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FOREWORD


Many consider the years between thirteen and twenty to be crucial ones in the final development of an individual's personality. If so, then seventeen must be regarded as the focal point, the watershed year. For it is then that a person makes the first real decision affecting his or her own future.
This is the situation Ross Hunter finds himself in. Two things are uppermost in his mind — getting away from home and the well-intentioned plans of his father to send him to pharmacy school, and shedding his unwanted virginity and passing over into full manhood. But Ross' dreams take on a nightmarish quality as he finds his first steps into the world of sex carry with them a terrible taboo, an implication of shame and perversity that he finds himself helplessly drawn into.
Where, indeed, will it all lead for Ross? Will he be able to untangle his life and cross over into adulthood with some hope of becoming a relatively happy individual? A novel of compelling interest to America, where growing up today seems a task with more pitfalls than ever before in our history.
The Publisher



CHAPTER ONE


When I glanced up into the rear-view mirror, I could see Jim already had his hand inside Teeny's blouse and was fondling one of her firm tits feverishly. It just made my aching cock get that much stiffer and I thought for sure my hard-on was going to split my pants if I didn't get some relief soon. I looked over at the girl sitting coyly at my side, and shifted closer to her, my eyes riveted to her big boobs. Trying to appear nonchalant, I put one arm around her plump shoulders and hugged her close, letting my other hand creep stealthily up between us and fumble with a blouse button.
Bonnie drew back then and said a little sharply, "Hey, whatta you doing, Ross?"
"You're so pretty that I just wanted to see more, I guess."
Even though it had been a stone lie, Bonnie laughed appreciatively and I used the moment to snuggle my mouth into the fragrant plumpness of her neck. Bonnie wasn't really all that beautiful. But it was a common fact that she would fuck. Fucking seemed utmost in my mind lately. Mainly because I was eighteen and hadn't even gotten my first piece of ass. To make matters more critical, my old man was getting me out of town for a month so I could "think things over", as he put it. I always dug the family cabin, but there'd be no chance at all of me getting any pussy up there. So, with time running out I'd driven to the A & W a couple of days before when Bonnie was getting off her shift. She'd readily agreed to go out with me.
Bonnie had quit high school halfway through her senior year when an unknown member of the football squad had knocked her up. The kid had been put up for adoption, and now Bonnie lived with an aging aunt in a rambling clapboard across the street from the Coca-Cola bottling plant. And it was in that house, the very one I was parked in front of, where Bonnie had given in to a lot of pretty flimsy arguments. Since I knew the guys concerned, I was sure you didn't have to be a lawyer to get Bonnie to put out. Her aunt was always in bed early, and there was a big soft sofa downstairs.
I decided to try the blouse button one more time, but before I could get it loose, Bonnie twisted clear away.
"Hey, Ross, is it true that your dad is going to send you to college next fall?"
"That's his version," I said, licking up under her plump earlobe. At a time like this I didn't want to think about the hassles I'd be getting into over what my dad wanted me to do and what I wanted to do.
"I heard from your sis that he wants you to learn pharmacy and take over the business someday, huh?"
I stopped kissing her and sat back in the seat. "My sister has a big mouth. But yeah, that's the general idea. Sounds exciting, doesn't it? Running a Goddamned drug store."
Bonnie shrugged. "Sounds all right to me. My gosh, Ross, it's the biggest drug store in Crossbury and besides…"
"I don't want to run his friggin' drug store and start paying for a stupid little cracker box out there by the lumber mill highway and I don't want to work all day on Saturday and half of Sunday and…"
"Okay, okay… sorry I mentioned it." Bonnie sat there in a huff for a while.
[missing text] knob. Bonnie's breath panted hot against my neck. Her eyes were rolled back in her head.
"Oh, MY! Ross, what are you DOING?"
"Bonnie, baby," I whispered, feeling suddenly romantic. I began a slow in-and-out movement, hoping I could get my cock deeper in her hole. The friction was hard to feel because of the damned rubber, but I could feel something. I was so close to coming I knew it wouldn't take much more. Chancing everything, I let go of her panty crotch and jammed both hands under her broad ass, humping my prick forward at the same time. My cock divided the depths of her pussy and speared up into her hot hole, but Bonnie came up from the couch like a maddened sow.
"Stop! Stop, Ross, you dirty, filthy…!"
My cock came out of her cunt with a slippery pop and I felt myself falling off the sofa. My pants were tangled around my ankles, though, and before I could get my hand out from under Bonnie's ass, I was sitting on the rug, staring down at my pounding cock. The white latex sheath was stained with blood.
I got angrily to my feet and jerked my pants up. Bonnie was pretending she was crying, but it was a pretty poor imitation.
"I hope you appreciate what I let you do!" she croaked, patting her mousy hair. "You will come see me tomorrow, won't you?"
"Won't be around tomorrow," I said, buckling my belt and starting towards the door. I'd had it with Bonnie Gordon.
"Ross — wait!"
"See ya, Bonnie."
"Ross Hunter, I think you're the most awful person ever…"
I let the screen door clap closed behind me and headed across the lawn. Almost getting into Bonnie seemed more than not getting in at all. Before I got to the station wagon, I could hear Teeny Buston about to came apart. Jim had kicked half the blanket off them, and when I slid into the front seat and gunned the engine to life, I got a good look.
Teeny's skirt was twisted up around her thin waist and there was no telling what had happened to her panties. One large white tittie hung loose from her bra, and Jim was rubbing his hand over it while he tried to capture her tossing head for another kiss.
I drove down the block to Main and headed out of town. At the rate Jim was going, it wouldn't take him long to finish and this was the plan we'd agree on ahead of time. I heard Teeny sigh again and adjusted the rear-view mirror down to get another look. The stop light at Patterson Street gave me a good one. Teeny's knees poked up over the top of the seat and her trim white feet were flat on the foam mattress I'd brought along for Jim to use. She'd kicked off both shoes, of course, and Jim had shoved her short skirt up around her waist. My cock pulsed with new blood, stretching big inside the hot rubber again. Teeny Buston had wonderful legs.
"We shouldn't, Jim, darling," she gasped. But it sounded like a yes to me. The light changed, but I sat there getting high from the smell of Teeny's hot pussy. Jim's pants were down around his ankles and his balls hung heavily down along the underside of Teeny's ass. The pert cheerleader suddenly straightened a leg so hard that the Ford rocked on its springs.
"Down a little, honey," I heard her pant. "Now… there… Ohhhh, Jim!"
Her antis went around his neck, and I decided that maybe I'd better drive for a while before they got wise. At the stop sign just past the fire station, I couldn't resist another look. By now Teeny's fingers were musing Jim's dark hair. Her breathing was girlish and whispery and made me wish it was me between those quivering white thighs. I knew I should go on driving, but then they didn't know I was only waiting at a stop sign. And anyway Teeny was too far gone to worry about anybody watching.
I got a big noseful of pussy smell again and closed my eyes, remembering the times I'd come off a date with that sharp, pungent perfume on my fingers. Sometimes I didn't wash it off for a whole day just so I could get a whiff every so often. Jim would probably be covered with the lovely stuff when he was through fucking Teeny. The lucky bastard. The car lurched on its springs once again, and when I squinted in the dim light from a corner streetlight, I saw that the two lovers were half on their sides and one of Teeny's legs was thrown way back. My breath went funny in my throat. I could see the white underside of her ass and the swollen lips of her cunt curved around Jim's blood darkened cockshaft. Teeny's pussy hair was sparse and blonde and I could see just how she was put together. When Jim pulled his prick back some, part of the pretty cheerleader's inner pussy bloomed out, clasping slickly around his meat. Her cunt flesh was a dark red and glossy with flooding juice. As Jim fucked deep again, the slippery wet sound made me grit my teeth with his cock deep in Teeny's snatch, she began to roll her ass in jerking circles. Jim's balls grazed the swells of her trim buttcheeks as she writhed.
There was the wild sound of her covering his face with wet kisses. "Jim, darling, let's make a baby!"
"I was gonna put on a rubber…"
"No, Jim!" she sighed, moving her ass more feverishly than ever, clutching his ass with her small freckled hands. "We can get married later…"
"Teeny," Jim protested.
I could see that he'd stopped pumping his cock in and out of her twat, but even though he was holding his rod deep, trying not to move, Teeny was doing all the humping far him. One of her feet was still planted firmly on the foam mattress, the other braced against the roof of my station wagon.
"Come, darling!" she cooed, hands fluttering along his bare back. "Put a baby in me!"
"Damn it, Teeny… we…"
My eyes were open wide as I took all this in. Teeny's little belly was quivering as she humped and squirmed her ass like a wild seal under Jim's hips. I saw his back heaving as he sucked in huge lungfuls of air and tried to hold on. But finally he gave a jerk, and I saw him plunging in and out of her buttery pussy again.
"Yes, my darling," Teeny choked, her voice throaty with passion. She clasped both legs over Jim's back and threw her head around until her blonde curls were a tangled mass of loveliness.
Jim grunted wildly and jammed his cock forward again and again, driving the wind from pretty Teeny's lungs.
"Oh, Christ!" she babbled. "Give me twins! Give me triplets!"
"Damn… Jesus damn!" Jim groaned.
I could tell the sap was already beginning to spurt from the tip of his cock. Teeny's toes fanned out and she dug her heels tighter against Jim's ass as he humped furiously. I could hear the cum smacking wetly around the pretty blonde's pussy and she had begun to giggle in a crazy, almost hysterical way as her own convulsions made her back arch up from the mattress.
"Shove it deep, Jim!" she rasped.
I rubbed a hand over my face and twisted back around in the seat. It was funny how hard I was breathing just from watching two other people fuck. I made a quick U turn and headed back to town. Teeny and Jim just lay there wrapped around each other until I hit Main. With the little curtains I'd made to hang over the windows it didn't matter that they were still undressed. It was like riding in a bedroom on wheels. I smacked the steering wheel with my fist. A lot of good it did me. But someday I was going to use it. When I could find a chick who liked to ball. Maybe there were girls in other towns who…
That was when the idea hit me. Maybe it was watching my buddy Jim do his thing with Teeny all wild and free like. Or maybe it was remembering that I'd finished paying off my Ford and had a hundred bucks saved up to boot. Even the Rolling Stones screaming out of my tape deck must have had something to do with it. But all these things coming down at the same time made something snap in my head. Right then I knew I wasn't going to go to pharmacy school next fall or work in my old man's drug store or hang around this dumb-ass town any longer. It would be simple to pull off, too.
Since I was going to the cabin anyway with Janey and since the folks would be coming up in a couple of weeks, I could plan to leave just before they got there. With plenty of firewood in for chilly mornings and the kitchen stocked with food, my sister would be able to make out all right for a day or so.
I tightened and untightened my hands on the wheel and let the tach creep up on the green-glowing dial. Maybe I could try California. Yeah, that was the place to go! There sure wasn't any law that said I had to hang around my hometown for the rest of my life. I could write my folks a letter when I got to the Coast and tell them I loved them and all that kind of thing. They'd understand and I'd be free.
My speed was getting toward fifty, so I cooled it down and cruised Main Street twice. Then I saw that Teeny was finally struggling into her panties again so I headed for the school parking lot where we'd left Jim's pickup truck.
When he got out, there was a stunned, numb look on his face and I remembered that Teeny's cunt was brimming with his cum… probably at the most dangerous time of the month, too. Teeny seemed pleased with her little victory, though, as she bounced up and down in her sneakers, round titties bobbing merrily under her pullover. She'd always been crazy about Jim and now it looked as if she'd managed to snag him. As I was about to pull away, Teeny leaned in the window. Her lips were full and soft-looking, and I found myself almost wishing she were my girl — even if her belly was full of jizz.
"Thanks, Ross, for letting us double with you." She gave a wink and flitted away. To me Teeny Buston already looked mighty pregnant. On the way home, I thought of just how easy it was to complicate your life. Jim had been out for a little action and now he'd be lucky to come out of it without a wife, a steady job, a kid and one of those stupid little bungalows out in the new development. I couldn't let my own plans get tangled up like that, even though it was still hard for me to think straight whenever I got close to a girl. But California would be different. Out there girls knew the score. They were out for a good time, too… just like the guys.
When the tach bumped five thousand, I tucked the shifter into second and got a little rubber. The Ford fishtailed a little and tore ass. Made me feel good. Now that I'd finally decided to do something about my life, things were sure looking up.



CHAPTER TWO


When I pulled into the driveway and clicked off the lights, I noticed that the upstairs guest room was lit up. That meant that Jessica was here. It was the only time Mom opened that room up. In fact, we'd even come to think of it as Jessica's room because she used it so often. Jessica was my older cousin and she spent just about as much time around our place as she did with her own mother. Most of the year, of course, she was at the school for the blind, helping children. That had been her specialty in college, and she was supposed to be very good at it. Maybe she was so good at it because Jessica herself was blind.
She was sitting oh the edge of the sofa when I came into the room, her head tilted a little as if she were listening. It was the way I always remembered my cousin. She always perched on chairs more than sat in them and when people talked, her nostrils flared a little, as if she were almost smelling the words. My mother pulled nervously at her dress as I slumped down in a chair.
"Ross?" Jessica asked softly.
"Yeah, Jess, it's me." There was something in the air. Something my mother felt uneasy about. It had to be something to do with going to the cabin, because I could see my blind cousin's hiking boots and a heavy sweater in a neat pile next to her feet.
"Jessica's going with you and Janey tomorrow," Mom said. "Your aunt and I decided it would do her good."
"Oh. Well, that's great."
The gold frames of her dark glasses glinted as she turned to look just past my face. It bothered a lot of people when she did that, but I'd gotten used to it long before.
"She's worked so hard with the children at school this past winter that we all agreed she should get away for a while." Mom looked hopefully at me, guessing that I wouldn't like the idea much.
Jessica folded and unfolded her pretty hands. "Are you sure you won't mind, Ross?" she asked. "I mean, if you don't want me along…"
"No. Really, it's all right." Actually, it wasn't worth a shit, but what could I say? I'd have to rethink my plans so I could still get away before my folks joined us all at the cabin. Jessica smiled prettily at me… or almost at me. Though there was no way really to be certain, I suddenly flashed on the idea that Jessica wasn't wearing a bra. She seemed especially feminine, too, waiting gracefully for when that she could go to the cabin with Sis and me. Feminine. I smiled at the unfamiliar idea. Somehow I'd always thought of Jessie as a blind person first and a girl way down the line some place. That she had fantastic legs and a trim, curvy body and tits like Teeny Buston… that didn't seem to matter. A blind person was just a blind person. They were… different. But now as I sat there looking at Jessica in her short skirt and bright-colored blouse, I found myself comparing her to girls I went to school with. Jessica may have sensed my stare, because she tossed her head so that her raven-black hair tumbled over the fronts of her shoulders. There was a tiny mole on her right cheek and I wondered idly if Jessie knew it was there.
My mother got up. "Well, I'm glad it's all settled. Would you like a glass of milk, Jessica, before you go to bed?"
"No thanks, Aunt Martha." Her fingers lay still in her lap.
I followed my mother out of the room and as soon as the kitchen door swung shut, I gave her an impatient look. "Look, Mom, it's pretty rough country up there and Jessica being blind and all that means I'll have to be the one to lead her around all over the place."
"Now, Ross, you know the kind of person Jess is. Why, some sighted people don't get around half so good. She's very independent."
"But one of these days she's going to fall bad and…"
"Your cousin's not afraid of a little spill occasionally." My mother took my hand. "Ross, she's such a good girl and it's especially important this time that she get this vacation." There was a worried look on her face.
"What do you mean by that?"
Mom took a deep breath. "Jessica's been having… problems. She doesn't have any close friends her own age, and the people at the school say she works too hard. Lately she's been getting a little psychiatric counseling, but her mother and I feel that a vacation is really what she needs."
"You mean she's…" I tapped my head.
"Of course not!" my mother walked nervously across the kitchen and returned. "It's just that she gets a little caught up about things sometimes."
"Guess I don't have much choice."
When we came back into the front room, Jessica hadn't moved. Her blouse was so thin that I could see the line of her shoulder blades through it. Just like I'd thought, there was no bra strap crossing her back.
"Well, I'm going off to bed," Mom said. "Ross, you can help Jessica to her room upstairs when she's ready."
I sat down at the other end of the soft and looked at my cousin's profile. The long straight nose and the way her cheekbones were so high made her look like some exotic princess. She felt my stare and turned slightly.
"You really don't want to take me along, do you, Ross?"
It was just like I'd always thought: blind people could smell things out. "It's no big thing," I said quickly, deciding to be honest. "We can work it out."
"I won't be any trouble; really I won't." Her hands came alive again, the finger interlacing. "Could you move closer? I feel funny talking to someone I can't touch."
Jessica had touched me lots of times before. I could even remember a time when I was five and Jessie had been ten. We'd played a game where I frowned or smiled or made some other kind of face and she tried to guess what I was thinking just by running her fingertips over my lips and brow and chin. But this time when her long fingers tickled my cheeks, I got a terrific surge of excitement… right in my crotch. There was a powdery fragrance about her, too, that I hadn't ever noticed before. Behind the dark lenses of her glasses I could see the blank look of her open eyes.
"How are things at school?" I asked, lamely trying to make conversation.
"How was your date?" she asked back, the hint of a shy smile on her lips. When Jessica smiled, there were tiny dimples just under her eyes. Even with her dark glasses on, I could see them.
"How did you know I had a date?"
"Aunt Martha told me, but I would've known anyway." She wrinkled up her nose and gave me a knowing smile. "You smell kind of…"
Jessica giggled and put a hand to her mouth. I blushed. "Yeah, this chick uses a lot of crummy perfume."
My cousin brought her face close to mine, almost as if she could see me. "It's not the perfume, Ross."
This time I really went red. In a weird way I was glad Jessica couldn't see me. "You want to go to bed now?" I mumbled.
Jessie's face clouded. "I didn't mean to make you feel uncomfortable, Ross." She reached out and took my hand. "My gosh, I wasn't exactly born yesterday. It doesn't bother me that you take girls out and… make love to them." Her smile came back. "Not mad any more?"
"Naw. I'm not mad." The conversation had me sweating. For one thing I wasn't used to talking to one girl about another. And also I was starting to see the woman in Jessica for the very first time in my life.
"Was she pretty?"
"Who?" I asked.
"Your date tonight, silly."
"Oh. Well, to tell you the truth, she wasn't so hot-looking." I stood up and jammed my hands in my pocket, wishing Jessica would hurry up and go to bed.
"Does she love you?"
"Shit, no!" I blurted.
Jessica laughed happily at my choice of words. I sat down again, accidentally brushing her warm leg with my own. The hem of her short skirt pulled up a little, but she didn't seem to be aware of what had happened. I swallowed hard and looked down between her smooth-fleshed thighs where the little band of powder-blue silk covered her cunt mound. Jessie's hands were on my face spin, her mouth drawn tight as she concentrated on what her fingers told her.
"You've grown, Ross. Your chin is… stronger." She smiled. "How often do you shave?"
"Every other day when I think of it."
Jessica laughed. "You could use one every day. Especially if you want to keep those high school girls happy."
I shrugged. "Well, I'm out of high school now, so I guess it doesn't matter."
Both of us laughed and I felt a little more relaxed. I could smell her fragrance stronger now. The mole on her cheek was close enough to… kiss. Yeah, kiss. It was crazy, but there I was sitting with my blind cousin and I had a terrific hard-on.
"With your good looks I'll bet you have a hard time staying out of trouble."
I wondered how Jessica knew about my looks. Sure, I thought I was handsome enough, but could just touching tell her that? The "staying out of trouble" part was what made me squirm, though. Even having half a cock inside Bonnie's pussy still didn't make me anything but a virgin. I hadn't really done any good fucking. I hadn't gotten my rocks off. I stood up again. "Wow, I guess I'd better be getting you upstairs. I'm pretty sleepy myself."
Jessica stood up beside me. The top of her head was just under my chin. "If you think I talk an awful lot or ask too many questions, well, maybe I do. The doctor I've been seeing says it's good for me to just came right, out and say what's on my mind." She pursed her lips and gave a little nod. "It's kind of truth therapy, I guess. Keeps me from bottling too much up inside."
As we started up the stairs, Jessica's hand closed tighter on mine. The front of my jeans was pushed out in a big lump from the way her long nails cut into my palm. But Jessica didn't know how she'd affected me. At least I didn't think she did.
With my cousin safely in her room, I got out of my clothes and turned out the light. The things she'd said were buzzing through my brain. Like Mom had said, Jessie seemed a little strung out. I'd never remembered her talking so crazy like that before… about sex and all. It had almost been as if she'd been wanting to tell me something. Or the other way around.
A warm breeze was fanning out the curtains, so I decided to sleep in the raw like I did a lot in the summer. But now that I was at last alone, sleep didn't come. Finally I decided I might as well go take a leak. Maybe that would help me get to sleep.
I had my hand already on the doorknob when I heard the sound. Like a sigh or whimper. Immediately I knew that Jessica had forgotten to close the door on her side of the bathroom. I felt like some fun. It was the middle of the night, I had a hard-on, and my pretty cousin was in the next room and blind. Just a quick peek couldn't hurt anything and she'd never be the wiser. As gently as possible, I turned the knob and eased the door open. There wasn't so much as a squeak to give me away, and there I was looking right through the bathroom into Jessie's room. The moonlight was flooding through her windows, too, and I could see her sitting on the edge of the bed… not a stitch on except those pale-blue panties. She sighed again, the same sound I'd heard before opening the door… a kind of lonely, longing sound. The moonlight made her black hair shimmer, and as she stood up, I could see it hanging in easy flowing curls almost halfway down her back.
On tiptoes, I inched forward until I was standing almost in her room. My cock had stiffened out in front of me, but the excitement gave me courage.
I winced as Jessica turned to face me but reminded myself that only noise could give me away. I watched her hook her thumbs under the elastic of her panties. Then she rocked her hips slightly and skinned the sheer thing down.
I held my breath and gripped the edge of the doorframe. Now I could see that Jessica had started a tan. The lustrous thatch of dark cunt hair seemed even darker against the whiteness of her skin where a bikini had shielded the sun's rays. Now that I looked closer, I could see that her tits looked whiter, too. It dawned on me that blind girls could get some sun just like everybody else. The light-blue panties puddled at Jessica's feet and she stepped out of them. Her titties jiggled then, and I could see they were every bit as big as Bonnie Gordon's. Only Jessie's boobs were firmer, higher on her chest. Her belly was flat and firm with only a slight roundish swell below the shallow navel.
My cousin took off her dark glasses next, felt for the bedside table and set them on it. Even with that blank look blind people always have, her wide-set eyes were very pretty. The thin dark brows and long lashes helped make them that way. When Jessica turned half-around and edged cautiously towards the bed, I got a good look at the firm twin swells of her ass. There was a small birthmark on one cheek, round like a quarter. She sat down and cupped her hands under both tits.
It was hard for me to breathe without making any noise at all, but I knew that blind people hear a lot better than the average person and the last thing I wanted was for Jessie to discover me standing there in the doorway to her room. Her thumbs moved over her nipples until they were standing out from the dark rosettes. She gave another sigh and let her hands fall down to her thighs. My eyes widened as I watched her open her legs. Jessica was facing back in my direction and I could see her fingernails reflected in the moonlight — four on each fur-edged lip of her cunt. Slowly she pulled her slit apart. It opened with a wet, sticky sound and Jessica pressed a finger into the wet pink inner meat and rubbed it back and forth. Then her shoulders gave a jerk and she flopped back on the bed, squirming herself up until her feet were flat on the mattress, knees bent. I could hardly believe my luck. Already I was more aroused than I'd been trying to get into Bonnie's cunt on her aunt's sofa.
Lying on her back like that made Jessie's titties flatten out and I could see where the sides of her chest had filled some. But her boobs were still pretty big, the dark little nipple stalks pushing straight up. Her breathing was ragged and I had to grab my cock when she straightened one leg and tucked the other heel back against her ass. I could see the hint of something glossy between the fur where her fingers tickled. The faster she stroked and shoved against the soppy inner cunt membranes the more her pussy seemed to bloom open. The slippery noises grew louder. Jessica tossed her head back and forth, black hair exploding over the light colored bedspread.
"Goooddd!" she sighed, fanning her toes. I could see the tendons in her ankles tighten and relax and the aroma of her taint filled my nostrils. It was sharp and sexy like Teeny Buston's cunt had smelled there in the back of my car while Jim fucked her… only Jessica's was muskier. I liked it better. When my cousin tossed her hips on the bed and started a frantic pumping motion, I pumped the skin of my cock a few times and glanced down to see the head swell purple with blood. Jessica gave another whimper and then a long, shuddering whine. In the moonlight I could see the glossy pussy juice on the tips of her fingers. But the first finger on her right hand was shiny all the way back to the third knuckle. I leaned forward, staring to see why. Jessica cocked her thighs as far apart as they'd go. I heard her hip joint pop as she trembled with the strain. Now her rosy cunt folds were stretched wide and as I watched, she slid that shiny finger down her gash until suddenly it sank out of sight. The membranes were darker there and I had to stifle a gasp as she swirled the finger savagely around inside her hole, rubbing her thumb over the small flesh knot of her clit at the same time.
"Jesus God!" she mumbled, her breath catching on the words. Now both heels were tucked against her ass, knees still wide apart.
The delicate meat of her asscheeks bounced as she plunged and writhed her hips around in a dozen different directions at once. I saw two fingers plunge into her cunt and then three. Jessica began to flick them in and out, going deeper in her oozing hole each time. With the other hand she worked and pinched at her clitoris until it was standing out from the dainty, juice-soaked meat of her gash.
My legs went weak as hot blood pulsed in my hardened cock. A furious spasm ran through Jessica's long, lithe body. Her fingers fluttered and dug at her spread-open cunt, and her head tossed feverishly on the bed.
"Uhhhhh… uhh… uhh!" she moaned, hunching her ass hard enough to make the mattress thump. Then the room was suddenly as silent as the inside of a library.
I stilled my own frenzied breathing, afraid she might hear me. After what seemed like a long time, Jessica pulled her butter-slick hands out from behind her puffy cuntlips and rolled face down on the bed. Just to make sure, I waited until her breathing deepened and evened out. When I was positive she was asleep, I eased back into my own room and closed the door. I had a terrific desire to jack off but since I'd been saving for a wet dream for two weeks and Bonnie hadn't given me any satisfaction that night, I figured I might just as well wait. A month before I'd had a Technicolor fantasy of Teeny Buston on her knees in front of me, her mouth full of cock. It had been so real that I'd even envisioned the class ring she wore on her finger. I could still see it as she brought her pale hand up to steady my spurting cock. Maybe tonight I'd dream about Jessica. Jessica stretched out on her bed with me on top of her, pushing the head of my prick into that hot, soaked cunt hole.
As I began to drift off, my mind spun happily with the fantastic finger-fucking scene I'd just watched. I could remember every detail, every excitement Jessica had brought to her aching cunt. And then the room was drifting away as the blanket of sleep covered my thoughts.



