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CHAPTER ONE


"How could I have done it?" Carrie Livingston awoke with a delicious sensation in her loins… that feeling that she had felt often before when as a young woman she had indulged herself with indefatigable lovers. This time however, she knew that it was not a question of some young man she had spent a pleasant afternoon with, but rather something much more serious… something she could hardly even admit to herself this morning. It had been with her own son-in-law!
Beside her, her husband John lay, snoring deeply in sleep. Carrie shifted her voluptuously formed body beneath the silk sheets. She looked over at her husband's craggy, handsome features. A terrible feeling of guilt swept over her as she realized that John hadn't an inkling of an idea just how far she had gone in her search for reassurance that she was still attractive to younger men.
"It's only because I was feeling so blue…" she thought, staring up at the mirrored ceiling she'd recently had installed. "That's why it all started… once I let Ike do that to me on the porch… it was only a question of time before I did something even more perverted!"
The smoky mirror on the ceiling reflected the image of a glamourous woman of uncertain years. Carrie's beautiful features and shining pale blonde hair had withstood the years with considerable grace, and even though she was a grandmother, many would never have guessed it. But she had been feeling more and more upset recently about growing older, that was one of the reasons she had persuaded John to let her redecorate their bedroom in the big house of their popular mountain resort. She had chosen a theme dear to her heart, and by the time she was finished the large bedroom with its two bathrooms would have done credit to the most finicky of Hollywood movie stars. It was "30's" posh, complete with circular bed, shaggy white rugs, smoked glass mirrors of a hazy blue tint on both the walls and the ceilings. There were several chaises with low accompanying cocktail tables, and a well-stocked bar. As for the bathroom that Carrie called her own, she had installed a large sunken tub of an octagonal shape choosing ornate lions heads for the spouting faucets.
Carrie had hoped that this, in addition to the new wardrobe she had purchased, would make her happy. But she found that it only accentuated the feeling of loneliness she had. In spite of her love for John, she still felt a need for something more exciting in her life. She knew that John thought her ideas were ridiculous, but he nevertheless went along with her… even when she had shown up at the first family dinner in that Marlene Dietrich see-through gown! She'd spent a lot of money having a dressmaker copy it for her… and the festive dinner had seemed to her just the occasion to wear it, even if it was a little daring!
Carrie turned over on her side, burying her head a little deeper in her pillow as she recalled her son Jamie's reaction to the dress, and how their bitter argument over it had led her to drink all that champagne, which had in turn made her respond to Ike's advances… her own son-in-law! She remembered his strong young fingers… and how they had insinuated themselves beneath her panties, moving upward, high into the already moist area of her golden haired pussy… slipping in and out, in and out, making her cry out against him. What a wonderful feeling of excitement and mounting desire she had felt. She could still feel excited just by the thought of her daughter Tricia's husband… and the very idea chilled her. But she knew, that there was worse than that to consider. With a groan, she tried to block it all out, but she only succeeded in thinking about it all the more.
Even though the fall morning was cool… the first cool day of a streak of searing Indian Summer days… Carrie felt unduly warm beneath the covers. Perspiration formed on the portions of her body that were covered by her beige satin nightgown. Between the luscious thighs that had been so often admired by her first boyfriends, and then her adoring husband, and still later, intermittent lovers, there appeared a dewy moisture that curled the silk threads of Carrie's secret triangle of sex still further. She felt a tingling down there that was tantalizingly reminiscent of the powerful love-making she had enjoyed so thoroughly only the day before. Her breasts seemed to long to be touched again… and high inside in the tight darkness of her vaginal canal, she felt an emptiness, a longing that grew with each passing second. Her hand slipped down to the hem of her nightgown, and slowly, she raised it, breathing softly so as not to awaken her sleeping husband. It seemed odd to her that he was sleeping so late that morning. Usually he was up at the first crack of dawn, and she was usually not long in following him. But she was grateful that he was sleeping like this… she needed all the time she could get to gather her nerves together, after her harrowing experience of the day before.
While Carrie's mind wandered, her fingers travelled the length of her long slender thigh. They moved slowly but surely toward the palpitating center of her being. The golden triangle of sex seemed to tense with the approach of her own hand, and she knew that she had to assuage this new onslaught of desire. The entire lower half of her body felt unduly agitated as her fingers fumbled toward the hair-lined slit that enclosed the moist jewels of her cunt. The wet slit opened at the soft touch of her fingers and she let them dip into the soft fleshiness of the fuzz-lined lips.
"Aaah!" she gasped.
She parted her thighs ever so slightly and began to move her pearly painted fingernails from side to side and up and down, from the top of the tiny tip of her clitoris… already swollen and red, to the small gullies of flesh and the protruding inner lips… then down below to the hungry throbbing well of softly pulsating pussy.
"Oh, God!" she moaned almost out loud… her tongue felt thick and there was an excess of saliva in her mouth. Her own touches had aroused her almost beyond control, and she knew that she really needed more than this to satisfy her… much more!
Beside her, John snorted and grumbled something in his sleep. Instinctively, Carrie's hand moved sideways to touch his rock hard thigh. She had touched him like this so many mornings of their long marriage but this was the first time she felt this sense of desperation. John had always told her that one day she would go too far… and this time she had! Her fingers slipped quickly between her husband's thighs, and to her surprise, instead of finding his outsized penis in a state of sleeping semi-erection… she found a raging hard-on! Her fingers were electrified by the feel of its hardness and its girth, and setting aside her original curiosity about the reasons for her husband's arousal, she set about increasing it. Deftly, she moved the thick foreskin all the way back, feeling the sleek round head of John's prick grow taut as it swelled up still more.
"OH!" Carrie gasped, as she felt him stir beside her. He grunted and shifted his hips up a little, forcing his cock through her hostly enclosing fingers. It slid upward into the air, grazing against the covers of the bed.
She saw John's eyes spring open, and wordlessly, her own implored him.
"Oh, John," she thought, "if you only knew what I've done with our daughter's husband… if you only knew!" It seemed to her at the moment that by making love with her husband she might be able to erase the other love-making in which she had so shamelessly indulged. John's wildly rampaging cock in her belly would wipe out the memory of that other… those others!
Rising up, she rapidly tore away her night-gown, revealing the full curvaceous beauty of her body. The perfectly up-tilted breasts with their large aureoles, the thick nipples already hard and erect in anticipation of what was to come. She had an old-fashioned figure, a small waist, curvaceous full blown hips that she kept trim by studious diets and exercises. She had the figure of a woman 15 years younger and she was justly proud of it.
As she moved close to her husband, her gaze seemed to say, "I have a body made for loving… these breasts were made for sucking… these hips and thighs for touching… and this honey patch between my legs… for fucking!!"
She rose up like some pagan goddess over him, pulling the covers all the way back and revealing his naked torso. His abundant chest hairs once jet black, were now salt and pepper grey, just as his hair was silver tipped… but John Livingston had improved with age if anything, and Carrie marvelled at how handsome and strong he still was. Why couldn't she have just been satisfied with what she had??? How she had neglected John in the last few days since the family had arrived! Even though he hadn't seemed to mind, it was a terrible thing for her to have done, she thought… he had been only too happy to spend all that time with their daughter Tricia, even though she suspected that that was the primary reason he had set up this whole family reunion idea! And what a mess it had turned out to be… Nobody seemed to be getting along… and now with what she had done on the front porch with their son-in-law, she was sure that her son and daughter's families would be departing that very day… if they hadn't already left!
But now… if she could just feel John's wonderful big cock… just have him fucking her good… it seemed like she could make it all go away… everything could be different…! She straddled her rapidly awakening husband's legs, letting her huge, perfectly formed breasts softly cushion against his chest as she leaned forward over him. The erect thickness of his cock grazed the open slit of her vagina, but she slid down so that she could lay a moment flat upon him. "Carrie!" John whispered hoarsely… his wife's name catching in his throat as the full impact of her body against his struck him. The expensive scent of her French perfume drifted into his flared nostrils as her silken blonde hair brushed against his face. God he loved her! he thought… and to think he'd scarcely thought of her since the kids had come up… since Tricia… The image of his smiling golden haired daughter swept across his mind, and he felt his heart pounding wildly at the mere thought of her! He began a little short bucking movement upward against Carrie, feeling acutely tormented by his thoughts. Yet, the womanly feel of his wife's soft, sensuously warm skin pressing against his was overpowering, and he momentarily sought to push his real problems to the back of his mind. Carrie wanted him… and when they had first married he had promised never to let his glamorous young wife down. He sensed that he already had in some way… but at least, no matter what his shortcomings… he would make this morning memorable for her!
"Honey…" he cried into her hair… as she started wriggling about on top of him, and he felt his cock stirring impatiently against her soft belly.
Firmly, he cupped his wife's trembling buttocks in his hands, enjoying the sensuous mounds as he kneaded them beneath his fingers. He separated them, and pushed them back, and then pulled up on them, signalling to Carrie that he wanted her to kneel up. Breathing heavily, Carrie knelt over him, one knee on either side of his loins. The swollen tip of his prick rose before her like a saddle horn, and for a moment, she held onto it, with both hands. She felt like she would scream if he didn't put it up inside her shortly. Her hotly seeping vagina was aching with desire as she lifted herself up high enough so that she could get his hardened cock into her. The pink inner folds of her silken pussy felt moist and ready, and she knew he would slide all the way up into her waiting belly the very first time!
"Now!" she urged, "Now!" John's hands were around her waist as he pushed her downward. In the same motion she ground her buttocks around teasingly and plunged herself down onto his rock-like cock.
The thick bulging rod entered with a tremendous impact, moving forcefully into the willing entranceway to Carrie's eagerly welcoming cunt. The yielding pink flesh of the interior walls rippled in tiny folds before it, offering absolutely no resistance to the heavily invading cock, as Carrie's thigh muscles relaxed, letting the working thickness expand up inside her vaginal walls. She felt a blinding desire filling her as though it were a real inner pressure that had to get out. It pressed against her insides, threatening to burst her apart!
"Aaaaaaaaaah!" Carrie gurgled and twisted above her husband, squirming her buttocks, and grinding them down upon his thighs as his cock struck the very far end of her desperately straining pussy. "Oh God, John… oh you're right there!"
She leaned forward to kiss him, letting her tongue move swiftly beyond his teeth into his mouth, shifting wildly to every corner of his oral cavity.
"Nnnnnnnnghh!" she groaned. Without moving the rest of his body, John flexed his cock inside her, feeling her wonderfully clenched cunt tightening up against his cock as her cervix received the delicious tickling of his prick head.
"Oh John, John!" Carrie cried out, she could feel herself going to pieces. She wanted to feel more and more of it, and began to slide herself up and down, by flexing and unflexing her knees… rising tip and then sinking back.
"AaaaaH!" Carrie felt the acute white hot pleasure coursing through her vagina, shooting fireworks through her womb as her husband's giant cock thudded hard up inside her.
"OOoomp!" she would exclaim each time she sunk back again onto its sturdy mass. She felt a warm dizzying delight as its rock-hard girth impaled her.
John watched, fascinated as his wife's beautiful face changed to a mask of pure lust. Her blonde hair was disheveled and her firmly rounded breasts swayed and jerked above him. He lifted his head up and took one tiny ripe nipple in his mouth, holding on to it as Carrie continued her wild up and down fucking motions above him.
"Oh Christ!" he thought, "I'm gonna cum!" His cock felt unbearably hard and Carrie's erotic motions were just too much to take! But he grunted and held on, lifting her up by the waist, so that she was suspended just above his tingling cock.
"No… John… let me go… let me go… don't stop now!" Carrie cried, tears rising to her eyes. Frantically, she struggled to let his rigid cock enter her once more, and as John gave in, she gave a low moan. It was happening. Her orgasm seemed to rush to greet the renewed entry of her husband's fiercely swollen cock. It gathered her up in its momentum and she felt as if she were being flung against a wall. Wave after wave of excruciating pleasure inundated her sensitized womb. Something like a white flare illuminated her brain, filling it with just one lewdly unthinkable thought… just one person… her son… her grown son Jamie!!!
John felt his sperm racing wildly from his exploding testicles, speeding hotly along the full length of his tormented cock. It was wonderful, pure release! A feeling of bliss rushed in to replace the spurting liquid that splashed around up inside Carrie's insanely climaxing womb.
"Oh Jesus!" he cried, completely dazzled by the strength of his orgasm. "Ooooooooh! Tricia honey!!!"
His daughter's sweet face… her body… her downy soft cunt… all were made real to him once more as he felt the crest of his climax. For those brief seconds, he actually was with her… with her again!
"Oooooh daddy's cumming daddy's cumming!" he cried, completely beyond himself.

***

It was long moments later before either John or Carrie spoke. They were lying close together, still feeling the echoes of their splendid love-making. High in her still pulsing pussy, Carrie could feel the presence of her husband's spent member. She lay upon him, her head buried in the crook of his neck. Finally she spoke.
"John… I… I heard what you said when you were cumming in me. Do you know what you said?"
John was slow to answer, but finally he realized he had to admit it… had to get it off his mind or go crazy… even if it meant an end to him and Carrie!!
"Yes… yes I know… I called Tricia… God forgive me!"
Carrie sighed heavily. Her original confusion and shock at her husband's words were turning rapidly to something else. Could it be… she wondered, that just as she was attracted to their son… John was attracted to their daughter, Tricia??
Suddenly she saw a way out… her actions thought still reprehensible, seemed to lose some of their horror as she realized that she was not the only one in the world who had such desires. John had always been a little too fond of Tricia she realized now… clearly his "fondness" had gone a little too far… It was very similar to her case… although not exactly the same… and she intended to tell him so… Of course she wouldn't tell him everything… just enough to extract a promise from him!
"John, darling, don't feel bad," she whispered. She could feel his heart beating hard against her naked breasts. "I have a confession to make… I… uh… understand… yes, believe it or not… I do understand why you could want to do it to our daughter."
"But why… how how could anyone…!!!"
"Shhh! Let me talk… let me finish… I myself have felt certain feelings about Jamie… I think perhaps its a natural thing… I mean psychologically speaking… perhaps mothers and sons and fathers and daughters always feel these things!" She paused, thinking fast. "The thing to do," she continued, "is to ignore them… we must ignore them!"
"Yes…" John replied, hesitantly, seeing a glimmer of hope for the first time since his confrontation with his daughter the day before. "Ignore them…" he repeated.
"You must promise me… just as I will promise you… to ignore them in the future…for the sake of the family!!!"
"Oh Carrie… I promise… I promise!" John sobbed. He meant it sincerely and tears of relief slid down his cheeks. He realized he would not have to admit to Carrie what he had done. How Tricia's fresh pink buttocks had waved before him, twisting and turning his mind as surely as if he had been brain-washed. How he had fucked her over and over, his rampant cock smashing into her hard, slamming against her… How she had cried out and he had shouted her name to the trees… He would not have to tell Carrie any of this! And what was more, he wouldn't have to tell her what he had found their daughter doing in the bushes. He was glad to be able to promise Carrie anything! And he felt within his heart that he would never… never touch his daughter again.
"I promise!" he repeated to his wife, hugging her nakedness to him.
Carrie felt her husband's prick begin to thicken again within her, and a bolt of pleasure skipped through her. She felt good… almost elated.
"And I promise… I'll never think such things about Jamie again!" she sighed. "Never never again. After all… they have their families… their own families. We have to let them go… we have to…" She stopped, realizing that she was about to say too much. After all, she didn't want John to know exactly what had happened. She didn't want him to think that anything had happened at all!
Heaven only knew what he would do if he knew that she had not only allowed Jamie to watch her being made love to by Tricia's husband… their own son-in-law… but that this sight had so unbalanced him, that he himself had made love to her! And she had let him! Let her own son's hard cock fuck her between her widespread legs until she had almost passed out! How could she ever admit to anyone, even herself that she had never felt anything like it before in her entire life??
She was bouncing up and down a little on John's swelling penis. She lifted her head up, rearing backwards and shaking her head. Her piercing blue eyes met John's.
"Oh, darling… fuck me good… let's do it again! We need each other… we really do!!"
John's cock leaped to full erection high inside her warmly quivering pussy, and clenching her vaginal muscles tightly around it, she took that for his answer.



