!" he grunted, trying to feed the huge prick into the still-virgin entry. "Hold still!" Ernie barked angrily, but Nickie couldn't help it. The thought of the huge cock going into her unused ass terrified her. She knew she couldn't handle it.
"Alright, slut," he gritted between clenched teeth. "I'll teach you to evade me!"
He pinned her to the back of the chair with one powerful hand and with the other put the head of his dick against her little anal entry way. Ernie grabbed her hips painfully then, with both hands and heaved his loins forward-and his cock slammed instead, along the slick furrow of her ass, niched in the slippery folds about her cunt and slid unimpeded to the depths of her vagina.
The abrupt, unexpected suddenness of his potent penetration, of the thick, hard meat cramming into her hot channel sent Nickie into the throes of a thoroughly draining orgasm.
Her legs tightened about her uncle's waist with incredible force. Her body tensed, stiffened, she arched up and away until she was rigid, almost apoplectically horizontal over the back of the chair with Ernie's prod trapped within the maniacally contracting walls of her honey tunnel.
Ernie, with his cock caught in the tightest, hottest stricture he'd ever known, found that his self-control was crumbling beyond hope. The white hot seed in his balls, undeniable any longer, boiled over into the tube along the underside of his long cock.
Moaning, grunting, he began to come in her. "Unh-unhhh!"
Nickie, drained by her coming, almost disconnectedly felt the hot floods of come jetting into her innards, noting the wilting cock within her and thought with some disappointment, that there wasn't as much to his. Jissum as she would have liked! She realized that it was the feel of a man flooding her with come that excited her above all.
Ernie shook behind her, emptying the last drop of his juice into her. He withdrew his limpening prick from her, the softening head brushing her clit and making her shiver involuntarily before he tottered to the overstuffed sofa and collapsed unconscious with exhaustion.
Quickly Nickie let herself down from the back of the chair, grimacing at the streaks of pain shooting through her legs and hips, cunt and ass.
On shaking legs, she quickly, quietly gathered her clothes. Stepping out into the hallway, she made her way up the stairs to the guest bedroom and fell back onto the bed, drained and limp.
"C'mon, sleepyhead! Wake up!"
Nickie moaned and opened her eyes to find Suzanne looking down at her. From the angle of the sunlight on the window, Nickie knew it was well into the afternoon.
"What time is it?" she asked.
"Almost two," Suzanne answered. "You sure look whipped. What were you doing-whacking off when there was no one around?"
Nickie's face clouded. "Suzanne," she said urgently. "I know you won't want to believe this but-" She stopped and took a deep breath. It was a hard thing to say. "Your-your father, he, uh, well, he-"
Suzanne's expression hardened. "He fucked you," she stated.
Nickie stared. "How did you know?"
"I had a hunch he would-sooner or later."
"But why didn't you say-"
"What could I say? Watch out, my old man's going to fuck you?" She snorted. "Would you have believed it? Anyhow, you don't seem too much the worse for it and he's got the biggest one you ever saw."
"But he hurt," Nickie said. Then her eyes widened. "How did you know he has a big one?
Suzanne stared at Nickie, a hard, appraising look.
"He's been sticking it into me since he found out I was popped," she replied evenly. She saw the shock in Nickie's face. "Don't get all warped out of shape about it-it isn't too bad when he takes it easy, but when he's rough… " She shook her head.
"I'll tell you, Nickie," she said, voice older than her years. "Dad isn't such a hot-shot insurance broker."
"But the house and the cars and-"
"I didn't say he didn't make money; I just said he wasn't that big a dealer as an insurance man.
"About six years ago, the business was starting to fall apart. Really. Dad was losing his biggest accounts left and right, his creditors were screaming foreclosure and law suits and one of the companies he represented threatened to pull him off the franchise rolls.
"He started drinking-heavily.
"And then, he found out that one of his prospective clients, a man who represented a really big account, had been pawing Lisa when he came over."
"Lisa!" Nickie gasped. "But she couldn't have been more than-"
"She was only twelve," Suzanne confirmed. "So Dad went to the man and told him, if he ever so much as thought he was grabbing his daughter's ass he'd turn him over to the police.
"That was all he told the client-nothing more. But about two weeks later that man brought all of insurance business to Daddy. That's what gave him the idea.
"He developed a regular little plan of action-especially when he found out that Lisa was already getting it on with boys in school.
"He'd have the clients come over for dinner, and afterwards they'd sit in the study and talk. After about two hours and a couple of drinks, Dad would excuse himself to take care of something-he used to say it was to put me to bed.
"All the time they were talking, Lisa would be walking in and out, bringing them snacks or ashtrays or matches, and she'd be dressed to make her look like a super-sexed little nympho." Nickie suddenly saw where it was going.
"Can you figure it out? Anyhow, while Lisa was alone with the client-and the client had a couple of drinks in him by then-she'd put on a little show for him, getting him all turned on. Oh, she loved every second of it.
"One thing led to another and at just the right moment, Daddy would come back and say I wasn't feeling good or that he had to go pick-up Frank or some other excuse that meant he'd be away from them for a hall-hour.
"The client would get it on with Lisa. And all the time, Daddy would be in the next room, taking pictures."
"And then your father would blackmail them."
"You got it," Suzanne said.
"But what about the police?" Nickie demanded. "What if one of them just went to the cops and-"
"What for? Dad doesn't short-change them on their insurance and they really don't lose out there. All the blackmail does-is force them to keep their business with Daddy. Besides, in a little town like this the scandal would ruin them."
Nickie was stunned by it. "What about Frank? she asked. "Does he know about it?"
Suzanne erupted in laughter, holding her stomach and gasping for breath. "Frank? My dear darling brother is the one that develops the film for Daddy-he's been a photography nut since he was a kid."
"But-but why? Why should he-"
"Have you ever seen my brother naked?" Suzanne demanded.
"No," Nickie said, shaking her head. "What does that have to do with it?'
A wry smile crossed Suzanne's face. "Frank is hung like a horse. He's got the biggest pecker I've ever seen in my life. It's so big, the only women who can handle it without pain are the ones who have had about a hall-dozen kids-and as you can probably figure out for yourself, that isn't too big a thrill for Frank.
"No one his own age or near it would even try to take that supercock of his on willingly. But for one thing, Dad looks the other way when Frank crams it into Lisa. He tried to get it into me a couple of times, but there was just no way and-" Her face became strangely troubled. "He backed off.
"And then there's the money side of it. As long as business is good, Daddy lets Frank have all the spending money he wants. Besides, Frank knows that when Daddy retires, he gets the business." Again that strangely troubled look. "But sometimes I wonder if that's all very important to Frank… Anyhow, he goes along with it."
She reached out her hands and put them on Nickie's forearms, "Nickie, I don't want to be trapped into this thing-and it's no good for Lisa or Frank either. Lisa doesn't seem to realize it, doesn't seem to care. She loves having men stick their dicks up her juicy little twat, but if anything ever happened to Daddy, she'd be done for. It's all she knows.
"And Frank is turning into a real neurotic. He's never sure when he'll come home and find the police have taken Daddy away and that they're waiting for him.
"And I don't want to spend the rest of my life getting fucked up by strange men like that. But there's no way out. We're trapped."
"Can't you go to the police?" Nickie asked.
Suzanne shook her head. "No, Frank made that pretty clear. The police would ask Daddy's clients and they'd deny it all-after all, they'd be admitting statutory rape and complicity to a blackmail scheme."
"What are you going to do, then?' Nickie asked, concerned.
"I've had a lot of time to think about it," Suzanne explained. "I have a plan, but I needed help from someone outside the family-if you'll help-"
"Of course I'll help," Nickie said without hesitation.
Suzanne kissed Nickie on the cheek. "You're a good friend and a super cousin, you know that?"
"Tell me what you need done," Nickie said, embarrassed by her cousin's effusive gratitude.
And Suzanne told her.



Chapter 6


The two young women spent the rest of the afternoon wandering about the heavily wooded hillocks in the area, enjoying the midsummer sun upon their flesh fill it became uncomfortably warm, and then reveling in the cool respite of the shade provided by the numerous leafy trees.
The sun was getting low when Suzanne turned to her cousin and said, "Well, I suppose you'll be wanting to get back home now."
Nickie questioned her with a look.
"You haven't seen Frank or Lisa yet since you arrived and Frank should be just about due back from the photography show he went to see in New York."
Nickie was filled with mixed emotions. She had been entertaining vague, half-serious notions of using her newly awakened sexuality to seduce Frank; she'd had a terrible crush on his dark, lean handsomeness for as long as she could remember.
But after what Suzanne had said about Frank's complicity in the black-mail scheme… Not to mention the grotesque size of his member, at least in Suzanne's estimation. Nickie was more than a little doubtful, however, on that. Exaggeration on that subject could be expected.
When they got back to the house, Nickie spotted the electric blue Corvette in the driveway. "Oh, wow, that's just the kind of car I figured he'd have."
"‘He'?" Suzanne said. "That's Lisa's car."
Nickie said nothing, wordless.
"Daddy takes good care of his demented little nympho daughter. Nothing's too good for her."
"How does she manage to get him to be so nice to her?" Nickie asked. "Why doesn't he treat you the same way?"
Suzanne made a wry face. "You'll see-later."
Lisa was in the kitchen, making herself a snack, when the two girls came in. "Nickie!" she exclaimed happily. "It's so nice to see you." She came over and hugged her, then stepped back. "Boy, you sure have grown up! You're beautiful!" And Nickie, sensing the sincerity of the compliment, found herself wondering why Suzanne showed so much bitterness towards her big sister.
But while Lisa was examining Nickie, Nickie was returning the compliment-with interest.
Lisa was, in a word, stunning. Her red-blonde hair hadn't been cut since the last time Nickie had visited and it draped down over Lisa's creamy, smooth shoulders in glistening rich waves of texture. Her complexion was the unique, fine hue of milky china that is only found in redheads, and among them, found by a lucky man once in a lifetime.
Her breasts were large and full, almost-but not quite-too large for her wasp-slim waist, and the light blue knit halter top she wore showed them off to their best advantage. Her hips were flared and womanly, yet girlishly slender and without a trace of fat. Her legs were long and shapely, the kind of legs a beauty queen would envy and a man would want locked around him.
Nickie found herself excited by Lisa's beauty-and wondered how Suzanne had been able to even think of resisting Lisa's advances.
Lisa revealed that she had a summer job working in a hospital and that frequently she was away overnight-at which Suzanne's expression told Nickie fiction had entered the conversation-and asked Nickie the sort of questions that were expected.
Until Ernie's car pulled into the driveway.
Nickie heard her Uncle come in and then heard the slam of the study door. At that moment, Lisa broke away saying she had to talk to him about something.
As soon as the study door bad closed again, Suzanne took Nickie by the hand and led her into another door on the same hallway.
"This used to be a nursery," she explained. "Now it's the spy room."
Nickie looked around at the photographic equipment and the one-way glass-now dark-in the wall before the tripod-mounted movie camera. Suzanne leaned close to her ear.
"They use movie cameras to film it all, then take stills out of the film."
Nickie nodded in comprehension as Suzanne went to a crank and cautiously raised the partition darkening the one-way glass.
"The other side is a mirror inside Daddy's liquor cabinet. He always leaves the door of the cabinet open when he's having a drink. Habit, I guess."
The two girls pressed close to the glass and observed.
There was Lisa, golden-red hair streaming long and loose.