CHAPTER THREE


The sun felt good on my back as I leaned across a fender and adjusted the idle till the Ford sounded smooth. My old man was coming across the lawn, but I pretended I didn't see him.
"How's she running, son?" He leaned against the car and put his foot on the front bumper, clearing his throat. "I put a college catalog in with your junk in back. Something for you to look through while you're at the cabin."
I nodded and fiddled with the carb some more, even though the engine sounded beautiful now. Janey sprinted across the lawn. She had her new camera, the Polaroid that my folks had gotten her for Easter. "Hold it, you two!" she squealed, frowning into the viewfinder. The shutter clicked and Janey bounded off again, giggling with excitement.
Once more I caught myself taking in the shifting swells of her taut little ass. The yellow shorts she had on looked like they'd been painted there with a brush. Janey met my mother and Jessica coming down the lawn and took my cousin's arm. Jessie's corduroy bell-bottoms were every bit as tight as my sister's shorts. They just covered more of her, that's all. I closed the hood and put my screwdriver in the glove compartment. My dad stood there like he wasn't through talking but couldn't think of what else to say.
"You can sit by the window, Jessica," Janey said, slipping into the wide front seat.
I helped Jess find her place, then closed the door. Every time I looked at the silk blouse she had on, I saw her naked tits, full and ripe and heavy. Just like I'd seen them the night before. They looked twice as big as Janey's, and the nipples made the material push out in sexy little bumps.
My father coughed nervously and stuck out his hand. "Well, Ross, by the time your mother and I get up to the cabin, I expect you and I can start talking about the future partnership."
I took his hand and nodded. It was hard looking at him when I knew that by that time I'd be on my way to California.
Jessica and Janey waved as I pulled away from the curb. For a long time nobody said much. Jessica looked fantastic with her black hair flying back and her bare arm out the window. She really looked happy. I guess I was thinking of her naked body again when I caught Janey staring at my crotch. I had a hard-on that wouldn't quit.
"What you thinkin' about, Ross?" Janey teased.
Jessica didn't seem to notice the way my sister had made the words sound. I gave the little imp a sharp look. But instead of cooling it, she put her hand on my thigh and started rubbing up and down. When a finger bumped the place where my cockhead was stretching out my Levi's, I grabbed her wrist and pushed her away.
"What the hell do you think you're…"
"A boy can't just make it stop, can he?" she asked. Her eyes were serious now. Like something earthshaking had occurred to her.
I took a nervous look at Jessica, but she still hadn't shown signs of hearing us. That didn't mean anything with blind people, though. Why in the hell hadn't I made Janey sit on the outside? She started to say something else, but I gave a sharp shake of my head and motioned towards Jessica.
As soon as Janey had led Jessica over to a picnic table and came bouncing back, I grabbed her by the shoulders. "Look, smart-ass, you'd better cut that silly shit out, or…"
"Oh, Ross, you promised you'd tell me more."
"Tell you more, not show you. If Jessica knew what you were doing…" I shook my head.
"Take it out," Janey said, voice husky.
"What?"
"I want to see what it looks like now!"
I glanced at Jessica sitting at the picnic table, her face turned up to the sun. Then I looked back at Janey. Her face was completely without embarrassment, eyes wide and curious.
"You really want me to, don't you?"
"Oh, please, Ross! I'm just about to die from wanting to see how it works."
Again I felt the needle of guilt and the shame that went along with it if anybody knew what was going on in my mind. But the trouble was, I actually wanted to feel my sister's hands on my cock. I wanted to feel it there so badly that already I was unbuttoning my fly.
"Your hands are shaking," she said, pulling the end of a braid around and sucking it between her pretty lips.
"After you see it, will you leave me alone?"
"After I touch it, I will."
Somehow I'd known that's what she'd say. My cock burst up out of the tangle of my Jockey shorts all blue and swollen, around the head. Janey's lips formed an O of surprise and she gingerly pushed her hand close. I saw her swallow hard as her fingers curled around the prickshaft.
"Jesus, it's hot!"
I swallowed hard myself. "Yeah. I guess it is."
Janey squeezed my dick in an amateurish way and moved the tight circle of her fingers up against the flared ridge of my knob. "How does a boy make himself come?" she asked.
"For Christ sake, Janey…"
"Aw, my gosh! I know guys do it all the time. Girls can do it, too, you know."
"It's not that. It's… uhhh…" I couldn't think straight, couldn't even talk with Janey's hand touching my prick like that.
"Would you like it if I made you come now?"
"Yes… I mean, no! Damn it, Janey, we can't be messing around like this with Jessica over there and cars coming in and out. Anyway, we shouldn't be doing this." I rubbed a hand over my face and tried to get my thoughts together.
"Do you just squeeze it a lot or move it up and down or what?"
Weakly I nodded. "Up and down."
Janey slipped closer. I could feel her thigh next to mine as she leaned across. I looked through the windshield at Jessica sitting at the picnic table. She couldn't come back to the car until Janey went and got her. My balls felt full, even after they'd just been emptied that morning. Janey was starting to pump the skin of my cock up and down. She didn't have the knack of it yet, but her small, eager hands made up for that. Another stab of horror for what I was letting happen made my head spin. I felt the hardness going out of my cock.
"Look, it's getting soft!" Janey began to work her hand up and down my rod frantically.
Immediately the blood poured back into the shaft and the crown swelled out over the edge of her fingers once more. My sister looked up into my face. "What does it feel like, Ross?"
"Haven't you done it enough?" I gasped. "I don't think it'll work sitting here in the open and everything."
But my sister was pumping her hand on my dick like crazy now, tongue pinched between her teeth from concentrating. I could see the tendon pushed out at the bend of her arm and there were tiny droplets of sweat on her upper lip. My breath was coming in ragged gasps.
"If you really want me to quit, I will," Janey said softly.
I looked at her, too passion-drugged to answer. There was something in her eyes that said she'd known what my answer would be.
"Get my handkerchief out!" I managed to mumble. "Hurry!"
Janey reached around to my hip pocket and jerked my bandanna free. Her eyes were wild and strangely hungry-looking. I felt my jizz foam out of my balls and up into the pulsing head of my cock. Janey's hand worked evenly up and down, but in her excitement she'd gotten a strangle hold near the end of my shaft.
"Not so tight!" I coughed, pushing back against the steering wheel with both hands. Janey loosened her grip on my cock and a powerful fountain of cum erupted straight up.
"Wow!" she cried, mopping the jizz from my jean leg. Another spurt bathed her hand in sperm and she sopped that up, too. Then the stuff bubbled out over my knob like a slowly dying volcano. Janey mopped and wiped with every new flood of sap until at last there was no more left inside my balls.
I let my head flop back against the seat and closed my eyes. Janey stopped pumping and took her hand away from my softening dick. When finally I turned to look at her, she was daintily cleaning the jism from between each finger. My cock leaned limply to one side, a tiny droplet of milky fluid hanging from the tip. Maybe now Janey would be shocked enough by how a male worked to leave me alone. Maybe she'd had her fill of sex for a while. Maybe getting hot cum all over her hand had been too much for her.
I pushed myself up in the seat and crammed my cock back in my pants. I was afraid even to let myself think too much about Janey being my sister. I was afraid it might make me sick or something.
"That was just too much, Ross!" she breathed, blue eyes big as ever. "Next time you feel like doing it to yourself, let me, okay?"
"Janey, you're my sister!"
"So?" She handed me back my handkerchief. It was heavy and wet.
I took a breath and started to say something. Then I let it out and flipped the ignition on. "Why don't you go get Jessica back in the car and let's head out?" I wanted to hit the mountains before the sun set.
It was half-past seven by the time we got the car unloaded and I'd turned the cabin water on. Then I plugged in the refrigerator and stowed the eggs and milk and all the other food we had to keep cold.
The girls went to bed pretty early, and when I was sure I was alone, I dug out my stash and rolled a thin joint to enjoy on the front steps. That was another nice thing about being at the cabin. I could enjoy a little grass without having to worry about someone sniffing me out like in town.
Before the joint was half-gone, I could hear the stream a whole lot better as it foamed around the rocks and sucked behind the pilings of the old bridge by the road. There was a little twilight left and it gave the scrub oak around the cabin a kind of glow of its own. Really, the scrub oak was glowing. It was just that nobody much noticed it unless they slowed down some. Grass did that for me. But after a little while, I wasn't thinking about the scrub oak any more. I was stuck on Janey and Jessica and the effect those two females were having on my head. Janey especially was about to drive me nuts. Just before she'd gone upstairs to bed, she'd pinched me hard on the ass, and all during supper she'd kept smiling like she had something crazy up her sleeve.
All I wanted to do was get the hell on the road with the least possible hassle. But I'd have to wait almost two weeks before I could chance leaving the girls alone. A lot could happen in two weeks.
There was nothing left of the joint, so I let the breeze take the scorched paper from my fingers, and went inside. I was so used to sleeping in the nude that I never thought much about stripping down, but grass changed everything. Tonight as I pulled my Jockey shorts down over my cock, it jumped up and began to stiffen. Even the coarse sheets against my skin made me tingle and since I knew it was no use fighting the feeling, I just lay there messing around with my cock while sexy fantasies filled my head.
Jessica and Janey were doing some kind of dance against my closed lids, their bodies covered with transparent silk. I don't know how long I'd been letting the thoughts flow like that when I was sure I heard real feet padding down the steps. My curtains swooshed apart and the old brass bed creaked and groaned as someone climbed in with me. The shaft of bright moonlight struck my sister's white ass and tan legs. I saw that her braid ends were wet as usual. She had probably done a lot of thinking before deciding to come downstairs.
"Hi, Ross!" she whispered gaily.
"Janey, what in the hell are you…"
Her warm hand accidentally brushed my rigid cock and at fist she pulled away. "Do you have one all the time?"
"What?"
"A hard-on. Do you have one all the time?"
"Where did you learn that word?" I asked, wishing I'd gotten under the sheet. Janey was staring hard at my cock, both hands poised above it as if she couldn't wait to pounce.
"Tammy Sutterman told…"
"Ah, yeah, Tammy Sutterman again. She must really be a walking encyclopedia of sex."
My sister ignored my sarcasm. Instead, she turned her big eyes on my face and pulled a braid end around to nibble on. "Can I touch it again, Ross? Please?"
My mistake was in hesitating. Janey took that for a yes and immediately circled her fingers around my cock. Then she wrapped her other hand under my ball sac and gently hefted the slick eggs inside.
"It's so hot!" she said. The cockhead filled out purple, and a droplet of fucking sap oozed from the tiny orifice at the tip. "Boy, Ross, doing what I did today in the car was fun. I was hoping we could play some more."
"Play?"
"Sure, you know. Talk about… things. Maybe I could make you come again."
I wanted to tell her to get the hell back to her room, but in my whole life no girl had ever played with my cock and now with Janey fondling and squeezing it, something inside me couldn't make her stop.
"Where are your pajamas?" I asked, already breathing a little ragged.
"Didn't think I'd need them." Her eyes danced over my face.
"Janey, I want you to listen to me." I cleared my throat and tried to get my grassy thoughts together. "You're my sister and I'm your brother and…"
"This is what's known as sexual experimentation," she interrupted. "All siblings go through this period of…"
"Where'd you pick up the vocabulary, huh?" Janey was pretty bright all right, but no genius.
"Tammy Sutterman's book," she repeated impatiently.
"Can't you get the information you need from that damned book then and leave me alone?"
"Books are only words, Ross." I saw her smile again, backing in the blue moonlight.
I was about to say something else when Janey threw her leg across my thighs and sat back. I could feel the divide of her ass come open… or was it her pussy? Something hot and moist pressed down over my knee.
Janey was studying my cock intently now, both hands poking and tickling. She picked up my balls again, lofting the slick eggs slip over each other.
"That's where the baby-makings come from," she giggled.
A shivering thrill spread around my belly, thighs and cock. Janey leaned forward and rocked her narrow hips from side to side. The lips of her cunt parted wider, wetting my skin just above one knee. Her round, small tits jiggled before my face, the pinkish nipples soft. Janey tickled the place on the underside of my shaft… the knot of skin where the two lobes of my glans met.
Then she tested the spongy head with her thumb. "Boy, it sure is big! The way the end of it is makes me think it could snag inside a girl and just stay there forever!"
Though I was trying hard not to let it, Janey's nutty innocence was driving me up the wall. I could feel the blood pounding in my temples and already I was daring to think things I knew were taboo. Like how nice it would be to snag my cock inside that tight little box of hers.
She leaned close. "Have you ever fucked a girl, Ross?"
"Since when is that your business?" It was funny, but I found myself not wanting to admit to my own sister that I hadn't really fucked a girl all the way. I knew how it felt getting half-inside Bonnie Gordon's cunt with a rubber on, but I couldn't really count that as a fuck since I hadn't come and it'd only lasted a second or two.
Through the high haze of the grass I was aware of Janey shifting her position higher on my body. Then she pressed her titties down against my chest. I held my breath and started to count slowly. I could feel her flat belly tickling me as it rose and fell. I could feel the bony knees against my sides and the dampness of her cunt touching the underside of my cock at the place just above my ball sac. When Janey lifted her face and closed her eyes I knew what she had her pretty lips parted for. It hit me hard then that my sister wasn't anything close to what people called "normal". I hated to think of her as really crazy, but she sure wasn't normal. She was doing things that would freak out any other girl. Janey's cheeks were a little pink all right, but that was from excitement, not embarrassment.
So what the hell. I kissed her. Janey moaned and rocked her head around wildly, sucking and lashing out with the point of her tongue. It had to be something she'd picked up at the movies or from Tammy Sutterman. But as fake feverish as it seemed, I couldn't help but slide my hands down over the roundness of her trim little ass and hug her closer. Her cunny parted wider, juicy with sex butter.
"Your thing rubs me so nice," she sighed, "and it isn't even inside."
"In a little bit I want you to get back in bed, Janey." My breathing had gone to hell and the words came out sounding only half like I meant it. Janey squirmed higher. Now her downy cuntlips were parting against the bottom of my knob. When my cocktip slipped suddenly up between her steamy twat lips, I pushed myself up from the pillow.
"Don't you think…"
"Just a little while longer." Janey cooed, nuzzling her short nose against my cheek. "It feels so great, Ross!"
Every sane part of me knew it was past time to stop, but another voice was telling me to relax… enjoy. The grass said it, too. Madly I clutched for some straw of reassurance. Yes, Janey was a virgin. There couldn't be any possibility of something happening unless I actually did it myself. No danger at all. Let my nympho sister have a good time and then shoo her back upstairs to bed. It was all completely crazy anyway.
She tilted her crotch so the juice-soaked head of my cock slipped along the bottom of her gash. Then she pressed the other way so it would slide up over her clitoris. The hot little knot of flesh felt fantastic against my sensitive cocktip.
"Ohhhhh, I like that!" Janey breathed. Then she kissed my shoulder wetly. Her hair hung down, tickling my neck. I could feel its damp end and smiled. Once more she made her ass work so my cock gouged along the depths of her gash. But this time she hunched lower. With a squishy little thump, my honey-slick knob slipped into a deeper place and stayed them. Janey froze for a second, eyes wide. Her rapid little pants of breath smelled like bubble gum and ambrosia.
"That's really f-f-far out!"
I caressed her satiny ass with both hands, letting myself go a little more. Enjoying what the grass was letting me feel. Enjoying a girl playing over me. The fact that it was my sister seemed kind of blurry and far away. But I hadn't really done anything bad… yet.
"Ross, I feel so weird down there. All itchy and hot!"
I couldn't even talk now. It felt itchy all right. The whale head of my cock was coated with her sex butter and when she rolled her hips, the tight little beginning of her hole made a teasing friction that started my balls to aching. Yeah, I was sure now that my cock was pressing against the start of her cunt. But she was so small, and her cherry was there, too, to block the way. I relaxed some again, moving my own hips a little to make it feel better. Janey had pushed herself up, straightening her skinny arms to push back harder. The meat of her ass quivered under my fingers as she worked it up and down.
"Wow, I feel like I do when I rub myself!" she gasped, arching and humping her back as she kept the steady pressure backward. When Janey put one hand back between her thighs and clutched my cock to keep it from slipping to the side, I sensed things were getting dangerous. But it felt so damned good! Her email, strong fingers clutched around the shaft frantically, holding it firmly against her spread pussy as she tossed her hips faster. It felt too tight around my knob. Like the skin was being stripped back. Janey's eyes had a glazed, far-off look as she labored, a line of drool slipped down her chin.
"Oh, God, this is fun!" she sighed, hardly able to say the words. I wondered if things were getting away from me. The tightness was almost painful, but painful in a way that made me want more pain. My fingers were pressed into the flesh of her hips and waist, helping her push back. And in the nest instant the tight circle of cunt muscles surrounding my knob opened slightly and hot juice was touching my shaft behind the crown. My prick was too deep. Something was wrong.
"Rossss… Ohhhhhh!" Janey plunged her ass again and more of my cock was going up into her hole.
Knowing I had to stop, I started to push Janey over on her side, I could pull our bodies back apart, but she opened her spit-wet lips again and kissed me hungrily on the mouth. It was the turning point, I guess, because I grasped her small hips firmly and brought mine up hard from the mattress. Janey gave a choking gasp through the kiss and I rolled her savagely onto her back. I felt her legs flail the air as I fucked my ass under again and again. Her tight little pussy stretched and opened around the throbbing crown of my prick, wetting it with more love sap. A sharp heel raked down my back and then I felt her other slender leg hug the cheeks of my ass hard as I speared deeper into her cunt.
"Jesus, Ross! Oh, Jesus Christ!"
I kissed her then, making her take my tongue in the back of her throat. When I took my mouth away, her cheeks and chin were smeared with hot spit. Her hands clutched my back. Her cuntlips sucked and clasped at the thickness of my prick shaft. The way it felt was like nothing I'd ever dreamed of. Messing around with Bonnie Gordon with a rubber on hadn't even come close to this. Janey's firm little body squirmed and twisted under me as she moaned with the passion of our fucking. I plowed deep into her tight snatch and pulled back slow, breath shuddering with the ecstatic friction of her oily hole. It was so hot… so wet and tight. Janey flopped her head back and forth on the pillow, hair snapping against the sheet.
"Ross… I'm gonna come… love you… Rossssss!" I tried to kiss her, but she sank her teeth into my cheek, and then nipped at my chin. Her long lashes fluttered wildly against my neck. Then her ass gave a sharp jerk, then another one. Janey made a gurgling sound from deep in her throat and went limp. I still had a little ways to go myself and was trying to hold onto the thin edge of sanity long enough to keep from coming inside my own sister's cunt. It would be hard to stop but I had to try.
"Ohhh, Ross, it was great! But… but… it still feels wonderful down there! Oh, God, keep fucking me! Please, Ross! KEEP FUCKING ME!"
Janey pushed her legs down beside mine and hugged my thighs with hers. Her mouth looked bruised and her eyes were dark around the lids. The moon made her lips glisten and I felt the will power slipping away as I opened my own mouth and covered hers gently. She whined and sucked my tongue ravenously. Under my body I could feel the hardness of her pubic bone and the angular sharpness of her immature hips. She was starting to hump again, not as wildly as before but with a sure, rocking motion. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling our mouths harder together. Then she twisted her face to the side and gave a trembling shudder.
"It's starting all over! I can do it again, Ross! Oh, God, I can do it again!"
Our sex organs made a sticky, slick sound as Janey's cunt seeped out more pussy butter to ease the friction. When I pulled my cock slowly back, her ass pitched from the bed and bounced wildly on the mattress as if she wanted me to hurry and fill her cunt with my prick again.
"It hurts where you're stretching me. But I don't care!"
This time when we kissed it was a tender, teasing caress. Janey gave me the point of her tongue to suck, and when I had it deep in my mouth, she fluttered it feverishly and took it away. I gave a groan and tried to find it again, but my sister cooed and turned her face sideways on the pillow. I sucked the lobe of her ear between my teeth and nibbled until Janey's breath was husky and hard. Her bunching under me grew wilder than the first time she'd gone over the top. Now I could feel her nails gouging at my ass.
"Are you all the way in?" she asked.
"God, yes! I can feel something way inside you."
Janey humped her ass up from the mattress to let my dick slip even deeper into her grasping hole. "Yes. Oh, yes, I can feel you there!"
Suddenly she brought her legs up again, parting her knees so that her cuntlips parted back completely. The hilt of my cock was soaked, too, with her juice and as we tossed and plunged, the juicy sound of our fucking pew even louder. Janey dug her heels into the bed, grinding her ass in circles under me.
"Your cock's so big! It's pulling my clit every time you kick me!"
I'd been hoping I could hold on. Hoping I could stop. She was starting to gasp convulsively and I knew from the first time that she was about to explode again. I even tried keeping completely still, but my sister only writhed and jerked all the harder, shaving her clasping cunt down over my cock shaft and milking it back. Down and back, faster and faster she humped as she smeared wet kisses across my cheeks and mouth. The fire of no return filled my prick. My balls pulsed. Janey was heaving us both up from the bed now as the delirious spasms swept through her body.
"UHHH! UHH! UHHH!" she screeched against my shoulder.
I spread my fingers under her tossing ass and shoved deep into her cunt just as the first rush of thick fuck cream frothed from the head of my cock. I fucked in and out of her steaming little pussy then, not caring for anything but the unbelievable feeling of her whisper-soft cunt against my exploding prick. Noting mattered but that one thing. Fucking! I wanted to go on fucking forever. Janey's cunt seemed to tighten down in rhythmic convulsions as she came. The old bed creaked and wallowed under us. Janey drove her fists against my back, babbling half-words into the moonlit room. I hugged her even tighter against me and fucked hard, planting each spurt of seed deep into her spasming cunt. Then we slowed down, panting, kissing, touching each other's bodies with our fingers to see if it was all real.
Then I drifted off into strange and uneasy dreams, my sister on the bed beside me, her cunt leaking hot jizz.