CHAPTER TWO


Carrie was hopeful that she was making the right impression. She had worn the most matronly clothes she owned, a conservative deep blue two piece suit. As she stood at the head of the table, she tried to surmise the effects of the speech she had just made. The members of her family sat quietly enough, and she felt that she had won them over. At the beginning of the lunch in the spacious private dining-room of the big house, both her son and daughter had declared their intentions of leaving directly after the meal.
She looked at Jamie to see his reaction. He was looking sullenly down at this plate. Beside him, his wife, Susan sat with an indecisive expression on her face. She looked as if she had been crying, Carrie noticed, feeling another stab of guilt as she thought of what havoc she might have caused in her son's family. Their child, little Nancy, seemed happy enough though… that was one thing, that Carrie felt thankful for…
"Jamie?" Carrie said, boldly trying to get her son to look back at her. "Shall we rise above the problems we've had…? Shall we all try to triumph over our differences?" Without saying anything too specific Carrie had tried to appeal to everyone's sense of family unity.
Jamie looked resentfully at his mother. "We'll stay until the end of the week!" he growled. She had some gall he thought! But he had to give her credit. Her talk had done a lot to calm him down… and she was right… they would all have to somehow survive what had happened yesterday. He could not control the shaking of his hands, and had finally given up trying to eat anything at all. He sensed his wife's anguish as she sat beside him. He had given her a hard time, he knew… he'd left his mother and Ike and run out of the house… screaming. He'd gone straight to their cabin and spent what seemed like hours in the shower, futilely trying to cleanse himself of what he had done to his own mother. It felt as though her scent had been burned into him. No amount of washing had gotten rid of it, and he could still smell it, sitting there at the table. His mind had almost succeeded in blocking out the shame he felt… but that scent lingered! It was that mixture of her musky perfume and her sensual sexual odors that kept coming back to him at the most unwanted moments. He realized now, that all his life his mother's smell had haunted him, and now… at last, at least everything was out in the open. Clearly, he had always wanted to do to her what he had done yesterday, when placed in the incredible position of watching his mother being royally screwed by another man, his own sister's husband, he had intervened and taken her himself… brutally true, but with more pleasure than he would have dreamed possible!
Jamie wondered if his father had any idea about what she was capable of! But his searing resentment of his mother and her "modern" ideas was somewhat tempered by what he himself had been "forced" to do… Really, he was hardly any better than she was! He thought back upon his life… his marriage to his wife Susan was practically meaningless, their sex life almost nill… He'd been fucking that little secretary from the office in just about every weird position she could think of… and that was enough satisfaction for him. He found their daughter, Nancy, sullen and unresponsive to him… sometimes he even suspected that the little girl hated him! His wife, Susan, in any case had every right to hate him, he thought, the way he treated her, neglecting her, criticizing everything she did! But he couldn't seem to help it. He had stubbornly refused all offers from his parents to come up and help manage the successful resort… preferring to try to make it on his own in the advertising world. But that was easier said than done, and sometimes Jamie wondered if it was worth it. Still, he had yet to reconcile himself to returning to his parent's summer resort, Livingston's'… largely because he didn't want to be that close to his father and mother!
And now that the worst had happened, he had agreed to put up with another week of it! He cursed under his breath, damning the whole idea of this reunion and wishing it could be over with on the spot! Across from him, Ike was cracking jokes as though nothing had happened. "What an ass!" Jamie thought, watching the man who had so recently become his mother's lover. "I should have followed my first impulse and killed him!" Jamie fumed. Beside Ike, Jamie's sister sat, drawn and pale, shifting nervously in her seat.
"How could Tricia have ever married such a creep!!?" Jamie thought, recalling the fact that Ike had not only made love to his mother, but had filmed the act on his video tape machine. It occurred to Jamie that Ike probably forced his sister, Tricia, to do all sorts of things in front of that damned machine of his! "One day I'm gonna beat the hell out of him!" Jamie stood up abruptly and tersely excusing himself, left the table, leaving everyone, including his wife and daughter, to stare after him.
"Well, we certainly are a high spirited family!" Ike quipped, loudly. He looked after his brother-in-law, surmising many of the latter's thoughts. "I know he hates my guts…" he thought, "after all, I married his sister and I fucked his mother. That's enough to get any man down!" He was inwardly very pleased about Jamie's discomfort, however, because he knew that his brother-in-law had always felt superior to him… in fact all of Tricia's family thought that she was too good for him… and now it was beginning to get pretty clear that… as a family, the Livingston's left something to be desired!
His ears still burned from the names Carrie had called him, right after that little scene with Jamie. After Jamie ran out of the room, she had turned on him… blaming him for everything… for putting the wrong video tape on the machine… she had actually accused him of substituting the tape of them fucking in her bedroom for the one of the family volley ball game! That woman had to be crazy! He smiled at her now, but even as he smiled, he felt a resentment for her welling up inside him. If she thought she could just use him like that and toss him off with a lot of dirty words, she was very wrong! She was the one who had started the whole thing by letting him finger her cunt on the back porch, and he really couldn't be blamed for taking her up on it. His manly pride was badly damaged, and this beautiful older woman was the cause of it. And he didn't intend to let her get away with it!
He felt his wife Tricia stir beside him. She had clapped her napkin to her face, and trying to stifle her sobs, she too asked to be excused. She had asked Ike to take her back to New York right away… but he had refused. He wanted to stick around Livingston's to get a few things straightened out! Besides, he felt Tricia couldn't have any really good reason for leaving anyway. She seemed to have been having a good enough time paling around with her "dear old daddy" during the last few days. She could just wait until he was ready to go now… after she had managed to drag him up to the stupid reunion in the first place!
"Excuse me, every-body…" Tricia said. She just couldn't sit there any longer. Now that she knew that she and Ike were going to be spending another week there, she was so upset that she could hardly keep back her tears. She hurried away from the table at which she had steadfastly refused to look at either her father, or at Susan. She just couldn't believe that her life had been utterly and completely ruined! That in one afternoon she could have done something so completely irreversible that she would never, ever get over it!
She ran as soon as she left the house, stumbling frequently as she made her way to the cabin she and Ike shared. She couldn't look her father in the face… and Susan! Well, she didn't know quite how, but she thought that Susan was responsible for everything that had happened. All those drinks they'd had… and Susan looking at her like that when she was lying on the grass… talking about her breasts… "Oh, God!" Susan gasped. "What kind of a pervert am I?" If she hadn't given in to the other woman… her father never would have come and caught them in that horrid lewd position! He never would have been tempted to do what he did to her naked body!
Tricia finally reached the cabin, which in season was normally occupied by Livingston's paying guests. She threw open the door and ran in, and fell sobbing upon the bed. Deep in her belly the heat still dwelled, the panties she had put on a short while ago were already drenched. Her lovely white thighs felt hot and she was covered with perspiration. Her delicate hair-fringed vagina felt sensitive and exposed even though she was fully dressed. She felt swollen and stretched down there where her father's giant penis had entered her, filling her totally. How could it have felt so hard and yet so gentle at the same time?
"Oh daddy!" she gasped in despair, cradling her head in her arms. "Daddy!"

***

Back at the house, Carrie took the last spoonful of diet gelatin that she usually had for dessert. She was disappointed that the apple pie she had made for lunch was largely ignored by the family. But she was grateful for the fact that at least she was going to get another chance at being a good mother and a good mother-in-law… not to mention grandmother! She silently resolved to do everything possible to create a healthy atmosphere for her family. Things were bound to be a little strained for a while, she thought… but she had confidence that she could get them back on the right track.
Meanwhile she decided to leave the remaining members of the family at the table and retire to her bedroom. She needed a good stiff cocktail after the ordeal of lunch!
Nancy looked after her grandmother as she left the table. Even though she was only 10 years old, she was beginning to feel like a hundred! Her little brain was chocked full of information… most of which nobody knew but her. Life had become far more interesting than she had ever thought possible. At the table now, were her mother, her grandfather, and Uncle Ike. And Nancy was curious to see just who would excuse themselves next! She was very amused by her father's actions… in fact, she found she liked him much better now that he was no longer so nasty and self-assured. Her little trick of the day before had certainly been worth it!
She had had Uncle Ike teach her everything about his video tape machine, and knowing that he'd made a tape of himself and Grandma making love, she'd substituted it for the family volley ball game, after suggesting that her father, Uncle Ike and Grandma watch it. What fun! She herself had watched everything from the window. She was sorry that her father had gotten so upset… but how could she have known that he would actually make love with his own mother?! It had been quite a sight alright… what with Uncle Ike's thing in Grandma's mouth and Daddy poking her from the back! Her own baby sex organs had responded to the lewd sight and she had found herself envying her grandmother… not only for the obvious pleasure she was enjoying, but for the POWER she seemed to have over the men in her life!
She too longed to have this kind of power, and already she could feel the stirrings of womanhood in her blood. She knew the women in her family bloomed early… and the beginnings of breasts were already forming on her smoothly youthful chest. There were a few thin red curls of pubic fuzz starting on the puffy little mound between her thighs… but most of all… mentally, she was definitely ready! From the moment she had discovered the strange things that went on between the men and women in her family, she had become determined to make herself a part of the fun! What was fascinating was the big fuss everybody made over the things they did… there were always tears and anger and shouting out loud… and Nancy didn't think that most of it was necessary.
When her big moment came, she felt that she would be able to handle it with a minimum of problems… at least she hoped so… because she had already decided upon the person she admired most in the family… The person who would know the most and be able to show her everything. Grandpa! Already her little brain was whirring away, trying to figure out how to accomplish her goal. Her eyes were bright and alert as she observed her grandfather… down at the other end of the table. His face was slightly flushed, she noticed as he downed his third or fourth drink. He hadn't spoken a word to anyone at the table and [missing text].