There was Uncle Ernie, massive and powerful, rough and clumsy by contrast.
And he was unfastening the ties holding her halter in place even as she opened her hot shorts and drew them away to reveal her naked beneath.
Greedily, Ernie ran his bands over Lisa's creamy loveliness, his fingers feasting on the firm, thrusting mounds of her breasts, moving familiarly down her gently rounded stomach to her hips and then to the golden fleecy mass of tangled pubic hair around her cunt.
He stopped only long enough to strip rapidly out of his own clothing. It looked to Nickie as if his erection was even bigger than it had been that morning.
As with Nickie, Ernie led his daughter to the overstuffed chair and lifted her across the back of it. As with Nickie, he fell to his knees and caressed the insides of the quivering thighs. As with Nickie, his mouth fastened on her succulent cunt, licking and sucking to tremulous effect.
As with Nickie, he tongued and kissed Lisa's thy anal port, shining the clime-sized opening with his thick muscle.
He stood then and pressed his cock head against her red-fringed cunt, pushing it forward, easily burying it to the roots within her, then quickly pulling it back and driving it all the way in again. Nickie was stunned at the ease with which Lisa accommodated that massive penis.
Ernie put one hand beneath Lisa's hips, just as he had with Nickie, touching and rolling her clitoris with his thumb as her effusive secretions covered the moving digit. Lisa tensed and shook as if she was having a fit.
As with Nickie, Ernie put his hand in the furrow of the girl's sweet, voluptuous ass cheeks, quickly, deftly inserting his thumb into the aperture there.
He pulled his visibly throbbing cock from Lisa's palpitating channel, took it in his fingers and lined it up with her rear opening.
No, Nickie thought, He can't possiblyHe did.
Astonished, Nickie watched as Ernie pressed forward to the supine young woman, pushing the bludgeon of his swollen penis into her furrow, against her anus. At first, he made no progress, but thenShe barely suppressed a gasp as the huge head slipped into the tiny opening.
Ernie kept up the pressure. Grudgingly, by fractions of an inch, the long, hard, thick penis slid deeper and deeper, boring along the hot trail of her ass towards her vitals.
Ernie was lost in a world of pleasure, oblivious to everything except the hot walls of Lisa's ass clinging to his paternal prick and the feeling of it slipping farther and farther into her hot young body.
Nickie simply could not comprehend what her eyes saw. She couldn't believe that Lisa was accepting that entire, enormous prick in her ass-but it was happening, not fifteen feet away from where she stood, just on the other side of the wall.
Deeper and deeper Ernie pushed his dick into her, disappearing bit by bit into that sheathing hole until finally, at last-it was completely within her. Ernie's big, hairy balls swung up to slap against Lisa's exposed, gaping cunt, touching her clitoris and rending a long, shuddering sigh from the lush young redhead at the touch. She was tense, stiffened, as every muscle was taken in cataleptic seizure.
Slowly, savoring the feel of his daughter's ass gripping every single inch of his cock, Ernie began to pull back from Lisa's bunghole. His penis slowly reappeared until all but the swollen head was visible. He stopped there, caught in the stricture of her anal opening on the shaft of his penis just behind the knob. After an eternal moment frozen in that position, he began pressing his spar-like member back in.
The joining was quicker this time, with Lisa showing signs of aggressive responsiveness, exhaling slowly as if she'd been holding the breath since the first invasion of her ass.
The rigid rod struck bottom again, Ernie's pubic mat pressed flat against the smooth pale white of his daughter's ass and again Lisa shook as his balls swung up to brush her stiff clit.
Ernie speeded up his movements, rocking his hips back and forth faster and faster, each stroke bringing the head of his cock to the edge of her ass before he jabbed it deep into Lisa's receptive backside again.
The first pain of penetration over, Lisa was already beginning to rock her hips up to meet her father's heaves, savoring the pleasurable rending. She hungered for the feel of that huge dick buried totally in her ass hole, lusting for the friction of its length as it dug into her anus. She yearned for the feel of every vein, every wrinkle of the enormous erection within the tight walls of her sodom pit.
Harder and harder he drove into her. Lisa arched her back, biking her ass up to meet his plunge, bearing down with all her might on her powerful sphincter, trying to milk the hot jissum from his balls.
Again and again Ernie ploughed his daughter's rear entry, his skit-driving cock piling in and out of the tight hole like a piston rod gone berserk.
Lisa sighed and moaned, the animal passion noises growing louder till Nickie and Suzanne could hear them clearly even in the next room.
"Ohhh… Let-let me feel you sh-shooting in me Daddy, let me feel your come filling me-"
"You'll get it soon, slut-child," Ernie said loudly. He punctuated his words with thrusts of his mighty prick into Lisa's nether gate.
"Oh yes do it, Daddy, do it, let me feel you come, fuck me and come in me so I can come-make me come-!" she wailed.
"Beg for it, slut!" he roared, staring down at his thick penis protruding from her tight anus, seeing the convulsions shaking her fleshy ass-cheeks, feeling the workings of her ass muscles having their effect on his overheated balls.
"Please, Daddy, please I beg you-fuck me with your big cock!"
"All right, bitch!" he yelled. "I'll come in you-NOW! Unnhh!"
Ernie took her hips in a brutal grip, holding her so tightly that Nickie could see the white pressure in his knuckles. Be slammed his loins forward, burying every bit of his thick dick into her ass and holding it there. His balls jerked in their sack, his hips humped, grinding against her as he pressed again and again against her pale ass mounds.
But Lisa, too, was coming-and the throes of her ecstasy were incredible to the eyes of Nickie. As she felt the hot flood within her, the jissum burning into her very bowels, -the thick, hot stream striking and inflaming her in her most intimate depths, she contracted her anus convulsively, stiffened her entire body and came up off the back of the chair with her legs about her father's broad back, skewered on his hot, spitting poker.
"Oooohhh!" she screamed, shrieked as she felt her father empty the last of his seed into her ass. She screwed her ass back hard against his abdomen, shuddering and jerkin amp; milking him dry till the last of his come was hers and his prick began limpening within her.
She relaxed, spent, and draped over the chair again as Ernie slipped forward to pin her, his deflating dick trapped yet in her still-straining asshole.
Suzanne touched Nickie's shoulder and the girl almost yelled in shock at the sudden reminder of reality. Nickie was turned on by what she'd seen, turned on so much she almost regretted having fought Ernie's attempts to ass-fuck her that morning. She tried to imagine what it would be like to feel a man's molten r load shooting into her ass and shivered with pleasure at the idea.
When Suzanne had led her out of the room and upstairs to Nickie's room, she turned to her and said, "Now you know how Lisa gets what she wants from Daddy."
Nickie told her of Ernie's attempt to do the same with her that morning.
"He wants me that way, too," Suzanne said. "But I can't do it. Once he almost got the head in-but I screamed so loud that he had to stop. He couldn't keep it hard with me screaming so loud and he beat me up. He was really drinking that day."
"But if he can get Lisa, why does he want you?"
Suzanne made an ugly face. "For one thing, I'm a lot tighter than she is. And I think maybe he likes to hurt people that way. You saw the way he acted, the way he yelled. And most of all, I think he's afraid someone will beat him to it-and he couldn't stand that. He'd be furious."
Nickie was wistful. "Lisa sure looked like she got off on it."
Suzanne read the emotions on Nickie's face and grabbed her. "Look, Nickie," she said sternly. "Lisa is a big girl, and she loves having a big dick in her so much she'd take in her nose if she could. And she had guys with smaller cocks like that before Daddy got into her ass."
Nickie shrugged. "He put in his thumb. It hurt me at first but then it started to get pretty good. If he'd go slow and take it easy at first-"
"Forget it!" Suzanne snapped. "He wouldn't-he jammed it in you like he was trying to wedge a crowbar in a fight door." She paused. "You know how he did you this morning. I'm so sure of the way he is, I could tell you what he said and did when he socked it to you even without you giving me a hint." Her expression lightened. "Anyhow, Frank is going to be here in a few minutes. He'll probably give you a chance to do a little peeping on him and you can see what you're getting yourself into."
"What's getting into me," Nickie corrected.
It was nearly sundown when Frank finally came in. He and Nickie exchanged pleasantries and she couldn't avoid feeling the familiar tingle at seeing him.
It was understandable. Despite his youth, Frank turned, the heads of women wherever he went. He'd inherited his father's massive height, powerful build and dark complexion, but his facial features were handsomely tempered by his mother's bone structure-in a totally masculine way. Coupled with his thick lustrous hair, and his graceful, catlike movements, he was a walking erotic dream.
They talked for just a few minutes before he pleaded weariness and excused himself.
As soon as he was Out of sight, Suzanne giggled girlishly and said to Nickie, "Did you see the way he was looking at you?"
Nickie nodded. "You think he really-you know."
"You bet your ass," Suzanne said and then giggled again. "That was a pun."
"If you say so."
Suzanne pushed Nickie with playful annoyance and then turned abruptly conspiratorial. "C'mon-we'll watch him and you'll see for yourself what I mean."
Quickly, the two scampered upstairs and down the hail to the door of Frank's room. Dropping stealthily to one knee, Suzanne peered through the keyhole with practiced expertise.
She stared for a moment before standing and leaning next to Nickie's ear, whispering very, very quietly. "You'll see him come out of the door to the left."
Nickie nodded and took over Suzanne's spot on the floor.
Almost as soon as she put her eye to the keyhole, she saw the long, powerful legs striding into view. They were bare and a few glassy drops of water still clung to them. She heard a drawer open and close, and then the legs were receding. He reached the far side of the room, back to her, strong1y muscled ass clenching with each step, a bathing suit in one hand.
He was built powerfully, broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist where strong muscles rippled liquidly.
But it was between his well-muscled thighs that Nickie's eyes focused. She stifled a gasp.
He was utterly gigantic, even flaccid.
As she watched, open-mouthed, he began drying himself with short, strong movements, the jerky rubbing transmitting itself to his dangling dick. The broad head of it slapped against his thigh just above his knee-cap.
The towel moved lower over his body, down over his hard, fiat stomach, down over the taut abdomen, down, down…
He began drying his penis and it was only then that Nickie was truly able to appreciate its size.
He took the head of his dick in one hand-and Frank's long fingers failed to close completely about it. As he patted it dry, it began swelling.
Nickie stared, amazed, as the monstrous weapon grew in his fingers. It didn't gain much in length-perhaps an additional inch and half or two inches-but in thickness…
He couldn't hold that stiff pole in the fingers of one hand when it finally stopped its swelling. It stood out stiff as a piece of iron when he finally released it and put one leg up on a chair to dry his thighs and calves. That movement gave Nickie a clear view of his huge balls.
And that was the word for them: huge. They were almost the size of tennis balls, almost two big even for his great member.
He tossed the towel negligently to one side and began pulling on his jock-strap and swimsuit Nickie wanted to stay there and see how he planned to get the rigid rod into the confines of his jock, but she knew they had to get away before Frank discovered them.
She stood and the two got going back to Suzanne's room.
"Well, what did you think?" Suzanne asked.
"Wow."
"Think you can handle that horse cock of his?"
"If I can't," Nickie said, sighing wistfully, "it won't be for lack of effort." She paused. "Or enthusiasm."
Suzanne gave her cousin ь strange look and then shrugged if Nickie wanted to fuck her brother's big dick, so much the better for the plan.