CHAPTER FOUR


Next morning when the sun coming through the window woke me, I was alone. There was a stain on the sheet and a long blonde hair on the pillow, but other than that, the whole thing might've been a dream. But it wasn't a dream and before I'd gotten my boots laced up, I was full of fear and self-loathing. My first real fuck, and it had been my own sister. Yet, in spite of the crappy way I felt, the thrills of the night before kept creeping in to taunt me. There wasn't any doubt about one thing: my first fuck had been the wildest thing I'd ever experienced in my life. But I was going to have to soft through my head and figure out how to cope with the guilt, how to stay away from Janey for the next two weeks.
When I walked into the kitchen, my sister was serving bacon and eggs to Jessica. Jessie looked sparklingly pretty, her black hair brushed and a bright cowboy shirt tight over her tits.
"Morning, Ross," Janey said, "got ya some eggs." There was something cocky about the way she flitted around the kitchen. As if she'd discovered a secret about life in bed the night before. I took my plate from her and sat down. In the pit of my stomach I felt just a little sick.
Jessica reached out and found my shoulder. "Feel like taking a walk today?"
"Oh… sure." I took in a forkful of eggs and washed it down with orange juice. I was wishing myself away from the cabin, away from Janey and Jessica and every damn thing. Suddenly, Janey was standing by my side, snuggling a T-shirt-covered boob against my shoulder. I shot her a hard look, then glanced at Jessica. At once I felt stupid for not remembering that my cousin couldn't see the butter on her toast, much less my sex-crazed sister fucking around. Then Janey's hand smoothed my thigh and she breathed into my ear.
"Janey, damn it!"
Jessica paused, her fork halfway to her mouth. "Anything wrong, you two?"
"My idiot sister is just pestering me, Jess," I said quickly, afraid that in some weird way, Jessica would guess the truth.
Janey circled behind my chair and I felt her lips tickling at my ear while she combed her small fingers through my hair where it curled down long at the nape of my neck. I tried to push her away, but she just danced back, then cuddled up beside me once more. Jessica was smiling a little, but didn't seem to understand what was really going on. But what happened next made me feel evil and wrong.
My sister pulled up the bottom of her T-shirt and pushed one small, naked tittie against my cheek. Then she pursed her lips into a kiss and pouted cutely. She wanted me to kiss her tittie. Right there at the breakfast table. My cock throbbed with life, stiffening in my jeans. I looked at the wrinkled pink nipple and the soft circle of flesh around it. I could almost read my sister's mind. She knew that I'd been the one who'd finally taken over the night before. I'd been the one who'd rolled her onto her back and fucked her like a stallion gone mad. And my passion had made me helpless to stop. All of this was part of the secret Janey had discovered. She felt the power of her seductiveness and she meant to test that power more. On me. My cock was brick-hard now and when I looked at that pretty little tit an inch from my mouth my hands began to shake. As if I were in a trance, I parted my lips and sucked the warm tittie deep. Janey's breath caught and she cupped a hand under the soft flesh so I could lick it even better. The immature nipple came alive under my tongue, stiffening into a rubbery little stalk. But the madness of what was happening made me pull away. I lurched up from the table and my chair went crashing over behind. Jessica jumped at the noise.
"It's nothing, Jessie," I laughed, "just old clumsy Ross."
Jitney followed me into the bathroom and when I reached for my safety razor, she closed the case with her hand.
"Let's fuck, Ross, right now!"
"You've got to be crazy!"
"Why not do it? It feels so good!"
I grabbed her shoulders roughly. "You're my sister, Janey. How many times do I have to say it? Last night was… well, it was both our faults, I guess, but…"
"Last night was heavenly," Janey trilled, voice all misty and full of passion. "All morning I've been dying to run in there and jump in bed with you." She started to giggle and put a hand over her mouth. "It was lucky I got up early and went upstairs before Jessica woke up. She might have wondered…"
"Yeah, yeah. Now, listen. Already we might have really screwed up. You might be preg…"
"Naw," Janey cut in, "my period was over the day before yesterday and we still have a few more days when it'll be safe. I was thinking that maybe next time you go to town you could get some…"
I shook her hard. "Janey! Goddamn it, will you listen to me!"
Her face went stormy.
"We can't fuck any more! We just can't!"
For a second I thought she was going to dissolve in tears, but my sister bit her lip and brightened some. "I you want to know the truth, Ross, I don't think you can keep from doing it. Not if I want you to. If I stripped down right here, you'd fuck me! Wouldn't you, Ross?"
There was too much truth in her words for me to argue against. But maybe I could make her think I didn't want to fuck her any more. I let her shoulders go and grabbed my razor.
"I'm going to take Jessica for a walk and I want you to stay here."
Janey pushed out her bottom lip in challenge. "Maybe I don't want to stay here!"
"Listen, smart-ass, I might just throw everything back in the Ford and we'll all split back home. How would you like tat?"
The hard edge in my voice had worked a little. Janey frowned down at her scuffed tennies, then stalked from the bathroom without another word. But could I hold her off like that for long? I lathered up my face and pulled the razor across it so fast that my eyes smarted tears from the pain.
Jessica was waiting for me on the front steps when I came out. As we started up the path by the stream, I held her hand and warned her when we had to go over a fallen log or rock. Right away I was surprised at the way she kept up. I was walking at my usual pace and never felt her tug back against me once. I even started feeling better with her powdery fragrance floating along beside me. God, Jessica was beautiful. Really beautiful. Her shiny black hair was making the sun's rays shimmer and dance every time she moved, and once when I was making her bend down to get under a low branch, I just had to reach out and touch it. Jessica smiled and turned.
"I… I didn't want it to get tangled," I said quickly.
Instead of just thanking me or something like that, Jessie gave my hand a squeeze and tilted her head in a shy kind of way. It made the blood pound in my ears. Another time we were crossing a stream and the footing was tricky. One rock had a wobble to it, and when Jessica put her weight on it, it threw her forward into my arms. Her full tits flattened softly against my chest muscles and it reminded me that she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Gosh, Ross. I'm glad you were there!" she breathed, excitement flushing her cheeks.
This time I brushed the hair back from her forehead, then took her hand again. A little further on Jessica stubbed a toe and went down, but she was up and brushing her pants off before I could pull her up myself. By the time we got to the meadow, though, I could tell she was a little tired. I spread the poncho I'd brought along and we both sat down and let the sun bathe our faces. The wild grass rolled away on every side and to the south you could see the twin peaks through the pine tops.
"I haven't smelled so many good things in my whole life!" Jessica said, stretching out her legs. I took a whiff myself. Just like Jessie aid, it did smell good. I hadn't taken the time to notice anything but the aroma of her skin as the sun heated it. She looked so sophisticated there beside me. I found myself wishing I knew how to talk to a chick who'd been to college and everything.
I picked a dandelion and handed it to Jessica. She cradled it to her cheek and started talking about the blind school she'd helped teach at.
"As soon as I can find an old piano for sale somewhere, I want to start giving lessons right in town."
"To blind kids?"
"To anybody." She brushed her fingers through her hair in a way that made my mouth go dry. "Blind children do learn hater, though, than those with sight."
"Yeah," I laughed, "I guess Ray Charles does all right."
Jessica grabbed my hand after mining it the first try. "Ross! Do you have any Ray Charles tape in the car?"
"Matter of fact, I do."
She clapped her hands and squirmed her ass on the poncho. "I can't wait to hear them."
We were quiet again and the wind was just right, so I could really get her scent. My heart pounded wildly. Jessica inched closer to me without making it seem as if she meant to. I was taking a huge chance. Casually, I draped an arm over my cousin's shoulders. I could feel the warmth of her skin under the thin cowboy shirt. Jessica turned her head in my direction, her expression serious. I could see her blind eyes behind the dark glasses questioning, curious. But she couldn't see me. It made me suddenly braver to remember that. But would she let me kiss her? I decided to play it cool, to draw her out.
"Hope you don't mine me…"
"No, Ross, really I don't. It feels nice" Finally her curvy lips formed a soft smile. She patted the laces of her boots nervously as if she were making sure they were still tied.
"I'm glad you came along with us to the cabin, Jess."
She fumbled for my hand and found it. This time she squeezed it even harder than the time on the path. I turned my palm up and let our fingers intertwine. Our faces were close now and, when I leaned even closer, Jessica didn't pull away. When our lips touched, Jessica began to breathe funny. Then she was curving her long fingers behind my neck, mashing our mouths together hard. But when I tried to push my tongue out, she broke it off.
"Ross?"
"Yeah?"
"Why did you kiss me?"
I squirmed uncomfortably on the poncho. "Because you're pretty and I like you."
Jessica smiled then and rubbed a long finger over the knee of her pants. Then she found my face with her hands and pushed a curly lock back from my forehead. This time it was like kissing a completely different girl. Her lips parted softly and before I could push my own tongue between them, Jessica was fluttering out with hers. I grabbed her good around the waist and pulled her against me hard. Jessica gave a little gasp and kissed me hungrily. It just seemed natural for us to sink back on the grass, so we did. We'd rolled off the poncho, but neither of us cared. I was already kind of half-lying on her, one leg over one of hers. And Jessica didn't seem to mind. Instead, she twisted her hip under me a little more and one slender arm circled my back.
When we ended the kiss together, both of us were breathing pretty rough. My cousin's nostrils flared a little, almost as if she were trying to smell my intentions.
"You're a good person, Ross." She swallowed and I could see her pretty throat move inside. "I can just tell."
A funny shiver went through me. That old superstition about blind people having a special sense. Knowing things that normal people couldn't. But was I really such a good person after all? Jessica obviously didn't know I'd fucked my sister and that I wanted more than anything to fuck her. It didn't have anything to do with love. I just wanted to fuck her. My nerves were jumping and I felt kind of empty inside.
"Maybe we should start back," I said, but before the words were hardly out of my mouth, my sweet-smelling cousin had pulled my face down and we were kissing. When I slipped a hand up her side and felt the beginning softness of one boob, Jessica didn't try to stop me. Through the material of her thin skirt I could feel the weight of her tit in my palm. The nipple pushed out quickly when I rubbed a thumb across Jessie's packet. She stiffened a little when I popped the first snap open, but by the time I was to the third one, she was panting hard again, lost in the heat of the moment. Even though I'd seen them before, my heart jumped when I spread the shirt back and exposed both of her pretty tits.
Jessie knew what was happening but didn't lift a hand to stop me. It wasn't just the size of her tits that got me, it was the firm and rounded shape of each perfect orb. I got so carried away from looking that it seemed natural to put my lips down and start kissing around between them. It was funny, because I hadn't ever kissed a girl's boob until that morning when Janey had pushed one of her little tits into my face. But it seemed to come natural and when I got close to a firm brown nipple, Jessica wiggled around the grass like she was going crazy. After a lick or two, I got the courage to suck one of the hot stalks between my teeth. My cousin's back went into a rigid curve and she bucked her hips up and down. Her boot heels were digging holes in the wild pass.
"Ohhhh, yessss!" she moaned. Her fingers fluttered like bird wings around my mouth, touching the place where her skin was stretched wetly against my lips. It was like she wanted to feel how I was sucking her… feel the place where her tit went into my mouth.
Pretty soon her breath was coming in short, raspy pants. With her shirt laid back like that, I could see her tawny belly heaving and every time it moved there was an inviting space between her skin and the waist of her jeans. I could even see a patch of pale-blue nylon below her shallow navel. I started wondering whether it was right to take advantage of someone who couldn't see. But my conscience broke down pretty quick when I pushed a hand over her tummy and Jessica didn't do anything to stop me. Once again, she pulled my mouth down against hers greedily. My fingers smoothed over the outside of her panties and I curved them up under her cunt mound. The crisp pussy curls trapped under the nylon gave as I pressed harder. Jessica tossed and parted her legs some. My fingertips pushed the crotchband up between her cuntlips and I felt her slick juice wetting my skin. I could remember the way Jessica's cunt had looked the night I'd watched her finger-fuck herself, all dark and glassy. And now except far a sheer silken cover, I was touching that magic place myself. I started to rub back and forth across the sappy nylon covering her crotch and Jessica gave another choked gasp and her shoulders shivered. Her free was in the hollow of my neck and she kept kissing me again and again as I probed against the panties even harder. But I had to really touch her.
As coolly as I could, I pulled my hand up and this time slid it under the elastic waistband of her panties and back down to the warm nest of pussy curls. Jessica only rocked her hips a little and sighed. Her outer cuntlips opened around my fingers, the hot juice squishing as I explored the lining of her puffy slit. Jessica's hands pressed my back.
"Ross!" Then we were kissing again and my cousin had sucked my bottom lip between her teeth.
I winced as she bit down, teasing me at the same time with her tongue-tip. I was trying to figure out how to get her clothes off without making a big deal out of it. I'd never really undressed a girl before, didn't even know how to start. But Jessica decided the matter. She calmed our kissing, then framed my face with her cool, long-fingered hands.
"Take off my boots, Ross."
It was hard to say what made me think of it, but when I'd slipped my cousin's boots and socks off, I picked up one foot and started kissing around the thin bones of her ankle. Jessica made sounds of delight and fanned her toes apart. I sucked the smallest one between my teeth and nibbled. When she undid her jeans and lifted her hips up, I worked them down. But it was taking her panties off that really wired me. When the sheer thing came away from her cunt mound, it made a wet sound as the soaked crotchband clung for a moment between her juicy twat lips. I almost wanted to kiss her there too — right in the cunt. But there was something about putting my mouth to a girl's pussy that turned me off. I didn't have any idea what a snatch would taste like or feel like with all that hair and slippery sex butter. I'd heard that girls went crazy over muff-diving, though. It was the same with my cock. I couldn't imagine a girl wanting to take it in her mouth, but the idea of a blow job made me burn with excitement. Maybe when I got to California…
It didn't take me long to get out of my own clothes. Chances were that no one would happen into the meadow while we were there, but I still felt kind of weird lying there in the middle of nowhere with a blind girl beside me, both of us naked.
The sun on our skins smelled good and I hugged Jessie's body close. The musky aroma from her cunt made my cock jump powerfully against her tummy. Jessica petted the back of my head, twirling my hair around her fingers. It was still too good to believe… that she actually wanted to fuck. I was getting high on this idea when she put her mouth close to my ear to whisper.
"I'm not a virgin, Ross." She held me suddenly tighter, like I might try to run away. "A girl gets lonely. Especially a blind girl."
"I guess it's none of my business," I said back. I touched her freckled shoulder and let my fingers slide down to where the whiteness of her tits began.
"I don't mind telling you. I want to." She gave a sigh and tossed her dark hair. "I want to get it out in the open before we do anything. Then I can forget about it forever."
Jessica's hand smoothed down my bare thigh and relaxed a little ways from my ball sac. I wanted her to reach up and take my cock. I wanted her to do that a lot more than I wanted to hear about an old love affair. Maybe it was the thought of someone else enjoying my pretty cousin before me that made me feel uncomfortable. He'd probably been a lot older and more experienced, too.
"It was a man from the school," she began. "He builds shelves and cabinets when we need them and drives the bus when the children go on a field trip. He's in his thirties, I think." Jessica wet her lips and frowned as she remembered. "One afternoon I was trying to get together some reading tapes and he came in the room and put his hands on me. I was alone, of course, and there were only a few people left in the building. He took me downstairs where the boilers are. I could hear the machinery running. There was a mattress on the floor, I think. He undressed me and carried me to it. Neither of us said much."
Jessica's words caught in her throat. I didn't know whether I was mad or embarrassed. Probably a little of both.
"Look," I mumbled, "I don't care about all tails…"
"I want you to know that what we're about to do won't be like that, Ross." Jessie reached up and took off her sunglasses. I watched her fold them carefully and lay them beside us. "It's hard to want someone unless you know them. That's why this will be better." She touched my cheek with a thin finger. "I remember you when you were just a child. I always liked you." Her lashes fluttered closed over her blind eyes. "I still like you, but now I want you, too. Can you understand that I want this time to be better?"
"You mean when he… that man…"
Jessica let out a long, breath. "No, nothing happened for me. I felt the pain and a kind of glow but he was in a hurry. Before I knew what had happened, he was getting up and handing me a towel."
She hugged me close, pressing her fantastic tits flat against my chest. "I didn't want to believe that was all there was to it. I wanted so much to believe that there was a whole world more."
All Jessica's talk had gotten my cock hard again. It was dusky blue around the head and my balls were drawn up tight inside the wrinkled sac. Jessica brushed her sensitive fingers down along the underside of my tingling rod and cupped the two loaded eggs in her hot palm.
"It's beautiful, Ross. Even though I can't see it, I know it's beautiful."
I sucked in air as she circled her fingers around my prickshaft and squeezed. "And so big!"
I eased Jessica back down on her jacket and started kissing her again. My body was tingling with the feet of her skin so close, her long legs tickling mine. I started rubbing my hands over her body, learning each graceful curve. The shadow of her navel made me want to lick it out. The sharp angles of her hipbones jutting up from the taut flesh of her belly felt good. Jessica's breathing had gone wild again and her fingernails tickled circles on my hip. I rolled onto her and felt her part her thighs.
"Ross," she breathed, "let me feel it go in!"
Jessica's hands slipped down between our bellies. I felt her fingertips on each side of her slit, puffing the puffy cuntlips apart. And as she did, my taut knob eased into her buttery cunt. The blood-warm petals of her pussy folded in around the flared ridge of my cock and Jessica guided it down to that soft, deep beginning. That place that opened up into the soaked heat of her belly.
My cousin's pussy wasn't as tight as Janey's had been. My shaft went in easily when I tucked my hips under and shoved forward. Jess ran her fin gem around the edge of her hole as my meat slipped by. When I pulled back to shove into her cunt again, the slickened cockskin wet her where she touched. At last my balls were rubbing her hand.
"I can't believe it's all fitting up inside me!" Jessica rocked her ass against the ground, tilting one way, then the other. I could feel the slippery cunt folds sliding and shifting over my cocktip. There didn't seem to be so much friction inside Jessica's pussy as there'd been with Janey. My cousin's snatch was juicier, too, and that made the fucking more tantalizing. I had my prick all the way in now, jabbing and plunging while Jessie clutched my back.
"Do it slow, Ross," she sighed, breath hot on my neck.
I pound my crotch up against hers hard, liking the way her cuntlips felt when they opened back from the pressure, wetting my cock hair. It was the second time in my life I'd really ticked a girl, and I was beginning to understand some of the fine points. More than anything I wanted to make Jessica come. The guy she'd fucked that first time hadn't done it, though, and he must've been more experienced than I was. If somehow I could bring her off, it would make me one hell of a lover… even if I was only eighteen. But every time Jessica's hips revolved under me, the walls of her pussy sucked and clasped at my cock. It would be hard as hell to hard-on…
"Ohhhh, yes!" Jessica moaned. "Like that, darling!"
I kissed my cousin's blind, closed eyes and her nose and mouth and chin. Jessie made it all seem so easy. The way her body's movements joined mine, then lured me into another rhythm. The gentle urgings of her hands as they flew over my back and down between the cheeks of my ass. I opened my mouth and sucked in as much of one tit as I could. When I tongued the nipple, Jessie hooked an ankle over the back of my leg and humped her crotch up hard against mine. Her ass moved in short, quick plunges now and the sensation was too much to take. Already the fire of my excitement had me dangerously close to coming. I was wondering how I could possibly keep from popping my wad much longer when Jessica began to make funny growling sounds in her throat and her legs flopped aimlessly against the meadow grass. I slipped toy hands under her writhing ass and thrust my prick deep into the soft flesh of her quivering cunt. Jessica's teeth went into my shoulder. I was going to come any second but I knew that Jessica was, too, so I crushed my mouth over hers and fucked like crazy. My hips drove wildly against her pelvis and our heaving bellies were slick with sweat. One of my cousin's tits looked red from where I'd been sucking and so did her neck. Black hair splashed wildly across the grass behind and I could see the tiny burrs clinging in the long curls. Jessica was wiggling convulsively, her hips rolling so fast I couldn't keep up. Then she was coming hard, babbling crazily through our feverish kiss.
"Ross… you… ahhh… ohhh, God! I'M COOMMIINNGG!"
The feather-soft lining of her pussy swirled around my swollen cock, begging for my sap. And it came. Hot and boiling as it streaked up from the depths of my balls and fountained thickly against the end of Jessica's cuntal sheath. Her cunt was so soft inside that no matter how wildly I plunged and fucked the thrilling spasms were maddeningly slow.
"I love you, Jessie!" I choked out, wetting her neck with my kisses. My cocktip flooded hot fuck cream steadily now as he squirmed against each other to make the moment last. But too soon there was only the wind through the pines above us and our labored breathing.
When at last I pulled my cock from inside Jessica's twat, she gave a little whimper and clutched her hand over her swollen pussy as my curia began to leak out from between her fingers. It was as if she'd wanted me to keep my prick inside her cunt forever. While I started dressing, Jessica pushed herself up on her knees, staring at the white, slick strings of cum on the grass between her thighs. I caressed Jessie's silky black hair and looked at her thin nose and dark eyebrows. She was the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen, and only now was I beginning to realize this. The blindness didn't have anything to do with it any more. Jessica was just plain beautiful. The blindness was like the funny little bump I had on one knee. Or the scar on my forehead where I'd fallen down playing baseball.
But the foamy flecks of my jizz in the curls of her cunt hair worried me. I started wondering if maybe Jessica didn't know much about how a girl got pregnant.
"You're not afraid," I started, "that you… I mean."
Jessica smiled in an easy kind of way. "No, Ross, I won't be as big as a blimp in nine months. Is that what was worrying you?"
"Yeah." I scratched my head. "But… uhhh. How?"
My cousin gave me a look that made me wonder if I was the one who was really innocent.
"It's called a diaphragm. Girls use one when they don't want to get pregnant." She tilted her head prettily. "Understand?"
I didn't have the slightest idea what she was talking about. "Oh, sure!" I blurted.
The green eyes scanned past my face, not seeing. "Now, could you help, me find my dark glasses again?"
I handed them to her and hurried to help her dress. Even when she wanted to lace her own boots, I made Jessie let me do it instead. For a long time we stood there in the meadow, holding each other. But a cloud came over the peaks and covered us both with a chilly shadow. A wet-smelling breeze blew out of the canyon and far off there was the rumble of thunder.
"We'd better get back," I said. Jessica tugged my hand and stopped me next to her.
"While we were making love, Ross… you said you loved me."
I rubbed a hand on the leg of my Levi's. "Yeah." I was glad Jessica couldn't see my face. Maybe I did love her a little, but hell, I didn't know how a guy was supposed to feel when he was in love.
"I love you, too," she whispered, touching my lips with her long fingers. The breeze got colder and a few raindrops patted down beside us. I decided to get it all out in the open right then.
"Look, Jess, there's something I've got to tell you. It has to do with an old hassle between me and Dad. He wants me to go to school this fall so I can run the pharmacy for him later. No matter what I say, he doesn't see it any other way." I shoved my hands in my pockets and kicked at a rock. "What it comes down to is that I'm not going back to Crossbury."
Jessica's expression was calm but her voice trembled. "You're leaving? From here?"
"Yet. California seems a good place to try. Course, I'll wait until the day before my folks are due up here. That way they can't say I ran out on you and Janey." I felt shitty.
The rain was starting to patter down all around us now. On the grass I could see the pretty outline where Jessica's body had mashed the blades down.
"Take me with you, Ross!" My cousin's fingers dug into my arm. "Please!"
At first I didn't know what to say. I hadn't expected anything like that from a girl five years older than myself. It all seemed so impossible, even if Jess hadn't been blind.
"Jessie, I'm only eighteen, for Christ sake, and…"
Her voice was full of excitement. "I can get a job anywhere there's a place where blind children need help. I can even teach music." She tugged my arm again. "I can make money for us, Ross. Just because I can't see, you think I'm helpless."
"It's not that… it's…" A sudden crack of lightning made us both jump. "Come on, we've got to get back to the cabin before this thing really rips loose."
As I pulled Jessica down the trail, I was glad the storm had come along when it had. I didn't want to talk any more about taking anybody with me to California. I was too young to be hassled with taking care of somebody all the time. I wanted to be free. But once when I turned back on the trail, I saw tear streaks on Jessie's face and my heart felt heavy and sick.