***

It was already starting to get dark when John left his study. He had been drinking steadily ever since lunch that afternoon, and now, he felt none too steady on his feet. He was holding his grand-daughter, Nancy's, note in his hands, looking it over one more time with a puzzled expression on his face.
"I wonder why she wants me to meet her over at the old cabins?" The old cabins were no longer in use, but were still standing and in fairly good shape on a distant part of the extensive grounds of "Livingstons." They were replaced by the more modern buildings when John and Carrie had the entire place redone.
John carried his glass along with him as he wandered slowly over the sloping hills of his property. He was feeling pretty good now. Several drinks and the prospect of some kind of decent relationship with his daughter after all, even though he had fucked her half silly yesterday, had made him more optimistic than he had been earlier. The steady tinkling of the ice in his glass had a soothing effect, and the obvious affluence of his resort brought back to him the fact that he was a highly successful selfmade man, no matter what his family problems!
He let his mind turn to his little granddaughter and as the small wooden cabins came into view, he finally decided that the little girl probably needed someone to talk to. No doubt she had noticed that the members of her family were acting rather strangely… poor kid was probably a little upset. He resolved to reassure her… after all it was mostly his fault… but from now on… things would be different around "Livingstons" if he had anything to say about it!
In this mood of confidence, John entered the first cabin. All was darkness inside, and after calling his granddaughter's name several times, he realized that she wasn't there. He left the building, and entered the next cabin and then the next, beginning to wonder if Nancy was playing a practical joke on him. He was getting a little nervous. In the sixth and last cabin, he downed the last of his potent drink and placed the glass on a low table that he could just barely make out in the semi-darkness.
"Nancy… Nancy… are you in here???" Why was he getting so nervous, he wondered… it was almost as if he expected to find his daughter, Tricia there. His own little girl who was now a grown woman… would she ever get over what he'd done to her???
"Here I am, Gramps!"
Nancy's small voice came to him out of the shadows, and he jumped at its sound. He turned rapidly toward it and peered into the near darkness… finally making out a form on the bed.
"Nancy!" he said loudly… "What are you doing here? What is it you want… Come on out of here… you know there is no electricity!"
"I just wanted to talk to you Gramps… I'm here on the bed…"
John stumbled over a chair, almost falling in his inebriated state, and then reached the bed where his granddaughter lay. He sat down heavily beside her, reaching into his pocket for a handkerchief to wipe the sweat off his forehead.
"Well?" he was beginning to get angry. "Here I am! What do you want to talk about!"
It was eerie. Nancy began to chat with him about all sorts of things. All in a baby soft voice that seemed to pierce his heart with poignancy. His mind began to wander as she talked and he recalled how Tricia had sounded when as a child she would seek him out and talk to him for hours about her problems. God how he missed those days! Now his grandchild was talking to him in the same way… and he felt like crying because of the bitter sweet sensation it caused to well up inside him.
He really wasn't listening very closely to what she was saying… the sound of her voice seemed almost more important than what she was saying. He couldn't even see her very well, but from time to time her eyes seemed to gleam, and he could feel her small body shifting and squirming around on the bed. "You must have had lots of experience with women…"
For the first time, John was hearing every word. What was the child talking about?
"I bet you had lots of girlfriends…"
John gulped. The tiny figure stirred beside him. She was still lying down. He wished she would sit up.
"I wish you would sit up, sweetie… and I don't understand what it is you're getting at… I mean why all this talk of my girlfriends… do you have some kind of problem?"
"Yes…" There was a long pause. "I thought maybe you could tell me a few things… like how it will be when I have a boyfriend. I mean… what we'll do!"
John jumped back a little as though he were afraid of her. He could smell the fresh little girl scent of her there beside him, and he felt goose pimples forming on his skin at her bold words.
"Oh Gramps!" Nancy suddenly cried out, lifting herself up and throwing her arms around him, her long red braids flopping behind her. "You've got to teach me… tell me… I've just got to know everything!" Her lips pressed hurriedly on his in a frantic kiss.
"Oh Gramps… please… I'm so ready… the things I've seen!!"
John tried to disentangle himself from his little granddaughter, the harder he pulled on her, the tighter she clung… her arms firmly clasped about his neck.
"Seen??? What have you seen?" he managed to blurt out… worried for a second that somehow Nancy might know about what he had done with her mother, his own daughter. But logically, he knew it was impossible for her to have seen them… they had been miles away from the house… but what had she seen then?
Nancy continued to plant kisses about her grandfather's face. She pushed herself as close to him as possible, nudging her tiny breasts against his chest.
"Uh… nothing…" she replied… "Uh… I mean the animals… on the farm down the road…" After all she didn't want to tell her grandfather all that she had witnessed between Grandma and her daddy, and Uncle Ike!
"Don't be silly…" John felt a very odd sensation in his groin… In spite of himself, he realized that he wasn't pushing young Nancy's tightly clinging body away from him with as much muscle as he could. He suddenly felt drunker than he thought he was, as though something chemical were happening inside him that he was powerless to prevent.
Nancy only increased the pressure of her body against his as she pushed the softness of her mouth against his… parting her lips a little as she had seen her grandmother do. Her mouth felt on fire… and even though she had never kissed like this before, she was confident that she was giving a pretty good imitation of the real thing. With a rush of pleasure, she realized that her reluctant grandfather was responding to her. In his mouth she could taste the whiskey he had drunk, but it only added to her excitement. A new power was surging through her as she became more and more certain of her grandfather's reaction to her bold advances. She could feel him pressing back, their bodies melting slowly but surely into each other as they began to fall back onto the bed together.
Nancy could hear her grandfather making a kind of whimpering noise deep in his throat, and knowing that that was a sign of his arousal, she felt a mounting pride within her that she, as young as she was, and without big titties or anything could make such a thing!
Even so, she was just a tiny bit frightened about what she hoped would happen. Would she be able to stand it… would her grandfather's hard, virile penis that she could already feel rising and poking against her, ever fit into her tight virgin little pussy?
"No… Nancy, no… this is… I can't…" John's thick cock was bulging at his trousers. Little Nancy beside him, was wearing a short mini-skirt, and her legs were winding about his with a compulsiveness that started panic rising inside him. His dazed mind boggled at the seriousness of this little girl's intentions, and all he could really concentrate on was his daughter… how his daughter Tricia had been at the same age… Yes, that odd dream he had had about her once when she had been just Nancy's age… He felt as though he was reliving it! All this had happened once before, but it had been a dream… perhaps… this too was a dream! He felt his rampant cock jerking crazily, the bulbous head growing thick and full with the pulsing blood… his testicles full and heavy with excitedly building sperm! He moaned as his large rough hand moved steadily up along the baby-like smoothness of his granddaughter's naked young leg.
"Oh!" Nancy cried out. "Oh Grandpop!" His exploring fingers felt alive with a fire of their own… Nancy's smooth young skin seemed to burn the tips as he drew nearer and nearer the sacred area of the little 10 year old's baby cunt.
"God… it's good!" he thought… "It's too good to pass up!" In a few moments… seconds… he would be touching her little pussy… working his middle finger in there… feeling it hot and moist on his teasingly cupping palm!
"Oh Jesus!" he moaned. "Don't make me do it baby!" But the words had little to do with anything now… he had no intention of stopping… He couldn't have stopped then, even if he had wanted to! He pulled her toward him a little with his other hand and suddenly he was there! She wasn't wearing any panties! The small puffy lips of Nancy's little pussy were hot and almost hairless… the thin, already pulsating little slit smooth like a baby's, and John gasped at the feel of it, his cock hard as a hammer, the blood racing wildly in his veins. His granddaughter's tongue mingled with the copious juices in his mouth.
"Please… please…" she murmured directly into his mouth, her legs moving about over his, her belly rubbing slowly in a tormenting motion against his groin.
He felt like his cock was ready to thrust right up through his pants, to get to the moist little crevice that began to slip and slide wetly beneath his fingers. It was all terribly wrong… but he could not help himself. He kept thinking of Tricia and that dream… and then the stark reality that he had actually fucked his own grown daughter… and in the confusion, he let his fingers tease into the seeping, trembling pit of Nancy's almost hairless little pussy.
Nancy began to moan as fingers grew more and more insisting, plying the sweet soft flesh back and forth, starting an unbearably pleasurable sensation that was every bit as wonderful as Nancy had suspected it would be.
Her grandfather's finger wormed into her tiny virginal pussy and she could feel ripples of moisture and pleasure emanating from between her legs. Her whole being felt drawn to this wonderful center and she felt open and warm. Tentatively at first, and then more and more, she began to tilt her hips upward ever so slightly, making her grandfather's finger push still deeper into her tightly virginal cunt. The full length of his index finger covered the top to bottom of the tenderly throbbing slit, and it moved down and down between her slightly spread thighs until it touched at the small vertical mouth of her naked little pussy.
"Oh! That's nice… that's soo nice!" Nancy moaned, urging him on, when she thought that her grandfather was about to stop. He was breathing heavily into her now, chest heaving against her small breasts. He turned inward toward her, and she could feel the bulbous head of his enormous cock pressing and jerking against her naked thigh through the rough material of his pants.
"Can… can I hold it, Gramps?" she whispered, finally, realizing that if she didn't ask he might never take it out.
The words made his already swollen cock leap to even greater proportions. His finger was worming forward into the never before touched lips of the slowly writhing little girl's pussy. He thought for a split second that he might cum then and there. Sweat was pouring from him and he could feel his work shirt sticking to his back. She was wriggling her body still harder against him. With a groan, he reached down and pulled at the zipper of his fly, feeling her catch her breath as she realized what he was doing. As his hardened cock bounced out from his fly, it struck against the naked skin of Nancy's smoothly firm upper thigh. She automatically jerked backwards at its hot rubbery touch.
Her hand slipped down, and John found himself moving to assist her. Covering her small hand with his, he guided her unerringly to his excitedly pulsing rod. There was an instant when he felt her pulling back, but it was too late for him to let her stop now. She wanted to touch it, and by God, she was going to!!
"Oh!" she cried out, "Oh Gramps… it's… it's so big… I mean it's much bigger than I thought!" Awesome terror raced through her ten year old body and mind as she realized that her grandfather's heavy rod that at that moment twitched lewdly and hugely in her palm, was much larger than either of the two male penises that she had already seen… her father's and Uncle Ike's! It had never occurred to her that there would be so many different sizes… and the whole concept of it floored her. Not to mention the fact that she knew that it would never… never fit inside her! And, she had so hoped that it would!
John was hardly listening to his suddenly fearfully cringing young granddaughter as she began to protest. With one hand, he maintained her small fist about his veiny cock, with the other he continued the delightful exploration of the hotly quivering little pussy between her naked thighs. He worked up harder and higher into the tightly clenched little opening, moaning a little bit from time to time as it felt especially good to his proding finger. Little by little Nancy forgot her worry as the wickedly exciting sensations began to grow stronger in the depths of her hairless little cuntal opening. A seeping warmth was spreading from her womb to all her body. She began to cry out with delight as the advancing finger finally reached her cervix, and John began to tickle at the cushiony surface at the far end of his little granddaughter's baby tight pussy.
"Oh, God…" he moaned, over and over, "Oh, God!" He moved his finger frantically back and forth, feeling her hand tighten its grip about his raging cock. The wet folds of her burning little pussy engulfed his thick finger hungrily as her body molded to his. She was pressing her grandfather's desire-hardened cock beyond endurance, and John could feel the heavy load of thick male sperm building insistently up inside his swollen testicles.
"OH, Nancy… my own little Nancy." John began to croon her name, wondering in a fit of desperation if he would actually attempt to do to her virginal young cunt what his body was demanding of him.
"Sooo young…" he murmured into her sweetly clinging mouth… "you're so young!" His middle finger searched upward inside her… if only he could though… if only he could really fuck her!
Just the thought made him feel crazy. With his thumb he flicked at the throbbing point of her clitoris without stopping the deep thrusting into her now gratefully gyrating-cunt. She was right, he thought… she really was ready! He heard a soft moan and then a harsh womanly growl came from her throat. "Oh God… if I were only fucking up inside her now!" he thought, as warmly accepting walls of Nancy's awakened little pussy began to contract hotly around his middle finger.
"Yes… honey… oh yes!" he yelled at her, "do it… do it… cum for gramps!" He fingerfucked his finger as high up into her sweetly climaxing cunt as hard and fast as he could. At the same time he pushed his rockhard prick fiercely through her clasping fingers, moving close in to her so that it touched against the smooth naked flesh of her soffly trembling belly.
"Aaaaah!" he growled, and his words mingled with her cries of her orgasm.
"Oooooooooh yes, oh gramps oh it's heaven it's heaven! I love it… oh, I love you gramps I…"
"Christ!" John was cumming too. His big cock, unable to stand any more, started spurting against her smooth, whitely jerking belly. Wave after wave of his thick white semen gushed outward and raced over her naked flesh. His body ground spasmodically into hers, his finger still fucking up inside her, thrusting, tickling, increasing the powerful orgasm he knew she was experiencing. The delicate pink ridges of her orgasmically seeping young vagina moved and contracted wildly as she continued to cum deliciously around his fingering digit. She clung dizzfly to him, overwhelmed by what was happening… never having dreamed she could feel such a strong sensation, even though she had secretly witnessed her grandmother's extreme climaxes on more than one occasion.
It was better than anything she could have imagined, and she whimpered with emotion, crying out her pleasure, tears streaming down her pale cheeks. The cabin bed creaked beneath their gyrating bodies, until finally they were still. John's heavy breathing filled the small room. The sheets and covers were soaking wet beneath them, and Nancy's short dress was hopelessly wrinkled. Nancy shuddered against her grandfather and then twisted her body a little to the side. His finger was still imbedded deep within her tingling pussy, and the change of angle set off another short, quick little orgasm inside her. Her hand closed again around the wet semi-hard prick that had just inundated her belly with its heated jism, and her thighs began to quiver, her cervix once more hungrily extracting pleasure from her stunned grandfather.
"Ooooh ooooooooh again again gramps!" she crooned desperately, "Again!"



CHAPTER THREE


Tricia walked slowly in the direction she had seen her father take some time ago. She had been waiting for him to retum, having decided that she had to talk to him about what had happened between tbem. She had to somehow try to explain why he had caught her doing such an evil thing with Susan… for she believed this to be the primary cause of his actions with her.
"It really is all my fault!" she told herself once more as she headed toward the deserted cabins. She felt oddly calm now though… originally she had been ready to leave her husband Ike… to return home to live… but now, she knew that no matter how awful Ike was, she had to give her marriage another chance. Hadn't her body made it perfectly clear to her that the things she felt for her father, weren't entirely normal? She had loved him so well throughout her childhood, and loved him and looked up to him as an adult. She had loved him a bit too well! She had to tell him this now… to tell him that it wasn't his fault. She had seen his suffering face at lunch, and she longed to sooth the pain she had read there.
"Daddy…" she called softly… "Daddy…!"
"Where could he have gone to…?" she wondered aloud. She didn't see any reason why he would be down by the old cabins anyway… and suddenly a fear took hold of her… Supposing he was going to do something foolish… like… Her mind hardly dared to form the thought of suicide, but remembering how she herself had felt after the incredible carnal experience with her father, she knew that it wasn't too far fetched a thought! Panic stricken, she ran to the old grey buildings, barging into the first one, screaming her father's name.
"Oh God, daddy… please, where are you?" Not finding him there, she ran from cabin to cabin until she reached the last one. By that time, she was convinced that she would find him there… in a state near death… it would be too late to save him… She imagined all sorts of terrible thoughts, and she was so afraid of what she would find that she pushed the creaky old door open very slowly, and entered silently, feeling the blood pounding hard at her temples.
"Oh… Gramps… Gramps… It's so good… so goooood! More! More! More!" Nancy's voice pleaded.
"Honey no… I won't play with your pussy any more… don't make me!"
Tricia froze at the sound of her father's voice. There were just no two ways to interpret what was going on, and Tricia's first horrified reaction was a piercing scream.
"Daddddy! No! No! Not with little Nancy… no!" and then she was turning and stumbling blindly out of the cabin. She hadn't seen them… and yet there was a perfect image of their obscene lewdness imprinted on her mind. She ran in an awkward zig-zag, still mumbling out with pain and disbelief. If she had been worried that her world was ruined before, now it was completely beyond repair. She began to laugh hysterically as she ran, recalling that she had once thought of her husband Ike as a monster… when in reality the monster was her own FATHER! It was just too awful to take, and Tricia headed away from the big house and the upgraded grounds of Livingston's, toward the thick underbrush down by the creek. She didn't know why she was headed there… it was just a question of getting as far away from the cabin as possible!
John, moments later, dashed from the cabin behind her, leaving the satiated young Nancy sprawled on the bed. His big cock bobbed lewdly in front of him as he ran after his daughter. The opening of his fly gaped obscenely open, and his silver grey hair was a disheveled mass about his head.
He caught up with her as she reached the creek. She was pausing there momentarily, wondering where to go from there. She just had to get somewhere where she could never be able to even think of the things that were going on between the members of her family! Her own father… with his own granddaughter, Nancy…a ten year old! And yesterday she had thought the worst had already happened… 
"Let me go, Daddy… let me go!" she cried as he held her, afraid she was about to jump in the fast moving waters of the creek.
"You monster!" she screamed, "You absolute monster! What did you do to little Nancy??? Wasn't I enough for you? Wasn't it enough to make love to your own daughter? You had to do it to your granddaughter too?!!" Her hysterical voice rose to a high, feverish pitch as she spat the words out directly into her father's anguished face.
"What's the matter?" she continued. "Wasn't I good enough for you???" Her entire body trembled with rage as the words tumbled from her lips.
"No… Tricia… no please… oh honey… you've got to understand it was all a mistake… a big mistake… I… I've got to explain…!"
"What can you explain…you pervert! Just what is there to explain?" Her body reached the highest point of tension, and suddenly she broke, collapsing in tears against her father, her tears and sobs resounding through the crisp twilight air around them.
Automatically, John began to stroke his young daughter's hair in a soothing motion. Just as he had soothed away her tears when she was a child, the action came naturally now. But with each stroke of his hand upon her long blonde hair he was attempting to calm himself too.
"Don't cry baby… don't cry…" he muttered, all the while wondering to himself how any of them could go on. The person he loved dearest in the whole world, had received the most pain from him… yes, he thought to himself… I love her even more than Carrie… It wasn't right but it was true. He had always felt an extra something for his little girl… a something that only recently had gotten out of hand!
The two of them stood there like lost children, clinging to each other, both of them sobbing, until the closeness of their bodies brought out the hidden lust inside them. Afterward, Tricia would not even recall who had started it… whether it was her or her father… but suddenly she was kissing him and his hands were running all over her body. Her brief cotton dress allowed him to feel the soft voluptuousness of her breasts, her hips, her thighs… her knees felt weak as she leaned against him and her mind went blank. There were no evil thoughts to contemplate after all… only the blissful absence of thought… the wonderful nearness to her father's big strong muscular body. She could already feel the outline of his immense penis pressing against her… and in spite of everything… no matter what… she wanted him jerking and spurting up inside her again! The taste of his mouth on hers was familiar and marvellous, sending chills of desire racing down to the explosion point between her legs.
John's heart thudded hard in his chest, and in a lightening flash he seemed to still see young Nancy back at the cabin… seemed to feel her tiny, greedily clinging pussy beneath his fingers. His naked cock rose precipitously against Tricia's stomach, and he could sense that her whole being was in readiness for him. What had happened before had been an accident… when he had stumbled upon her in the grass out by the lake and had seen her playing nakedly with his daughter-in-law, Susan, something had snapped inside him… if anyone had asked him, never in a million years would be have dreamed he would do such a thing to his own daughter! Yet, here they were today… caught in each other's arms, so hungry for each other that they could hardly wait!
"Darling… let's sit down here… come on… sit down here with me!" he said softly. He helped to lower her trembling form to the ground, and they sat side by side on the soft earth that was still warm from the autumnal sun. John's arm brought her close to him and his lips found that her willing mouth had the color as well as the taste of fresh crushed strawberries.
They were sitting very close and Tricia felt completely mesmerized by her father's hypnotically comforting proximity. In a daze, she began to shake her head no, but the action seemed to have no connection to what was happening. Her face became a mask of uncontrallable longing… as, her father's hotly searching hands slipped into the thin fabric of her dress, cupping her large white breats inside the half-bra she wore, and slowly beginning to massage them into an excitedly quivering hardness.
"Tricia's breasts…" he thought to himself. "I'm holding my own little baby, Tricia's breasts!"
He could recall when she didn't have any, when she was only a tiny baby, nestling in his arms. And now, his big hands could hardly encompass the firm, white mounds. With his thumb and forefinger be fumbled for the tips, taking the softly throbbing nipples and rolling them with slow deliberation.
"Oh, Dadddy… Daaaady!" Tricia moaned. She could feel herself melting at her father's intimate touches. The golden curling triangle of sparsely growing pubic hair between her legs was moist with longing for the man who had spawned her. There was a dull ache in her loins that she wanted desperately to eradicate. There was really only one way to do this, she knew, and that was to suck her father's prick deep up inside her hungering stomach and satisfy the intense need she felt.
As if sensing what his young married daughter wanted, John placed his hand on her leg, high up at her thigh. The material of her flimsy cotton dress fell back from her legs, and be slipped his hand upward, making light, teasing contact with the thin leg band of elastic of Tricia's sheer pink panties. He could feel thin, teasing tendrils of silken pubic hair curling out from underneath the edges.
"Ah… Tricia… baby," John sighed, letting his tongue slip deep into her mouth. Tricia groaned as her father teased his fingers about on the outer little cuntal lips between her legs, pushing and sliding the thin, almost non-existent material into the narrow slit of her trembling vagina. He was surprised as she moaned softly and lay limply back upon the grass with the legs slightly spread, and he lay back with her, a new shaft of desire piercing him at the thought of his audacity. He was actually touching her cunt now! He felt with certainty that he was realizing the fulfillment of many years of suppressed dreams about his daughter as be played with her teasingly at first. Then his index finger slipped suddenly beneath the thin protective crotch band of her panties and he flicked at the moisture of her exposed cuntal lips where they pulsed softly beneath the thin, wet material.
"Oh God, dadddy! Your finger feels soooo goooood!" Tricia cried. She felt so open and vulnerable down there… so sensual!
John tenderly hooked his fingers into the waistband of his daughter's panties, pulling them slowly down over her smoothly rounded hips. She lifted her buttocks up the tiniest bit to help him get them off. Then he moved down a little and peered greedily up his daughter's dress and between her slightly parted thighs. It was growing dark rapidly, but be could clearly see the soft blonde triangle of pubic hair that fringed her moistly glistening pussy. A surge of pride went through him, at the thought that this beautiful young married woman was indeed his own daughter and the illogical thought occurred to him, that this was the way it ought to be… better him… than that no good husband of hers… that bastard… Ike!
Tricia, too, was thinking of her husband, and her thoughts were similar to her father's… hadn't she longed for her father's gentleness when Ike made love to her? When Ike made her cry because of his insensitive demands, hadn't she always wanted to have her father hold her in his arms and soothe away her tears? When Ike made her do those horrid things and pose in those lewd positions in front of his video tape machine, didn't she somehow manage to get through it by visualizing her dear daddy's face, by pretending she was once more living at home… far away from her husband of 2 years… far away from his insatiable sex appetites???
She could feel her father's gaze upon her openly exposed vagina, but instead of feeling ashamed, as she might have had it been Ike, she felt surprisingly calm, as though she had finally reconciled herself to the necessity of what was happening.
John's eyes feasted lewdly upon the tight, thinly bearded little hole nestled teasingly up between his daughter's legs. He felt shamelessly aroused as she lay before him in helpless submission. His rock-hard cock stuck straight out before him, as he knelt on all fours before the wonder of Tricia's exposure.
"Lift up!" he suddenly said. His tone of voice was low and demanding. After only a second's hesitation, Tricia obeyed, lifting her back up slightly. John pushed her dress up over the whiteness of her stomach and let his band slip beneath the naked half-moons of his daughter's softly rounded buttocks. They were moist and cool from contact with the damp ground. He bent his face in close between her long exquisitely tapered thighs, letting the female perfume of her body exhilarate him. At that moment he felt ageless, and time seemed to stand still, as though be were created solely to inhale the personal fragrances of his daughter, Tricia. Fascinated, he leaned further still, and flicked out his tongue, letting it wetly tease the tight hair-lined slit of her now nakedly trembling pussy. His tongue ran over the tiny bits of smooth flesh as well as the golden curly pubic hairs that surrounded them, and Tricia groaned and arched herself up to meet his tentative probings. Her father's thumbs spread the soft hair-fringed lips between the luscious thighs, and his pointed tongue after being re-moisted, probed hotly back into her widespread pussy.
Tricia felt him kneeling up further between her legs, forcing them still wider apart as he continued the lascivious stroking, deftly worming his tongue up and down within the confines of her secret cuntal split, pausing at the tip of her clitoris to titillate it by making small circles against the moist bare flesh.
The forbidden nature of his caress only served to increase Tricia's desire, and in spite of herself, she felt the tingling touches of her father's tongue begin a raging conflagration inside her. The wonderful combination of smoothness and roughness of his tongue spread through her excitedly palpitating pussy creating a devastating reaction within her. She was alarmed at the extent of her passion, and momentarily pushed her hips downward, feeling the moist earth pressing against her bare buttocks. But it was useless for her to try to escape the insistent licking of her father's tongue. He followed her squirming hips wherever she moved, and soon low guttural moans began to rise in her throat.
John's eyes bulged out from the strain of his enjoyable task, as he tried to take in as much of his daughter with his eyes as he was with his mouth!
"Oh, God," he thought, "She's getting hot now!"
And it was true, Tricia's moans of excitement were rapidly changing, her body had begun a steady writhing that John recognized as the more serious signs of arousal. The soft gentle stroking of his tongue was bringing an evil pleasure to Tricia's body. She felt control slipping away from her… her body and her mind were no longer her own! She felt herself sinking fast, as though she were drowning in the deep pit of her own emotions… and as she sank, her mind reached out in desperation for something that would save her.
What if someone should come along and find them like this??? What if Ike should come and see her enjoying this depraved sucking of her naked cunt by her own father?
But even this frightening thought could not stop the searing waves of pleasure that began to innundate her hungrily writhing loins, and her vagina throbbed hotly as the teasing wet tonguing of her clitoris continued! It felt wonderful! She couldn't deny it.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm!" she moaned, squirming her hips upward to meet her father's demanding mouth down between her openly spread thighs.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaah!" she cried, as he began to suck harder and harder. "Aaaaaaaaaaah!"
Suddenly his hands left the softness of her buttocks and he reached up for her breasts, without his hotly swirling tongue once leaving the heated crevice of her wetly grinding pussy. As his fingers twisted at her nipples, and his teeth gently nibbled at the erect little penis of her clitoris, Tricia thought she would go insane!
"Oh daddy…it's fantastic it'sssssss oh daddy!!!" she wailed. The obscene attentions being paid to her breasts and her passion flooded cunt made her beyond caring about anything… she felt completely lost and hopelessly aroused. It was too late for any second thoughts… too late for anything but this fabulous forbidden feeling sweeping like wildfire out of control up between her nakedly spread legs.