Suzanne's plan was carefully thought out in every detail. She knew that her father would go into town and stay there, drinking and playing cards with the boys until well after midnight That left only Lisa to deal with and Suzanne had already sneaked into her older sister's room and looked over her little memo calendar to find that Lisa was going out with Jeremy that night That was good for the plan, because Jeremy would keep her out till dawn, at least.
It was dark, well past nine, when Frank sauntered in to the kitchen, clad in his tight swim trunks and sleeveless sweatshirt. He came directly over to where Suzanne stood, popping popcorn, and grabbed her ass.
She squealed and jerked away. "Dammit Frank, you almost made me burn myself. Keep your hands to yourself!"
"Uh-oh," he chided. "Sounds like my tight-assed little prudent sister is riding the rag." He rubbed his hand over the throbbing bulge in his crotch. "Guess I'm resigned to another cold swim and warm hand." Grinning evilly, he made the unmistakable hand movements of a man jerking off an oversized cock.
Suzanne turned off the popper and said, "Well, I don't think you'd want to take a swim tonight," she said hesitantly, as if ad-libbing. "I, uh, forgot to vacuum the pool and it's all dirty."
He would have been an idiot not to realize that was a phony. Frank was not an idiot.
He gave Suzanne a piercing stare. "That's okay," he said, "It won't bother me." He took a deliberate stride towards the door leading out to the backyard-and the pool.
Quickly, Suzanne jumped between him and the door.
"Don't, Frank!" she pleaded.
"Why not?" he was amused by the idea of his sister trying to physically block his path.
"Because-" She stopped and took a deep breath. "Because Nickie's out there."
"So? I was wondering where she was." He reached for the switch controlling the floodlights in the backyard.
"Don't turn those on, Frank."
"Now what?"
She gave him a look meant to reproach. "Because she's skinny dipping."
A slow grin spread across his handsome face. "Ohoo."
"Frank, she's been drinking some wine-there's no telling what she'll do!"
Pure, undiluted lechery covered his face.
"Frank!" Suzanne said as desperately as she could. "She's only a kid!"
"If they're big enough," he began. Suzanne knew the rest. "As long as she's willing, it shouldn't hurt anything-unless someone starts talking about."
"I can't imagine anyone doing that, Frank," she said, trying to sound frightened.
"I didn't think you did," he said arrogantly. He pushed her to one side as easily as if he were brushing aside a filmy curtain-then stopped. "And no cute little tricks with the lights, little sister."
"No, no, of course not, Frank."
He strode through the kitchen door out on to the pool apron, leaving a grinning Suzanne behind rubbing her hands together in the classic gesture of a successful plotter.
Nickie looked up as soon as she saw Frank's form in the kitchen door. She'd been sitting on the edge of the pool and as soon as she saw him come outside, even as he began stripping off his suit and jock and sweatshirt, she slipped noiselessly into the water and went to the center of the pool. There she began splashing.
"Nickie!" he called, is that you?"
"No," she answered, giggling. "It's the bogeyman."
He padded forward to the edge of the pool, groping in the dim illumination from the quarter-moon. "How come you want the lights out?" he asked.
As if you didn't know, Nickie thought.
Nickie slipped over to the edge of the pool till she was at his feet. Soundlessly, she reached out one hand, poised it near his ankle and quietly said. "Because I'm naked."
With a sudden yank, she jerked on his foot. He toppled forward and somehow managed to convert the fall into a sleek dive, arrowing through the surface.
Nickie whirled, searching the rippling surface of the pool for some sign of her handsome cousin.
"Did you say," said the voice from shockingly near her. "That you don't have any clothes on?"
She jumped-but his strong hands were on her waist, nearly encircling it. "Yep," she answered, trying to sound half-drunk. "That's what I said."
"Good," Frank replied. "Because neither do I." He drew her closer-and she felt something hard and stiff prodding against her lower back For a moment, she was confused-and then realized with a surge of excitement what it was.
It was his hard, erect cock!
She shivered.
"Cold?" he asked smoothly.
"Just a chill," she said quickly. His hands loosened on her-and without warning she broke away and tried to swim for the deep end of the pool.
She remembered, abruptly, that Frank was an accomplished swimmer-remembered it, in fact, just as his strong hands closed on her ankles from below.
She gulped air as he pulled her down and trapped her in his powerful arms. His penis pressed against her knee-even though she, with her shorter height, was even with his head.
Letting herself succumb to the situation as they drifted lazily back up towards the surface, Nickie fastened her mouth to the side of his neck and began giving him a hickey. She expected him to push her away.
Wrong.
Instead, he put one band behind her bead and pulled her sucking mouth more tightly against him, savoring the sensation. His other hand moved to grip the pert fleshy mounds of her ass in a tight-yet gentle-hold while he trod water with sufficient power to keep both up in the water.
He released her and she pushed herself away, swimming quickly to the edge of the pool. Lithely, she hoisted herself up and sat on the edge, bare concrete cool against her ass.
"Very sneaky," he said from very close by. "Using your female charms like that isn't fair."
"But I'm just a little girl," she said in a childish voice, letting her feet kick idly in the water.
"You're already more woman than a lot of women ever are," he rasped. "And I'll lay odds you know more than most of them."
"About what?" she asked innocently.
"Sex, for instance."
"You men are always thinking about sex," she complained.
"Don't you like it?" he asked.
"Maybe I do, maybe I don't. But you do. I can tell." She giggled drunkenly again. "You're horny right now. I can't see it-but I can feel it."
"So are you," he accused.
"Sure," she teased. "I'm wet all over."
He moved in front of her in the water, a dark, virile shadow. His hands spread her legs and he stepped forward between them, hands gripping her thighs.
"Slip forward."
"Why-y?" she asked coquettishly, acceding never-the-less.
With her cute little ass partially overhanging the edge of the pool, Frank moved his head forward between her thighs. His sideburns scratched at the sensitive inner flesh of her thighs, and then she felt his lips against her abdomen just above her pubis.
She wriggled sensuously at the touch.
"Like that, huh?"
"You know it," she moaned, tugging his head towards her swollen nipples. In the night, they were dark spots against the less dark thrust of her breasts, but his thirsty lips found them as if guided by instinct.
Nickie moaned deep in her throat as he sucked each jutting little spike in its turn. He played with them, teasing them with his tongue, occasionally opening his mouth wide to suck nearly all of one sensitive mound of quivering delight into his mouth. Releasing it, he tightened his lips on the nipple, flicking and swiping it with his tongue until she was moaning and gasping.
Nickie felt warm, viscous warmth spreading through her in waves of pleasure as he laved first one, then the other breast with this attention. She felt his hand slipping up between her thighs, the thick, powerful fingers gentle and caressing as they moved along to the grotto of her sex.
Expertly, he found the clitoris and brushed it with his fingertips. The erect, protruding little bud stuck out between the lips of her cunt like a miniature penis and Nickie began to make mewling sounds of animal abandon deep in her throat
Slowly, he worked his lips back down over her stomach to her firm flat abdominal expanse and then on to her pubic warmth, and began rimming the swollen, blood-gorged lips of her quim was his strong, sure tongue. He darted the tip inside her cunt again and again, feeling the waves of arousal shuddering through her.
Nickie writhed, unable to suppress the jerking of her hips. His tongue and lips found her hardened love button, fastening on it, sucking it and running his tongue over it until she could hardly sit up. She squirmed on the rough concrete, caught up in almost mindless lust. She put her arms behind her to help support her, the movement thrusting her hips more towards him.
Sensing the movement by the shifting of her muscles, Frank grasped her strong, slender, quaking legs and slung them back over his shoulders. Her cunt gaped invitingly for him. Frank ducked his head forward, eagerly eating her out, wanting to make her scream for his cock. He sucked vigorously on her clit as he brought one hand forward to probe at her muff.
Nickie felt his finger pressing into her. She bore down on it, narrowing the opening tantalizingly, surprising Frank with her accomplishment. What many women tried in vain to learn over a lifetime, the blonde nymphet took to as second nature. To Frank it was as if the pressure were on his prick rather than his finger. As he felt her marvelous little muscles clamp down on him, he immediately imagined what it would be like to feel that same vise grip on his click.
He groaned into her dripping dick slit in anticipation of the pleasures that he'd feel in his huge cock when it was finally driven into her receptive gash.
Her hips jerked faster and faster, her ass cheeks rubbing over the rough concrete of the pool apron.
Frank reached up and put his hands around her waist, urging her to lie back-but she shook her head. "No," she gasped. "Not here-not out here."
Frank groaned. He wanted to fuck this hot little piece of ass, wanted to jam his thick, heavy member all the way into her-and he didn't want to wait.
He knew he could simply take her-but he knew how much better it would be if she were cooperating.
"Where?" he rasped.
"Oh, Frank!" she hissed, the arousal burning in her veins. "Inside-in your room or my room-but soon!"
He climbed out of, the pool with a single quick lunge and gathered her slim form into his arms. She was light and an easy burden, a welcome burden with fits for the fastening of his lips and enthusiastic young aims to fasten about his neck and willing lips to move over his chest.
He opened the kitchen door with his foot and hurried through, taking the stairs to the second floor two at a time despite the burden in his powerful arms. Vaguely, without conscious association or urgency, one corner of his mind wondered where Suzanne was, but this distracting thought was quickly dismissed.
The first door he came to was the guest bedroom-Nickie's room. Despite her lusty arousal, she had the presence of mind to grab the door knob as they approached it. "Here, here now!"
Hearing her cries, Frank heeded. He lowered her on the bed and dropped to his knees on the floor beside, again burying his face between her wide-flung legs.
A moment of this and Nickie again abandoned herself to the pure animal desire coursing through her. He sensed it, even as her legs locked around his neck He knew she ached for his dick!
"Now Frank, pleeasee…" Her voice trailed off into another groan of passion as he began moving his mouth around her palpitating prick hole, touching it lightly with his tongue and lips as he worked on the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. "P-please, Frank, please please, please, now-n-noowww!" she moaned as her slim body shook in a small preliminary orgasm.
He felt the spasms shaking her and thought: What a hot piece of ass! What a find!
"Oh Frank-please stick it in me!" she cried, shuddering with her passion. Her fingers were enmeshed in his hair, pulling him urgently upwards, over her.
He shook loose and thrust a second finger into her.
"D-don't stop! Don't stop-I'm coming again nooowww!" She arched her back with the power of her coming supporting the taut bend of her body with her shoulders on the bed and her legs about Frank's neck, her cunt grinding and jerking. She sank back to a prone position, still aroused, still writhing with excitement and Frank decided that she was ready.
Good and ready!
He knew his cock was.
He pushed her back on the bed, making room for himself as he moved up over her.
"Are you ready for it?" he asked teasingly.
"Yes!" she cried, almost wept, one hand finding the huge head of his enormous penis. Her fingers tightened on it and Frank felt the sperm aching for release in his bails. "Put it in me!"
Kneeling between her thighs, he pulled her knees up so that her legs were bent, then grabbed a pillow and prodded it under her humping ass cheeks. He knew that it was to his own advantage to do all he could to ease the insertion of his giant hard-on.
He lowered himself between her spread legs on hands and knees, her hand still reaching down between them to hold his big dick.
Gently he moved his hips forward. Nickie guided the glistening knob of his cock to the entrance of her wet chamber of delight.
It was so big! She could lust barely hold the head in one hand. Nickie knew it was going to hurt somewhat at first-but she yearned for that pain, for the exciting agony of his throbbing glans stretching her willing, youthful quim.