CHAPTER FIVE


That night I stayed up late, sitting in front of the fire until even Janey had given up and gone to bed. Then I stayed up another two hours just to let everybody get good and asleep. I was trying like hell to keep my sister from jumping me in the bed again, much as the idea still gave me a hard-on. I needed time to think. With all the sex that had been coming down on me, I'd almost let my trip to California become second in importance. There was the chance, too, that if I kept messing around, I'd have a hysterical blind girl on my hands. It would be tight enough getting away without that.
Next morning it was drizzling steadily outside when the girls came down to breakfast. I could see right off that Janey had ideas about how to spend the day. She swung past me smiling, only an orange T-shirt covering her thin body. It was as if she knew I couldn't keep my eyes off that darling cunny of hers. And she was right. Before I was finished eating, I was fighting the urge to grab her and pull her into my bedroom for a good-morning lay. Even though Jessica was not five feet away, innocently sipping a cup of tea.
Somehow I managed to limp away from the table without starting anything. Jessica felt her way across the room and sat down beside me on the sofa.
"I thought about you last night," she whispered, her breath sweet on my cheek. "I wanted you in my arms… I wanted you inside me again."
I gritted my teeth, feeling the impact of her words. As weird as it seemed, I found myself wishing I could fuck Jessie, too — right there in the big front room.
Janey was putting the breakfast dishes in the sink, her pert ass winking at me as she moved. At least she couldn't hear what Jess was saying. That would bring down a shit storm for sure.
"You know we can't do anything with my sister around," I told my cousin.
She pushed her black hair back from her forehead and pressed a hand over mine. "Can't we just tell her how we feel?"
"Uhhh… I don't think it would be a good idea, Jessie."
I tried to pull my hand free from hers, but Janey turned and padded towards us before I could manage it. My sister's eyes narrowed angrily. Then her mouth went thin and she flitted over, the few sparse blonde hairs on her cuntlips glistening in the light from our early-morning fire.
"How was the hike yesterday, Jessica?" she asked.
Jessica smiled up blindly. "Wonderful! I can't wait to go again!"
"I'll bet you can't!" Janey's voice was full of venom.
Jessica seemed confused by the sudden tension in the air. I got up and grabbed my coat from the nail by the door. I didn't want to sit around and listen to two chicks go at it. Maybe if I left, Janey would let the whole thing drop.
"Guess I'll drive in to Westmount and pick up a few groceries."
"Could I go, Ross?" Jessica asked, reaching out a hand.
But I already had the front door open and forced myself not to give in. I knew that if I hesitated even a second, I'd end up taking her with me and we'd fuck in the back of my station wagon before we got a mile down the road. As nice as that would be, I'd only be tying more knots and when the time came for me to split westward, there'd be trouble.
The further down the road I got, the better I felt. The windshield wipers slapped the rain off the glass and after a mile or so I plugged a tape into the deck and turned up the volume. No damn girls were gonna keep me from California!
The streets were vacant in Westmount as I idled through, but the rain had slowed and by the time I got parked, there were only a few random drops hitting the sidewalk. I gazed longingly at the nearest bar, wishing I were old enough to walk in and get a drink. A little alcohol would make me feel better right now, I figured. But it was a dream. Not only was I just seventeen, I looked it, too. A cowboy came out of the tavern and leaned against the wall. I watched him light a cigarette and flip the match spinning into the gutter. Then he puffed blue smoke into the air above his head. The rain had stopped completely now and I got out of the car. A crazy idea was rolling around in my head. Would that cowboy buy me something to drink?
I knew if I stood there undecided too long, he'd amble on down the street and I sure wouldn't get anything to drink. What the hell, it wouldn't hurt to ask. I walked up as casually as I could and nodded hello when I caught his eye.
"Watcha say, curly," he drawled, eyeing the way my hair half-covered my ears.
"Uh, well I was wondering if maybe you'd do me a favor."
"Depends on jest what that favor might be," he said.
"I'd like something to drink and if you'd buy it for me, you can get something for yourself, too." I stood there hoping he wouldn't take offense because I was just a kid.
The cowboy eyed me carefully. Then he pushed himself away from the wall. "Don't see why not. Fella needs a drink sometimes, don't he?" He slapped me hard on the back. "What you want now?"
"A fifth of bourbon and a s-s-six-pack of beer," I stammered, pulling a ten-dollar bill from my pocket.
The cowboy's eyes widened a little and he grinned bigger than ever. "Say now, you sure do want something to drink, don't ya, podner?"
The way he'd called me podner made me feel suddenly generous. "Why don't you get a six-pack for yourself?"
"That sounds fair enough," he chuckled, taking the cans.
I watched him study the bill on both sides. Then he sucked a tooth and looked around like he didn't want anybody else to hear him. "You wouldn't want a little something else to go along with all that hooch, would ya?"
"What do you mean?"
"Aw came on, son." He gave a sly grin. "What goes best with whiskey and a hard-on?"
I managed a smile. "A girl?" I hadn't even considered the possibility in a town the size of Westmount. And anyway, whores kind of scared me. Not that I'd had any experience.
"Ten more bucks and you've got a blonde that'll curl your foreskin."
I didn't bother telling him I'd been circumcised. The cowboy saw me hesitate, and sucked his tooth again.
"I wouldn't bullshit you, son. This chick is wired for pleasure. And she just loves young ones like yourself."
The way he said it it was almost a challenge. Without thinking any more about it I peeled another ten out of my pocket and shoved it at him. The cowboy gave a short nod and disappeared into the bar. In less than five minutes he was back on the sidewalk, a big paper sack in his arms.
"Here's your booze, I wrote the address on the top of the six-pack. Her name's Sheila. Just follow the gravel walk around back and knock on the screen." He pushed his hat to the back of his head. "Sheila'll probably want another five from you, but you look well-heeled enough to manage that."
"You said it would only be ten…"
"Gotta keep the governor in whiskey, too." The cowboy laughed and slapped his thigh hard.
"Well… thanks." I held out my hand.
"You ever need anything else around here, just ask for Jake."
There were only four or five streets in Westmount, so it didn't take me long to track down the little white frame house with the right number on the door. The flower box in the front window and the bright-red shutters made it look awfully homey for somebody who fucked for cash, but the black Corvette in the driveway said different.
I sat there awhile, trying to get the nerve to get out and go on up. I even considered just leaving. Especially since it was going to take another five dollars of the money I'd been saving for California.
But shit, I'd already made a ten-dollar down payment. There was no use letting it go to waste.
My heart was thumping pretty fast as I went around back and tapped on the screen. When no one came, I tapped again. The longer I stood there the less I wanted to go through with the whole thing. I was just about to turn away and head back to the station wagon when I heard footsteps inside. When the door swung open, my mouth fell. She was the tallest chick I'd ever laid eyes on, and with only a bath towel wrapped around her boots and hips. Her blonde hair was cropped close to her head, but she looked plenty feminine just the same.
"HI, honey, I didn't hear you the first time, I guess. Jake called to tell me you were coming. I was in the tub freshening up."
I swallowed hard and tried to think of something to say, but my mouth was cotton dry. "I'm Ross," I finally mumbled.
"I'm Sheila. Come on in and make yourself at home." She rubbed the towel against one covered tit.
I followed Sheila into the front room of her small cottage. There was a stereo against one wail and a big stack of records. A homemade bar separated that room from the kitchen. It was hard to believe I'd finally met a girl with legs as long as mine. Her body was too trim for her to be very old, but there were wrinkles at the corners of her eyes. I put the bottle and six-pack on the bar.
"Put that beer in the fridge if you want. I see you brought some hard stuff along, too." She headed for the bedroom. "I'll slip into something and be right back."
With the Budweiser stowed next to the freezer compartment, I broke the seal on the bourbon and poured me half a glass. I tried it straight the first time, but got the shudders and quickly took an ice cube from the bucket on the bar. I sat there on a stool and watched, waiting for it to melt. When Sheila drifted back into the room, she had on a filmy nightgown that stopped halfway down her thighs and draped from the nipples of her tits in loose folds. There was a silk tie around her waist that let me see bow fantastic her shape was. She was so tiny around the middle that it made her look all ass and tits. She was a piece all right, just like the cowboy had said. But so damned big. Nervously I remembered jokes about guys getting their backs busted from fucking wild women.
Sheila slipped up close beside me and fluttered her lashes. Two green eyes twinkled brightly into mine. I quickly calculated that she was only an inch shorter than I was. That made her six foot even.
"Hope you like 'em tall, baby," she simpered, licking her wide, full mouth. "But then you're pretty tall yourself." Sheila glanced at my hair. "Say, you ain't one of them hippies, are you?"
"Guess not," I said, shrugging. "Lotsa guys wear their hair long nowadays."
"Wouldn't matter to me if you was. I was just hoping you might have something with you to smoke." Her eyebrows twitched and she smiled knowingly.
It was my chance to show Sheila how cool I was. Luckily I'd rolled a fat joint before coming to town and stuffed it in my billfold. When I dug it out and laid it on the bar in front of the tall blonde, she clapped her hands together, then kissed me wetly on the forehead.
"Why, ain't you just something else, now!"
Before I could say anything, Sheila had reached a match from a shot glass full of them and struck it on the bar. The heavy odor of grass filled the air as she took a huge lungful and held it down. I knew right off she was no stranger to smoking Mary Jane.
"These cowboys 'round here never have nothin' like this," she gasped finally, blowing smoke all over the place. "You want some?"
"You go ahead," I said, sipping the bourbon. I felt weird enough with just the whiskey. And that grass was so damned good, I sure didn't want to lose my concentration at a time like this.
Sheila toked again and went over to the long sofa against one wall. She slumped down on fl and patted the cushion beside her. "Come on over and keep a girl company, handsome."
The joint was half-gone now and Sheila put it out and laid it in on ashtray. She turned to me, her eyes all dreamy and high. "You want to give me five dollars now or later?"
"Now, I guess." I started to dig in my jeans.
"If you make it ten, you're in for a real treat. Grass always makes me hungry."
I looked at her, wondering if I'd heard right. "Ten dollars and…"
"Ten dollars and you can come nice. Anyway you want it!" She flung her hand around, then ran her fingers under my shirt collar. Her touch was cool and tingly on my skin. I dug out two fives and handed them to her. Sheila shoved them carelessly under the sofa cushion and touched the lump of hardening cock in my pouts.
It was the first time a girl had really come on like tat and I didn't know what to do next. Before I could even say anything Sheila had started unbuttoning my jeans.
"I just knew it would be a pretty one," she said, jerking my cock free from my shorts, "'cause you're so good-looking."
No chick had ever called me pretty before and it made me a little uncomfortable. But I didn't have time to worry about what Sheila meant. Already she was pulling off my boots and socks, jerking down my Levi's, her eyes on my cock the whole time. It was lying up against my stomach hard and hot and ready. Sheila stood up finally and undid the silk tie. The short nightie fell apart and she shrugged it off her shoulders. Her skin was the whitest I'd ever seen except maybe on my sister's ass. The blue veins under the flesh of her big boobs made me want to kiss the nipples and feel the soft swells against my own chest.
"Anybody ever tell you you're hung?" Sheila asked.
I felt my face flush. "Yeah." Janey had said it was and Jessica had, too, even though she couldn't see. Sheila reached down and patted my prick.
"Sure looks like a pussyful!" Her eyes went mischievous. "Hey, you want to see me play with myself?"
"That'd be far out." Right away I was thinking of the night I'd watched Jessica finger-fuck her twat. But this would be close up and I could see just exactly how a chick diddled her cunt. Sheila opened the drawer of an end table and pulled out a white plastic thing about as big around as a man's cock and almost as long. But instead of a flared crown at the end it was more smoothly rounded. It was the kind of thing you could put batteries in to make it vibrate. I'd seen them advertised once as facial massagers and even then had wondered what else a chick might use one for. Sheila flipped the switch at the base of the plastic cock, and the thing began to buzz softly.
"Throw same cushions on the floor, baby," she whispered throatily.
I made a short pallet like Sheila wanted, then lay down on my back. She put her feet on each side of my chest and squatted down. Her cuntlips pulled apart with a sound that told me her snatch was already soaked with juice. The glossy insides of her pussy were down enough to my face for me to see every little fold of slick red meat. As she shifted her position some, her hole opened a little and squished shut again. Sheila pressed the tip of the vibrator against her cunt mouth and pushed. In an instant only the circular base was left sticking out of her box. She held onto the fake dick with a thumb and forefinger and twisted the thing beck and forth in her sloshy hole.
"Here, you wanna do it?" she asked, taking her hand away.
I reached out shyly and took hold of the hot plastic. Sheila's slick cunt juice seeped back along the sides and wet my fingers. When I pulled it back, I could see the circle of muscles around her cunt begin to tighten around the plastic cockshaft. Right away I was thinking how it would feel if my cock were up there inside her snatch instead of that vibrator. Then Sheila grabbed the thing again and started plunging it in and out of her cunt furiously. Her pussy juice began to make a whitish lather around the inflamed cuntal tissue where the plastic cock plunged. Sheila gave a crooning moan and pulled the prick all the way out of her hole swallowed with excitement as she pressed the tip against the nubbin of her clitoris. The tiny bead of flesh began to plow right before my eyes as she made circle around it with the vibrator. In a few seconds it stiffened and rose out from the shiny, soaked membranes of her reddened slit. It almost looked like a tiny cock pulsing there.
The muscle in Sheila's thighs were hard and trembling. I wanted more than anything to stick my cock up inside her hot, oozing cunt. She saw me hump my hips, and smiled.
"You wanta fuck now?"
"Jesus, yes."
Sheila rocked forward on her knees, then inched backward, holding my cock up with one hand. Her outer cuntlips caressed the tip, then I felt the soft place where she'd shoved the vibrator deep. With a dainty dip of her ass, Sheila speared her cunt on my cock and pressed slowly back. The walls of her pussy rippled slickly around my knob and prickshaft until her ass was touching my thighs. Then she rolled her hips, and her pussy smacked and sucked at the meat way up inside it. Sheila had a way of dosing down her hale and milking her ass back off me. Then she loosened her cuntal sheath and plunged down again. After a minute or two of this I was squirming around, trying to make her stop the excruciating tease. It was good, but I didn't know how long I could take it before I'd pap my nuts.
Finally Sheila pulled her pussy up until only my knob was gripped by the muscles of her cunt. Holding my prickhead like that, she shook her whole body like a snake and cinched her cunt muscles down tight on my cock. The barb of my tip was wedged firmly inside her hole and right away I felt my spasms begin. Sheila watched my face, listened to my breathing. Just before I was about to flood her cunt with jism, she pulled away and rolled, giggling, onto her back. My cock pawed the air as I struggled after her on hands and knees.
"Come to Sheila-baby," she laughed, holding her arms open.
"Goddamn!" I coughed, pushing the head of my bursting prick into her damp cunt with one hand while I held myself up with the other. When I felt my cockhead sink into the start of her pussy, I rammed hard and deep. The first jet of cum spouted deep inside Sheila's cunt, my thighs cramping with the furious convulsions. She threw back her thighs to let my prick all the way in her clenching twat. Her slit pushed open against my body, wetting my crotch hair, and the own smacked around the edges of her hole. I wallowed between Sheila's soft boobs, trembling in the after throes of my come, cock still oozing seed. She petted my back with her hands until only a warm glow was left and I managed to get control of my breathing again.