***

Nancy stood several feet away from her grandfather and her aunt. Her face was pale and serious and almost expressionless, despite the emotional impact of the unusual scene she was watching.
She saw her grandfather lift his glistening wet face from between Aunt Tricia's legs, and as he quickly took his granite hard prick in his hands, Nancy saw that it was bigger than it had been with her! Before him the small pink opening of Aunt Tricia's seeping vagina was waiting, just waiting for the entry of her fathet's prick!
"He's really going to do it to her!" Nancy thought, jealousy consuming her, "They're really going to do it!"
Her aunt Tricia cried out at the sudden loss of contact with her yearning genitals, when John lifted his face up, and Nancy was impressed by the extent of her excitement. "She really digs it," she thought. "She really wants it!"
As if in collaboration of little Nancy's thoughts, Tricia suddenly moaned, "Please… Daddy… OH please… DO IT NOW!"
She couldn't wait any longer. Tricia had to quench the terrible desire that had taken hold of her. She had to know the physical release that only her father's huge, desire-hardened cock could give her now!
"Yes, honey… Yes, I'm gonna do it right now!" John answered. "I'm gonna fuck you within an inch of your life!"
John gazed down once more at the luscious coral-hue of his daughter's moist and open vagina. Trembling slightly, he pushed his thick cock forward and began to ease the smooth rubbery head of it into the velvety soft cuntal flesh.
"Oooooooooooooh!" Tricia moaned, feeling the huge, pulsating head spreading her petal like lips apart. Then the thick tip surged upward, continuing in a slow constant act of penetration until, after slowly widening the tight, hotly clinging channel, it was finally buried completely up in her white quivering belly!
"Aah ah ah ahhhhhhhh!" Tricia was pushed up several inches by the heavy entry, and she gritted her teeth as the almost unbearably pleasurable sensation invaded her.
"Golly Moses!" Nancy said to herself, her mouth gaping open at the lewd sight. It looked like Grandma and Uncle Ike and her father were not the only ones interested in doing it to each other! Listening to the steady stream of ecstatic sounds that began to pour forth from Aunt Tricia's lips, Nancy couldn't help wondering why it couldn't have been her!
She felt furious that Aunt Tricia had come and interrupted her with Gramps… just when she might have been able to get him to do it to her too!
It just wasn't fair!
She could still feel the excitement in her own little pussy, where her grandfather's finger had so recently churned, and now, watching him in full action, she couldn't help but imagine to herself how it would be if she were in Aunt Tricia's place.
She put her own hand down to the bare little hairless pussy between her legs, and standing barefoot on the soft ground, hidden by some Juniper bushes, she began to finger herself. When Tricia rotated her hips up to meet her father's, she mimicked her by rotating her own hips, imagining that her fingers were Gramps' big wonderful prick inside her tiny vaginal passage!
John felt his rigid shaft being fantastically pressured by Tricia's raging cunt. Again and again he shuffled into her on his knees, forcing his giant cock so deep into her hungrily contracting canal that Tricia howled from the contact. Her hot streaming pussy seemed to swallow his big penis, to pump at it lewdly as if trying to milk it dry!
Nancy watched, fascinated, her fingers still kneading at her own pussy. She took in every motion of her grandfather's obscene thrusting into Aunt Tricia, feeling distinctly troubled not only by what she was seeing, but by what she was doing to herself. John's slamming cock, from where she watched, appeared and disappeared like a piston in an oil well. And each time he rammed it into her, Tricia gave an excited grunt of total submission, spreading her legs still wider, pulling them up and arching her back upward so that he would enter her still deeper.
Visualizing herself, being fucked in such a heavenly fashion but being tucked by her own father… right there down by the creek… where so often she had played as a little girl, Tricia could not help but feel the hideous irony of what she was doing! But somehow this thought, only made her clutch all the harder at her father's strong back god he knew how to fuck her! Unlike her husband, Ike, John was fucking her masterfully, perfectly… and although it was just as hard as she could possibly take it, there was an underlying gentleness in him… a tenderness that she felt that enabled her to give herself up to him completely! Yes, she was giving him everything, and she was cumming cumming fast… while her father's big hard cock fucked in and out of her and he labored with obvious delight over his darling daughter… his beautiful blonde angel who writhed in hopeless passion beneath him!
Tricia's nerves had stretched to the breaking point. There was nothing else to do but let them break! She felt the delicious orgasm building deep inside her ravaged vagina. The big cock in her seething cunt was starting up the explosion of hot pink and orange sparks inside her.
"Aaaaaaaaah… eeeeeeeeeeeeeee!!!" Her orgasm flooded her system, bringing light wherever it went. She felt blinded by its power, flattened against the earth by its power. She twisted her body convulsively and groaned out wildly as it hit with full force in the firey pit of her golden pussy.
"Oh God, daddy… cumming… I'm cummmming!"
Gushing waves of fluid slipped forth from John's wildly hammering cock as be joined his daughter in climax… and even though be was no longer a young man, John knew that he could go on forever with his daughter… taking her to higher and higher planes of bliss.
"Oh God, honey…" he cried, "Do you want more honey… do you want more??? Let me do it to you all the time… promise that you'll let me do it to you forever!"
"But what about me…?" Nancy grunted between clenched teeth, unheard by the climaxing father and daughter. She furiously slid her finger up and down in her little virgin pussy, forcing a solitary orgasm upon herself. "What about me?" she thought in anguish.



CHAPTER FOUR



IN CABIN TWO


Susan finally decided to join her husband in the big double bed in their cabin. She had stayed in the bathroom as long as possible, trying to put off the moment when she would have to go to bed. She had stayed in there examining her face and figure, and also examining her conscience for signs of despair. She had brushed her long red hair out, letting it fan over her shoulders the way her Jamie used to like it… but, she reminded herself grimly in the mirror… that was in the days when he used to look at you!
He was acting so strangely recently, and now the trip to his family for the reunion instead of helping as she had hoped, had only made things worse between them… much worse! Sometimes she could hardly recognize the man she married in the tense features and terse attitudes of the Livingston's elder child.
"He's making me feel like I'm dirt!" she thought. "Like I don't exist! I just can't take any more of it!" She adjusted her nightgown so that more of the deep cleaveage of her golden tan breasts would show. They rose and fell as she breathed heavily, and the light dusting of freckles across the tops of the creamy orbs seemed to expand and contract with each breath. She wore a deep green nylon gown that brought out the sea-green color of her eyes, and once more she told herself she looked beautiful. But each day of telling herself this had gotten harder and harder, and she fully blamed her husband for what she had been forced to do.
"Yes," she thought once more, "it was tantamount to being forced into it. I've never even thought about anything shameful like that before… If I hadn't been so overwrought, I certainly wouldn't have done it. And all those drinks I've been having… that's his fault too! This has got to stop! Tonight has got to work!"
She realized that her forbidden embraces with Tricia the day before had little to do with her real personality… somehow the drinks and the fact that Tricia was Jamie's sister had confused her… it was as though she was somehow getting closer to her husband by being intimate with his sister! But why she wondered, had Tricia responded? And then she remembered the confession that her sister-in-law had made to her… that her marriage to Ike wasn't working out at all. Tricia, too, had been upset… It was not herself alone!
Susan felt the tears starting again and tried to stop them before her mascara ran and she looked frightful. Everything had to be just perfect if she wanted Jamie to make love to her tonight! But the knowledge that she carried hidden inside her about Tricia and her father was so horrible that she wondered what they were all coming to! She was really sorry that Jamie had decided to stay another week at Livingston's because she could hardly look John Livingston in the face, much less Tricia! But she clung to the thought that if she could make things right again with her husband, then everything in the world might turn out right again!
They would go back home and there would be no more arguments in front of little Nancy… no more screaming and yelling at each other. They would do things together the way they used to… go to movies, or just stay home and watch the late show… and best of all she would once more know the wonderful feeling of being wanted… of being desired by her husband. Was that asking too much?
She gave herself one last inspection, approved of what she saw, and flicked out the bathroom light. She entered the small cabin bedroom on tiptoe, almost holding her breath. Jamie lay in bed, so still that at first, Susan thought her husband was asleep. But she could see that his eyes were open and he was staring straight up at the ceiling. A breath of fear flitted through her. She didn't know why she was so afraid of him at times. There was something very cold about the way he looked and acted that at times reminded her of Nazi's in the movies. As a little girl she had shivered in delight at their pale Germanic features. Perhaps, she thought, that was what had first attracted her to Jamie… his straight blonde hair… his deep strong voice and definite ideas.
"God… how I still love him!" she thought, momentarily panic stricken to realize exactly how dependent she was upon him for her happiness.
"Jamie?" she said quietly, walking toward the bed.
"Yes?" Jamie replied without looking at her, his lips barely moving as he continued to stare up at the ceiling.
"What is it?"
Susan sat on the bed beside him. The low monotone of his voice was far from comforting, and she faltered slightly.
"I… I just wanted to talk to you…"
"What about?"
Susan gathered up all her courage and plunged in. "About anything Jamie… about anything at all!!! Do you realize that we hardly ever talk any more… we hardly ever do anything! I thought it would be better once we came here… but it's not… You've been acting so strange Jamie… SO STRANGE… I hardly know you. It's like living with a complete stranger!"
"Oh, for God's sake!" Jamie said under his breath.
"Jamie… Ijust want you to look at me… just look at me!" Susan could hear the strident tone of her voice, and she wished desperately that she had been able to maintain her calm knowing that Jamie would not respond well to her yelling… But it was too late, and she could no longer control herself.
She was shaking as Jamie turned slowly, leveling his cool blue eyes on her.
"Well…" he said deliberately… "I'm looking… what do you want?"
Susan burst into tears and sat sobbing helplessly beside her husband. "Oh, please… Jamie…" she cried, "Oh, please don't! don't do this to me!"

***



IN CABIN ONE


Ike sat brooding in the adjacent cabin. He was still fuming over the words Carrie Livingston had said to him in the fever pitch of her excitement.
"Overgrown oaf!" she'd said, "Opportunist! Why I ever let you marry Tricia in the first place I'll never know… this is all your fault!"
"That bitch!" Ike said out loud. She didn't care who I was when I was fucking her silly! It was hardly his fault that she dug men… and apparently to such an extent that she didn't care whether they were members of her own family or not! She was the one who had practically thrown herself at him that night anyway… and he couldn't be blamed for taking her up on it. What man wouldn't. Even if she was his mother-in-law! He bet there weren't any men who had a mother-in-law who looked and acted like Carrie!
Even now through his anger, he had to admit, he still got a hard on just thinking about her… and some of the things she had said to him in bed… not to mention what she'd done! But setting all that aside, Ike was still determined to get his revenge for what she'd said. He'd gone long enough pretending he didn't care that the Livingston family looked down on him. He knew they all thought they were God's favorites… and he had never been totally accepted by any of them. Even his wife, Tricia, was always talking about her daddy this and daddy that! Always comparing him to John Livingston in an unfavorable light! He'd get even with her too for all that… and by the time he was finished, he'd have every one of the Livingstons eating out of his hand!
"Where is Tricia anyway?!" he suddenly wondered, looking at his watch. It was 8:00 P.M. and he couldn't imagine what she was doing alone all this time! With a sudden inspiration, he decided to set up his video tape machine. Whenever she got back, he intended to record her homecoming… and his greeting!