Again he pushed his hips cautiously forward. Nickie was able to run the swollen cock-head up and down between the lips of her twat, brushing it over her eagerly thrusting clit.
Again she thought of what it would be like to have that huge dick helmet buried in her depths, and her heaving breasts attested to her desire for the awful penetration.
She tugged, urging him to push forward again-and fitted the head of his cock between the swollen lips of her little muff. The outrageous size of it was even more apparent to her-he was so much bigger than Uncle Ernie, even!
He pushed, hard, and the head pressed between the barely stretched little lips. Even that slight intrusion stretched her more horribly than she'd ever been before. She fought to control her reflexive impulse to pull away from the sharp stab of pain, thinking of how wonderful it would feel once it was completely unsheathed in her.
"Unnh," he grunted, pressing in again.
Nickie took a deep breath and succeeded in relaxing her muscles around the entrance of her channel-but the pain! The head slipped completely inside of her and she thought it would split her open, staining the wet bedspread with her blood and all because of her insatiable lust for his huge prick.
She banished the craziness from her mind and concentrated on the throbbing mass pushing into her.
Again he pressed and a full inch of the shaft drove into her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and squeezed with maniacal strength.
"Ung! You're so damn light and hot!" Frank grunted and strained to jam another inch of the weapon inside her. He felt her cunt contracting on his swollen dick, as if trying to force it out of her.
He grabbed her hips in both hands and started a steady, unwavering pressure. Two-three more inches sliced into her. Half way-and the pain was excruciating.
To Nickie, it seemed that the insertion was taking hours, but she knew that already her busy little twat was secreting Rice mad to grease the chute, that the walls of her cunt were easing back to grant him access to her Inner secrets.
"Hurry!" she whispered. "Hurry and get it all in!"
"But-"
She clenched her cuntal muscles about him and whatever concern he'd felt for her was washed away by the flooding sensations of pleasure intimated by her inner workings.
He lowered himself, sliding his hands under her sweat-slicked form until he held her pert ass cheeks in his large strong hands. Nickie felt him tensing and locked her legs high up over the small of his back.
He plunged downward, his cock driving deeper, deeper-all the way into her.
"Aaiieeee!" she screamed, agonized by the great fleshy stave prodding to the limits of her youthful vagina, the great, purple head probing past her cervix to the entrance of her womb. She thought his cock was going to probe right up through her stomach, pierce her heart, come out in her throat.
But he was in her-completely. To the roots, to the balls, his rough pubic hairs flattened against the sensitive skin of her abdomen and her downy pubis. She could feel the bony ring at the base of his prick pressed against her clitoris.
And as the awful pain began to recede with the acclimation of her cock slot to the huge member, the pressure against her clit began to send ever growing ripples of pleasure through her lithe young body.
Frank propped himself up on his elbows, keeping the weight of his upper body off her. Nickie could feel the throbbing penis within her, the entire length of it palpitating, throbbing, pulsating inside her fire box.
He could feel the pain lessening for her as the agonized tension slowly left her and was replaced by another tension, a tension of a woman getting intense pleasure. He felt the secretions of her lusty cunt beginning to coat his dick and gingerly moved it within her.
The expression on her face was transformed-not to pain, but incredible, overwhelming pleasure. She could feel every detail of the head, the coronal ridge, the flange depression, the hard, ropy veined flesh of the shaft as It drove slowly back and forth between her clinging vaginal walls. By cautious fractions of an inch it moved, spreading the lubricating secretions of her aunt throughout, easing the way for increasingly ambitious movement.
"Ooohh, yesss," she hissed, as he slowly, so slowly withdrew until just the big knob of It was still caught within the excruciating stricture of her honey hole.
It was so good-just as she'd known it would be!
He poised for a moment between her wide-flung legs, at the top of his stroke.
Let her feel every inch of it.
She felt it-and reacted.
"Oh, yes Frank, oh yes, yes my sweet lover, my darling, that's so good-OOHH-yes, I love your big cock, I love feeling it inside me like THIS YESssss!"
Her voice rose with her emotions as each thrust of his blood-gorged rod drove deeper into her over-heated cock slot. She was revolving her hips around the pinion busied inside her, screwing them up to meet each downward heave of his loins.
The friction on his cock was maddening. He fought for self-control. Trapped in the hot, clutching walls of her vagina, Frank felt the cloying channel driven apart with each plunge, separating before the thickness of his glans to close in behind and grip the stem with reluctant power, squeezing at it, trying to milk the juice from him. Each withdrawal made her twat lighten on him in the depressed flange behind the head, wringing cries of pleasure from him.
Her legs straightened in the air over his back, waving back and forth, quivering with each stroke of his tremendous ramrod.
Frank shifted his angle, penetrating her more deeply than before. She let go a small explosion, half-groan, half-growl, of animal pleasure as she felt the meaty glans probe to her depths. She tried to en-circle his back again, to draw him more powerfully still into her, but with the great wedge of his prick thrust into her, she couldn't close her legs about him.
She pressed them together as much as she could, compressing, contracting on that thick reamer inside her. But instead of pumping the heavy white froth she craved from him, she only made herself more aware of the rampaging pecker rocketing in and out of her…
"I'm coming agaiiinnnnnn!" She shrieked, wriggling like an eel beneath him.
Frank just kept piling away at her, slamming his dick in and out of her as fast as he could-until he felt the boiling in his balls quickening.
He began levering his prick in a circular motion inside her, penetrating her more slowly, but to far more agitating effect. The great, velvety glans was being ground against the walls of her slit.
The feeling was exquisite, and when his cock finally corkscrewed to the depths of her chute, she came again, more intensely still.
But Frank felt the sperm rising hot and furious in him. His balls, huge and ponderous, ached to empty their abundant load into the receptive cunt of the hot girl. Again and again he drove the weapon into her, again and again felt the orgasmic clutchings of her quim, again and again her heard cries and breathless moans.
His hand again slid down to grip her firm little ass cheeks. Nickie could sense the growing tension in him and the foreknowledge made her want to feel his hot load in her all the more. She began scissoring her legs open and closed above his back, clamping and loosening the clutching on his dick like a giant hand squeezing and loosening on it-only much, much better.
She could feel the come rising through him, the spastic throbbing of his cock within her as the seed began to pump upward along the long tube running along the underside of his huge dick.
And then he began to come in her, great gushing torrents of hot jissum spattering off the walls of her little cunt, burning its way deep inside her womb. Nickie could feel every drop of it shoot home inside of her, the force of his coming rocking her.
He came and came, long after the time when her previous fuckers had been spent. He came in long sputtering jets of fuck, the huge balls emptying in to her greedily milking cunt all the great load she'd helped gather there.
Suddenly, she felt the rushing begin in her loins again, felt her hips moving as if she had no control over them and"I'm coooming agaaaaaain!" she wailed as the last-and greatest-of her orgasms shook her. She was long gone into the throes of it when, at last, she felt the spurting within her beginning to weaken.
The jerking of his cock became more irregular.
"Innh-unh-uh!" he grunted, a broken cadence in time only with his own ejaculations and the waves of ecstasy shuddering through him.
"Ohhh!" he groaned, grinding his hips against her, a last great spasm draining the final dregs of his sperm into her hot, moist slot.
At last, he sagged against her, completely emptied, consciousness fading.
Nickie put her hands against his chest and heaved. With the last of his energy, Frank rolled off her onto his back on the bed and closed his eyes, letting oblivion come.
Nickie sat up, dazed and unsure of herself, then stood beside the bed on rubbery legs. She felt a tickling wetness down the inside of her thighs from her pleasantly aching, abused cunt-and froze. Had he torn her open, deep inside?
She touched it eyes tightly shut, put her fingers to her lips. It wasn't blood, but something, salty and sickly sweet…
She gasped. It was his come! Frank's great load, overfilling her young twat and womb, was dribbling out from between her battered cunt lips.
She looked over to the door of the hallway and nodded, her head bobbing exaggeratedly in her weariness.
The door opened. Suzanne stepped in, camera in hand, and flicked out the light to be sure that its brightness didn't wake Frank too soon.
She made a circle with thumb and forefinger. The pictures would come out fine.
Stage one was complete.
The second half of the plan was about to go into operation-after Frank was confronted with prints of the photographs.
Not negatives, but prints. The negatives were the whip to make him do their bidding.



Chapter 7


Frank hadn't been happy about the threat. In fact, he'd been unhappy about it in a pronounced way. But it stuck:
Either he helped them with their plan or the pictures would be turned over to the police by Nickie.
Frank knew he had no choice. He knew that if he didn't cooperate with them, he'd go to jail for statutory rape.
The twinges of regret Nickie felt over the deception quickly faded before her elation at his acceptance of the terms. The blackmail ring would be broken before long.
It was just after one o'clock-three hours after they'd given Frank the ultimatum-when Suzanne padded across the concrete pool apron to where Nickie lay soaking up the sun on a chaise lounge.
Suzanne let her eyes appreciate Nickie's slim, sensuous form, its chains only partially concealed beneath the outgrown swimsuit, before gently shaking her out of her light dozing nap.
"Oh, hi," Nickie said, sleepy eyes squinting against the bright sunlight. "What's up?"
"Daddy just called from his office. He told me not to make any plans this afternoon or tonight."
Nickie sat up suddenly awake. "And?"
"That means-" She paused and took a deep breath. "That means he's got a client coming over."
"Great! Is Frank going to be ready?"
"I already talked to him," Suzanne said. "He s going toil, all set"
"And so am I," Nickie declared. "What time will they be here?"
Suzanne glanced at her watch. "In about an hour."
"Wooops! We better get going." Nickie jumped to her feet and the two young lovelies hurried into the house to prepare for the second stage of their plan.
The door of the guest room opened and Nickie turned. It was Suzanne and"What are you dressed like that for?" Suzanne made a face. "This is the way some of the clients react best-to a little girl."
She wore the fluffy yellow dress, the strapped black shoes, the knee-high white socks, the yellow hair ribbon of a nine-year-old girl. With her fresh, un-madeup face, Suzanne looked about five years younger than she actually was.
"They just pulled up in the driveway," Suzanne said. "I have to go into my act now. What about you?"
Nickie smiled a strange smile and stood. She twirled before her darkhaired cousin, modeling her outfit.
She wore her sunsuit, the new one, that concealed precious little of her slinky, sinuous figure to the eyes. And it was obvious from the way her breasts and buttocks jiggled within the garment that she wore nothing beneath it.
Nickie was ready. And willing. And able.
"Okay," Suzanne said. "Here goes."
She left the room and went down the stairs to begin her part in the little scenario. As she had so many times before, she walked down the corridor leading to the den. But this time she stepped into the spy room with a different purpose.
Frank was scowling, rapidly doing something with the tripod-mounted camera. "Does Nickie know what she has to do?" Frank asked without looking up.
Suzanne stepped to a point halfway between the door and the camera. "Right here," she said, tapping the spot with her foot.
"Right," Frank said. There was a sound from the other side of the one-way mirror and then Frank said, "Here we go-that's your signal."
Suzanne stepped out of the mom and went to the next doorway. She opened the big door and stepped inside. Dad-dy," she cooed. "Dad-dy, can I-" Her hand flew to her mouth. "Ohh! I'm sorry, Daddy, I didn't know you had company."