A half-hour later, I was sitting on the sofa again, sipping my second bourbon. I was wondering now if paying for two comes had been such a bright thing ta do. My balls felt withered and tired and my cock rested softly against one thigh. I didn't think I could get a hard-on again, no matter what happened.
"You about ready for the finale, sweetheart?" Sheila asked, cruising naked across the room. I leaned against the sofa back and pulled in a tired breath. Sheila raised one thin eyebrow. "Maybe you're a little worn out. Maybe you need Sheila to suck it for you."
Right away my cock thickened a little and moved on my thigh. I watched the tall blonde get down on her knees between my legs and lick her lips. I wiggled closer to the edge of the sofa and folded my arms on my chest. It would be the first time a chick had ever sucked my prick. I couldn't imagine what a blow job might feel like, but I knew it would be good. A guy at school had said once that if a girl ate your dick right, it would make you holler for mercy.
Sheila's short hair was mussed and I could see a few more wrinkles in her forehead now that she was looking up from between my thighs, but I still thought she was pretty.
"Reach me my lipstick, will ya, Ross?" she asked, motioning towards an end table. I handed the small gold cylinder to her.
"Lipstick?"
"You'll see," she laughed, taking off the top. I watched the bright-red stick push out of its shiny metal tube. "There ain't a guy alive who don't like a little lipstick on his cock."
Hell, just having her say it sounded good. I watched, fascinated, as she coated her full lips with the dark-red color and pressed them together to spread it around. When she was satisfied with the results, she put the tube aside and slipped her fingers under my drooping ball sac. And as she flicked her tongue out and wet the head of my cock with warm spit, I had to groan with the wild sensation. Every time it looked like she was going to take the whole dong in her mouth, she'd pull away and tease me again with that tongue. Once she pursed her lips into a little O and kissed the very tip of my knob. When she took her mouth away, there was the wrinkled imprint of the kiss neatly circling the tiny pinhole.
"Looks pretty, don't it?" Sheila giggled, kissing the spot again. This time her tongue lingered and then slipped up along the underside of my rod, probing and teasing.
I straightened my legs on either side of her kneeling form and stretched my tingling muscles. It was wild! Really wild! A girl's tongue wetting my cock! Now Sheila's lips were actually curling around the flared crown as she took more of my dick inside. It felt hot and slick and tickly. She bobbed way down once or twice and I saw her cheek push out where my prick stretched it. Then she was rubbing her tongue back and forth on the bottom lobes of my knob.
Every time she brought her head down, she took more of my prick until finally I could feel my cocktip sliding into her throat. It felt smooth and slippery like her cunt, but the sharp edges of her molars scraped my prickshaft when Sheila pulled back, and almost made me wish she would bite my cock some. Once, when my swollen knob poked too deep, she gagged but kept sucking my twitching rod just as hard. I knew I was about to come but it was all so slow that every muscle in my body had begun to tremble with the tension. When at last the first goop of boiling sap pushed up the length of my cock, Sheila sensed what was happening and slowed her whisper-soft tonguing even more.
I groaned and grabbed her head, trying to make her do something that would bring the cum from my balls faster, but Sheila only chuckled through her nose and danced her tongue-tip in circles around my blood-swollen knob. My first frothing spurt of jizz made me almost double over and the second wad came with such fury that I slumped down sideways on the sofa while the tall blonde smoothed her hands over my balls and ass, gulping on my spitting prick. Another rush of hot jizz bubbled onto her tongue and I heard her smack it down.
"Sonofabitch!" I grunted, writhing in joy-pain.
Sheila bared her teeth and began to nibble just behind my pounding cockhead. Another fountain of tick, hot curds exploded into the back of her mouth. Through sex drugged eyes, I could see her throat pump as she forced the heavy fuck juice down. I was sure that my balls were almost empty when Sheila pushed both thumbs down under my nuts and began to massage the hidden lump of my prostate. A shudder went through my frame and a final convulsive itch made the drool trickle from my open mouth. Then my final splash of cockcream oozed onto the back of Sheila's red tongue.
After she'd taken her mouth away from my softening dick, Sheila licked her lips like a cat, cleaning the white fuck foam from the corners of her mouth. With a red-nailed finger she wiped the droplet of jizz hanging from her chin and sucked it down, too. The lipstick was smeared over her cheeks and when I looked weakly down at my cock again, I saw the bright-red smudges there, too. I closed my eyes and rested, knowing there couldn't possibly be another droplet of cum left in my balls after the terrific blow job Sheila had given me.
The next couple of days I played it cooler than I had been before. It was easy to see that Jessica was yearning for another fuck like the last and Janey was obviously wise to her cousin's feelings for me now. So for three nights in a row I grabbed my sleeping bag and biked off a couple of hundred yards into the woods when it was time to sack out. It was nice sleeping under the sky, stars peeking through the pine needles. During the days I stayed busy getting a pile of wood cut, and walking down the stream. Another week and I could split for California. I had to keep it together until then.
But the fourth night I unrolled my bag by a big outcropping of rock and started to climb in, I saw something bright caught on the zipper. It was a pair of Janey's silky pink panties and there was a carefully perfumed note pinned to the crotch of them. I struck a match and squinted at the neatly printed letters.
Dear Ross,
I got real sexy in these, yesterday just so you'd have something nice to sleep with tonight. Wish it could be me instead. When, darling brother, when?
Lots of XXXXS,
Janey
At first I felt like burying the damned thing and hiking off to another place, but as I slipped into my bag, I felt a monstrous hard-on growing between my legs. And though I hated myself for doing it, I spent the whole night sleeping with those cunt-juiced panties up against my face. By morning I was hornier than ever.
The girls were already up when I came into the cabin. While I wolfed down my breakfast, Jessica pushed her knee against mine under the table. I pretended not to notice and as soon as I'd put my plate in the sink, I headed for the bathroom. I felt more confused and pressured than ever. Hard as I was trying not to think any more crazy things about my sister or cousin, it was hard to resist their come-ons. I knew that things would get worse instead of better.
The hot bath water felt so good that I lay back and closed my eyes and let it work my muscles loose. After a while my cock lost its hardness and I started thinking about modifications I might do on my station wagon. A noise at the door startled me out of my daydreams. Someone was poking a wire under the hook and before I could pull myself out of the water to refasten it, Janey pranced in, a teasing grin on her face.
"You can turn around and get the hell out!" I said.
"A girl's got to pee," she said, pouting and yanking down her panties right there before me. "Want to watch?"
"We went through that phase ten years ago," I said, pretending to soap my shoulders.
"Yeah, but I'm bigger now," Janey giggled. "There's more pee in me!"
I shot her an angry look. "I got your dumb-ass note and your dirty underwear."
"Bet it gave you a hard-on, didn't it?" Her smile was as confident as ever. I felt my emotions giving way.
"Damn it, Janey…"
Janey squatted down, keeping her trim little ass off the commode seat so I could see. As she spread her knees and the lint few drops leaked from her pee hole, I tried to turn away, but the old fascination of watching a female piss held me captive. A hard stream suddenly shot downward into the bowl from a place just below my sister's pink clitoris. I felt my cock thicken and grow heavy again under the warm water. Then the little piss stream died away and Janey gently dabbed at the place with a piece of toilet paper. But when she flushed it, she didn't pull her panties and jean shorts back up. Instead she stepped out of them and began to squirm her wrinkled T-shirt off over her head.
I grabbed a towel from the rack and stood up, turning so she wouldn't notice the state of my cock. But before I could get out and get my Levi's, Janey wadded them into a ball and tucked them behind her naked body, her mouth poked out in a determined way. I stood there looking at the soft flesh of her titties quivering only a foot from my chest.
"You don't get these until I get what I want, too!"
I laughed. "I could take them away and give you a spanking."
"But then I might go running naked to Jessica and tell her that you raped me!"
"Janey, she'd never…"
"Oh, yes, she would! She'd believe me. She's blind. How does she know whether you look guilty or not? She'd have to take my word for it."
I wanted to slap her face, but at the same time I was almost afraid even to touch her. I didn't know whether I could stop myself from fucking her again. A funny kind of smile came over my sister's small face. Her eyes were wild and not quite sane.
"You want to hold me, don't you, Ross?" She licked her pink lips. "You want to feel my titties and rub your cock up inside my cunt, don't you, Ross?"
"You've lost your mind, Janey," I said, making my voice a lot calmer than I really felt.
"Look who's talking," she mocked. "You're a sister fucker!"
I cursed under my breath and clenched my jaw so tight that the muscles at the side of my head began to ache. Janey dropped my clothes behind her and stepped forward. Two tiny nipples tickled my chest. Two small hands curved behind my neck, fingers toying with my hair. Then she dropped one down and I felt her heft the weight of my cock in her hot palm.
"Don't be mad, Ross." She looked down at my hard prick as she talked. "You know how good it was last time."
Like a man in a trance, I slipped my hands under her firm ass and lifted her. She opened her legs and hooked them over my hips. I felt her scissor tightly there and her small, warm mouth began to suck and kiss around my neck and over to one ear as she hugged my neck once again. My cock slipped along her belly and as she strained higher, it pressed against the beginning of her slit.
"Stick it in my cunt!" she hissed. "Make your cock go deep!"
I found my hands guiding my cock tip between the moist lips of her pussy. Janey stretched and arched, and the child stretched back to make room for my huge, blood-swollen barb.
"I love this part," she gasped, "when it starts splitting my cunt…"
Now her inner pussy petals were spread back and I could feel the hot juice suddenly bathing the taut membrane of my cockhead. Janey twitched her ass up and back and her cunt parted ahead of my prick.
"Ohhhhhh, motherfucker!" she sighed. A wet hair lashed my shoulder as her shoulders shook. My crazy Janey. Always sucking on the ends of her hairs.
I could feel her cunt walls constrict around my dick as she pumped and swiveled her ass. My legs trembled, but not from the feathery weight of my sister's young body. Janey interlaced her fingers behind my neck and swung back. For a moment I was off balance and before I could hug her close again we slammed against the door. Janey tucked her ass in and shoved it out hard. The door boomed again and I ground her back against it, trying to stop fucking her and yet humping all the time. My cock was deep within her cunt now and something in my head overrode my conscience.
"Hurry, Ross, kiss me! Oh, shit, I'm gonna come already!"
I couldn't let myself go this time. Couldn't risk filling her small curt full of seed. I opened my mouth and covered Janey's. She sucked and bit and pushed her tongue frantically between my lips. Her ass crashed the wooden door again and again in a frenzied storm of excitement. Her pussy surged and milked around my prickshaft with every move of her slim body. My legs trembled again and threatened to give way under our weight. My breath burned like fire in my throat. Janey convulsed forward and as another throe twisted her face in sweet agony, she flung her head back again. The door thundered on its binges, but my sister hadn't even noticed that her head had struck something so solid.
Another few seconds and I'd be filling my sister's pussy with hot jizz. With shaking hands I clawed at her ass, trying to push her cunt up off of my barbed prick. My fingers were slick with her twat juice and as I fumbled, one finger slipped accidentally into the tight, tan vortex of her asshole. I felt the heat of her hung close in around it and Janey let out a squeal of passion. Her lungs heaved, pushing her small tits flat against my chest muscles. My cock was still inside her cunt about an inch, but as my tubes filled with fuck cream and the enthralling itch began to weaken me, I gave one last jerk and my knob popped free from Janey's wet hole with a smack just as the first shot of cum arced into the air and plopped heavily onto the tile floor.
As I put my sister down, she crumpled to her knees. I fell against the side of the tub, grabbing wildly for my cock to finish what her pussy had started. Janey's eyes widened when she understood what was happening and she crawled quickly over tome.
"Let me, Ross! Oh, let me!" I was past any arguing. As her small, strong fingers encircled my prick, another droplet of jizz hung poised at the tip. Janey worked the skin up and down my cockshaft and the hot fuck cream fountained up a foot and covered her wrist. The tortured pressure in my balls began to ease as shot after shot of white cum erupted from my cock. Long strings oozed down Janey's thighs.
"I told you to get some rubbers next time you went to…"
There was nothing left inside my nuts, but my sister still milked my cock skin up and down, her mouth half-open. I jerked myself away and pushed myself up.
As soon as I had my clothes, I staggered out into the kitchen, slamming the bathroom door behind me. I pulled on my pants angrily and jabbed an arm into my shirt. When Janey came out behind me, I was getting into my second boot.
"Ross?"
"Get away, Goddamn you!"
I slammed out the front door and saw Jessica give a jerk from the sound of the screen crashing against the house. She was sitting on a rock, holding a pine cone. She looked beautiful and good and kind. I felt like confessing, like getting it all off my chest once and for all. I walked over and stood near my raven-haired cousin.
"You wanta go for another walk?"
Jessica stood up and rubbed her palms on her tight corduroys. "I'd love it, Ross. You know I would."
I grabbed her hand and pulled her into the woods behind me, following the path for a little ways and then cutting into a stand of thick pine. If my sister had watched, she'd think we were going to the lower meadow, but I had something else in mind.
"We didn't go this way before, did we?" Jessie asked, stumbling as she tried to keep up on the unfamiliar ground.
First I was going to tell Jessica everything. About Janey, about Sheila, the tall blonde in town — everything. Then I was going to tell her how much I liked her. The hardest part would be making her understand that she'd have to go back to Crossbury on the bus that very day. And Janey was going with her. Even if it meant clipping into my California money some more, I couldn't let things go on like they'd been going. Janey could fuck me any time she wanted. I realized that now. I couldn't really resist Jessica any better, but at least she was blind and that gave me a certain advantage. I could keep her at a distance, or take off when the blood boiled too hot in my veins. That's what I kept telling myself anyway.
"I'm so glad we're going to be alone for a while," Jessica said from behind. "There's a million things I have to tell you, Ross!" Her long fingers tightened on mine and I bit my lip. I'd have to do this whole thing quick and get back to the house and get the girls packed. Jessica's flowery smell came to my nostrils as I made her duck under a low limb and I was afraid again. Afraid of what being close to her could make me do.
"Why are we in such a hurry, Ross?" she called, panting.
I slowed and she took my arm with her free hand. "We're going to another meadow. Higher up."
"We'll be all alone?" she sighed. I could almost see her blind green eyes hopeful and hungry behind the dark lenses of her glasses.
"Yeah, we'll be alone." I stopped to let her catch her breath.
Jessie leaned her face against my shoulder, her tits heaving under the white silk of her blouse. Suddenly her soft voice was urgent and quavery. "It's been four days, Ross! Four days since I felt your body next to me."
"Better save your breath," I said quickly, starting off again. "It's a long climb." How in the hell did a guy go about turning off a chick? I wondered. How in hell was it done?