***



BACK IN CABIN TWO


Jamie lay completely still, listening to the pitiful sound of his wife's tears.
"God, how did I get myself into this?" he asked himself as she continued to sob next to him on the bed. He couldn't let her go on like that… no matter how he felt.
"Look… Susan… Listen, stop crying will you? It's just that I've been under some… unusual pressures recently. You know I still love you… you know that, do I have to say it all the time!"
Susan flung herself onto him, collapsing in grateful tears that slid down her cheeks and ran down his neck under the collar of his pajamas. He squirmed uncomfortably beneath her weight, nevertheless feeling a pleasant warmth from the pressure of her breasts on his chest.
"If you only knew just what kind of pressures!" he said to himself… not thinking of his unsuccessful attempts to get ahead in the ad business… but of the tantalizing wiggling of his mother's buttocks in the shortly cut hot pants she had worn the day before… the same wonderful buttocks that he had hated and admired all his life… the same ones that he had slammed against with his cum-filled balls as his long cock surged into her tender open pussy! Just the thought rekindled the sparks of desire that he had been struggling so hard to keep dormant. He felt his cock give a lunge beneath the covers, and simultaneously Jamie felt Susan's entire body respond to it. She mistakenly thought that his excitement was a response to her embrace.
"On, darling… darling…" she breathed into his ear, wriggling on top of him. Her wavy red hair covered his face, and Jamie took a deep breath of her perfume. Unlike his mother's it was soft and light.
"OK," he said, simply rolling her to the side and pulling back the covers.
"Get undressed," he commanded.
Susan shivered and sat up. Even though her husband's tone was far from romantic, she was convinced that once they started to make love it would change. And the necessities of her body left her little room for quibbling. She started to pull down the straps of her nightgown, slowly bringing into view the lovely mountains of flesh that her husband had once enjoyed so much. Her tears had stopped, but her face was still glistening wet, and her eyes sparkled with a combination of hope and desire as she watched Jamie matter of factly remove his pajamas.
His lean hard body thrilled her the way it always had. He looked as young and lithe as he had when she had first married him over ten years ago.
He came closer as she wriggled free from the rest of her gown. Her trim hips and small waist seemed made for loving as she shyly twisted slightly away from his frank gaze. The flaming bright red of her pussy hair had once fascinated him, and Susan thought of this now as she felt Jamie's eyes staring at the thin triangle of the hair-covered mound between her thighs.
"Jamie!" she said as he leaned over her. Modestly she averted her eyes from the looming heavy penis that approached her face. But shivers of excitement were making her start to tremble as she realized the extent of her husband's arousal. She couldn't help thinking about how this enormous instrument would feel grinding around deep deep up inside her hungry vagina. She squeezed her thighs together a little as she thought of it, and felt a strong current of pleasure in the sensitive pit of her belly. She started to lie down, but Jamie stopped her, placing his hands on her naked shoulders.
"No…" Susan said suddenly. "No!"
Jamie breathed in quickly, from the sudden excitement her refusal had caused in him. She knew what he wanted her to do. She had never liked it, he recalled… and that was just why be wanted her more than ever to do it… especially now… it would be more satisfying than anything and less work!
"Don't you want to suck it?" he said, moving his hands up to her head, where he held her in place so that his thick swollen cock was directly in front of her face. In fact it bobbed down and struck her nose, making her wince with embarrassment.
"I… I thought!" she stammered.
"Yes… but later!" Jamie said. "Come on… open your mouth!" he said tensely. Then seeing that she had no intention of doing so, he reached down and with his fingers, forced her mouth open, and tauntingly stroking the heavy uncircumcised foreskin of his prick back and forth over the engorged head, he pushed it between her lips.
"Nnnnnmmngh!"
"Oh come on!" he said impatiently, as Susan tried to clamp her month as closed as possible even though the head of his cock was pressing inside it. "Susan!" he threatened, "You suck my cock and you suck it good! I'm in no mood for this shit!"
Tearfully, Susan opened her mouth wider and before she knew it, the thick bulbous tip was sinking beyond her lips, sliding far back into her throat and plugging up her whole mouth until she thought she was going to choke on it.
Horrified, she realized that Jamie wasn't even thinking about her.
Jamie began an obscene rocking motion, his huge penis expanding thickly inside Susan's widely ovaled mouth. His loins tensed and jerked into her straining face until the full length of it sank all the way in. Almost all of it seemed to disappear with each hard thrust he made until only a little bit of it remained showing, lewd and purplish from between her lips.
Susan almost gagged on the enormous instrument, it seemed so unjust, so unfair that she should be subjected to treatment like this… what had she really done to deserve it?
"Suck… suck!" he repeated, shouting down at the top of her head. Obediently, not knowing what else to do under the circumstances, Susan began to suck a little harder on her husband's huge invading member. She realized with pain that he probably only wanted to do this because it meant be didn't have to have any real contact with her. She was just a means of satisfying his needs… a tool and nothing more!
Jamie tossed his head back as Susan's tongue executed a nerve tingling lick on the in stroke of his cock. The head of his prick throbbed and jerked inside the dark warm cavern of her mouth, and Jamie hissed with pleasure. He watched, fascinated as his wife's head bobbed up and down below him as she struggled with the massive cock in her mouth. Below, her breasts swung and danced in a lewd rhythm which he could see when he turned a certain way. It presented a lust-inciting picture to his mind as be imagined what it would look like were someone watching them.
"Suck harder bitch!" he cried out, cruelly clasping her head in his hands and pulling her face in to him so that his prick was forced back still further into her unwillingly sucking mouth.
He'd like to do this to his mother, he thought, suddenly… like to plug up that sarcastic, smiling mouth of hers once and for all… stuff his big cock into it… God, he'd shove it all the way down to her navel! He'd pump his sperm down into her belly over and over until she burst!
"Come on…" he grunted to Susan's head. "Come on!" She was slaving away at his prick and he could see her body beginning to glisten from the tiny drops of perspiration forming all over her skin. He thought the pressure building in his balls would shatter them completely. God it felt good! He knew he was going to cum soon… what a feeling… having Susan treat him to a blow job! And a good one too, in spite of the fact that she didn't want to do it!
It was like torture knowing that any second he was going to shoot off a thick load of sperm far into the back of her mouth! Once more, his thoughts turned involuntarily to his mother. For a moment it was her mouth receiving the full blunt blows of his inflated cock. Her mouth and lips gasping, sucking and licking away at his plunging cock!
Suddenly his cock went wild with a crazy quick jerking motion that started a flood of white hot sperm streaming into his young wife's involuntarily working mouth. Rapidly she tried to swallow, gulping the liquid down as fast as she could to keep from choking.
Susan felt like she was going to be sick but she tried to put everything in motion inside her that would prevent this happening. Wave after wave of sperm filled her cheeks, and she couldn't believe that it was all coming from Jamie.
"Oh, God," she thought, whimpering like a wounded calf. "Will it never end??"
"Don't stop now… keep it up… keep sucking!" Jamie commanded, tangling his fingers tightly in her long red hair, ramming his cock convulsively farther and farther down her beautifully smooth throat. Then with an earth shattering moan he felt the last drops of his spurting cum emptying into her open lips, and he slumped forward over her head with a low gurgle of relief.
Bit by bit, his satiated cock deflated in Susan's mouth. With a sigh, he slowly withdrew the still tingling member.
It dangled loosely and wetly in front of him as he moved away from his wife and fell exhausted on the bed.
Susan turned to look at him, her eyes still registering shock at what had just happened.
"Thanks, honey…" he said. "You sucked it good."



CHAPTER FIVE



IN CABIN NUMBER ONE


The faint whirring of the machine in the background did little to help Tricia's state of mind. She had hoped that Ike would be sleeping when she returned to the cabin from her long interlude with her father. Her light cotton dress was torn and ripped and her hair a mess… and she knew that she looked like she had been doing just what she had been doing! She had hoped to be able to sneak into the bathroom and to clean herself up before being seen by anyone.
But Ike had been waiting for her… waiting a long time too to judge by his anger… and now, she was paying for it. The bright flood lights hurt her eyes, even though she was turned away from them, and she was aware of the fact that her naked behind was probably smudged with dirt from being ground unmercifully down into the soft earth by her father's powerful body fucking into her. She trembled with guilt and a horrible fear that Ike would somehow guess what had happened. If only this whole thing could be over quickly and she could get away from his piercing stare… his yelling! But as a child she had been taught to be an obedient little girl, and even now with this demanding husband, she instinctively obeyed, cowering at his every command. Just as she had once obeyed her mother… and especially her father, (although the latter had seldom raised his voice to her)… she tried her best to carry out all of Ike's wishes… even when she thought them to be ugly abnormal requests. This time was no exception, and Tricia knelt naked on all fours on the bed as Ike had ordered her to do. She cringed backwards. "NO! Ike… NO…" The video tape ground on, recording her every move… a sound device that Ike had added taking in her every sound. "What's the matter?" Ike said "looks like you've been up to something in the woods to me… got nothing left for your old man, eh?"
Tricia shivered at the words… she had just left the arms of her real old man… her father!
From her lewd position on the bed, terror struck deep in her heart. No matter how horrible Ike had been to her as a husband and there was no excuse for her incestuous acts. There was really nothing sufficient enough to explain what she had done. She wondered fleetingly if there would ever be an end to her troubles now that she had committed such a vile sin!
Ike was on the bed now… pawing at her already abused body… treating her roughly as though to punish her for her actions. His touch was ugly, uncaring… decidedly hostile… and although his hands hurt… she thought… he's right… he's right to treat me like this… I deserve it!
Her life with Ike had been bad enough before… but now after her experiences with her father, Tricia knew it would get worse and worse unless she could do something to change everything. She was worried that she was in need of psychiatric care… why else would she have done those incestuous things… why else would she now be doing what Ike told her to do! She really did feel insane there kneeling up on the bed. All she could think of was her terrible hatred for Ike… how she would like to KILL him if she only had the courage!
Impervious to his wife's thoughts, Ike peered curiously down at her white, wide-spread buttocks, making sure that they were properly placed for the video camera. What had she been doing… he wondered… she certainly was acting guilty enough so that his suspicions were aroused… apart from the way she looked when she came in the door! But he couldn't imagine prim little Tricia with another man… and besides he knew there weren't any other men around apart from her brother and her father!
"What have you been up to?" he asked, looking back over his shoulder to check out the camera image. There on the screen behind him he saw himself naked kneeling behind Tricia's smoothly upturned ass-cheeks. Her blonde hair hung down into her face, covering it completely as she held herself up on her elbows, back arching and rounded breasts swinging forward.
"You been fingering yourself out in the woods?" he leered lewdly.
Tricia only sobbed in reply, and Ike continued, warming to his task. "Well, spread those legs wider! Let's see how worked up you are!"
His large thick cock bulged out ominously in her direction, as leaning over, he slowly and deliberately parted the soft yielding cheeks much farther than they would ordinarily spread. He heard Tricia moan in protest, and smiled to himself.
"You Livingstons think you're real hot shit!" he said, leaning forward toward the small brown opening of Tricia's tiny puckered anus. Suddenly his tongue flicked forward and he licked teasingly at the surface between the softness of her widely held ass cheeks.
"OOooh!" Tricia shuddered at the awful wet feeling along her narrow trembling crevice. It felt cold and disgusting. It seemed so obscene that he should do such a thing to her and take pictures of it too, that Tricia started to cry. She felt utterly at Ike's mercy, knowing that he would not hesitate to force her into any weird, degrading position that might strike his fancy.
"You're horrible… just horrible!" she cried out. But the words could just as easily have been directed to herself, she thought. She had not only been unfaithful to her husband… but she had accepted as her lover, her own father!
Ike's tongue flicked teasingly again into the open crevice of her behind, sending chills running through her, making her feel more ashamed and embarrassed than she had ever been. He had never done this to her… never forced her into such a lewd, humiliating position and she began to wonder just what he had in mind!
"Spread your knees wider!" he ordered, glancing sideways without removing his tongue so that he could see them on the video screen. The lewd image of his wife's nakedly upturned buttocks on the small screen stimulated him all the more, and he withdrew his tongue slowly and peered at the brown, puckered little opening with amusement.
Tricia's long, trim legs were spread so far apart that they hurt. She sobbed as quietly as she could knowing that the sound of her crying usually infuriated Ike all the more. Suddenly she felt a sharp pain in her rectum and she realized dully that Ike was trying to put his finger into her back there. His finger was thick and it scraped at the tender opening of her rectum. She tried to wiggle away from the pain as it began to turn in the deep rubbery channel, moving steadily forward until she could feel the palm of his hand flat against her asscheeks and then pulling back out with tiny jerky motions.
"Nnnnnnnnnngh!" she cried out. The pain was awful… but what was worse was the awful idea of what he was doing to her.
"Please, Ike… don't!"
"Never mind all that…" Ike replied, forcing another finger into the entrance of her widely stretching rectum, and worming it in along side the other.
"NOoooooooo nonono!" Tricia tried hard to straighten out her knees so that her behind would no longer be in such a vulnerable position, but Ike pulled her back up, smacking her buttocks against the protruding rod of his cock, while keeping his fingers sunk deep up inside her rear passage. Tricia was forced to maintain her humiliating kneeling position, and her smooth creamy buttocks remained as wide spread as before.
"For this little movie, Tricia baby… we're gonna try something new… something I've wanted to do to you for a long time!"
"You and a few others… your mother among them!" he thought. Yes, what a joy it would be to have Carrie Livingston right here in this position, her backside an open book just waiting to be read.
"Now open up that tight little ass of yours… It may hurt at first… but it's good for you… little pain never hurt anybody… especially a Livingston!"
Tricia's face grew red. She felt that her husband could see right through her… that he knew just what horrible things she had done… how she had twisted and turned and begged for more! Tears ran down her face and some of her long blonde hair clung to her wet cheeks.
"Say you want it!" Ike growled.
"Say what?"
"Say you want it up the ass!" His fingers rammed forward causing her such pain that she screamed loudly.
"Oh Ike… noooooo I can't, I can't!"
"Yes… oh yes… you can!" Ike answered, leered backward at the video screen as he slowly, torturously, pulled his finger out of her puckered rectum until it suddenly slipped free at the end with a small, lewd popping sound.
"I… I…" she stammered, confused by the sudden relief she felt in her anal passage. Ike's hard hot belly pressed up against the smooth fleshy whiteness of her buttocks and he shoved his swollen cock hard up into the softly yielding crevice between them.
"You what… say it, bitch!"
"Fuck me up the ass… Yes… Ike do it… fuck me there… I deserve it… yes, you're right… oh for God's sake be quick about it… get it over with!"
"That's better…" Ike said softly, placing the hardened tip of his prick against the opening of her rectum.
He pressed in a little, and felt her cringe. She whimpered softly and then let out a piercing shriek as he unexpectedly rammed forward. Simultaneously, he slipped one hand below into the warm hair-fringed lips of her pussy, wriggling his middle flnger into her still sperm moistened slit from her father a short time ago.
"Hey… you're wet… your pussy is wet! You dig it, eh… admit it… come on!"
Ike pressed forward again… this time his prick entered just a little bit into the unused, dark confines of her rectum.
"No no no no no no never!"
Ike began to rock and push against her, ignoring her cries of pain… pulling her helplessly stretching anal passage back to him until eventually the shaft of his long thick cock was entered half way up inside the tight elasticity of the tightly clenched channel. Then Tricia could feel the hard pressure of her husband's body pressing down on her with enormous strength, pushing her naked back and buttocks down so that she was lying flat on the bed. He rammed down and imbedded his thick rock-like cock all the way into the hilt in the soft expanding opening of her asshole.
"Aaaaaaarrrrrrrrrghhhhhhhh!" she grunted in pain, beginning a hopeless thrashing beneath him. She no longer felt the remotest resemblance to a human being as her husband's lewd anal rape continued. It felt as though she were being split in two and that her insides had been torn irreparably by his cruel entry. Suddenly she recalled Susan having told her that Jamie had taken her this way once… Jamie her own brother… she never would have guessed him capable of such an act… and all at once her mind sent out a mental prayer for all womankind…
"Oh God… you're killing me!" she screamed into the sheets.
She fought in demented desperation for minutes longer against the brutal impact of the hotly driving pole imbedded up inside her and then without warning, her strength suddenly failed her and she collapsed in a limp mass beneath his tense body. She felt utterly trapped… pinned to the bed by his impaling member!
Ike's mouth breathed horribly close to her ear, wet and hot. "Like it honey…?" he cooed, "Like it?"
A wave of total disgust flooded her insides and she fought against the sense of doom that she felt. Somehow… she had no idea how… she had to withstand this ugliness… she had to get through it!
Ike's resounding laughter as he began a sawing motion into her burning anus made her think that he had really gone mad. She had always thought of him as being eccentric… but now, she knew he had gone beyond that. He began to shower words of mockery and insult down upon her, and Tricia could not imagine that he had held such horrible anger against her inside him for so long.
Something must have happened to make him behave like this!
But whatever had happened, the knowledge that Ike was not himself did nothing to alleviate that throbbing stabbing pain in her bowels… The only thing to do was to get it over with as fast as possible!
Perhaps if she pleased him… if she went along with him, making him think she liked it…! With all the courage and strength she could muster, she strained as though she were farting and tightened her anal muscles around his long thick member. She felt him groan in response, and his hard cock grew harder still, and his hands suddenly clasped her large white breasts. His cock throbbed harder, and he hesitated a moment, as though he couldn't believe that she was actually responding to him. He flexed his penis deep up inside her, and felt her respond with an answering tightening of her rectal muscles.
With a sudden glee, he jerked her up, back onto her knees, and without releasing her dancing breasts on her chest below, began to fuck into her with a wicked jubilance. To his astonisbment, she began to move her buttocks, undulating them in small circles, responding to his lascivious sodomy as though she really enjoyed it. She even went so far as to moan with pleasure the next time his thick pounding rod ground down into her.
Ike watched mystified as his prim little wife suddenly became wild like a whore. He couldn't believe it! But he certainly wasn't going to knock it. It felt too damned good!
Tricia's long blonde hair flowed out before her over the crumpled bed sheet, and periodically it would flail from side to side as she turned her head from one side to the other. A strange thing began to happen to her in the midst of her prayers that her revulsion and humiliation would not show through her act… and that was that she actually did begin to feel some pleasure!
She didn't really believe it when it started, but strangely in the midst of her torment, when she realized that she was fooling him… she felt a tingle of masochistic excitement. She began to enjoy the feeling of his lust driven cock in her backside as she thrust and squirmed back to meet it. It was somehow easier to accept the pain of her obscene impalement when she had some measure of control over it. Nevertheless it still hurt but Tricia found that the pain began to add to the excitement she was beginning to feel.
Behind her, the impassioned gurgles of her husband were picked up by the microphone of the video tape, and on the screen the waving whiteness of her backside showed clearly as he thrust deeper and deeper into her. When Ike looked next at the screen he could see her teeth bared back in ecstatic delight, her tongue flicking out almost in time to the long smooth strokes he was making into her. The full length of his plunging rod expanded her rectum with stronger and stronger lunges. It was fantastic… "I never knew she had it in her!" he thought. This was a performance he would have expected from Carrie Livingston, Tricia's mother… but not from his darling young wife! He too grew more excited than he had expected. Much of his anger was lost when he saw how much she was actually enjoying it! To his surprise, she began to mouth obscenities to him, echoing the words he had spoken to her.
"Yes… fuck it… fuck my ass… Oh, Ike… do it hard… hurt me… hurt me!" As she writhed in mindless masochistic delight beneath him, feeling his hugeness stretching and growing inside her expanded rectum. She knew that it wouldn't be long now… in seconds he would shoot his hotly building sperm high into her burning anus. She longed for the end to come, and yet some wanton streak inside her made her want it to continue.
"Oh, God!" she wailed, "Ooooooh God!" Behind her, Ike had spread the quivering cheeks of her ass wider apart and with bulging eyes watched the full length of his pistoning prick split into the twin loaves with miraculous ease. Ike felt he would burst into her… that the rubbery hot walls of his wife's tiny, hotly clasping rectum would squeeze in upon his stiffening cock until it had to explode. He increased the vigor of his strokes until he was ramming so hard, she skidded up toward the head of the bed. Tricia's chin and breasts scraped against the sheets with each forward stroke, and her entire body was buffeted forward like a big, overgrown rag doll.
"Oh cum… darling… cum!" she shouted back at him, feeling his sweat pouring over her. There came a strangled groan from behind her and she felt Ike's cock give an extra throb. She lay kneeling in front of him now like a slave… waiting for the moment when her master would deign to favour her with his bursting sperm. Excitement pulsed through her like the crackling electricity just before it happened. Then his great cock gave one last tremendous thrust and it burst apart at the seams, hot sperm emptying into her in wave after wave, flooding her rectum, racing upward into the warmly contracting depths of her bowels.
Tricia gasped out with relief as Ike howled out his pleasure behind her. She felt an enormous thrill, even though she could feel the hot sticky fluid coursing inside her, and the searing liquid made her anal walls burn almost unbearably. Yet, her humiliation was complete… in some measure she had paid for her sins… she was a whore, or worse than that… and she had received a fitting payment for her actions. Yes, she decided… she felt better!
The sound of Ike's cock slipping from her tightly contracting rectum was picked up on the mike. It was a slight wet, sucking noise, and as soon as it was over, Tricia's white moon-like buttock cheeks trembled closed and she rolled away from her husband as he fell away to the other side, collapsing in lewd satiation beside her.
"What a triumph!" he thought… "to get Tricia to respond like that… What a lay!" He had almost forgotten his promise to himself about the Livingstons… Almost… but not quite.
"Can you go again, sweetie…?" he asked deliberately.