"Come in, come in, child," said the guest. He was a tall, lean man, totally bald, and with a hungry look about him. "Why, Ernie, you never told me you had any little girls."
Ernie came over and put his arm around Suzanne's shoulders in a fatherly way. "Why, yes, this is Suzanne." He looked down at her. "Suzanne, say hello to Mr. Burns."
"Hul-lo Mis-ter Burns," she said childishly.
"Hul-lo Su-zanne," he said, imitating her. "How old are you?"
She put her hands behind her back and swiveled back and forth. "Guess?" she teased.
Burns laughed lecherously, eyes devouring her, locking the swelling hints of breasts beneath the frilly dress. She looked like a growing young thirteen-year-old.
Ernie handed the man a drink, then went back to the cabinet to fix one for himself-and "accidentally" knocked a shot glass to the carpet
"I'll get it, Daddy!" Suzanne cried on cue, flouncing over. She bent at the waist, her dress hiking up to reveal tight pink panties over smooth young ass cheeks, the split of her mint lips displayed enticingly to the dirty old man.
She could almost feel Burns' eyes on her there. "Thank you, sweetheart," Ernie said. He "accidentally" caught sight of his watch. "Oh, cripes." He turned to face his guest "Bill," he said. "I'm sorry, but could you excuse me for about a half-hour? I'm supposed to pick up my oldest at her friend's house. Would you mind making yourself comfortable while I'm gone?"
Burns' eyes flickered over to Suzanne-and found her gaze almost challenging him. "No," he said quickly. "Don't worry about it. Your delightful little girl will keep me company and tell me all about her summer vacation and the interesting things she's been doing. Won't you?"
Suzanne nodded silently, feigning excitement. She was quite a little actress.
"Now you be a good girl, Suzanne," Ernie said. "And do whatever Mr. Burns tells you."
"Yes, Dad-dy," she said, eyes wide.
Ernie left and Burns immediately patted the big leather sofa, indicating the seat beside him. "Come over and sit down next to me," he said.
Cheerfully, the "little girl" bounced over and plopped onto the rich leather next to him.
"Now, you just tell your Uncle Bill what you've been doing this summer."
She put one finger between her lips and sucked on it as if thinking. Burns' gaze seemed riveted to the finger, to her round, moist lips around it.
"Well," she said suddenly. "I'm in a swimming club in town, and I learned how to do the butterfly stroke," she said.
"Are you a good swimmer?"
She nodded. "Uh-huh. I really like the club except… She made a face.
"Except what, sweetie-pie?"
Again she sucked that finger, this time letting it slip into her mouth up to the knuckle before pulling it back out, to the accompaniment of a wet, popping sound.
"I don't know," she said, shifting on the leather couch, the short dress working up over her thighs to expose just a hint of pink at her crotch.
"Now, now," he said, putting one arm around her shoulders and drawing her close. "You can tell your Uncle Bill."
She let herself be cuddled close and said, "Well, the boys keep trying to, you know, touch me."
He made his face puzzled. "What do you mean? Where do they touch you?"
She looked up at him, pouting. "They touch my little titties, all the time. They keep sneaking up and grabbing them or sometimes putting their hands inside my swimsuit and playing with them."
"They do that to a little girl like you?"
She got coy. "Well, I'm not really so liddle," she said childishly. "But Daddy makes me wear tight dresses that make me look liddle-especially around my tities."
She sat up, turning confidentially towards him. "I'll tell you a secret?"
"It's safe with me," Burns said, one hand working around her slender waist.
"In my swimsuit, my tithes look real big. Daddy makes me wear my old swimsuit, the one I used to wear before my titties got bigger." She giggled. "That makes them seem even bigger, now."
"Aw, you know they're just little. You haven't even started to grow up yet."
"I have too!"
"No, you haven't."
"Have, too! I'll show you!" She reached her hands behind her and unfastened the top snap of the dress, then pulled the zipper down to her waist and took her arms out.
Burns swallowed nervously.
She stood in front of him, holding the top of the dress close to her. "Look, Mr. Doubting Thomas!"
She let the top of the dress fall and her luscious young breasts jutted out, nipples hard, and bright from the tight confines of the dress.
Burns licked his lips, his eyes feasting on the delectable young mounds in front of him.
"And you say the boys grab them?'
She nodded emphatically, causing those snowy handfuls to bobble. "Sometimes they squeeze hard and it hurts," she complained.
"How hard do they squeeze, these boys?" he asked, reaching out one hand and letting it rest on one young tit. "Do they squeeze it like this?" He illustrated with a gentle pressure.
"Oh, no," she said, shaking her head and putting one hand over his. "Harder."
He tightened his fingers, but still was gentle.
"Like this?"
She squeezed his hand into her breast with her own. "Like that."
"Ooohh," he said. "I see."
She loosened her hand on his and said, "When they squeeze it like this, like you're squeezing it now," she paused and her face became more relaxed, "it feels sort of good."
"Do they ever do this?" he asked, moving his fingers in a gentle caress.
"Oh, nooo," she said dreamily. "But I wish they would. I like that."
His other hand came up to cup the swelling mound of her other breast, his fingers moving, never ceasing, occasionally finding and brushing the sensitive nipples.
He drew her towards him, slipping his hands down around the small of her back and taking one nipple into his mouth, suckling it, whipping it with his tongue. She moaned and he stopped, looking up into her sweet face with concern.
"Did I hurt you?"
"Oh, no," she said quickly. "It felt so gooood."
"Didn't anyone ever do that to you before?"
Eyes wide, she shook her head and pulled his mouth back to the offering of her breast. He continued manipulating the stiff bud for a few moments, then went to work on the other.
She gasped and wriggled under his oral ministrations. Burns slipped his hand lower on her, pushing her dress away from her hips.
"Oh! What are you fooling with my dress for?"
He looked up at her serenely. "Do you like what I'm doing with your little tities?"
She nodded. "I know something that you'll like even better!"
"Really?"
He nodded and put his mouth back along the swell of her tit, pushing the dress down around her ankles and then hooking his finger in her panties. He pulled them down, exposing her shaved cunt. Suzanne had known to strip away the hair there when her father had told her she had to look like a little girl of thirteen or fourteen for the man.
One hand moved between her legs, rubbing a thick finger along the lips of her cunt, rubbing, rubbing, palpitating her little clitoris.
Suzanne wriggled and gasped, genuinely caught up in the sensations-but not so much so that she forgot her role.
"Oh!" she gasped. "It just doesn't seem-Oh!-fair for me to have so much-Oh!-fun when you don't have any-Oh!"
Burns, bald pate glistening with perspiration, breathing heavily, flushed with excitement, tore his mouth away and smiled softly. "Well," he sad. "There is something that makes me feel good, too but you'd have to be an awfully grown-up little girl to do it, and you'd have to promise never to tell anyone about forever and ever."
Suzanne became agitated. "Oh, good! A secret! I'm really good at secrets!"
Burns leaned forward and sucked each breast for a second before taking her hand and putting it in his lap, on his throbbing erection.
She jerked her hand away. "Oooo! What's that? Does it hurt?"
He looked up at her and said seriously. "Not if you do as I tell you-then it will feel very very nice. Think you can do what a grownup would do?"
She nodded and put her hand back on his pulsing prick.
Quickly, she followed his directions, opening his zipper and reaching Inside to fish his thick, stubby dick out from the boxer shorts and through the zipper. She made her eyes wide.
"It's so hot and it's-it's shaking sort of. And it's so hard and big and red! What made your pee-pee so big and, hard and red?"
He smiled. "That means that you're a pretty girl and growing up, when you make a man's pee-pee get big and hard like this." His fingers moved between her cunt lips again and she let go a shuddering breath. "Now, do you want to make me feel that good too?"
"Oh, sure, anything!"
He began moving her hand over his dick "Just feel that, squeeze it and play with it a little bit."
Her fingers moved over the rampant erection, exploring and fondling, savoring the velvety softness of the swollen glans and veined shaft.
"Can I look at it?" she cooed.
"Yes," he rasped. "Yes, you can look it right in the eye. Go ahead," he said, pushing her down to her knees between his wide-spread legs, leaning back on the sofa.
Suzanne took the thick cock in one hand, holding it like a piece of pipe or a telescope, and put her face right up close to it so that her exhaled breath skimmed over it.
Burns drew a deep breath at the feeling of her fingers on him, then gasped. "Now do you want to do what the nice big girls do?"
"Oh yes," she said with quiet excitement in her voice, playing Burns' arousal like a violin.
"First, kiss it very, very nice, right on the soft part, the head, on top."
She pressed her soft lips to it as he told her, stretching out the contact, letting first the edge of her lips touch it and then letting them spread out across the surface. She pulled back from it and looked up expectantly. "Now?"
"Now," he said huskily, "kiss along the rest of it, behind the head."
Eagerly, she leaned her head to one side and pressed her lips against the shaft all up and down one side, then the other. "Like that?"
He nodded, momentarily speechless.
"I like this," she said. "It makes me tingly all over."
"Good," he said, then drew in a sharp breath as she returned to her ‘inexperienced' ministrations.
After another minute of this, he said, "Now, for the part the very nicest big girls do."
"What's that?"
He swallowed. "Now, jut it in your mouth and suck on it, just like it was a big, thick straw."
"Suck on it?"
"Yes-or do you think you're too little?"
She made a face and then kissed the silken skin of the knob again.
And then, she opened her mouth and sucked it inside.
Burns writhed on the couch, his hips jerking. "Yes," he moaned. "Yes, that's it-don't stop that-keep going."
She sucked harder and harder the movement of hips making the thick rod move back and forth between her soft lips, sliding deeper in, then pulling back till just the head was inside. And all the lime, she sucked on it vigorously.
"Now, while you-unh!-.keep sucking it, run your tongue-Unh!-over the head and around the rest unh!-the rest of it!" he said in a low, urgent voice.
Greedily, she did as he said, running the rough underside of her tongue all over the hot rod of his manhood. For almost three minutes she continued and then pulled her head away.
"How will I know when to stop?"
He grinned wolfishly. "When-when the sap comes out."
"What sap?"
The lecherous grin broadened. "A man has a thick white sap in him," he said. "And when you make him feel good for a while, when he feels the very best because of what you're doing to his pee-pee, the sap comes shooting out! And that's when he feels the best. It's called coming and the very, very, very nicest big girls always make a man come when they want to make him feel good."
She slid her little tongue over her full lips. "And if I make you, uh, come, will that mean I'm one of the very nicest big all grown-up girls?"
"Yes," he said, reaching forward and taking her head in his hands. "But-when the sap comes out, you have to swallow it, every last drop of it."
"Oooh, yummy!" she said excitedly. "Can I swallow your sap?"
"You have to if you want to be one of the neatest, nicest, biggest grown-up girls."
"Then I'll swallow every last bit of it," she announced and dived her head forward, again sucking this turgid twat sticker.
She drew it into her mouth, first the head, then part of the shaft, then more of it till it was half in her mouth.
Burns, totally aroused, threw caution to the winds. Her head still in his hands, he pushed his crotch up at her.
Suzanne swallowed, drew a deep breath, aware that no girl sucking cock for the first time could be expected to take the entire member in, but decided that she would anyhow. Suzanne hated the feel of a man's dick in her cunt, but when it came to eating that meat-that she enjoyed, as much for the feeling of power, and control over the man as anything else.