CHAPTER SIX


The high meadow was just the way I always remembered it. There were a few, trees that'd grown bigger now and the gurgling water had changed its course a little, but the small stand of wild grass and the cliffs above were unchanged. I stood looking up at the sheer granite bluffs towering against the sky-blue background until I got dizzy. I remembered earlier times at the same spot, but never one with a girl. Jessica was sitting on the grass by the stream. She'd taken off her boots and her slim bare feet were tucked gracefully to one side.
"What does it look like here, Ross?"
"Cliffs." I sat down beside her. "Big ones. I guess you can hear the stream yourself. There's more aspen than pine right around here." I was thinking that everything would be cool. I could tell Jessie everything that had to be said and take her back to the house and…
Her hand suddenly brushed my arm and she fumbled until she'd gripped my fingers. She was trembling all over. "Make love to me, Ross — now!"
"There's a few things I have to talk…"
"We can talk forever, but now I need you!" Her voice was quavering and heavy with passion.
My will power was fading fast and as I looked at her full, pouting lips, I wondered what it would feel like to have my cock between them. But Jessica would probably never consider sucking a cock, not like Sheila had done it. I shook my head hard to get rid of the crazy thoughts and started to stand up. Jessie tugged me back down, then started unfastening her silk blouse. With each button pulling loose, I could see more tender tit. It was as if I couldn't get up and I couldn't make her stop, but I was fighting to keep my hands off of her at the same time. The blouse folded back and my cousin slipped her slender arm out of it. Then she yanked down her corduroy hip-huggers and slithered out of them. The crotch of her silk lavender panties was dark with wetness. A sudden breeze blew Jessica's black hair across her face. She tossed her head and pushed it back away.
"You do want to, don't you?" she asked, slowly taking off the dark glasses.
I was staring at the damp silk panties and the way they clung in between the folds of her flooding gash.
"Yes, I want to."
I tore off my shirt and pants and grabbed Jessica's panties, almost tearing them in my eagerness to get them off. She gave a hungry moan and shifted her hips against the grass. Like an oil-soaked flower her pussy bloomed out, the smaller petals parting, too. The soft depression where her hole began was swimming in honey. I stretched out over her and started petting the soft places on each side of her cunt mound, those hat hollows between her thighs and outer pussylips. Jessie whimpered and tossed her head against the grass. I slipped two fingers into the beginning of her slit and pushed it down along the deep, hot V. Jessica's ass writhed and she hugged me close. With a slow, even rhythm I began to massage her clit, rolling it between my thumb and finger until my cousin's lithe body twisted with the feeling. My cock was a rigid snake against one of her soft tan thighs. I guided it up, rubbing between the open folds of her pussy until the knob was shiny wet with cunt juice.
"Never let me go!" Jessie gasped, biting my neck, then kissing the same spot. She rolled her ass, and I could feel her sex butter smearing my cock, wetting both our bodies where they were about to join. The ring of pussy hole dilated back and my cock popped inside her hot cunt. Then Jess clenched her cunt muscles and I felt the feathery membranes close down around my aching tool.
"That's fantastic!" I said, kissing her so hard on the mouth that her lips curled back from her teeth.
She tightened her cunt again and held my prick there while she squirmed her hips around in a teeing circle.
"I want it to be good for you, Ross." Her face clouded over. "But today you must be careful."
My cock wasn't all the way inside her cunt yet, but I stopped moving my hips and looked into her face. "What do you mean, Jessie?"
My cousin bit her bottom lip. "Ross, I hate to ask you this, but do you have something? Something you could be so… so…" Jessica took a long breath, held it for a moment and let it out.
The message finally got through my thick head. "Don't you have that diaphragm thing anymore?"
"It's gone." I watched her pretty eyebrows arch down. "I was certain I had it in my suitcase, but when I went to get it this morning…" Jessie shrugged.
"You put it inside you every time we take a walk?" I was beginning to realize just how straightforward my beautiful cousin was about sex. Jessie smiled and pressed my palm against her lips. "Yes. I know what I want." She sighed. "But this time there'll be nothing to stop a baby from happening."
My first suspicion was that Janey had taken the diaphragm, but then I knew that couldn't be right. She probably didn't know what one looked like any more than I did. Sweet Jessica moved her crotch and the walls of her pussy caressed my cock hotly. I pushed another inch into her soft hole.
"So what'll we do for now?" I asked.
Jessica shivered and hugged her arms around my back. "Maybe you could be careful this time," she sighed. "I love you so much, I just know we'd make a baby. And this is the chanciest part of the month, too."
I could think of a dozen reasons to stop, but with my cock surrounded by all that hot female meat and Jessica starting to move her ass under me again, my reasoning just kept short-circuiting until I was kissing and caressing my lovely cousin's body like I didn't care. Her long nails carved into the cheeks of my ass as she drew my prick deeper into her snug twat.
"The shape of your cock is so big," she breathed, "it makes me feel really full!"
All my well-made plans to tell Jessica why she had to return to Crossbury were muddled beyond repair. I even found myself wanting to take her with me. Yeah, even though she was blind and my cousin. The thought of waking up beside sweet-smelling Jessica and just rolling over and…
"Kiss my nipples, Ross. Oh, hurt them a little!" I sucked one brown stalk between my teeth and nibbled down while I tongued it hard. Jessica's hips thrust up from the ground until it seemed that only her heels and shoulders were touching. I fanned my fingers out under her beautifully shaped us, kneading and clutching the firm, warm meat of it Jessie gave short little grunts of pleasure as our bodies pressed together. The lips of her cunt were peeled back so that her clit was squished juicily against the kinky tangles of my crotch hair. She ground her ass around savagely and I felt her throw a heel behind my leg to increase the pressure.
"Ross!" she panted. "Good… so good… it's… killing… me!"
I bit my tongue hard, trying to hold my body's excitement in check. The head of my prick flared huge and hard deep inside my cousin's cunt. She had pulled one leg back and it let my cock go deeper in her hole than before. I could feel the hard knot of something way inside her cunt. The beginnings of her womb, probably. And my balls were about to burst right against that little place.
"Are you coming?" I breathed, hoping like hell that she was. I couldn't hold on much longer. Our crotches slipped and smacked together, the juice from her pussy wetting my fingers where they clutched under my cousin's squirming ass. I tongued her boobs again, sucking first one nipple, then the other. The brown stalks throbbed with heat.
"Screw me harder! Faster! Oh, Ross, I'm almost there!" I covered her trembling lips with my mouth and speared my tongue deep. The hot jism surged like a tidal wave from my straining balls. It was almost like a dream of falling. A thousand things rushed before my consciousness, but one stood out as the most urgent. I had to pull my cock out of Jessica's pussy. I had to do it quickly or…
"Uhhhh," Jessica groaned, sinking her teeth into my neck. "Ohhhhh… FUCCCKKK!"
I jerked my hips back and my juice-glossed cock bobbed in the air. A wash of cream oozed from the knob and as I grabbed the shaft and jacked it, another jet of cum sprayed hotly over Jessie's heaving belly.
"Nooooo! Ross, NOOOOO!" she cried, hips flailing the ground for my cock to be in her aching cunt again. I'd never thought much about eating pussy before, hadn't really considered something like that a part of my sex life, but this was an emergency. I wiggled down on Jessica's body, still pumping the jizz from my own balls, and pushed her legs apart. Her swollen clit pulsed all red and angry-looking. I took a deep breath and lowered my mouth towards it. And that was when the sound of someone whistling split the air. It was a long, high sound, rising and falling in a taunt. I froze, looked up at the cliffs. Nothing but heat waves off the rocks and the blue sky behind. Jessica lurched into a ball, her knees drawn up as if to protect her poor cunt. I could hear her starting to sob. The spell was broken. I knew I couldn't help her now, and all because of that damned whistling.
I stood up unsteadily, my cock still dripping cum. "Janey!" I screamed at the silent rocks. Nothing. Not even a bird now. Just nothing. I went down on my knees beside Jessica, petting her shoulder. Hot tears were smeared over her cheeks.
"Who did that, Ross? Who in God's name whistled?"
"I don't know, Jess. I just don't know."
A half-hour passed before I could get Jessica to start back to the cabin. I wanted to do something, something to give her what she'd only just missed by seconds, but when I tried to hold her, Jessie only started sobbing again. She was all twisted and hurt inside and after a while neither of us made an effort to talk. Jessie just clung to me like a lost child, a hopeless, forlorn look on her face.
It was when I walked up the steps and opened the cabin door that I knew who was playing games with us. Six fresh Polaroid snapshots were pinned to the bulletin board. They'd been taken from some place high looking down into a small meadow where a brook cut through. There were two people in each photo. Two naked people and always in a different position.
"What's wrong, Ross?" Jessica asked. "Why are you just standing here?"
I took Jessica to the big front room and set her in a chair. Then I went back and yanked the snapshots from the bulletin board. One showed Jessie's legs wrapped across the small of my back; another showed me sucking one of her tits. The grass made a perfect background; our bodies stood out clearly. In a couple of them, my face was easy to recognize. Jessica's features were clear in every one.
Janey had followed us somehow. Followed us with her new Polaroid camera. She'd circled behind us and climbed the easy side of the cliffs. After she'd taken her pictures, she'd whistled at the most critical time, ruining it for Jessica.
I vaulted up the stairs three at a time. Janey was sitting on the edge of her bed wearing only a pair of lace panties. She saw the photos in my hand and smiled. I started after her, ready to spank her ass till it glowed red, but something in her face made me stop. My sister didn't look the least bit afraid.
"What's the big idea!" I demanded, holding out the Polaroid photos.
Janey glanced at the snaps in my hand. "Those aren't the good ones. You should see the one I got when…"
I tore the pictures in two and threw them on the bed. "Why? That's all I want to know. Why?"
My sister stood up and with an easy motion, slipped her panties down over her slim hips. As mad as I was, my cock went heavy with blood. I clenched my fists as she stepped her small feet out and kicked the sheer underwear clear across the room.
"I think you'd better leave Jessica alone." Her eyes never wavered for an instant.
"Or you'll show those pictures to someone?"
Janey gave a short nod. "Think of what Daddy would say."
"You wouldn't have the guts and you know it. They'd come down on you just as hard for taking the damned things."
The first note of anger rose in my sister's voice. "You're the one who's fucking your own cousin!"
I glanced nervously towards the stairs. "Keep it down, damn you. Jessica's in the front room." When I looked back, Janey had one hand curved up under her cunt mound. I could hardly believe it when I heard the sound of her wet finger slipping up into her pussy.
"Come here, Ross," she said.
My breath was getting funny and the lump in my pants throbbed hotly. Then I was walking slowly across the room, standing in front of Janey. I could smell the steaminess of her pussy. She grinned up at me, blue eyes teasing. For a moment I thought I was losing my mind. I'd forgotten all about the photos, about Jessica. All I wanted to do was grab my sister and throw her back on the bed and spread her thighs and shove my prick hard into her cunt!
Janey straightened her shoulders and her titties pushed out in softly swells tipped with pink. Already I was imagining my mouth around one, chewing the nipple until my sister squirmed.
"Think of the fun we can have, Ross." She touched the tip of her tongue to her upper lip and fluttered her long lashes up. "If you stay in Crossbury."
"I'm not going back." My voice sounded strange even to myself. I was staring at Janey's hand. The one she'd just taken away from her cunt. It was shiny with juice. The fingers were wet. She brought that hand up close to my face. I reached out with both hands and clutched it like a drunk would a bottle. Then I pushed it under my nose and began licking the cunt juice from my sister's knuckles.
"You could play with my body any time you wanted. There's a million things I want you to do with me." She sucked in a shuddery breath. "I want to do things to you, too, Ross!"
"Janey… Janey, we're kin! We're…"
Her big blue eyes widened. "Forget about Jessica. She won't do the things I'll do." Janey's voice became a hot whisper. "I'll let you put your cock in my mouth, Ross! I'll suck it if you want me to."
Her hands tugged my belt loose. My shorts were quickly pushed down over my hips and when my cock sprang up, Janey quickly corralled it in her hot palms.
"We only fucked once, you know," she said brightly. "It just got my curiosity up something awful!"
I wasn't surprised at the weird ideas that flicked suddenly through my head. Ever since coming to the cabin things had been weird. And now my emotions had gone flat along with my conscience. What did it all matter anyway? Janey was out there somewhere in her own screwy world. She wanted to suck my cock. I'd let her. Hell, I'd make her suck my dick!
"Get down on your knees and put your back against the bed."
Janey's eyes went huge at the rough tone of my voice. "Yeah, Ross… okay." She did as I said, and I shoved her shoulders against the edge of the high old bed. Janey swallowed hard as I edged forward, holding my cock up to her face. She didn't seem so eager to give me a blow job now that she could see how full my cock was going to make her mouth.
"You said you'd suck my prick, didn't you?"
"But… but I didn't know you'd have me like this."
I smiled, not feeling any of the confusion that had haunted me the past few days. "You figured I'd be on my back on the bed so you could torture me with that damned tongue of yours."
Janey bit her bottom lip. "I wouldn't tease you, Ross, promise I wouldn't!"
"Open your mouth."
My sister's trembling hands steadied my pulsing cock and slowly she wet her lips. "I don't really know how to d-d-do this."
"You can learn."
Her hair was wet on the ends as always and as I looked down into her innocent face, I found myself more excited than ever. In a shy, experimenting way Janey speared her pink tongue out and touched the taut crown of my prick. It was as if she were testing the temperature of it before taking it between her lips. Then she opened her mouth wide and I felt the wet heat of her slick tongue glide along the bottom of my prickshaft. Quickly she pushed herself back and stared up at me with frightened eyes.
"God, I didn't know it would feel like that! It's too big… it f-f-fills my whole mouth up!"
I grabbed my cock with one hand and Janey's hair with the other. My knob pushed her lips back from her teeth. "Suck, damn it!" The threat voice made my sister quickly open her mouth again.
At first she tossed her head as my bulging crown parted her jaws, but I forced my cock deep enough to feel the back of her tongue.
"Feel those two little bumps on the bottom of the tip?"
Janey made a sound in her throat and nodded. "I want you to lick those with the tip of your tongue. Lick them any way you want, but lick them!"
The suckling sounds of Janey's mouth shot dazzling shivers of excitement through my back and thighs. Already her tongue was learning the right way to lave a stiff prick. I put my hands on her face and petted her downy cheeks. Then I twisted three fingers around her hair and forced her head farther back, leaning my body over at the same time. This time when I hunched my hips under, more of my cockshaft was coated with hot spit.
Janey gave a little gag and tried to twist away, but I gave her hair a jerk and her body went rigid for a second. Once more I hunched my hips in and out. My knob scraped against her back teeth and I saw her cheek bulge out as she tried frantically to push the swollen prickhead to one side. But the next time I rammed my swollen tool even deeper into her mouth. My spearing cock brought a coughing choke from her throat and only then did I pull my prick back.
"Suck it fast!"
Janey's tongue flew in and out against the underside of my prick. She had shaped it into a deep, wet, and I could feel the friction clear up on the sides of my rod as I fucked her mouth in time to her stroking licker. Janey was breathing hard from her nose and I could feel the heat of it against the hilt of my cockshaft. Her fingers were tightly circled around my dick just behind the head so I wouldn't be able to ram too deep again.
"Put your hands on my balls!" I told her.
At first she hesitated, but when I tightened my hold on her hair, her palms quickly cupped my seed-loaded eggs. I rocked my body above her having my rod deep in her mouth, and the spit smacked at the corners of her swollen mouth. Little by little I found I could push my cockhead almost to the beginnings of her throat before her body convulsed.
Janey was sucking my dong so obediently that I let go of her hair and ran my hands down her neck and over the front of her body. The swells of her titties felt soft and fleshy under my fingers and I began to knead the tiny nipples out into turgid stalks. They weren't as big as Jessica's nipples but good to feel just the same. Janey moaned and squirmed under my hungry fondling. Her chin dripped with her own warm spit. Even her neck was wet with it as my gouging cock brought the juice glands in her mouth to life. I began to fuck deep into her mouth again, watching the sides of my glossy shaft slipping past her lips… pulling them in a little from the force. Janey turned her big blue eyes up at me pleadingly. I knew she wanted to say it was too much for her, too much for her mouth to hold. But with my cock filling her jaws, she could only make wet mumbling sounds.
I was almost on top of her now, holding myself up with my elbows on the mattress. Janey's head as thrown way back and the angle made her throat open deeper to my cock. The keen tickling feeling of her tongue was beginning to make my prostate pound like a time bomb. Each thrust brought my balls closer to her drool coated chin and I only pulled back when I felt her lurch with a gag.
I was burning to let go my seed, and the wild spasms of her throat made my tumid cock itch furiously. I was humping my hips faster now, excited at the way her whole body jerked when her gagging reflexes seized her. With a final, savage jab I thrust my cock deeper than ever before. Janey's throat muscles choked down on the huge, invading cockhead and her body bucked wildly from the floor. I felt her push herself up on her heels and her lithe form began to twitch. My knob was encircled with clasping, slick membranes and my balls slapped against the soft underside of her chin. I pulled back and plunged my dick deep again. This time Janey's heels drummed the floor as her throat spasmed again. The fiery sap jolted up the length of my cock and sprayed fantastically from the tip. My sister clutched frantically at my thighs and belly, trying to push me back. I let my overflowing prick ease onto her tongue again and she fluttered and danced her tongue-tip across the bulging lobes as more white curds erupted. The jizz popped and foamed at the corners of her mouth.
My spasms were weakening and as I shifted over my sister's face, she managed to pull her mouth away from my tool and crumple to a shivering heap on the floor. I fell onto one knee over her, jacking the skin on my prickshaft to purge the last few spurts still in my balls. A long line of white seed splatted down over Janey's white titties and another puddled in the hollow on the side of her neck. Then it was over. I was finished. And maybe she was, too. As I slumped tiredly against the wall, Janey's eyes came open and she shoved a hand across her chin, smearing the whitish fuck cream. Her expression was dazed, but there was a smile on her lips — a funny kind of smile.
Then she was up on all fours, crawling towards me. "I'll be your slave, Ross! You can do more things to me. Anything you want!"
I spun away, lurching across the room. Then I was yanking on my pants and thundering down the stairs. The front room was empty and as I jerked open the kitchen cabinet and grabbed my half-empty bottle of bourbon, I looked out the window and saw Jessica sitting on her favorite rock out front. She had a forlorn look on her pretty face.
I unscrewed the lid and took a slug of whiskey, which made my stomach buck hard. I put the bottle down long enough to finish buttoning my shirt, then slugged again at it. This time I got four good swallows before my guts rocked with the strong stuff. Something cracked inside my head like a twelve-foot bullwhip. And suddenly I was seeing through the fog of sensuality that had surrounded and caressed me for the past week.
I had to get away, had to leave… now! If I didn't, I'd never make it at all. I'd end up crazy or going to pharmacy school or worse. No matter how Janey threatened me with her snapshots, no matter how Jessica begged, I had to get the hell started for the West Coast.
This time when I tipped the bottle up, I got six huge swallows, then wiped my hand over my mouth. For no special reason I gave a long, crazy laugh. The front door was open and Jessica turned at the wild sound. Then she stood up and started cautiously across the yard, walking in that stiff way of hers when no one was around to help.
Yeah, I'd have to tell her the way I'd decided to work it and I couldn't let myself weaken. I took one last slug from the bourbon bottle and capped it tight. Jessica was to the porch now, her hands out in front of her, searching for the doorframe.