CHAPTER SIX



IN CABIN NUMBER THREE


Young Nancy sat dejectedly in her cabin, working out the pieces of a difficult jig-saw puzzle. When they were in the city it was her favorite past time to do the hardest ones she could find. This one was all red, and she had brought it along to the country for just such an emergency. She found when she was particularly upset about something that working on the monotone pieces of a puzzle would help her get her thoughts together. There was a lot to think about too, since she had been with Gramps down at the old cabins, and afterward witnessed him naked with Aunt Tricia! Two days had elapsed and she hadn't seen anything of Gramps since then! He had gone off on what he told everyone was a fishing trip, but which Nancy suspected was just an attempt to get away from her! She fumed with jealousy over Aunt Tricia… If only she could have gotten him to feel that way about her! She would have to think of something to do about that when he returned the following day… There wasn't much time… it was already Wednesday and they were all due to go home on Sunday evening.
She would have to work fast if she wanted to accomplish her goal by Sunday!
She tried to put everything that had happened together in her head in much the same way she was working the puzzle… and suddenly she hit upon something that she thought could be of use to her.
When she had returned to her cabin after watching Tricia and Gramps the other night, she'd paused outside her parents cabin as she usually did to see if they were up to anything interesting. She was just in time to witness her father's ejaculation into her mother's wide stretched mouth. Afterward she had seen her mother crying as her daddy fell asleep. Her mother had lain on the floor sobbing before moving her hands down between her legs to assuage her own desires… much as Nancy herself had done in the woods! It didn't take much for Nancy to figure out that her mother was in a similar position. She wanted to be made love to! And Nancy knew why her daddy didn't feel like it… he was too busy thinking about fucking Grandma!
She remembered how she was to blame for that… having rigged Uncle Ike's video to see what would happen.
"Uncle Ike!" she exclaimed out loud.
She fitted the last piece in her puzzle together, and said, "That's it! He ought to do it!"

***

John kissed Carrie lightly on the cheek. He had just returned from his sportfishing trip and be felt even worse than when he'd left. He avoided his wife's eyes, and she didn't press the issue. Both of them had a lot to hide… Carrie had been having a hard time not making suggestive remarks to Jamie and although nothing had happened as yet, she was hoping something would. She was so busy with these thoughts that she paid little attention to the fact that Tricia was acting strangely… Everyone was a little strange anyway, and she trusted John enough not to imagine that anything had happened between them. But what about herself? She couldn't even trust herself!
She had asked her son Jamie to meet her that very afternoon in her private sitting room, to "settle everything"… and she was hoping that she could get rid of John so he wouldn't find out.
"You're back earlier than I thought," she said. It was early afternoon, and she was still wearing her lounging robe. She was having trouble sleeping at nights, and consequently slept later and later each morning to compensate for it. Her blonde hair was pinned up in a becoming upsweep, and her silk robe clung to her, emphasizing all the right lines of her body.
"Yeah… no fun fishing alone!" he mumbled in reply. "Besides they're all full of mercury anyway… can't eat 'em!"
John was aware of the public broadcasts stating that most fish were safe to eat, but that some of the larger ones weren't. That just made him not trust any of them. If the big ones weren't safe, why should he take chances on eating the little ones?
"What's the world coming to?" Carrie said. They were sitting in the big livingroom, and Carrie looked out the window over the rolling hills that made up the grounds of "Livingstons."
"Well, at least we've got a little bit of land of our own, John… If we can just take care of it the right way… use natural fertilizers, even serve our own organic food without any chemical sprays on it… We'll make out OK…" Carrie was looking toward the future… if she could just persuade Jamie to give up that awful advertising job of his in New York and to come back home where he belonged… they would have the best resort in the country… and the best place to live too! She was planning to talk to him about this very thing that afternoon… and her talk with John was serving as a practice session.
"Yeah… but we can't educate the whole world, Carrie," John replied. He was tired. Everything looked bleak to him. If he couldn't control his own family situation, his own demanding sexual appetites… how could he hope to influence anyone else?
"How's it been while I've been gone?" he asked.
"Quiet," Carrie answered. "Too quiet if you ask me. John… I think this whole idea of a reunion was a big mistake… we should have just had each couple up here separately… no one's getting along and…"
"Well obviously it was a mistake!" John growled. "But you're the one who made them all stay the last week instead of leaving when they wanted to! Now we'll just have to get through the next few days as best we can… won't we?"
Carrie was silent. She hadn't meant to arouse her husband's anger, and now it was to her advantage to remain silent. What was he planning on doing that afternoon, she wondered!
As if in answer to her thoughts, John suddenly rose and declared, "I'm going down to the bar. Those workmen are going to be here next week and I want to get it all set for them. Get Bonnie to make me some sandwiches… think I'll spend most of the day down there."
"Oh, that's a good idea, honey!" Carrie said. They were planning to have a big discotheque the next season, and there was much to be done to the large building that presently served as primarily a bar and dining room. "Bonnie's not coming until the week-end… but I'll make them for you myself, darling!" Carrie said, starting out toward the kitchen. She had told the young girl who often worked as their maid to come that week-end only, when she was planning several sumptuous meals. Meanwhile, the family could manage on their own.
She prepared two hearty roastbeef sandwiches on rye bread for her husband… humming as she worked. She added mayonnaise, pickle and onions and wrapped them up in saran-wrap. She was sure that Jamie would see things her way this time… and then she would have him back… forever!

***

A few hours later, Carrie sat propped up on her chaise longue with big expensively embroidered pillows behind her. She was secure in the knowledge that she would be alone with her son long enough at least to convince him that she needed him at home more than he was needed in New York.
When he entered her sitting room, Jamie once more felt himself getting annoyed, just by looking around at the way his mother had decorated. He hated her pretensions to glamour, and the large airy room reeked of it!
"Jamie!" she said, reaching her arms out toward him as she had seen so many movie heroines do before her! "Darling… come in… sit down!"
"Hello mother…" Jamie said. He carefully took the seat across from his mother, rather than the one directly next to the chaise.
"What am I doing here anyway?" he asked himself.
Before him on the low cocktail table were placed the makings for his favorite kind of martinis. A full bottle of Beefeater's Gin gleamed in the afternoon light, and the mixing pitcher stood ready.
Carrie leaned forward and began to prepare them. As she did, the slightly elasticized neckline of her pheasant blouse expanded enough so that it was clear to her son that she was not wearing a bra. He found himself bridling and sitting back stiffly in his seat.
Would he never get used to her? His mind reached back to all the times when as a boy, his mother had shocked him… fascinated him… taunted him with her strange attitudes, so much unlike other mothers.
Carrie handed him the frosty drink she'd prepared, and noticing her son's reaction, sat back demurely so that her breasts would not show.
"Oh, Jamie…" she began breathlessly. "I'm so glad you agreed to have this little chat…"
"Oh, Christ!" Jamie thought.
"Darling… I'll get right to the point. I know you like that…" Carrie was trying to use all her feminine intuition to win her son over. "I want to make you a proposition. I think we've all been under considerable strain recently… and I'd like to offer you my thoughts on at least one of the reasons why…"
Jamie knocked back the first martini. He maintained a neutral expression and purposefully said nothing, waiting for her to continue speaking. Meanwhile he looked her over carefully. Why did he have to be the one stuck with a mother like her… why couldn't he have had just a simple little old lady in a rocking chair? She was still beautiful, he thought… more beautiful than ever if anything! He was plunged into despair by her continuing youth. An ageless quality surrounded her that made him suspect that she was something kin to a witch.
He poured himself another stiff martini and cursed under his breath when he realized what his mother was getting at.
"And we need you…" she was saying. "This place is much too big for just the two of us to handle… and you know you can't trust anyone who works for you… its got to be someone in the family! You don't look happy, Jamie… I know you're not happy living there in New York… It's dog eat dog all the way… why you ever chose the advertising business I'll never know… and it's hurting Susan and poor little Nancy… Jamie, you've got to think of your family." She took a dainty sip of her martini and continued, her pearly lips glistening with the alcoholic liquid. "Now you and I both know that the only reason we had that little… uh, occurrence… the other day… was because we're not really ourselves… We've got to get ourselves together Jamie… and this is the way to do it. You can have your own house… John and I won't interfere with your family in any way… but Jamie… for heavens sake come back to Livingston's!"
"Fuck off, Mom!" Jamie glared angrily at his mother.
Carrie sat up abruptly. "Don't you dare talk to your mother like that!" Carrie exclaimed, the tendons of her neck standing out from the strain.
"Don't tell me you've never heard the word, 'fuck' before!" Jamie continued. His brain was whirring, he'd downed those drinks too fast. He'd intended to keep cool, and now it was too late… they were smack in the midst of a lulu of a fight!
Carrie jumped from her chaise and landed a resounding smack on Jamie's cheek. Jamie responded by grabbing hold of her hand and holding it so hard that Carrie began to shake.
"You bitch!" he yelled, stepping around the table and grabbing her by the arms. "You have the nerve to sit there like some prim little school girl and pretend that nothing much really happened between us… Well damn it, let me remind you… that you were fucked by your little baby boy… That's right, Mom… Not content with your own daughter's husband, you added me to your list!" Jamie was livid, his face had turned a deep scarlet and his eyes were mere slits of passion.
"And let me remind you my dear…" Carrie said levelly, staring up into her son's angry face. "That you crawled up and… as you so lewdly put it, fucked me from behind. I didn't ask you to after all!"
"Same ass!" Jamie yelled, pulling her closer to him.
"You screwing that creep Ike right there in front of me… and that obscene tape of you two right there on the TV screen! What do you think I'm made of!"
"I know what you're made of!" Carrie said defiantly, even though Jamie's fingers were hurting her arms… holding her so tightly she could feel the blood circulation being cut off. "I'm your mother remember?"
"You…!" Jamie's words were stopped by his mother's lips. Almost without thinking she kissed the taut lips that were about to curse her.
While it was happening, Jamie knew that he had lost again. His mother was too strong for him, and he was weak… much too weak!