She relaxed her throat muscles and let the pecker tip push past her tonsils. Arching her neck slightly, she pressed down and forward, taking more, more, more of the slippery shaft between her lips until she felt her nose press against the rough metal of Burns' zipper.
She'd swallowed all of it!
Bums could, only stare down at her dark-haired head in his lap, feeling her throat and tonsils dancing on his dick feeling her suck on the thick cock Slowly, she pulled her head back ant he watched, fascinated, as it reappeared from between her lips, felt all but the head cool as the air hit the saliva coated shaft.
Then she pressed forward on him again. His hands clenched, his fingers twined in her hair, as he watched her lovely young throat muscles clenching and moving, as he felt her esophagus swallowing and working on his dick.
He began gasping, shuddering, his hips moving in short spastic jerks of pleasure. He felt his balls tightening in the sack of his scrotum. The seed was boiling in his testicles and he hoped that the sweet young girl sucking his cock with such natural talent would carry through with her promise to swallow all of it.
The thought of seeing that-to him-virginal young throat working on him as he shot his hot load deep inside her excited him even more. Burns could just visualize the thick white froth around her mouth, dribbling out from between her lips.
He stiffened. What had that sound been? Was someone coming? Her father?
Suzanne sensed the excitement sapping tension in him and redoubled her effort on his sturdy penis. She'd heard the noise as well-and mentally cursed the people in the next room for their clumsiness. She was suit her father had taken a bottle with him and that he'd drained much of it while watching the show through the one-way glass.
He'd queer the whole deal if he distracted Burns!
Faster and faster she rocked her head over his click, taking the throbbing head deep into her throat then relinquishing it until just the glans was between her lips.
She heard the thudding from the room next door just as Burns did. Damn! she thought. What the hell is going on in there? She was doubly angry: because she knew that something was fouling up in the next room, something they hadn't counted on, something capable of wrecking the whole scheme.
And also because she knew Burns was very near to coming and she was furious at the idea of being deprived of his sweet come cascading down her throat And already he was getting limp!
She plummeted her head down on him and sucked as hard as she could, her tongue hiving the base of his cock, feeling the roughness of his pubic hairs even as she swallowed and exercised her deepest throat muscles over his glans butThere was a loud crash and Burns pulled her head off his dick. Frustrated, angry, Suzanne could do nothing except sit back and pound her fists angrily into the floor as the older man came up to his feet and stuffed his cock inside his pants. She didn't even bother to turn her tear-stained face to watch him hurry through the study door.



Chapter 8


Ernie stared through the one-way glass at the unfolding scene of lust and lechery in the next room.
His eyes were locked on his daughter's fine young ass as she wriggled under Burns' touch on her clit, his breath rasped shallowly as his daughter played her hand over Burns' short, stubby cock, his hands opened and closed as his daughter took Burns' dick between her luscious lips.
And Frank noted his fathers reaction.
Ernie's eyes kept flicking from Suzanne's mouth swallowing the intended victim's penis to her asshole, exposed with each bobbing movement of her upper body as she bent to take the dick in, to the chrome pint flask in his hand. It was open and he turned from the scene in the next mom only long enough to take deep gulps of the fiery liquor.
And Frank noted it.
Ernie had one hand deep in his pants pocket, his fingers massaging his big prick through the fabric, unconsciously supplementing with his own touch the excitement he felt.
What had happened to his father? The question suddenly came into Frank's mind and the answers disturbed him-because he knew that in his father, he was seeing himself a few years hence. It was a sight that he hadn't contemplated, but he knew that it was precisely the unavoidable consequences of the heritage he'd so willingly worked for.
Part of Frank's reconsideration was due to finding a girl-hell he thought, hardly more than a kid!-who could handle all nine inches of his cock. Frank was over-sexed, and he knew it and had feared that only his sisters-and they only under duress-could accept it.
But now…
Suddenly, he felt a pang of loss. Seeing his father, he wondered what happened to the kind, gentle, warm man who had so unselfishly given of his time and self to be with his kids.
The shock of his mother's death, Frank knew, had done it. He hadn't realized it then, but the loss of his wife shook Ernie's wind to its foundations.
And Frank knew that his sister's plan was the best thing for all of them. He was sorry that he'd had to be beaten over the head with threat of jail to make him reconsider his position, but he was glad now that he had been. She was right, and Nickie was a brave girl to go through with the first part of it.
Frank determined to make the plan a success, for his own sake, for his sisters' sakes, and for his father's sake.
"Cripes, look at her suck, willya?" Ernie mumbled, half drunkenly.
Frank looked automatically and felt his own huge prick stirring, swelling. He wondered, briefly, if Suzanne could swallow all of his own dick as easily as she seemed to have swallowed Burns'-or as hungrily. She seemed to be getting off on it; from the way her hips shook from time to time.
When he heard the doorknob, turn, Frank restrained himself from turning. He knew that it was Nickie, getting ready for her part in the drama.
Carefully, Frank snapped the mirror across the lense and changed the focus of the camera. His father didn't notice.
Everything was ready, he knew, and at any momentThe door swung open and Nickie stumbled in, falling to one knee. She looked around, feigning surprise and bewilderment at what she saw and opened her mouth.
But Ernie had already leaped to her, clamped one hand around her mouth and the other around her waist, pulling her lightly back against him. "Well, well, well," he said softly. "What have we here? A prowler-or a stroke of good luck?"
Nickie let him feel the taut unfettered swells of her ass against his cock and was vaguely surprised-and pleased-to find it hard and swollen.
Ernie was half loaded-but not that drunk. He felt it and pressed her all the harder against him, savoring the feel. His hand moved from her waist down inside her shorts-and he was delighted to find her naked beneath.
"Oho!" he said, grinning evilly as he let his fingers find their way to entrance of her little cunt. He jammed one thick digit rudely inside-and found, to his surprise as well as when, that she was moist and wet underneath.
Nickie moaned, her twat clutching his invading finger. She suddenly realized that she was looking forward to her part in the plan, looking forward to having her Uncle's big dick crammed into her, looking forward to having Frank watch and film the whole thing.
Ernie felt the movement of her cuntal muscles on his finger and his grin widened. Chuckling deep in his throat, he freed her mouth and began opening the fastener on her halter top.
The top came loose, and the elastic tension released. It fell away from her, exposing her heaving breasts and stiff nipples. Ernie waned no time in letting his hands feast on her firm young flesh, wandering and exploring, squeezing and grasping the smooth young mounds.
"Look at the tits on her, Frankie boy, just look at her nice little boobs. Pretty nice, aren't they?" He chuckled, a bit louder this time, as he crammed another finger into Nickie's receptive muff.
The sweet young girl gave her passions full rein over her actions. She ground her hips, closing her legs to lock his hand against her pubis, his fingers inside her.
"You just keep filming, Frankie boy and let your old man take care of this little fluff here. Age before beauty, you know. Heheheheh!"
Nickie could only moan softly, hungrily. His fingers in her twat, moving and wriggling, only made her more aware of what she really wanted.
She wanted cock, hard, throbbing, purplish cock, cock that was ready to come, to explode inside her, to fill her hot little cunt and womb with burning jissum. She wanted to feel a man, a big man, piling into her, wanted to feel a prick driving into her gash, pushing through the entrance of her womb and unloading there.
She jerked her hips as Ernie's thumb pressed over her clit, touching and prodding the love bud roughly-but to fierce effect on her fiery emotions.
Ernie took his hand from her sweet young tits and brought it down over her abdomen to unfasten the waist of her shorts and pull the zipper down.
Frank, breathing shallowly, could only observe the scene through the viewfinder of the camera and feel his own dick pulsating with the suddenly tight confines of his trousers, yearning for stimulation.
Ernie pushed the shorts down over Nickie's ass and she wriggled to make them fall the rest of the way to puddle about her slender ankles. She was naked, and she could feel the harsh fabric of her uncle's trousers rubbing against the bare flesh of her ass.
Ernie pushed her away from him and opened his pants, then spun her before him. "Pull ‘em down over my ankles, slut child," he growled.
Nickie, willing, complied and without further instructions also pulled down his underwear. The huge dick, freed, sprang out at stiff attention.
Without another word, Nickie sank slowly to her knees. She reached up both hands and grasped the turgid member, caressing it and rubbing it until Nickie could feel the need for release growing in her uncle's throbbing weapon.
She knelt up straight, mouth open and head tilted back and let the big, angry glans feed into her waiting mouth. Nickie closed her lips behind it, moving them on the shaft. Inside, her tongue was going ape on him, teasing and twirling all about the huge rod.
Ernie's erection was so huge that it seemed almost to fill her mouth with the head-but Nickie wanted more. She pulled it towards her with her hands about the base till two inches of the shaft were inside her lips as well and the enormous knob was pressing ‘against the back of her throat.
She started to gag and began to pull away from it-but Ernie grabbed her hair roughly in one hand and thrust his hips at her.
Nickie thought she'd strangle as the great ram pushed into her throat. Her throat was working convulsively on Ernie's dick-and he loved every movement of the muscles coating his penis.
Nickie, left no alternative, managed somehow to draw in breath through her nose and knew that Ernie wouldn't keep it in her throat much longer. He wanted to come in her cunt-or more likely, her ass. She was eager to have him cram her twat and knew that the sooner he was aroused to the brink of coming, the sooner he'd pull out of her mouth and jam it in her vagina.
And she wanted that-wanted it so badly she could taste it! Literally!
Farther and farther that raging cock slipped into her, the pulsating head probing into Nickie's throat until she thought it would reach into her stomach. She found it easier and easier to breath around the invader-even as Ernie's balls slapped against her chin.
She had every inch of that swollen meat pole in her mouth and throat!
Frank couldn't believe his eyes-but his cock did. His balls ached with desire to be in a warm, tight, moist place-like Nickie's mouth, or her ass, or her cunt-anything!
But he stayed at his post, the camera turning silently over even as his father slowly pulled the huge, saliva-wet prick out of Nickie's clutching throat.
When his prick sprang free, he started to lower himself to the floor near he; hands moving to her sweet, firm ass.
But he slipped.
Ernie lost his balance and fell the last foot and a half to the floor, one leg lashing out and kicking over a pile of unexposed film. The film, in the heavy metal containers, fell to the floor with an audible thud.
Frank grimaced; he'd happened to have had his eyes on the bald old lecher and his sister in the next room. Burns had heard the noise, but hadn't done anything about it-yet.
Ernie, though, was again lost in the wonder of Nickie's responsive young body. She was alive with lust, with sensation, with the desires coursing through her veins. Ernie let himself lie back, prone, on the floor and Nickie began licking and sucking his stiff cock. It stood up from the pubic bush around his groin like a throbbing tree shaken by regular gusts of wind.
She started at the base, licking round and round, her pink tongue flickering out to lave all about the juncture of prick to abdomen. Slowly, eagerly, she worked her way up, each and every darting strike of her serpent-like mouth muscle sending new quivers of excitement through her uncle.
Ernie, barely in control of his actions, reached out with both powerful hands and lifted Nickie bodily, so that her girlish hips were settling down over his greedy mouth and tongue as his cock prodded at the waiting opening between her own lips.
Frank thought he'd go out of his skull with lust. He looked to one side and saw his youngest sister swallowing all of Burns' stubby prick while in the same room with him, his beautiful young cousin was devouring, literally feasting on his fathers big dong.
And from his perspective, Frank had a box seat of his old man eating out Nickie's succulent cunt like seen a cunt eaten out before.