CHAPTER SEVEN


As I drove down out of the foothills, my bottle of bourbon clamped tight between my thighs, I could see the lights of Westmount twinkling in the valley below. Jessica sat quietly by the window, her long black hair flowing back. She'd put on a white miniskirt and a tight orange pullover that made me wish it didn't have to be this way. All things considered, though, my lovely cousin had taken the whole thing pretty well. It'd been Janey who'd thrown the tantrum. Ed had to pack her bag myself and practically drag her to the station wagon. But now that we were on our way, Janey only pouted sullenly beside me, her camera clutched in her lap.
The bus-depot sign was hung just outside the only cafe in Westmount, and I pulled up against the curb and shut off the engine. Janey began to whimper and Jessica stiffened, knowing instinctively where we were.
"Ross," she said, reaching out with her long, cool fingers, finding my arm. "You don't know how good I can be for you. Take me with you to California. If you don't, you're blinder than I'll ever be."
I pulled my arm away and spun the cap off the bottle between my legs. Then I put it up and slugged hard. "I'm gonna go get same tickets an' find out whennuh bus comes. You both wal' here." Inside, I got a cup of coffee to sober a little on and waited till the waitress came by again before I asked about the bus schedule. Paying for the tickets, I dropped my wallet twice but finally collected my change, drained my cup and staggered back out to the sidewalk. Janey was sitting in the front seat where I'd left her, but Jessica was gone.
I jerked the door open and lunged across the seat. "Where in hell is Jess!"
"She said she had to take a walk," Janey said, shrugging and looking straight ahead. I slapped her hard with the back of my hand and watched the tears stream down her face.
"You stupi' little cunt!" I started up the street one way, then turned frantically in the other direction. There wasn't a sign of my dark-haired cousin anywhere. I fell back into the front seat. "Which way di' she go!" I slurred, my head swimming with alcohol.
"I… I didn't see." Her voice had lost its sassiness and she put a hand up over her face as she sensed my rage. This time I shook her until her head snapped back and forth.
"Jessica wouldn't just walk off in a strange town without one of us along. What in hell did you say?"
"I wanted her to know you didn't care anything about her!" Janey blurted suddenly, a sob catching in her throat.
My booze-hazed mind rolled in mad confusion. "Couldn't keep from twistin' the knife one lea' time, could you?" I tightened my fingers on my sister's arm until she winced. "Tell me everything, damn it!"
Janey's lips trembled. "I… I just said you'd been fucking me ever since we came up to the cabin." She put her arm up to protect her face from another one of my blows.
"I oughta beat your ass! What else did you say!"
My little sister looked too scared to go on but even more scared not to. "I told her you liked my body better 'cause I didn't have such big tits." She swallowed nervously. "I told her I sucked your cock, too."
I shoved her hard against the opposite door. "You stupid, dumb…"
"Ross," Janey cried, "don't go to California! We can screw any time we want now and I won't get knocked…" She stopped suddenly and clamped a hand over her mouth.
"What were you gonna say?" I grabbed her wrist and twisted it sharply.
"You're hurting me!"
"Why won't you get knocked up?" I twisted harder.
"Ouch! Ohhhh, here!" She plunged her free hand into her jeans pocket and yanked it out again. Something round and rubber-looking bounced across the seat. I knew at once it was the missing diaphragm Jessica had told me about. Quickly I shoved it into my own pocket.
"I wish there was time to pay you back for all this, but first we've got to find Jessica!"
I pulled Janey out of the car with me and sent her off down the street in one direction while I started in the other. In less than half an hour I'd searched every street and side street in town and had been in all the stores three times at least. When I got back to the station wagon, Janey was leaning tiredly against a fender. Her self-sure manner had faded and I could see she was only a confused and scared little girl again.
"What'll we do, Ross?" she asked, voice quavering. The twinkling neon beer sign of a bar halfway down the block caught my eye.
"The bars! I haven't looked in them yet!"
"Jessica wouldn't go in a bar, would she?" Janey frowned at me. I pulled one of the bus tickets to Crossbury from my shirt pocket and thrust it at her.
"You wait in the cafe for that damned bus. Even if I don't come back with Jessica, I want you on it." I yanked my sister's bag from the back of the Ford and spun her around to face me once more. "Those pictures you took. I want them now!"
A couple of old people passing on the sidewalk slowed and stared as Janey opened her bag and searched around inside, but I didn't give a shit any more about anything. Finally my sister fastened her suitcase again and handed me a small packet wrapped with rubber bands.
I flipped quickly through them, not taking time to really look close. "Is this all of them?"
Janey nodded slowly and looked down at her tennies. Without another word I started away down the block towards the first bar. Since Jessica wouldn't have to cross the street to get to it, I figured it was the most logical place to begin.
A couple of cowboys pushed the door back as I started in and I had to let them by before I plunged into the smoky dimness. My heart was pounding hard and as I found an empty stool at the bar, a couple of guys nearby laughed and jostled each other.
"Looks like that one mined the shearing this year!"
I stared ahead, uncomfortably aware of the way my hair curled long over my ears. A country song was blaring out over the jukebox and there was the smell of spilled beer and hand-rolled cigarettes and food frying somewhere in the back. The bartender came sidling down in front of me.
"You got an I.D., fella?"
"I don't want a drink. I'm looking for my cousin."
The bald-headed barkeep scratched his black mustache and looked at me suspiciously. "Your cousin! Now what's he supposed to look like?"
"My cousin's a girl. She's got black hair and a short white dress and…"
The bartender pursed his lips and grinned suggestively. "Oh, yeah… that one." He laughed softly. "First time I ever did see a blind girl on the make."
"Huh?"
"Sho' nuf." He changed the towel to his other shoulder and examined his nails. "I thought she was feeling up all my customers when she first come m. Then I figured she just couldn't see nothin'. Finally got pretty tight with Willy and Dan." He shook his head. "No telling where she'll end up with those two…"
I swallowed and tried to steady my voice. "You mean she's gone?"
The bartender started back down the bar, sopping up spills with a dirty sponge. "Yep. Wasn't here fifteen minutes and the three of 'em took off."
MY heart sank. "You don't know where they went, do you?"
"Nope, but you might ask Sheila. She was talking to Willy not long before that blind girl came in."
Sheila! I whirled around and squinted back beyond the dance floor, where a row of dark booths lined the wall. Finally I spotted her blonde hair. There was someone sitting with her in a corner, and both of them looked drunk. I started over.
"Well, look who's here!" she giggled, almost spilling her drink. The cowboy narrowed his eyes at me. He had a rough-looking face with a scar across one cheek.
"Move out, pardner," he grunted.
"I've got to talk to Sheila," I managed to say.
"Sum, you do. So do I."
"Oh, shit, Hank," Sheila scolded, "he's only a kid. Let him sit down for a second."
She made a place for me on her side and I slid into the booth. The cowboy looked meaner than ever.
"It's about…"
Sheila cut me off. "Hank! Go get us some beers. Nobody will know if Ross here sneaks a little sip. He already smells like he's been hittin' the bottle pretty hard."
Sullenly the cowboy got up and swaggered away towards the bar. I gave Sheila a thin smile and cleared my throat. But before I could start to ask her again, I felt her hand sliding secretively between my jeaned thighs. A finger tickled the lump of my cock, and as it began to harden, Sheila grabbed one of my hands and thrust it under the edge of her dress.
"Sheila, I've got something really important to ask you…"
She stuck her face close to mine and whispered, "Like when can we fuck?" I tried to shake my heed no, but she was pushing my hand deeper under her dress. Already I could feel the dampness of her panty crotch, and her own fingers were fumbling drunkenly at my fly, trying to open the buttons.
"Sheila… uhhhh…"
"Why don't you come live with me, pretty boy?" she asked drunkenly. "I'll keep you in the back room and nobody'll haf tuh know."
"If you'd just let me explain."
"Suck your pretty cock ever' mornin' and ever' night…"
I saw the cowboy get the beers and start back across the dance floor. Sheila was squirming her ass around in the seat, rubbing her wet cunt mound against my shaking fingers. Two of my fly buttons were loose and Sheila's fingers were probing for the head of my cock. It was crazy, but having my hand so close to her snatch was making me forget things again. When the cowboy stopped to talk to a couple at a table, I pushed a finger under the edge of her crotchband and slipped it between her juicy cuntlips. I was surrounded by her squishy, hot juice and as I moved up and down against her clitoris, Sheila's face went slack and her tongue fluttered over her lips.
"Oh, baby, do I love that!" She leaned close again. "You know that las' time I didn't really le' myself go. Professional reasons. Never come the first time you work a trick." Her head lolled woozily and she smiled. "But next time I want you to ruin me, baby… really ruin me!"
I pulled my hand out of her underwear and tried to calm my breathing.
"The bartender said you were talking to Willy and that maybe you could tell me where he went with… with that girl he had."
Sheila stopped fooling with my pants and sat back in the booth. She frowned and picked up her almost-empty beer glass.
"You know Willy?"
"No… it's the girl. She's my cousin."
The tall blonde laughed and pulled at a spit curl of her close-cropped hair. "That black-haired bun' nympho that was in here… your cousin?"
"Where were they going?" I felt strangely sober. The booze still had a hold on me but I could control it now, had to control it.
"Wha' you care about them?" She slugged the foam out of the glass and set it back down hard on the table.
"Please, Sheila. It's important."
"Look, honey, old Sheila don't nose around in other people's business, but Willy and Danny usually bang out at the Wagon Wheel Motel whenever they come into town." She looked sadly at her empty beer glass. "It's about a mile outside of town on the Vanville highway."
I buttoned my fly back and stood up. "Thanks, Sheila."
I spun around and started for the door. Outside, I hoped to hell I'd find Jessica and the two men where Sheila had said I might… at the Wagon Wheel Motel.
The half-busted neon sign blinked weakly from behind the branches of an ancient willow tree. Most of the spokes of the wagon wheel had gone out or were only dimly visible from the road and the light in the manager's office was off. I shut off my lights and idled quietly through the gate. At first it didn't look as if a single unit were rented for the night, but then I saw a hub cap reflected from my parking lights near the back.
It wasn't until I pulled up beside the battered pickup and got out that the man stepped from the shadows of a crumbling garage next to cabin number fourteen.
"Where you think you're going, boy?" he drawled, walking towards me. He was every bit as tall as I was and about fifty pounds heavier.
"My c-c-cousin," I stammered as he circled a big hand around my arm. "I'm looking for my cousin."
He grinned at me in the dim light from the motel-room window. One front tooth was missing. "What makes you think you'll find her 'round here?"
I started to pull away from the hefty cowboy, but he only tightened down harder on my arm and smiled all the harder.
"Now, listen, boy, you don't want to get hurt, do ya?" He pushed his Stetson a little to the side and spat into the dirt. "My buddy Big Will is in that there room right now and he's busy. In other words, he wouldn't 'preciate it 'tall if you busted in while he was puttin' the plow in that dark-haired heifer we found."
"That's my cousin," I blurted, breathing hard. The big man looked amused. "Well is that a…" I wanted to hit him and rush in and save Jessica, but I knew that even if I did manage to get in the first punch, the fight would be over after the second one. The door of the motel room suddenly opened and the light from inside cut a swath across the place where we were standing. The cowboy who had a death grip on my arm motioned at the man who stood shirtless just inside the room.
"Hey Will, come look what turned up."
Willy opened the screen and came over to us, walking gingerly on the rough pound. I saw his feet were bare and the buttons of his blue jeans were undone. He looked like he had a terrific hard-on.
"Damn it, I thought I heard a car out here, Danny."
"This kid is that gal's cousin," Danny said, giving my arm a shake. "What say we have a little fun?"
I started to say something, but Danny suddenly spun me around and tucked my wrist up behind my back. The pain shot like a harpoon through my shoulder and I bit down hard on my bottom lip.
Willy rubbed a big hand across his hairy, hard-muscled belly and laughed. "Let's make him watch," he hissed, glancing back at the open door of the roam.
"Yeah," Danny giggled, "well gag the little motherfucker and tie him up!" He slapped his thigh and gave my arm another short shove that brought tears to my eyes. "Be more fun than last year's rodeo."
Willy went into the room and came back a few seconds later carrying a pillowcase and part of a sheet. He ripped off long strips and twisted them to make them stronger. Then he tore the pillowcase into three pieces and stuffed one of them into my mouth. I stood there helpless as he bound the gag in with a long sheet strip and tied it securely behind my head.
"Now you don't be making any noise at all, boy!" he warned, his shallow blue eyes hard as knife blades. "If you so much as fart, it'll be too bad for ya!" Danny laughed again at this and let me feel his boot heel against the back of my leg.
"Look at all this long hair, Will! We oughta cut it off and shove it up…"
"Shut up and bring him on in," Willy said sharply.
The motel room was pretty messed up. A chair was overturned and there was a half-empty bottle of whiskey on its side on the floor. But I didn't pay much attention to that. I was staring at Jessica's half-nude form lying on the dingy spread. I wanted to scream and cry and start fighting all at once. Danny must've sensed my angry frustration, because he gave my arm a reminding nudge and shoved me down hard in a chair.
Willy ran a rough hand over Jessica's naked shoulders and began to unbutton the side of her short white miniskirt. Jessie stiffened and her bare tits quivered.
"You don't mind if Danny watches, do you, baby? Can't see that it makes any difference to a blind girl."
Jessica swallowed hard and rubbed her hands over her face. "I think I've changed my mind… I want to go b-b-back to the bar."
Willy surrounded her waist with both hands and pulled her back against his chest. "Oh, baby, a deal is a deal." He took his cock and pressed it against Jessica's arm.
She shivered and jerked away, but Willy wrestled her down on the bed and reached up under her skirt. In an instant he'd shredded the crotch out of her panties and pulled tern down over her knees. Jessica fought at first, but the broad-shouldered cowboy put a knee against the softness of her thigh and ripped the ruined panties the rest of the way off. Jessie began to whine softly. I could see the dark triangle of her pussy hair as Willy threw her skirt up over her belly and roughly pushed her knees apart. The fur-edged cuntlips parted to show the glistening slickness of her pussy.
"I thought it would just be you," she gasped, her hands on his shoulders in a futile attempt to keep him off. Willy cupped his fingers savagely around one boob and when the nipple pushed out, he sucked it noisily into his mouth. Jessica arched back against the mattress, still struggling against Willy's attack, but weakening as the wild cowboy sucked and bit her tit. I closed my eyes and felt salty tears of frustration. But something made me open them again. If Jessica had to go through with it, I had to be ready in case there might be a chance of getting away from Danny's steel-vise grip. My shoulder ached and my hand and fingers felt numb.
Willy positioned himself between Jessica's spread legs and I watched him pull the foreskin back on his big cock to expose the purple head of his knob. Then he spit on it and leaned down over Jessica's long, tan body. When he reached up and snatched off my cousin's dark glasses, she gave a little cry.
"Always wondered what a blind girl's, eyes look like while she's gettin' fucked," he laughed, tossing them onto the floor.
Will shoved his spit-wet cockhead against her fur, then humped his ass under. Jessica's boobs heaved suddenly and her head tossed back and forth against the light-colored spread, splashing black hair everywhere.
"Ain't she pretty?" Willy asked, half-turning his head to Danny, who still gripped my arm.
I stared until my eyes burned from not blinking. Willy's cock was sliding into my cousin's cunt. I could see the prickshaft disappearing as he speared in and out against Jessica's wild movements. Yes, her movements! I hadn't wanted to believe it at first, but even though she whined and seemed to be struggling against her attacker, Jessica was doing things that made it easier for him to fuck her. Her legs were so far apart that I could see the shiny red tissues of her cunt walls reflecting the light from the single table lamp. Willy growled and roughed another tit. There was a wet, sliding sound as another inch of his cock disappeared into Jessica's pussy.
"Ohhhhh, God!" she gasped, and her hands went up to Willy's big shoulders, holding him now instead of trying to push him back.
Don't touch him! I wanted to yell. For Christ sake, don't do that! But Jessie's long fingers had begun to smooth the muscled back of the cowboy as he humped between her legs like some strange beast. His low-hanging balls were bouncing against Jessica's ass as he fucked deep, and every time he brought his prick back to plunge again, I saw how wet my sweet Jess' pussy had gotten his tool. The same hot juice I'd felt on my own cock!
I couldn't shut out the memory of Jessica and me fucking in the high meadow. When she'd wanted to come so badly and I hadn't been able to stay inside her cunt long enough to give her satisfaction. Because of my being afraid she'd be knocked up and because of Janey's meddling. But the reasons didn't seem important any more. Jessica was a hot-blooded, sex-hungry woman and even now she was only trying to feed that hunger.
Willy drove into her cunt hard, and their clasping, struggling bodies rolled sideways on the bed as he fucked her inch by inch towards the edge. In a little bit, her head was hanging down, hair sweeping the floor, but still Willy fucked his hips against her savagely. Jessica's lips were curled back against her white teeth and there was a little blood at the corner of her mouth where the cowboy had bitten her during a vicious kiss.
When I glanced up sideways to see if Danny had forgotten me, his eyes were devouring the fucking pair on the bed, but his grip was as tight as ever on my wrist. I thrust my tongue against the evil-tasting pillowcase and felt halt-sick inside. Then Jessica's next words made me jerk stiff in the chair.
"Ross," she mooned. "Oh, Ross… fuck me, darling… fuck me good!"
"My name's Willy," the man between her legs said, "but it don't matter none. You'll get fucked good enough anyway."
She was pretending it was me fucking her! I started up, but Danny slapped a big hand across my chest and shoved me back down hard. I felt like I'd betrayed my beautiful cousin and the love she'd offered me so freely. But I was helpless to do anything about it now.
Jessica was hanging half-off the edge of the bed now as Will drove his cock deep into her cunt again and again. She threw her shoulders around wildly, clutching sometimes at Willy's short blond hair, sometimes at his muscled arms and shoulders. Her hair swished back and forth and her blind eyes blinked open and fluttered shut.
There were streaks of spit around her neck and down over both breasts where Willy had smeared her with his open mouth and I could see the droplets of Jessie's pussy juice hanging in the tangles of her cunt fur every time the brutal cowboy brought his hips back. My cousin hooked a heel behind his back and pushed her other leg out straight at right angles to her body. The inner flesh of her cuntlips quivered with Willy's thrusts now and the squishy wet sound was louder.
The powerful muscles along his back ridged out as he clutched Jessica's squirming hips with his callused hands. She rocked and dipped her ass in a frenzied convulsion of passion. Her fingers twisted in his hair and she pulled his head down off the bed to kiss her tits again. The brown nipples stood up like fleshy spikes and I watched them as Willy's tongue quickly made them become shiny. A trance-like look had come over Jessie's face, like the look she'd had in the meadow with me. Except now it wasn't me fucking her at all. It was some loony cowboy she'd picked up in a bar.
"Oh, fuck!" Jessie cried. "FUUUUCK!" Willy screwed and humped until the sweat was beading on his face. Jessica was locked around him, riding every convulsion in her body, her sweet ass pitching as wildly as the man who was fucking her. Then she let out a shuddering sigh and fell back limp.
Willy pulled his cock from her pussy immediately and sat back on his haunches with a look on his face that seemed to say he'd conquered another piece of ass. Danny chuckled softly deep in his throat and nodded.
"Hope you didn't plumb wear her out, Will."
Willy's cock hung down in a curved swoop of glistening meat. A long string of cum oozed down, puddling on Jessica's ankle. Another surge of anger coursed through me. What if that sonovabitch had gotten Jessie pregnant? I'd kill him if he had.
"Well, I can tell you one thing," Willy said, wiping a hand across his head, "she's a wild one all right! That pussy of hers was milking my dick like a newborn calf wanting something to eat."
Danny stood up eagerly and started undoing his belt buckle with one hand while he kept a firm hold on my wrist with the other. I looked back at Jessica. Her hips were still moving slightly as if Willy's big cock were still deep inside her cunt. I wondered if it was because he'd pulled out so quick after he'd finished, and found my own cock had grown hard and hot between my legs. I hated myself for becoming excited watching Jessica get kicked, but there was nothing I could do about that, either.
Willy came naked across the room and took Danny's place behind me. Except this time he got another long piece of the torn sheet and began to tie my wrist in place behind my back. Then he wrapped it around my chest a couple of times and finished by cinching my free hand up behind the frame of the chair, too. I pulled against my bonds, but my awkward position gave me no leverage. Willy grinned, satisfied that I couldn't get loose.
Danny was standing on the other side of the bed, looking down into Jessica's pretty face.
"Figure I want a little of that sweet mouth more than anything else," he drawled, stepping out of his tattered blue jeans. I almost choked when his cock swung free of his shorts. It was bigger than Willy's, bigger than my prick. At least nine inches long and as big around as a pick handle. As his tool rose and filled with more blood, it jutted out from Danny's stout body and the foreskin slid slickly back from the knob enough to expose the small pinhole at the tip. A tiny droplet of fluid hung there until Danny jacked the skin up and back a few times and it fell against Jessica's belly. She came awake then, slowly pulling herself up onto the bed again. It was a strange thing to feel, but I was glad in a way that Jessica was blind now. Glad that she couldn't see the huge dong bobbing only an inch or two away from her face. Danny jacked his cock skin again and this time the foreskin rippled back from the whole blood-blue knob. It was blunt and broad and glistening with his cock sap.
Suddenly, Danny reached down and hooked his hands under Jessie's anus. He pulled her up onto her haunches and pushed the shiny tip of his prick against her cheek. Jessie gave a shocked cry and pulled away, but Danny wrapped his fingers in her hair and pulled her close again. I knew by the things Jessica had said to me that she'd never sucked a man's cock before in her life. And I sensed, too, that she was afraid of doing it. Danny touched his cock to her lips and this time she crumpled into a limp ball of shivering girl flesh on the mattress.
Willy stalked across the room and picked her up roughly. "There's more than one way to skin a cat, Danny," he laughed. "Come on 'round by this footstool and get down on your knees. I'll lay this sweet hunk of ass face down across it and that aughta put her mouth just about pecker high."
Danny nodded and got down on his knees by the footstool like Willy had said. I jerked at my bonds again as I watched Willy push Jessica down so that just her stomach was supported by the cushion of the low stool. Jessica began to moan deep in her throat as the two men pawed her. Her face was even with Danny's big prick now, just like Willy had said it would be. And Willy had his hands at the small of her back so she couldn't get away, his knees on the floor behind her. That's when I noticed the look on his face again. He smoothed one hand down between the white perfection of Jessie's plump asscheeks. As his fingers tickled over her hung, my darling cousin jerked and trembled. Then he roughly shoved four fingers into her cunt and she went rigid, her back arched prettily.
"Why don't we work on both ends of her, this time?" Willy laughed, his blue eyes glittering wickedly.
"Suits me fine," Danny said, almost drooling on himself as he wound more of Jessica's black hair around his fingers and inched forward on his knees.
I jerked again at the twisted sheets but nothing gave. I tried to cry out through the gag, but only a muffled, angry sound came out. Jessica turned her head at the sound and Willy raised a fist and glared. But it wouldn't do me any good even if Jessica did know I was there.
Willy was trying to massage some life into his limp pecker again while Danny pushed his own glossy cock against Jessie's lips. She had her mouth pressed tight closed, but the scarred cowboy simply dug his thick fingers hard into a place under her ears and she opened her lips quickly with a little cry of pain.
Danny grinned in a perverted way. "Let's see just how much cum this here little filly can hold, Willy."
Willy was still pumping his hand on his cock, trying to get it hard enough to put inside Jessica's soft cunt again. I closed my eyes and wished a million things that couldn't be.