***

John got thirsty and decided to go up to the house and get a beer to have with his sandwiches. He was pleased to have been able to spend the day alone, even though he knew that the various members of his family were about somewhere. He had spied Ike down by the swimming pool with Tricia and had steered clear of them. He had already messed with his daughter's life quite enough… and besides, he just couldn't stand the sight of her with her husband. It was much too painful.
He was just hoping that he could coast on in without further incidents until Sunday when they would all be gone.
The big house was quiet when he entered the kitchen. He was sweating from the effort of moving tables and chairs about in the bar, and cold can of Bud tasted just right to him. He stood in the bright sunny kitchen, gulping down the cold liquid. For the first time in several days, he was beginning to feel in control of himself. It felt good to be wearing his old overalls again, and he realized that he was really most comfortable wearing work clothes. He decided that he wouldn't wear anything else for the duration of his families stay, no matter what Carrie said. She could dress however she wanted, but he was going to stick with his plain old clothes. The frosty can made his hand cool, and John looked down at it. It was a strong, working man's hand… a good hand, he thought.
In this calm frame of mind, John decided to pay his wife a visit. He was sorry that he hadn't been more friendly to her earlier in the day and wanted to apologize.
He walked down the hall and turned right in the direction of the new wing he had had built especially for Carrie. Before he got there he heard the noises. But he told himself that he had to be imagining it. It didn't seem possible that such sounds would be coming from Carrie's sitting room!
"Oooh honey… honey… oh Jamie!"
When John heard his son's name, he knew instantly that he was not imagining things… and he knew just what was going on in there.
He cautiously opened the door just a few inches and peered in. The shades had been pulled and the room was dimly lit. "Thought to pull the shades, but not to lock the door!" John muttered to himself, casting his eyes about the sitting room. There was no one there.
"Oooooooooooooooooh!!"
The familiar sound of his wife's voice was coming from the bedroom, and John gravitated toward it. He didn't know what he was going to do once he got there… but by God, he knew he was going to do something!
"Nnnnnnnnngh!" Carrie grunted and ground her hotly flaring pussy upward to meet her son's madly plunging cock… letting it strike wondrously against the spongy surface of her cervix, high, high inside her tight, hungrily milking pussy. The swollen pulsating head filled her streaming cunt creating wet rhythmic sluicing sounds that filled the whole room. Above them their mirror image echoed their passion, showing in minute detail each incestuous caress.
"Oh kiss me, darling… kiss me! Oh, my own baby boy… my own little love… I love you, mommy loves you so much!"
John had a good view of his grown son's thrusting buttocks… his heavy balls hung down and swung into Carrie's widespread crotch with each powerful blow. He could also see Carrie's tight pink cunt clasping hard around Jamie's cock. With each blow it would sink in with smooth resistance, making him grunt loudly.
"Momma momma!" he cried out… "Oh God momma your sweet cunt… oh God!"
John thought at first that he would kill him… kill his own son! How could he tolerate what was going on? IT WAS HORRIBLE! And the idea that his wife would betray him to such an extent was even more than he could bear. He stood watching, transfixed by the lewd sight before him, frozen by his mixed emotions… every muscle in his body tensed with anguish. The couple on the bed continued their wild gyrations, completely oblivious to anything else in the luxurious room but themselves. The silk coverlet of the round bed was crushed and stained beyond repair, and there were various articles of apparel strewn around the room on the thick white rug.
Jamie kneeled up, holding his mother's long beautiful legs out straight as though he were handling a wheelbarrow. His thick cock plunged in to the hilt, and thudded against the farthest end of her open, voraciously willing pussy.
"OH don't you see honey… this is what I want what I need… we both need it! Uuuuuuuubnngh!" Carrie's eyes rolled back up into her head as she was transported to the heights of ecstasy by her son's pounding rock-hard young cock. Her legs trembled from being held in such an unnatural position, but the hair-fringed center down between her thighs was receiving so much pleasure that it didn't natter. Nothing mattered but getting more and more of her son's thick cock inside her wantonly contracting pussy!
Jamie turned his mother over, so that she was on her side. He felt the wonderful large swellings of her breasts, full and taut, smashed against his chest. Her mouth was on his, her hair in his eyes. Her entire body was a part of him… an extension the scent of her… the soft feel of her… the highly aroused, almost unbelievably divine cunt that sucked like a starving mouth upon his prick!
"Christ," he thought… "she's right… This has been what I've been waiting all this time for!"
"Oh yes, Jamie… she said into his mouth… give in to it… give in… love it… feel it… it's good!"
Jamie lifted his mother's leg over his hip so that she was straddling his loins from above, and skewered his pusling rod high up inside her moistly working vaginal slit. He was reminded of her voice when she would try to get him to eat something when he was a boy… it was much the same, really… only this time he was enjoying doing as he was told, enjoying turning his mother into a whimpering mass of passion!
"Oh momma!"
John was moving toward them, the same odd expression on his face. There was only one thing for him to do… only one thing that would let him save face… that would make the situation tolerable. He couldn't blame Carrie… not when he himself had broken his promise to her!
His heavy thick veined cock stuck out through the unbuttoned opening of his work-pants, and he moved forward as though he were walking underwater, slow enough so that he might be discovered and stopped, if only either his wife or his son would notice him.
But neither one opened an eye, and in a few moments John was contemplating his wife's long hollowing back and silken buttocks as they twisted and turned with each long upward lunge of his son, Jamie's cock. The whitely quivering buttocks were parted and the long nether crack between her pale cheeks widened and narrowed according to the tensing and untensing of her desperately straining thighs. John could catch glimpses of the wetly glistening cock of his young son as it entered the pink fluted lips of Carrie's cunt. Above, the tight, puckered little ring of her naked anus appeared and disappeared like a tiny brown rose bud.
He went straight for it.
"Aaaaaaaaargh!" Carrie was forceably flattened down against her son's chest… even closer than she had been before. All along her back she could feel the rough material of her husband's overalls, scraping harshly against her skin. But most urgently, she felt as though something like a telephone pole had been shoved into her rectum. There was no preparation, nothing to warn her that anything like this was about to happen, and although in her youth Carrie had experimented with this form of lovemaking, it had been a long time and the pain in her rear-end was atrocious, not to mention the shock of being entered there so brutally while in the midst of making love with her son!
"What the???" Jamie looked up at his mother's scream and saw over her shoulder the intensely scowling features of his father. His blood ran cold as he felt his father's hands reaching across and around his mother's trembling body to grasp him by the arms.
"You keep fucking! You want to fuck your mother… well go on but don't think you're gonna keep your old man out completely!"
"But Dad… I… Dad!" John's fingers dug into his son's flesh and he held him with his strong iron-like grip, pulling him in toward the woman they both loved. His giant cock was receiving a tight, futilely resisting squeezing from Carrie's rectal muscles, and now as he pulled against his son, he could feel through the thin partition between his wife's rectum and vagina, the surging, throbbing mass of young Jamie's cock.
He grunted and pushed hard, and Carrie screamed out in agony and anger. "John get away… get away from me!"
"Shut up, you cunt!" John cried, "You're getting just want you want… just what you deserve!"
The two enormous battering rams began a fierce in and out thrusting in each of the defensively clenched holes between her legs and Carrie tried to flail out in an effort to protect herself. But she couldn't completely forget the enjoyment of the huge fleshy pole imbedded deep up in her vagina, and her dilated pussy was still in a state of moistly defensive response. The bitter sweet feeling of what was now an unwanted desire filled her, even though there was a raging tearing pain in her anus. She began to moan as each thrust forward by her angry husband sent her slamming into Jamie's well built body, forcing his long, excitedly throbbing prick that much further up inside her wetly seeping vagina. Then she would go ricocheting back, finding her soft yielding buttocks being entered to a deeper and deeper degree by the steadily pushing cock behind her! Her back passage involuntarily sucked against her husband's cruelly pushing penis, and John never stopped humping himself forward into the moist hairless split for a second. The relentlessly burrowing head stretched the small opening wide beyond all endurance, forcing and twisting, spiraling upward with an unstoppable, driving insistent force.
She jerked forward in pain as the two thick poles seemed to meet deep up inside her wide stretched belly. The two blunt tipped instruments of masculinity were actually rubbing against each other in there! She had done some pretty wild things in her time, but never, she thought… NEVER anything remotely resembling this dual fucking she was getting. There was no getting away from it either… it was clear that John was not going to let Jamie stop… and Jamie showed no signs of wanting to now anyway! She could feel her son's smooth flat belly pressing into hers as he strained forward hooking his giant cock forward and ever upward into the hair-lined lips of her cunt. Her thighs were wide apart and she still lay on her side while behind her the rough denim of John's pants created an unbearable friction along the smoothly jiggling skin of her buttocks. She was impaled brutally from both sides! Her clitoris rubbed hotly against the sliding base of Jamie's prick starting a new sensation that mingled with the pain in her backside and the pleasure in her hungrily grasping pussy walls. She thought she was going crazy!
Carrie screamed over and over, until Jamie's tongue suddenly found its way back into her open mouth, stifling her cries by swirling round and round inside it. For a second she got so dizzy she thought she would faint, and then she felt a strange exhilaration. SUDDENLY SHE REALIZED THAT SHE WAS COMPLETELY FILLED UP BETWEEN HER LEGS. EVERY BIT OF HER WAS FILLED BY WONDERFUL HARD MALE FLESH! THE TWO MEN THAT SHE LOVED MOST IN THE WORLD WERE MAKING LOVE TO HER! SHE HAD NEVER BEEN SO TOTALLY POSSESSED IN HER LIFE!
Deep inside her cock besieged pussy a spark grew and doubled itself. With each hard back thrust she made with her body, her voraciously clinging anal passage massaged her husband's cock with unprecedented force.
"OH JESUS!" John cried.
Frantically Carrie caught hold of her son's hair, pulling at the pale blonde hair that looked so like her own. Her head was flung back, her mouth gaping wide with a thin trail of moisture slipping from between her lips. Jamie plowed into her, slamming his hips up against her with a vicious strength made all the more impelling by his father's clenched fingers upon his arms. He was starting to cum and it was barreling up out of his exploding testicles like a freight train. There was nothing that he could do to stop it! Suddenly his prick was spurting thick hot jets of semen directly up into his mother's warmly welcoming vagina. Her long blonde hair moved from side to side, covering first her son's face below and then her husband's face behind her with golden swirling curls. She herself let forth a stream of obscene words… the only ones that would express what she was feeling as the softness of her nakedy writhing body was smashed helplessly between the two nakedly fucking men.
"Ooooooooooarrrhhgh!" she cried, "Oh give me your cum, baby… give it to meeeeeeeeee!"
Both Jamie and John seemed totally overwhelmed by Carrie's response, and they began to squeeze and finger her sweat-glistening flesh, grappling with her quivering breasts, her desperately jerking buttocks, her hotly seeping pussy until she too began to emit the shrill, animal-like cries of orgasm.
"I'm cumming you bastards… I'm cumming!" she shrieked.
Her anal muscles contracted wildly around John's cock and as his balls gave one last smack against the underside of her buttocks he released his cum in hot waves of thickness into the burning channel of his wife's bowels. Jamie continued to grind against her spasm filled body, his hardened cock impaling her from the front, while his father's jerked deep up into her from behind.
Carrie could feel two pools of hot liquid bubbling lewdly around up inside her. And the thought that the two hard spurting cocks inside her belonged to her own son, Jamie, and to her husband, John, sent a delicious shiver of perversed delight rippling through her widespread genitals.
"Oh darlings…" she gasped… feeling a new orgasm approaching. "More…mooooooore! Stuff me, fill me, kill me with your two beautiful cocks!"