Ernie's tongue was moving so fast it was barely more than a blur to Frank's eyes as it shot out and back over her cunt, her clit, her labia, up the little furrow to her tiny little asshole, then back down.
And from the way the saucy molded mounds of Nickie's ass were clenching and unclenching, she was enjoying it-and then some.
Frank took a step to one side for a better view of his dad's dick sliding completely into Nickie's gaping mouth-and kicked over a pile of empty cans that had once contained film. They clanged and crashed against each other as they fell.
Frank spun and stared out through the one-way glass. Suzanne was moving even faster than before and judging by the expression on Burns' face, he was pretty well agitated.
With a quick glance into the viewfinder of the softly whirring camera to confirm that it was still recording the lugubrious scene in the spy room in all its detail-and in living color-Frank bent to pick up the cans and get them out of the way before another commotion took place.
And promptly dropped an armful.
Quickly, he whirled to look through the one-way glass.
Burns was pushing Suzanne's head away, staring frantically about.
That tore it.
Frank was fast. He cranked the lid of the glass closed, reached up over head and pulled the long curtain that divided the room in half shut along its ceiling track. He'd never known, when he'd installed that curtain as a protection against hallway light streaming in through an unexpectedly open door to the developing section of the room behind the camera, that it would ever have such life-saving use.
He'd just poked the black snout of the camera through the black curtain when the hall door opened and Burns stepped in, outrage on his face.
But then he saw them…
Without another word, but grinning like a death's head, Burns dropped his pants, walked around the writhing pair on the floor once, and then got to his knees behind Nickie.
His balls dangling over Ernie's furiously licking mouth, Burns eased the head of rigid cock forward until it was between the lips of Nickie's sweat shiny cunt.
Nickie, feeling the hard cock there, not knowing or caring whose it was, damped down tight on her uncle's raging dick and sucked for all she was worth.
Burns grabbed her hips and heaved-burying all six and a half inches of his thick rod in Nickie's palpitating prick slot.
Nickie gasped and slammed her hips back and up against Burns, gyrating them, screwing them against him.
Ernie, his tongue deprived of her quim, lay back and let the sensations of her incredible suck job roll through him. It had been a long time since a woman had swallowed his big cock completely-and that had been his sister Jeanette.
Who, coincidentally, was Nickie's mother.
Frank, inflamed with what he was seeing, undid his pants and dropped them, slipping his hand down inside his briefs to fish out his own huge penis. Almost without thought, he curled one hand around and began moving it up and down over the long shaft, jerking off unconsciously.
Nickie, meantime, was being washed by the waves of an orgasm, the shuddering jerks of her hips ratcheting back and forth on Burns' dick like a reciprocating rod.
Ernie lifted her hips with his bands as she came dawn from her first peak. Without choice? Burns let his cock snap out of her hot twat as the lascivious young woman-child did a one-eighty turn, crouched-and then settled down with Ernie's tremendous cock impaling her.
She felt that rockhard prick stem sliding deeper and deeper into her, felt the throbbing glans press against and then through her cervix, felt the bony ring at the base of his penis pressed against her straining clitoris…
… and promptly went into the throes of still another orgasm. Her hands went to Ernie's chest, balancing her, while her hips jabbed up and down like a smooth machine in high gear.
Burns came up on his feet, entranced by what he was seeing, enthralled by the bobbing of Nickie's firm young breasts as she moved, incited by the rippling of her smooth stomach muscles as the orgasm crashed through her.
He stepped forward, straddling Ernie's chest. Nickie, sensing his nearness, opened her eyes to see his blunt, thick cock pointed right at her mouth. Opening her jaws wider, she bent forward, her head tilted back and greedily swallowed Burns' prick deeper, deeper, deeper… right to hairs.
She had two men in her at once-and she loved it. Burns' penis throbbed and jerked in her mouth and throat while her Uncle's big boner swelled and pulsed in her cunt. She felt as if she was going to lose her mind.
But then Ernie began moving beneath her, thrusting his hips up at her, pounding his dick deeper into her, harder. She began to grunt with the sensations exploding between her slender, childish hips. Her arms became weak and she started to slip forward on her uncle.
Burns had no choice. Again, he had to pull his cock away from the mysterious and delightful young woman.
But as one of her orifices was denied him, another presented itself. His eyes fastened on that lithe, firm young ass, the round, pert buttocks thing and falling, spreading and closing as she rode Ernie's cock like a horsewoman.
Buns moved towards it…
Frank groaned. He knew that the sound might be heard on the other side of the curtain, but he no longer cared. He wanted a mouth or a cunt or an ass wrapped around his painfully throbbing dick and he wanted it soon.
Burns dropped to his knees and crawled forward over Nickie's bucking back. He saw the fat worm of Ernie's penis being absorbed and relinquished by her busily clutching cunt, the vulnerable young lips stretched mightily to accept it as her ass worked up and down.
Her back was shiny with perspiration, a gleam that extended all the way down to the furrow between her glorious little ass cheeks and the puckered ring of her anus.
Burns spit on his hand and rubbed it over his already saliva and secretion-coated dick, then took it in his fingers and placed the head of it against Nickie's asshole.
She felt the new intrusion against her-and was excited by the idea. She spread her legs still wider, pushing her ass up at Burns.
That was the last straw. Unable to restrain himself any longer, he jabbed down. His cock, rigid as it was, bent under his pressure and the resistance of her sphincter.
But then…
She could feel it, yes, she could feel the terrible stretching her little virgin asshole was being called on to take-but she wanted to feel that second dick in her. Nickie bit her lip and strained upward, at the same trying to relax those powerful muscles at the entrance of her nether channel.
The head went in. With a loud scream of anguish, Nickie cried out her agony at the penetration.
But it felt wonderful, that pain, all the same. She was being used by two men at once, used and abused most wonderfully. Burns kept pressing his thick dick into her, the broad stump of his penis driving between the incredibly hot, tight walls of her ass.
And she could feel her uncle's monstrous prick fucking in and out of her, the powerful surges of his loins driving that mammoth prickhead through her cervix, into her womb, and then pulling it half-way out again.
But best of all, she could feel the two cooks rubbing against each other through the single, thin membrane separating her ass and her vagina. She was stuffed fore and aft and Nickie had never known anything even remotely like the exquisite, excruciating ecstasy of it.
She was a sex machine, a hall-demented sex machine, a human sandwich pressed between two horny older men who craved just such hot, hungry female flesh. All she wanted was to come, to come hard and fast and without ceasing, to feel their luck flooding into her, filling her until it washed out again.
Through the open door of the hallway slipped Suzanne. Intrigued by the like of further noise from the spy room-especially since she'd expected at any moment to bear large shouts and fighting-she'd stood, naked and still aroused, in the hail watching the way the two men were using the lovely young woman.
But where was-she spotted the dark snout of the camera amid the folds of the curtain and stepped around the entwined, trio on the floor. They never noticed her and she wasn't in the least surprised by that.
Slipping through the curtain, she surprised Frank-who was in the middle of jerking off with one hand and controlling the camera with the other.
Suzanne just stood there, staring at his enormous dick and the hand moving up and down over it while Frank just stood there and watched her licking her lips and her nipples stiffening.
Without a word, Suzanne dropped to her knees before the huge erection, leaned forward, bent her head back, opened her mouth and… swallowed.
First the gigantic head, filling her mouth straining it. She pressed upward, opening wider, breathing deeply through her nose.
Then the shaft began sliding between her lips while the great knob pressed at the back of her throat, catching for a brief moment-and then slipped into her throat.
Her lips closed on the hard shaft and tightened on it, her tongue laying and caressing the stiff rod of flesh as ever more of it pressed into her mouth. His meat was slightly wider at the base than in the shaft just behind the head, and the more of it that went into her mouth, the wider she had to open her jaws.
All but two inches of that giant dick were en-sheathed in her mouth and throat when he stopped. He was afraid of really hurting her.
But he didn't know his sister's voracious appetite for cock.
Suzanne's hands came up and gripped Frank's muscular ass, her nails digging in. She pulled him toward her, forced him to drive the last two inches of that freakish penis into her mouth.
Frank thought he was going to die from the sensation. Every last fraction of an inch of his dick was buried in her hungry mouth, completely encased in her convulsing throat. He could feel her lips moving against his big balls, and knew it was only moments before he emptied his load into her lovely throat.
He groaned, ground his hips down against her, the seed boiling in him, yearning to be released, to be uncorked, even as he saw Suzanne's hips moving back and forth as if a cock were buried between the lower lips rather than those of her mouth.
Ernie felt the tube running from his balls to his cock tighten and fill with hot come. He knew that it was a moment before he unloaded up into Nickie's cunt.
Burns, meantime, was growling and grinding his teeth like an animal in rage. His legs and hips shook, vibrated, as Nickie's incredibly tight nether channel clutched and grasped his hard, thick penis.
But Nickie-Nickie was like a mad woman, like a bitch in heat, like a nymphomaniac on the verge of satisfaction for the first time in her life. She jerked and jumped, the lust-driven power of her heaves so great that both men were rocked by her every jolt.
She squeezed and ground her inner muscles on both rigid dicks locked inside her, determined that neither would escape until they'd inundated her with their hot come.
She mewled deep in her throat, like a cat pinned by an alley tom, feeling the two cocks rub against one another, running in and out of her tight channels, stretching both, piercing her in both entrances, probing deep into her innards.
And finally, she began to come.
"Oh," she moaned. "Oh, yes, yes, I-I'm going to-I'm-I'm coominggg!" she screamed, rocking the walls of the mom with her shriek of ecstasy, the words rising, whining upward in volume, tone and pitch until they were incoherent and she was crying out like a siren's wail.
Her cuntal muscles damped down on Ernie's great cock, tightening around with incredible strength. Nothing, not even Lisa's ass, had ever been so light and clinging and responsive as Nickie's young cunt. He felt his balls jerk in their sack, big hips thrusting upward without his conscious direction. He felt the seed boiling through him, rocketing upward along the long trail of his cock Ernie arched, lifting the orgasmic young body of his niece as well as the tense, taut form of Burns with the amazing strength of his own rush, and began firing his load into her.
Nickie felt her uncle's giant dick spasming in her, felt the great, gushing loads of come firing home within her-and was promptly shot even higher in her own coming. It was as if his come was gasoline, inflaming and igniting on contact with the cloying walls of her cuntal tunnel. She went stiff, as if caught in a cataleptic seizure, her entire awareness centered about the prick in her quim and the cock in her ass.
Burns felt Ernie's penis swelling and jerking through the thin membrane separating his own dick from Ernie's huge rod, felt the movements of Nickie's hips as they jerked and grasped at his own weapon, trapped as it was in her anus.
Her sphincter lightened on his prick, like a noose drawing dosed, even as she writhed beneath him. Burns felt the come explode in his dick and was abruptly caught up in the throes of his own long delayed orgasm. He shot in long, smooth spurts rather than short gushes, spurts that seemed to send steady streams of jissum burning into Nickie's intestines.
Nickie thought she'd pass out from the feel of the two penises emptying into her. Her cunt and womb, her ass and bowels were being filled with come, were awash with it, and even as she felt Ernie slowing his jolts beneath her, she went into the throes of her most intense orgasm yet.
Her arms flung straight out to each side, her hips battering downward against Ernie's and upwards against Burns' with painful, audible force, she drew a long shuddering breath and made a sound that started out like a throat being cleared and rose to a piercing shriek of response to a pleasure so intense that it verged on deadly pain.