CHAPTER EIGHT


I only made a hundred miles that night before I had to pull into a rest stop and flop wearily down beside Jessica where she'd curled up in the back of the station wagon. Neither of us woke up until the heat of the morning sun made it too uncomfortable to stay asleep. We got a big breakfast at a little cafe, then drove on. Before the day was over, we'd made it into Utah.
Jessica seemed quieter than usual, but then I didn't have much to say, either. She asked about the country we were driving through, and I did my best to describe it. But my mind was really back in that motel in Westmount. I could still see the cowboy named Willy pumping his jizz into her cunt and I knew that Jessica had to be pregnant. But she seemed so happy, sitting beside me as the road dipped and curved through the passing bills. When finally I got the nerve to ask her why she wasn't worried, Jessica laughed softly and pressed my hand.
"If I'd known that was bothering you, I'd have said something sooner." She took a deep breath and gave me an apologetic look. "With all the excitement of coming to the cabin with you and Janey, I got my weeks mixed up. Since I didn't have my Braille calendar along, I counted from the wrong date. I was a whole week and a half off."
"That means that…"
"That means we could've done it that last time and nothing would've happened, even though Janey had my diaphragm."
"Hell, Janey mined it with all tat whistling anyway." I shook my head. "And she was up there taking those damned pictures, too."
Jessica had been amused when I'd told her that morning of my sister's amateurish blackmail plot, and now she was smiling again.
"I only wish I could see them, Ross. What did they look like?"
"Not as nice as looking at the real thing," I told her, and Jessica snuggled close against my side.
At the first small town in Utah. I found a motel and pulled in. The manager gave me a funny look, probably because I was so young and had a woman with me, but he slid the key across the counter and took my money just the same.
For the first time since leaving Westmount, I was starting to feel halfway decent again. The whiskey had finally cooked out of my system and a hot shower washed away the last traces of the run-in with Willy and Danny. When I came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist, Jessica was standing by the bed brushing her dark hair. I stopped, taking in her naked back and legs. The only thing she had on was a pair of snow-white panties so brief that they would've fit easily under even the skimpiest bikini bottom.
Jessie turned, sensing my presence, and I saw the V of silk that curved under her cunt mound. My knob had already begun to swell and my cock was pushing the towel out. I knew right away that I still hadn't taken the time to really see my cousin. Everything had been hurried and frantic at the cabin. A quick lay in the meadow or a hug and kiss behind a tree. And Janey's constant presence hadn't made it any easier.
But now I had all the time in the world to find out her every detail, her every secret. The smile on Jessie's lips told me that she would like that, too.
"I just know you're staring at me. A blind person can feel certain things, especially the way your mind runs, Ross Hunter!"
"You're so damned pretty," I told her, stepping close. Jess took a quick breath and hooked her warm fingers over my shoulders. Her brownish-red nipples pointed up at me. There were big blue veins under the white skin of each tit and it made me tingle to follow their patterns.
"Ross," Jessica whispered, "I love to touch you. A blind person never gets enough of that… touching. It's the only way I can see. With my fingers and my mouth." Her cheeks pinked. "Now that we're really going tote together for a while, I want to know you as well as I can."
"That's sure all right with me."
Her nostrils flared with excitement and she let her hands slip over the tops of my shoulders and then down, kneading the muscles of both arms. Her hot palms rested against my naked sides for a moment; then she touched the towel, smiled slightly and pushed it aside. The corners of her mouth showed her delight as she found my hard cock and surrounded it with trembling fingers.
"Something special on your mind?" she laughed.
"Oh, God, Jessica, I…"
She hugged me. "After tonight I think you'll be glad you brought your cousin along." Her face went serious.
"But I'm already glad I did!"
Jessica nodded wisely. Then she was getting down on her knees in front of me while I stared in excited confusion. She traced the outline of my feet on the rug, then touched both ankles. I felt her learning each tendon and vein with her sensitive fingertips. When she got as high as my knees, she scooted close enough to press her warm boobs against them. The sensation of her turgid nipples on my shins was so unexpectedly exciting that I pushed my fingers deep into the lush dark curls of her hair. Jessica tilted her chin up and smiled, her eyes blank with not seeing and yet full of love. I'd finally gotten to where I could look right at those poor green eyes. They were as pretty as the rest of my loving cousin.
"You have nice strong legs," she said. Hot palms smoothed the outsides and insides of my thighs. Jessica curled her arms behind me and traced the shape of my ass. I gave a jerk when one long nail tickled over the taut whorl of my bung and Jessica giggled. Then her hands flew back around front and cupped my balls. The shower had made my pouch draw up tightly against the hilt of my cock and Jessie's expression told me she was curious about this.
"In the meadow they were hanging down…" She tilted her face up at me again. "Yeah. Depends on how hot or cold they get. I read it somewhere."
She cupped and fondled the firm skin of my nuts, pausing for an instant at the knot of skin behind them. Finally she turned her head sideways and ducked under my rigid prick. I had no idea what she was doing until the touch of her wet lips opening around my balls made my legs tremble. I looked down at her beautiful face, the way her hair had fallen back to expose the delicate curliques of one ear as she curved her lips wider and took all of my wrinkled pouch inside her mouth.
"Jessicuhhhh!" I moaned.
Her tongue lashed teasingly along the puckered skin, heating and loosening the sac until my balls rolled loosely in the hot spit bath. I could hear the saliva bubbling in her nose as she gently sucked my seed-packed eggs. After a minute or so she pulled her lips away and began kissing the underside of my cock. It wasn't the kind of kissing meant to make me come. It was the kind of kissing that could make a guy lose his mind. Her lips pursed each time and only the fucking tip of her tongue touched my flaming meat.
"Oh, Christ!" I coughed.
"You have such a beautiful body, darling!" Jessica took a weak breath and pursed her mouth over my tip. "I don't think I'll ever get tired of touching you."
My cock was glossy with her spit, and some of the wetness was smeared across one of my cousin's cheeks. I wanted to kiss that soft mouth and hold her body against mine, but Jessica wasn't through with me yet. She stopped her bewitching cock-kissing and turned her face up at me again.
"I have to tell you some things, Ross. It's the only way to make this whole thing last. I always want you to know the truth."
The way I felt, I didn't care what Jessica told me. I loved her more with each passing second and that was all there was to it.
"You don't have to say anything, unless you really want to."
Jessica caressed my cock with her hand as she spoke. The words came out slow, as if she were thinking it all out as she told me.
"It was true what I said about not having much experience with men. When Danny put his cock in my mouth, it was the first time…"
"That bastard! That sonova…."
"No, Ross!" Jessica shook her head hard. "I was scared stiff of it before. Now I'm not." She smiled as if to show me how simple it all was. "But there are some things I know about males that even most guys don't have an inkling about." She petted my prick again and went on in her whispery voice. "Last year I met a girl at the school for the blind. She wasn't there long, but we became friends for a while. Since she had her eight, she'd been out with oodles of men. I heard some things I hardly believed at first. She told me ways a girl can make it fantastic for a man."
To hear sweet Jessica talking like this made me want to laugh, but I only smiled and touched her hair. She wanted me to be glad I'd brought her along. She was trying to say that even a blind girl would make a good lover.
"Jess, you don't have to prove…"
"No, listen!" She gave my cock a hard little squeeze. "I don't want you to think bad things of me if I do something… strange to you."
This time I did laugh. "I promise I won't think anything bad of you." I couldn't imagine Jessica having much inside knowledge that I hadn't at least heard about. But it was easier to go along with her little game than fight it.
Jessica smiled suddenly, her face glowing with excitement. I bent down and nuzzled her scented hair wildly. Then she sat back on her heels, looking impish and full of fun.
"There's a jar of cold cream in my suitcase. It'd be quicker if you got it for me."
The little white jar was tucked between a neatly folded pile of silk panties and a pair of my cousin's tight-fitting blue jeans. When I brought it back and handed it to her, she licked her lips daintily.
"Oh, Ross, this is going to be fun! You can't believe how long I've thought of doing it to someone. But I knew it would have to be someone special… someone I loved."
I looked curiously into her blank eyes, but there was no hint for me there. I had to admit she'd aroused my curiosity. "Just what did this chick tell you anyway?"
"Most people would think it was naughty," she said, wrinkling up her nose. "But if you love somebody, nothing is really naughty. Don't you believe that, Ross?"
"Yeah… guess I do."
Jessica was still an her knees in front of me. She reached out and felt the chair that was beside us. "You can hold onto that if you have to."
"Wait a minute. What makes you think I'll have to hold onto something?"
"If I do it right, you will!" The impish look was there again, but I couldn't for the life of me figure out what she had in mind. More, than anything else, I was eager to get my cock in her sweet cunt. But it was clear that Jessica had a surprise for me and I couldn't spoil her obvious delight in wanting to please.
My cock was still hard and hot, and Jessica gave it a few petting licks with her tongue before she slowly unscrewed the lid of the cold-cream jar. I watched her dip her forefinger deep into the bottle and carefully spread the slippery white stuff back over her knuckles. Then she rose on her knees again and touched her lips to the side of my cock. Her other hand looped around my thigh and I felt a slick finger forcing apart the cheeks of my ass. The cold shock of the cream made my asshole close tight.
"Hey, what the hell are you doing?!"
"Ross!" Jessica said, her voice gently scolding. "Let me at least try! Then if you don't like it, fine."
Again her finger smoothed the cream around the tight-pinched opening of my bung, slickening the dryness. Then ever so gently I felt her probing harder against the closed brownie. The spasming muscles tightened down again, cramping to stop the slender invasion of my cousin's long finger up my ass.
"Goddamn!" I gasped. "Jessica, are you sure you know what…"
Her laughter was so lightly mocking that I felt my face go red. "God, Ross, you're so innocent! And all along I thought I was the one who'd be learning things." She reached her chin up and gave my navel a soft kiss. "Can't you understand that I love you? When a person loves someone, they want to bring them pleasure. Now, quit fighting, and relax."
"But nobody's ever put their finger up…"
"Shhhhhhh!"
It was strange how Jessica had kind of taken over things, but in a way I liked it. I looked down lovingly at her long, slender back as she turned a little to get in a better position. Her finger pressed again at the slickened door of my bung and this time I tried to relax the way she'd told me. In an instant her greased knuckles were slipping past the opening ring of ass muscles. She quickly probed deeper up my butt while I held my breath from the completely new sensation.
"It should be in here somewhere," she said under her breath. A sharp and thrilling jolt made my cock jump. Jessica rubbed again over the lump she'd found and felt my cock with her other hand. Again there was a surge and Jessica smiled. "Yes, that's got to be it!"
"What's going on?" I gasped, feeling awfully helpless all of a sudden.
"It's your prostrate, silly." Her bottom lip was tucked under her pearly teeth as she concentrated on the shape of the walnut sized gland deep within my body. Then she opened her lips and wrapped them tenderly around the head of my cock. I closed my eyes and instinctively reached out for something to hold onto. Yeah, like always, Jessica had been right about that, too. Her tongue began to explore with teasing slowness around the hollow behind my knob while up above my balls… up inside me I could feel the gentle pressure as Jessie massaged and tantalized the muscles of my cum gland.
When she touched it a certain way, my cock seemed about to unload hot cream onto her sucking tongue. But when she'd massage it in a new place, I dangled in an excruciating limbo. Turbulent and tingling sensations poured over my skin. I gripped the back of the chair beside me until my knuckles turned white. With Jessica's finger working secretly inside my ass, I knew I couldn't come until she was ready for it.
She took her mouth away from my prickhead with a pop, shot off a quick smile, then bathed the underside of my meat with warm saliva. I ached to have my cock deep in her mouth again, but Jessica was enjoying the lovely torture she was inflicting. Wetly she fluttered her tongue over the streamlined barb of my knob again poked and petted the pulsing lump of dynamite that ached to explode. Every time the tickling beginning of my orgasm started, Jessica would tease it back again with a knowing touch.
"You sweet boy," she breathed, kissing her way back to my balls again, pumping the skin of my cock with her closed fingers.
I tried to say something but couldn't make the words come out. Finally I contented myself with watching the raven-haired beauty on her knees before me. The way her head bobbed as she sucked my dong. The way her tile rose with each breath. Even the way her feet looked, pink soles facing up and her toes pointed back prettily along the rug.
But now I was closer to that evasive edge of joy. And Jessica's sensitive touch seemed to tell her just how hot my fires raged. She lightened her delicate massage inside my ass and nipped her teeth around the bottom of my heated prick. Her tongue formed a deep U under my cockhead then and she rocked her head faster. The spasms of my coming began so slowly that I had to rest my elbows on the chair back while I gasped with unexpected lust. Jessica was digging my prostate with her fingernail now and the maddening tickle grew sharper. Her cheeks made little hollows as she sucked my prick furiously. The first surge of cream pushed up into my tubes, but it was all so slow that my head spun with dizziness. Again Jess swathed her tongue wildly against the underside of my meat, urging the jizz out. The hot fuck cream was foaming into my cock now and suddenly she started massaging in a new place with her long finger. My gland convulsed so sharply that my shoulders bucked, and the first hot jet of seed frothed into Jessica's throat. I could feel my ass muscles tighten around her invading finger, but Jessica kept it there, enticing the thick curds of hot jizz from my balls in slow, hot waves. Her mouth curved and sucked around the drum-tight head of my cock as the seed boiled out. My eyes were closed. I wasn't even in the motel room any more. All I remember was the unbelievable sensation of Jessie pulling her finger from my whole as I fell limply across the bed. There was the sound of water in the bathroom as my clever cousin washed her hands. Then I heard her slow, blind footsteps as she came back across the room.
"Say something, darling, so I know where the bed is."
"Here," I managed to say. I felt a towel dabbed between my asscheeks as Jessica wiped the cold cream off.
"You were wonderful!" she whispered, kissing the small of my back. "My panties got soaking wet just doing it to you like tat." There was the loving touch of her hand on my still-tingling butt. "I hope you liked it."
I turned onto my side and stared at her lovely features, trying to think of how to put my feelings into words. "Jessica, I liked…"
Her sweet giggles cut me off. "Oh, I knew you would!" She was all over me then, kissing my shoulders and neck and face, thrusting her sharp hips against my stomach.
"I love you, baby!" I said, pushing back her black hair so I could find an ear.
"Now, why don't you rest awhile so we can play some more later!"
I didn't really go to sleep. But I did close my eyes and think about the girl I'd brought with me. She was the kind of chick most guys dreamed about and when I remembered that I'd almost let her slip away, I knew I still had a lot to learn about life. A half-hour must've passed before I felt like getting up. Jessica was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room, the tiny white panties still the only thing covering her body. She heard me stir and walked in her slow, feeling way to the bed. It was then that I noticed she had a bright-colored scarf in her hand.
"Feel like playing?" she asked in a devilish kind of way.
"Uh-huh," I said, nodding, and slipping my hands around behind. The parities rode so low on her round butt that I could feel the start of the pretty divide where her asscheeks came together. I started to inch the silk underwear down, but Jessica switched her ass away and began to twirl the scarf into a narrow band.
"Let's make things a little more even," she sighed. "Then we'll see how good you can catch a mate." The silk felt nice against my closed lids and I could smell Jessie's scent in it, too. She pulled the two ends tight behind my head and knotted them.
"Jessica, you're the craziest chick."
The bed jiggled and she was gone. "Catch me if you can!" There was the sound of her footsteps and then silence. I thrust my hands out in front of me and lunged in the direction of the last sounds. But my fingers clawed empty air. There was a little snort from my right but I pretended not to hear, trying to judge the distance to the bed and where my impish cousin might be. Then I moved quickly. For an instant my hand touched warm girl flesh, but then I knew that Jessica had been ready. A slender leg cut the front of my ankles and her hands pushed hard against my back. I went sprawling across the mattress while Jessica laughed behind me.
"How… did you do that?" I asked, grinning. For a moment I'd almost thought that Jessica had regained her sight.
"It just takes a little practice," she giggled. "I've had plenty."
More footsteps circling me. Silence. I felt the edge of the bed and walked around it. With the scented scarf so close to my nose I couldn't even sniff out my mischievous lover. I'd never realized how being without sight could make something was difficult. But I wasn't ready to give up yet. It was obvious that Jessica was making sounds and then moving silently to another spot. She was drawing me like a hunter might call a duck, but when I got there, she pounced from another angle. This time when I heard her footsteps, I guessed that she'd moved to the right. I waited until I thought she'd stopped. Then I lunged, grabbing.
Jessica's strong, slim arms circled my middle from behind, and her laugh tickled my back. The firm little stalks of her tits made me tingle all over.
"You crazy cunt!" I laughed, trying to turn. This time she spun me around before she pushed me down on the bed. As I fell, I felt her fingers lovingly brush my cock. I shivered with desire for my elusive dark-haired witch. And a blind witch at that.
But now my senses were telling me more. Instead of moving so much, I stayed still so I could hear the soft padding of Jessica's narrow feet. When I held my breath, I found I could even hear breathing. She feinted with a sound and came alongside me again. For a second I was sure she was between me and the bed. I had her! Opening my arms I jumped forward and Jessica's squirming body was suddenly surrounded by my hug. We stumbled and went down across the bed, both of us laughing. Her warmth pressed me everywhere: hips, breasts, belly. Not being able to see her made me savor each radiant sensation. I could feel the brief panties where they cut low across her silken belly and the sweet, musky aroma of her cunt wafted up to my nostrils. When she flailed her legs and the smooth skin of her inner thighs brushed my own, I couldn't take it any longer.
I jerked the silk scarf from my eyes and tossed it away. Jessie touched my face, then smiled knowingly. "You just had to see what you were touching, didn't you?"
Now that I could use my eyes again, I noticed that Jessica's cheeks were flushed with excitement her green eyes sparkling almost as if she weren't blind at all. I kissed each corner of her mouth, then traced the pretty curves of her lips with the tip of my tongue. Jessie gave a sigh and sucked it deep into her mouth, nibbling sexily as she thrust her pussy up. My rigid cock slipped down against the spot where her cunt juice had soaked through the almost transparent silk. Jessica rocked her hips as she pretended to try to escape from my clasping hug, but it only let the soaked silk push up between her warm cuntlips. I felt as if I could almost tam a hole in the sheer material my prick was so hard.
"You're so big!" she sighed, pushing her mouth against my ear. The dainty wet movements of her tongue and lips there sent dazzling sparks through my loins. I held her even tighter, hunching my cock instinctively against the thinly veiled opening of her pussy. The silk gave some more, closing in soppily around my cockhead.
"Ooohhh, I want you so bad!" Jessica whispered. "You're about to fuck my panties right up into me!" Her long fingers tangled in my hair, then slipped down my back.
I pushed myself onto my knees and began to work the white panties off over her hips. The crotch piece was heavy with slickness. Gracefully, Jessica raised her legs so I could get the dainty thing over her ankles. Then she parted her knees on each side of me. I stared at the sexy dark hair that curled around her cunt mound. As Jessie tipped her crotch up, the outer cuntlips parted wide and I could see the soft, rosy membranes swimming in slick butter.
There was something about Jessica's lovely pink slash that made me want to get down on my stomach between her quivering thighs and push my mouth close. I'd never gone down on any girl yet, though I'd come pretty close to some muff-diving that time with Jessie in the meadow. My sweet cousin jumped and made a whimpery sound in her throat when she felt my cheeks touch her thighs. I pushed her legs back until her soaked pussy opened and bloomed, revealing all the slick red meat inside. With a panting gasp I plunged my mouth into the wet mass of cunt flesh and lapped my tongue furiously down the valley of her steamy gash. Jessica's curvy body writhed violently on the bed and her back arched so sharply that it was easy to slip both hands under the small of her back. I pressed my mouth down to her mushy quim licking and sucking her oozing cunt the best way I knew how, my nostrils flaring with the intoxicating musk of her arousal. I teased the tender flaps of her inner cuntlips, then jabbed my tongue deep into her pussy hole. I kissed my way upwards again until I felt the turgid little bead of her clit under my teeth. Jessica shuddered.
"Ross… Oh, Ross!" she gasped, grinding her gushing cunt up against my face as if she'd lost her mind. My cheeks were smeared wet with the sweet girl honey and my chin poked into the beginning softness of her hole. The feeling of her squishy cunt flesh against my ups and tongue was driving me up the wall. I was eating my cousin's pussy and liking it! Especially the way it made Jessica's slender body tremble and buck.
"Stop, Ross… Oh, stop!" She was panting. "If you don't stop, I'll c-c-come and I don't want to yet!"
I kissed each of her thighs, leaving splotches of cunt juice on her skin. Then I started to pull myself up onto Jessica's body, but she laughed and scrambled onto her hands and knees. Her tits hung down huge and heavy under her chest and I could see her flat tummy heaving with excitement. She widened her knees and I watched her ass roll in a sexy way. Her pussy was swollen open from the way I'd eaten her, the spit-damp fur sparkling with dew diamonds.
So now Jessie wanted to get fucked this way… from behind. I smiled and shook my head. Jessica surprised me at every turn and I had to admit I dug it. She humped her back, then tossed her ass in a teasing way. I smoothed my hands over the satin-smooth whiteness of both firm buns. As I positioned myself behind, Jessie sighed hotly.
"I always heard of this," she said, "so I thought we might try it."
"You fantastic little animal," I growled, kissing up along the bumpy line of her backbone.
Jessica shivered and tossed her black hair. With one hand I guided my cock up against her glistening cuntlips. The heat on my knob was fantastic as her pussy juice soaked me. Jessie widened her knees more to bring her crotch lower, and as I thrust my prick forward, my cousin tilted her pelvis to put her pussy hole at the right angle. It was tight, but the head of my cock slipped past the muscular ring of her cunt mouth and into the juice-flooded insides of her twat. She gasped with the sudden fullness and bent her legs up sharply. I felt her warm, soft soles tickling the sides of my hips and her juicy cunt clasping my cock meat tightly.
Slowly I brought my hips back, breathless with the sensation of her satiny cuntal membranes sliding past my fleshy knob. As I fucked in again, I could feel things through the walls of her cunt… small, soft organs being pushed out of the way by my thick dong.
"Ahhhhhhh," Jessie gasped.
I plunged my dick in her snug hole again and held my crotch against her ass, my balls flapping up to smack her swollen cuntlips. This time when my cousin tossed her head, a cascade of black hair tumbled down each side of her face and I saw the whiteness at the nape of her neck suddenly exposed. I pressed my mouth against the warm, sweet-smelling spot and sucked. My belly slipped sexily over her narrow back and I could feel every writhing movement she made. As Jessica shifted her hands outward on the mattress, I could see her delicate shoulder blades knifing back and forth under the taut tan flesh. I kissed each one passionately.
"I love you, Jess!"
"Darling, you're tearing me apart… you're stretching me!"
I hooked a hand around the front of one lovely thigh and began to move my fingers up between the puffy cuntlips, squishing noisily in the buttery mass of pussy meat. The hot juice ran down over my knuckles as I rubbed deeper, tickling the sensitive cunt flesh where it was sketched tight around the thickness of my cock. Then I brushed the rubbery nubbin of Jessica's pulsing clitoris.
Her breathing was short and raspy now, and when she tossed her hips in rhythm to my in-and-out fucking, it was with a savage kind of urgency. Drunk with lust, Jessica's head hung down between her braced anus as I thrust my prick deep into her smacking pussy, fondling her own small cocklike clit at the same time.
"YESSSSS!" she cried, breath catching. "GOD, YESSS! Oh, Ross, hurt me a little!"
Jessica's gasping, pleading voice made my cock catch fire. I fucked wildly into her overflowing pussy and her arms trembled and collapsed. With her face pressed down against the bed and her loving ass pushed up like that, I went into a lusty madness, fucking so hard that my hips slapped her round asscheeks, smearing the seething cunt honey as it frothed from around the edges of Jessica's hole. As my cock began to spurt, Jessie started to arch and hump her back, rocking her ass feverishly at the same time. The shifting whisper-soft folds of her cunt stroked my exploding prick wonderfully as I clutched my hands into the flesh of my cousin's flailing hips and pressed my face against her sweet back.
"Damn! Oh, FUCK!" she gasped, twisting and writhing under my steady lunges.
I pressed my hand flat against her heaving belly and spread my fingers to touch as much of her shivering flesh as I could. My other hand still rubbed wetly in the gaping wound of her swollen gash, pinching and teasing her clitoris. Hat seed flooded back out of her convulsing hole and quickly soaked my balls. Jessica had both eyes shut tight in ecstasy as she chewed the wrinkled spread. Lovingly I touched my hand to her cheek and she quickly sucked my little finger into her mouth. Her tongue pulled at it feverishly as if she expected something to squirt out of me there, too.
Her ass lurched as more of my cum fountained into the warmth of her quaking cunt. We fell sideways on the mattress, still fucking and jerking. I bit the skin of her shoulder and side, twisting myself under her arm until I could get my mouth around one pretty brown nipple. Jessica cuddled my head closer as I tongued her stiff nub. The thick cunt juice smacked and sucked as I went on reaming her devastated pussy with my spewing cock. When finally there was nothing left in my balls and Jessica had been thoroughly ravaged, we collapsed in a tangle of arms and legs and soft kisses.
Neither of us moved for a long time. Then slowly, tenderly, we pulled ourselves up. Jessica crossed her legs tailor-fashion and sat there smiling her blind smile at me.
"I bet I look a mess," she said. Her voice was hoarse from the passionate squeals I'd brought from her only moments before.
"You look fantastic!" And she did. Her black hair was tangled around her shoulders and over the tops of her glowing tits. Big smears of drying cum and pussy juice glistened on the insides of her thighs and halfway up her belly. And as my hot sap began to leak from her cunt, it wet her delicate ankles where they were tucked under her ass.
Jessica found my face with her hands and pulled our lips together. The kiss was gentle and full of more promised love. I couldn't have been happier. But there was one small thing that I just had to find out about.
"Jess, honey, you know that first little trick you played on me — that deal with the cold cream? I mean, are you sure you never did it before to anyone?"
Jessica giggled and gave me a smug smile. "It's the God's honest truth, Ross. All I know is that the girl who told me how to do it said that once I gave a guy that kind of treatment he'd follow me to the end of the earth."
Now it was my turn to reach out and pull her face close. I gave her my tongue, then greedily sucked her lips, nibbling at them with my teeth. When I broke it off, I pressed my forehead against Jessica's, my nose nuzzling hers.
"Yeah, I'll follow you to the end of the earth."
Her soft laugh made her tits quiver. "I'll bet that's the first time anybody's said that to a blind girl!"
I wrestled my sweet cousin down onto the bed and pulled her lithe body hard against mine. In the coming days we'd have lots of things to work out, a whole new life to begin. But now there was only the two of us. And in a little while I'd be able to slip my cock deep into lovely, blind Jessica's warm pussy again.


THE END



Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

OPS/images/tb1049ballingcousins1m.jpg





OPS/images/tb1049ballingcousins.jpg
BT