Like one possessed, Nickie wriggled and Writhed, squirmed between the two men, sinuous and slinky as a snake trying to wiggle free, the two cocks, both limpening and dribbling the last of their loads into her, still trapped, locked within her pathways as if she would never free them.
On the other side of the curtain, Frank heard the screams, the wails, the groans, the grunts, the slurping, slapping, wet, sloppy sounds of orgasm. Reaching out with one hand, he pulled the curtain back and stared at the incredible tableau presented by the two men and the young girl.
She was stuffed vaginally and anally, fore and aft, being used in a way Frank had only seen done in movies-and even then had thought was the product of trick photography.
But what he saw before him, he knew, was the product of unbelievable lust and lechery, of an insatiable need for satisfaction by a beautiful girl-child and a demand for pleasure by two old men.
The sight made the seed in his balls reaching the boiling point at last. His hips jerked, tensed, and Suzanne, feeling his gargantuan cock throbbing all the way to the roots in her throat and mouth, reached up and grabbed his hips with both hands, holding kin, lightly against her, refusing to let him escape, demanding, demanding-and getting his viscous, hot come. He shuddered, hips jerking against her mouth with what would have been painful force if she hadn't been so totally lost in her pleasures.
Torrent after torrent of his load shot down her throat, deep into her gullet, a molten wash of hot seed that drenched her innards.
Suzanne, feeling every rippling spasm of his cock, was caught up in the rush of her own perverse pleasure. His dick swelled within her throat, his balls jounced up and hit her chin as again and again he let loose his flood of fuck.
She sucked, she swallowed, she milked every drop of his tremendous load, draining his large balls of their heavy aching sperm.
With a last groan of ecstasy, his knees buckling, his hands on her head, holding her in place-as if she would think of relinquishing the drink she loved-Frank looked down to see his sister's flushed face, her eyes closed, and the tremendous shaft of his big dick jammed into her wide open mouth.
The final spasm of his coming was like a hemorrhage. He shook with the effort of standing-and lost. His legs lost all their strength and Frank's knees began to bend. He slowly sank to the floor, his penis still in his sister's greedily sucking mouth as her own hips humped forward in the throes of her empathetic orgasm.
At last he was on the floor, propped up on one hip. Suzanne twisted over to maintain her oral grip on his limpening but still huge prick.
At last he sank back on the floor, prone.
Suzanne stood uncertainly, licked her lips of the creamy come there as she tottered into the other room.
Ernie's big prick was still held in Nickie's little twat, just by the head, while Burns' dick had been evacuated by the reflexive, unconscious action of her anal muscles.
Burns was nearly delirious, completely emptied of come and energy. He let himself roll off Nickie and lay on his back, eyes closed, gasping for breath.
Suzanne quickly shook the lovely young girl out of her stupor. Come oozing from her muff around Ernie's dick, a hint of cream around the puckered ring of her anus, she let Suzanne help her to her feet.
With one arm under Nickie's breasts, letting the younger girl lean against her, they went out of the room and up the stairs. There, Nickie collapsed face down across her bed, arms and legs widespread, the residual overflow from cunt and ass glistening and visible.
Suzanne stared at the fetching sight for a long moment-but finally shook herself. She had to get Frank out of there and the film, out of the camera.
Quickly she hurried down the stairs, woke her brother and the two of them hurried out with the precious film.
While Frank staggered into his own room, Suzanne remembered how Nickie had looked on the bed in the guest room, legs wide apart, delightful anus and enticing vagina exposed and glistening…
Suzanne stepped into her young cousin's bedroom and made her way to the bed, gently lowering herself to the ribbed bed cover and bending over to let her hair drape over the hypersensitive flesh of Nickie's ass.
Nickie shivered, consciousness returning only slowly as Suzanne kissed the nape of her neck and worked her lips sibilantly down the length of her spine, kissing each vertebra. Lower and lower, down to the small of her back, the first gentle swells of her buttocks. Suzanne worked her mouth down until she was kissing and licking the furrow of Nickie's ass.
Nickie gasped, writhed, as she felt her cousin's tongue pushing inside her rear opening, pushing past the tight clench of her sphincter, the sinuous, slick tool pressing inside the hot channel to lick at the come deposited there.
Suzanne glued her mouth to Nickie's ass and sucked, hard, for a long moment, savoring the taste of the semen' there before moving down, down, to press her mouth against Nickie's still wet cunt.
She covered Nickie's sweet little honey hole with her mouth, her lips pressing against Nickie's cute little clit, her tongue snaking inside the wet chamber of slippery delight, and all the time sucking, sucking.
Nickie moaned loudly and fried to turn over, but then gasped as the first rush of yet another orgasm began washing through her.
Her tight little ass cheeks clenched and loosened almost spastically, her hips shuddered, her fists pounded the top of the bedThe door opened. Suzanne spun about, fearful.
It was Frank.
He was naked.
He was hard.
He was horny.
He crossed the room and knelt on the bed near Nickie's head, his huge prick throbbing only inches from her moist, parted lips.
She moved her head forward, her pink tongue flickering out to lick the huge head of his dick.
"Don't I-unh!-get to join in-unh!-the-victory party-unh!" he gasped as her tongue worked its magic on his cock.
Suzanne smiled a slow, certain smile of anticipation while Nickie opened her lips wide and sucked the entire head of his pulsating prick into her warm mouth.
Yes, Suzanne thought. A victory celebration was in order…



Chapter 9


Nickie put the skimpy sunsuit into her suitcase and closed the lid. Almost with a pang of regret, she slid the snap into place and then turned to sit on the bed and wait.
At that very moment, she knew, Suzanne and Frank were delivering their ultimatum to Ernie.
Nickie smiled to herself. She and Frank and Suzanne had been locked in an imaginative position-a most imaginative and satisfying position-when they'd heard footsteps through the first floor hallway.
It was Suzanne who had detached herself and run to the window-and then beckoned them to the amusing sight of Burns running outside, still closing his belt, shirt and jacket and underwear and socks in his hand, to the taxi.
Evidently, he'd come to on the floor, looked up and saw the camera, the naked Ernie, and panicked. He must have called for the cab from the study phone.
She still giggled to herself at the thought of what must have gone through the cab-driver's head at the sight of the half-dressed man, florid and out of breath, bald head glistening with sweat, clothes in hand, running out of the big house.
Especially when Suzanne, naked and only partially concealing her charms behind the window-sill, had waved one bare arm from the window and yelled, "Come back soon!"
But then Nickie sobered. They'd been lucky-and she knew it.
Still, everything seemed to have worked out. The film Frank had shot was incredible-and just watching it, Nickie got turned on again, seeing herself impaled by those two cocks, writhing and wriggling between the two men.
Plus, she was overjoyed to find that Frank was really rather glad of the plan. He'd had some misgivings all along about the situation, but the longer he remained in it, the more he came to accept it and shuttle aside the pricking doubts.
He was only slightly miffed at her own part in the deception.
The question at the moment though, was whether or not they would be able to persuade Ernie to accept theft terms or would be forced to carry through their threat.
And threat it was. It wasn't a bluff. They would go to the authorities and show and tell all if he didn'tThe door opened.
Nickie stood, facing Suzanne and Frank. "Where's Lisa?"
Frank spoke. "She's staying with Dad. H's-uh, he's kind of broken up."
Lisa had been dumbfounded when they'd presented her with the fait accompli of what they'd done. She'd been involved with it so long that they'd feared she would become exceedingly upset at the end of what had become her normal life-style.
But, in actuality, she was glad to have it over with, too. It seemed that Lisa had been rather taken with a young man from a nearby town, a young man who knew nothing of her reputation and who was in turn, rather taken with her.
She'd been very worried about her family situation and what it would do to her emotional attachments. But that had been dealt with.
"How did he take it?"
Suzanne took a deep breath. "He'll go along with it. He's going to take a vacation for a few weeks-a vacation at a good facility around four hundred miles from here. They'll get him on the right track and after that maybe just regular consultations with a therapist."
"I hope," Frank said.
"Me, too," Nickie agreed.
"We'll have to move, of course," Frank said. "A fresh start in another town, and we'll all have to work to help out until Dad's better. And he will get better."
Frank had already stepped into place as the head of the household.
"Are you all set, Nickie?" Suzanne asked.
Nickie nodded. "But I don't really want to go."
"Might be a good idea," Frank said. "You've done a lot to help already."
"I have to admit," she said, blushing like a virginal child that it was a lot of fun."
"For all of us, in a way," Frank said. "And some of us wouldn't mind continuing it." He flashed a quick, intentionally obvious glance at his ominously swelling crotch. "But-"
"Let's get going," Suzanne said, hoisting Nickie's suitcase. "We'll see your plane off."
The drive to the airport took a little longer with Frank at the wheel-he wasn't the overconfident maniacal madman behind the wheel that his father was-and they were quiet most of the way.
When they arrived, Frank carried Nickie's bag to the ticket counter.
"Gate nineteen," the counterman said.
Mist was in Suzanne's eyes as they walked to the gate. Nickie was glad the plane was already boarding; she didn't want to linger there. She'd always hated good-byes.
"Nickie," Suzanne said urgently as they strode towards the boarding gate. "Nickie, I really feel bad about this. I know how Lisa must have felt, now."
"What do you mean?"
Frank cleared his throat.
"We love you quite a lot, you know-and not just gratitude. But I think what Suzanne is afraid of-and I've got to admit I am too-is that sex won't be as interesting to you as it might be."
"Not as exciting, or as intriguing," Suzanne added.
"But why do you say that?" Nickie asked.
"Because you've done so much in so many ways so soon and so young," Frank explained.
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Nickie pursed her lips prettily and hugged Suzanne, kissing her full on the lips, then turned to Frank.
She threw her slender arms around Frank's neck, squeezed him tightly and kissed him hard and long and deep, her tongue snaking out to touch his and tease it. He could feel the hard erect points of her nipples against his chest through his shirt and her top and she moved her thighs against the rigid, throbbing bulge of his cock.
Finally, she let herself down, turned so that her hip also brushed his dick and said, "Now don't you worry about it."
Suzanne was frowning, but Frank's eyes had a glint of understanding in them.
Nickie let her eyes follow one of the uniformed pilots-whose own eyes were on Nickie's pert little ass and the fine mounds of her breasts.
"After all," Nickie said, grinning slightly and licking her lips for the man's benefit. "There's lots of things I haven't tried." She took a step away from them before turning back and adding: "Yet."
The brother and sister watched until she'd gone up the steps into the waiting door of the jet and then Suzanne turned to her brother. "Penny for your thoughts," she said.
Frank put his arm around his sister's waist and they began walking back down the corridor towards the terminal parking lot. He grinned. "Know what?"
She shook her head as his hand moved up on her ribs to the lower edge of her breast, furtively rubbing his thumb on the soft flesh.
"I was just remembering what she was like," he said.
Suzanne stared pointedly at the lumpy place in his pants where his swollen cock was straining the material. "Figured that."
"And I was remembering the way she went about it-and I have a feeling there's a lot more where that came from."
"Ummm," Suzanne said. "Frank?"
"What?"
"I'm hungry."
He glanced around. "There's a hot dog stand over by, the-"
She bumped him with her hip. "The hot dog I want," she murmured: "may be at a stand, but you can't buy it there."
"It's hot enough," he said and they hurried towards the car lot.
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