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Uncle Ike… let me in!"
Nancy knocked on the door of Cabin Number One. She knew that her Uncle Ike was alone inside because she had been watching the cabin for some time and had seen her Aunt Tricia drive off to town. The two of them had spent the morning down by the swimming pool, and Nancy had seen her uncle making another video tape of himself diving into the pool. Thinking there was no one around he had also made Aunt Tricia do some dives and some thing that looked like weird exercises completely nude… all for his camera.
Nancy knew that he was in there watching the re-runs of the films now, and she thought that it would be a perfect time to visit him.
"Who is it?" Ike growled. He didn't like to be interrupted in the middle of a tape. He was just getting a big kick out of watching Tricia doing the 'exercises' he had mapped out for her down by the pool, and was planning to splice parts of this tape into the one he had made of her the other night. He was really getting quite a collection… one that any man would be proud to own!
"It's me… open up, Uncle Ike!"
"Damn… what does that nosey kid want?" Ike turned off the video machine and went to the door. Nancy stood there resplendent in a bright cotton shift, so short that it barely covered her upper thighs.
"Hi… Uncle Ike…" she said in her most seductive voice. She skipped into the room before he could stop her. "Oh… I see you're watching the video machine… will you show me your latest tapes?"
"Listen… kid… go'way… I'm busy right now!" Ike was still wearing his bathing trunks, and Nancy observed his dark curly body hairs with admiration.
"I've always liked your curly chest, Uncle Ike," she smiled, sitting upon the bed.
"Now when has she seen my chest before?" Ike wondered.
"Come on… show me some tapes… I just love them!"
"Oh… alright… but just one or two," Ike said, preparing to replace the lewd tapes with something more suitable for a 10 year old.
Nancy watched him closely as he fixed the machine, and he remembered how she had asked him to show her everything about it. He had been proud at the time when she'd shown a remarkable grasp of mechanical things. As he inserted a tape of himself diving off the diving board into the Olympic size swimming pool, it suddenly struck him as odd that it was Nancy who had stacked the tapes and insisted that he and Carrie and Jamie watch it that fateful day up at the big house! What they were supposed to be watching was the family volley ball game, but in the midst of it the tape he'd filmed previously of himself and Carrie making it in her big round bed had suddenly appeared on the small screen… and THAT he thought, was when the shit hit the fan!
He had always thought that he himself was to blame for that dreadful error, but now that he thought about it, he didn't see how he could have been that careless. Besides, he was almost certain he had put that particular tape away in his secret hiding place. Ike eyed Nancy suspiciously as the little girl began to ooh and aah over his less than spectacular leaps into the pool.
"Nancy…" he said suddenly. "Let's watch some different tapes…" He began to fiddle with the machine. "Will you get them for me?"
Before she realized that it was a trap, Nancy started toward the bathroom. The obscene tapes were in the hamper of the bathroom, and that was where she had found the one of Uncle Ike and Grandma before she placed it in the machine and made sure they they would all watch it!
"You sneaky little bitch!" Ike yelled as he saw her direction. "You put that tape on the machine, didn't you? How did you know about it?"
He grabbed her and began shaking. Nancy's red pigtails began flying, and her teeth chattered as her head bobbed up and down during the vigorous shaking.
"Let me go, Uncle Ike… lemme go!" she cried.
"That means you must have seen everything!" Ike yelled. "You little sneak! Well I hope you got a good eyefull! Why… I've got a good mind to…" He turned Nancy's small body over his knee and prepared to give her a good spanking. But then he saw that her naked little buttocks were staring back at his disbelieving eyes. She wasn't wearing panties underneath her dress! 
His hand remained suspended in the air… and then once over his initial shock, he brought it down hard on the twin white mounds of virgin flesh.
"Ooooooow!" Nancy exclaimed.
"You meddling little…" his hand came down hard again.
"Oooooow! Uncle Ike!" His flat hand came down again and again making the soft white skin of Nancy's nakedly smooth young buttocks turn scarlet.
"Why did you do it… why?"
The stinging pain on her trembling asscheeks made tears spring to Nancy's eyes, and suddenly she began to blurt out the whole story.
Her uncle's hand remained suspended above her exposed nether cheeks as she began to stammer out the words… half crying and sobbing.
"I did it because I wanted to get back at Daddy… I just wanted to see what his reaction would be to you and Grandma fucking! I stumbled upon you by accident and watched the whole thing. I knew you made a tape of it!"
"Where did you learn such words… and how did you know about me and your grandma?" Ike asked, totally shocked by the little girl's language.
"From you… you and grandma… and from grandpa… and…"
"And who… grandpa and who?"
"I… I can't say!" How could she tell Ike that she'd seen his own wife, Aunt Tricia with her father???
"You little snip! You tell me or I'll beat you till your behind turns purple." Ike began to whack away at Nancy's bottom, furiously gritting his teeth. Too many things were falling into place… too fast. He was beginning to understand things that he really didn't want to understand… but the knowledge was coming, even before he was ready for it! Even before Nancy spoke, heknew what she was going to say!
Nancy spoke defiantly… angry at the recollection of what she had seen. "With aunt Tricia… that's who… with Tricia!"
Ike's hand stopped in mid-air. He spoke slowly and deliberately. "Doing what… what were they doing? Tell me everything!"
He helped Nancy get down from his knees but held her in place in front of him by placing his hands around her waist.
Nancy began to sputter out the entire story. About how she had lured her grandfather to the old cabins and how when they were just getting to the interesting parts, Aunt Tricia had come into the cabin looking for her father… and how she had run off and Gramps had followed her… and what she had seen them doing down by the stream.
"And it should have been me!" she concluded tearfully, nevertheless scanning her uncle's face to see if he planned on spanking her some more.
"Oh, Christ!" Ike put his hand to his head. The image of his wife writhing nakedly around on the ground down by the creek with her own father pounding hotly between her widespread legs was running through his mind almost as if he himself had filmed it and was playing it back. That was where she'd been the night he'd waited for her to get back… THAT was why there were those smudges on her ass!
"Oh God!" he said out loud, remembering all the time that he'd encouraged Tricia to spend with her father because it gave him easier access to her mother. All the time he was dallying with Carrie, Tricia was probably getting closer and closer to intimacy with her father! How many times had they done it?
Nancy was still talking but he was paying little attention, only catching a word here and there.
"So please… Uncle Ike… please… You see… it has to be you… Why do I have to be the one who's left out???"
"Wha… what? What are you saying, child?" Ike suddenly realized just what Nancy was asking of him. He looked at her earnest little freckled face and saw that she was perfectly serious. And just as he was about to say something else, he saw her pick up her dress and place herself once more on his knees… only this time, she sat up, placing her arms around his neck, and wiggling her sensuous little buttocks into a comfortable position on his lap. She placed her head in the crook of his neck and whispered into his ear. His brain was whirring, all the component parts of what was happening clicking together quickly and accurately.
Nancy pulled back a little and gathering up her courage looked into Ike's eyes. With a shiver, she felt his dark eyes burning into hers, frightening her and thrilling her to the marrow of her bones. With the speed of a hawk latching onto its prey, Ike leaned forward, grabbed her hard by the shoulders and kissed her full on the lips.
Ike felt a perverse excitement taking hold of him… not only because of the unusual feeling of Nancy's little lips and tongue beneath his, but because of the lewdly vengeful plan that was forming in his mind.
"What the hell," he thought… "old man Livingston's already had a crack at her… and the kid's begging for it!" He wasn't beyond giving any woman what she wanted, even if she was a ten year old! He could feel the little girl's entire body tensing against his, responding to the long kiss hungrily with a sincerity that he found appealing. He let his hands run along the small waist, the hips that were already beginning to form… the breasts that were almost non-existent, but already there in the form of tiny hard little nipples that rolled charmingly beneath his exploring fingers. Her skin was softer than silk and Ike found that he was getting very excited indeed! Any second thoughts of propriety that he might have had were being burned away slowly but surely by this determined little woman! She was going to be some looker when she grew up! Nancy returned his kiss with a ferver born to a sensuous woman… and Ike could sense that she was really ready, just as she said she was!
He let his hands slide tantalizingly over her small budding breasts, feeling the little girl moan and squirm as he played with them and kneaded them, concentrating on the growing nipples, working on them until he could feel them stiffening.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmm!" Nancy moaned, gurgling deep in her throat. Her little nipples tingled, and she felt her uncle's slowly hardening prick rising against her naked thighs beneath the covering of his brief bathing suit. She reached her small hand down to feel its dimensions, and felt it jerk against her hand.
"Oh!" she said. Ike renewed his kiss and Nancy felt a frenzy of desire begin to grow at the pit of her belly. Her tongue dug deep into her Uncle Ike's mouth, as his thickening penis throbbed against her hand.
It was much bigger than gramps! she realized, feeling slightly panicky. But now there was no doubt in Ike's mind that he was going to go through with the whole thing… especially since it fit in so well with his plans!
"Come on, honey!" he exclaimed, suddenly dumping Nancy unceremoniously on the floor… "Let's get on the bed…"
Nancy moved obediently to the bed and climbing on, sat in the middle of the spread. Her heart was thumping loudly in her chest, and she kept saying to herself, "This is it… This is it!" She couldn't believe it, and a part of her didn't want to believe it as she watched her Uncle Ike's hurried motions. He was setting up big spotlights all around the bed, and putting an empty cartridge into the camera.
He was going to film her!
"Come on sweetie," he finally said, moving toward the bed. She could see the enormous bulge of his penis forming a big mound in front of his swim trunks, and she moved back a little on the mattress. Ike swooped down on her before she could react and began to remove her dress, zipping it down the back and peeling it off to reveal the pure white smoothness of her barely pubescent body.
"What a little sweetie you are!" he said, his eyes taking in every naked inch of her, especially the soft little mound of her pussy where a few fuzzy red pubic hairs could be seen starting to grow.
"You have a little girl's body… but a woman's mind!" he said, hurriedly removing his bathing suit. Nancy took this compliment to heart… at last someone understood her! But still the sight of his large, uncircumcised, prick was terrifying to her.
Her uncle had her lie back upon the bed, and spent several long moments looking at her. In the background the steady grinding of the camera filled the room. Then, "Play with yourself… let me see you touch yourself, sweetie!"
"Oh yessss!" Nancy hissed excitedly, feeling the cool air flowing over the hotness of her cuntal flesh, "Yessss…"
Quickly, her own fingers flitted across the tiny rising bud of her clitoris, smoothing it, tickling it… anticipating the moment when her uncle's fingers would replace her own… she could almost feel it already… in fact she began to imagine that all the delicious thrills created by her own fingers were coming from him already!
She was so transported by her sensual manipulations, that small waves of sex fluids began to seep from the tender jewel of her still virgin pussy.
Ike became more and more stimulated by watching this little nymphet playing with her own hotly exposed little cunt. His rock hard penis felt so inflated that it almost hurt. What would it be like to feel himself inside such a tiny little cunt? It had to feel incredible! He watched the small cushiony lips of her tight little pussy as they quivered, in response to her little fingertips.
Ike felt something snap inside him. What a terrific film it was going to be! "Hang on, sweetie… I'm coming to help you out!"
With that he lowered himself directly over her small figure almost crushing her frail young body under his weight. Before Nancy could even register what was happening, he had guided the bulbous head of his surging cock to the small pulsating opening that nestled teasingly up between the fleshy folds of her seeping pussy.
"OH…" Nancy gasped, feeling the gigantic cock pressing hard and tight against the tiny, tightly clenched mouth of her virgin pussy. She had thought he would do something to prepare her for this moment, but she hadn't reckoned with her impetuous Uncle Ike. Nothing could stop him now, with the weight of his 6 foot frame he held his 10 year old niece firmly down, pressing her deep into the mattress. Even when she began to struggle, she could not move an inch of the dead weight of his body. To her horror, Ike reached down and grabbed hold of her legs, pulling them up by holding them just behind the knees, he lifted them until they were pressing directly into her shoulders, leaving her bent almost double and the whole of her defenseless young pussy open to his attack.
"Nooooooooooooo!" Nancy cried. "You've got to stop!"
Without even bothering to say a word, Ike gave a merciless lunge forward sending the giant bulbous head of his cock bursting into the unbelievably tight sheath of Nancy's totally virgin little vagina.
"Aaaaaaaaaaattttrrrgyh!" Nancy flailed her head wildly. The shock of the sudden thrust felt like it had shattered her completely, and she twisted and squirmed like a mad woman in a vain effort to escape the terrible impalement of her 10 year old little cunt.
"Oooooooh!" Ike moaned, gasping as he felt the warm wet walls of the little girl's pussy slipping over his rigidity like a tightly clenched fist filled with hot melted butter. He felt like he was in heaven! The tight squeezing along the shaft of his prick was so GOOD! He let his head fall loosely back as his loins sped forward, buffeting into the helplessly struggling girl. His thick, rock hard cock speared her, boring quickly to the unused depths of her tender pussy. His pelvis smacked tight up against hers, flattening her upraised buttocks with hard, sharp slaps that reverberated throughout the room and were all recorded by Ike's excellent sound equipment.
In miniature, their twisting bodies were seen in action on the screen of the video machine… looking like any ordinary television set, except for the lewd content of its image!
Nancy's muffled moans of pain and terror were unheeded and unheard by nothing other than the small microphone, as Ike reached forward to grab her by the shoulder. With a grunt, be pulled her small body up tight against his, letting his thick hard cock sink to its fullest depth in her white, quivering little belly. Nancy's pigtails had come undone and the full wavy locks of her red hair fell across her shoulder. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut as she struggled to withstand the full impact of what was happening to her. Never, never would she have dreamed that anything could hurt so much! Had she known, she would have vowed to remain a virgin for life… and certainly would not have advanced this moment by so many years. It suddenly seemed more than desirable to her to remain a child… an innocent child who knew nothing about these things… who had never seen the immoral acts her family performed all around her. A child who had not somehow wound up here on this bed with her own uncle, having been penetrated by his gigantic penis as though she weren't even human!
Ike gritted his teeth and fucked in and out with long hard strokes that seemed to receive their momentum from the very tips of his toes. He could feel the hardness of his cock pressing tight against the end of her cervix. The ragged pink lips of Nancy's tight defenseless cunt were pulled outward on each out-stroke, the soft protective folds giving way to the violent assault of Ike's big cock. The tiny opening was being forceably stretched, more and more with each entry, as he skewered into her with obvious delight.
He could feel a wonderful sensation of power taking hold of him… as if by this vile rape he were getting back at the entire Livingston family… every single one of them! He could feel the soft fleshy ridges deep inside her giving way to him just as the Livingston's were going to give way to him! It was a tremendously exciting moment for him, and the growing fire in his hanging, slapping testicles told him that he WAS going to last a long time!
Nancy's muffled sobs and moans mingled with his own grunts of pleasure, while his hands moved passionately over her entire body, finally centering on and cupping her small compact buttocks, which he manipulated with obscene relish, making her entire lower body respond to his pounding cock at will! He could feel her body go limp as though she had given up struggling. The pain had subsided, and there remained only the mental horror of the act itself. She was being pumped into like she was made of clay, not flesh. Ike's fingers dug cruelly at her little puckered anus, and then moving away pushed down on her hips, slipping her battered pussy over his cock, like a tight fitting glove. On and on he drove, until Nancy's whimpers became one long low continuous whine. He was getting bigger and bigger there deep inside her… and she thought that surely she would be split in two at any moment.
Opening her eyes, she was terrified to see the look of sadistic glee on his face… and it occurred to her that Uncle Ike had gone crazy! She issued a silent prayer that he would come to his senses soon and that it would all be over shortly!
Above her, Ike felt his heated cock getting thicker and thicker, as he ground savagely forward. Never had he felt anything like this before… so young and tender and helpless… so fantastically NEW! His inflated cock felt burning hot, and he was almost there. Eagerly he continued to ram into her with a mounting tension. Suddenly Nancy's voice reached him beyond the clouds of his excitement.
"Uncle Ike…please please!!!" The words exploded in his brain… He was her uncle… this squirming wonderful little pussy belonged to his niece… But his niece by marraige only… And soon… soon they would all know… all of them! That thought did it! With a wild scream of lust, he threw his head back, letting his hot lewd sperm shoot forward into Nancy's wide stretched cuntal passage. He could feel her tiny wet muscles clamping tight around his hard rod as she groaned in helpless submission beneath him. Spurt after spurt of his lustful juices emptied into the little girl's womb, filling her up inside until they flowed back out her tightly locked pussy lips again, streaming lewdly down over her naked buttocks to form warm wet pools on the crumpled bed below.
"No noonononooooooo!" Nancy screamed, feeling the wetness expanding inside her… it was as though a fireman had placed his hose directly against her tiny vagina and let loose an endless flood of water.
Suddenly depleted, Ike fell forward onto her, completely satiated by the tremendous effort he had put into his cruel fucking of his young virginal niece.
As Nancy lay sobbing beneath him, Ike panted above her, from the blackness of his almost mindless state, rose the wonderful thought that had urged him on during the incredible act of fornication he had just completed.
Soon… he would show them all! He'd show them!



CHAPTER EIGHT


"But what could he possibly want?" Carrie Livingston wondered aloud as she and John made their way to the building that would soon house the new discotheque. Carrie felt undeniably shaky, and it was only her husband's strong presence that helped her to function after their most unusual encounter the day before. She hadn't seen Jamie since he had left the luxuriously furnished bedroom, looking pale and shaken. She had not had the heart to cry out after him then… clearly they were all in trouble! What on earth were they going to do?
That was why Carrie was surprised to see that all the lights were on in the as yet unfinished space… and there sitting down at one of the tables, was her son Jamie and his wife Susan. Little Nancy sat at the table with them… but none of them seemed to be speaking to each other. John supported Carrie's elbow as she faltered upon seeing Jamie.
"Come on in…" John said… "Ike must have asked them to come too… He said he had something to tell all of us!"
Maybe he's the only one with any sense around here after all! he thought to himself. He for one, was ready to hear what anybody had to say that could help the family.
He made Carrie sit down at one of the tables after nodding to his estranged son and his family. Looking around him, he wondered if all the work he had done to make Livingston's a success had been in vain. If there weren't some way to straighten things out with his family, and his wife in particular… what use was there in going on?
The bright lights were on in the large room since it was a grey day outside… the first since the family had arrived in the mountains. It had seemed as though the incredible Indian Summer was going to last forever, and this was the first day that was more like the late October weather they should have been having. John focused his eyes on the empty stage, where next summer he planned to have five musicians playing for his guests. Carrie got up and went to the bar to fix herself a drink.
"Would anyone like a drink?" she said loudly, almost defensively.
Jamie didn't answer, but Susan looked gratefully at her mother-in-law.
"Yes, Mother Livingston…" she said, "Please…"
Carrie began to make the busy noises of a bartender, having decided to make a drink for everyone and while she was there, the front door was flung open and in walked Ike and Tricia.
Tricia barely raised her eyes in greeting to the others and Ike seemed to have a firm hold on her arm. John looked up at his daughter, and once more felt a surge of desire for her. It was hard for him to hide his antagonism toward his son-in-law Ike, but he was determined to try anyway.
Tricia sat down at one of the tables across from the others, and Ike moved up to the stage facing the family, his eyes shining brightly, his whole stance one of a person with the utmost confidence in himself. The effect was electrifying.
He spoke loudly and clearly to his captive audience, after having waited until Carrie finished placing glasses of Courvoisier brandy and soda in front of each of them and returned to her chair beside John.
"I've gathered you all here…" he began, his eyes taking in each of them with equal intensity. "To show you something… and tell you a lot of things I think you ought to know!"
Carrie shivered as Ike's eyes focused upon her. She lowered her eyes, unable to withstand his stare… already fearful about what he was going to say.
"First of all I think we ought to all show our gratitude for good old Mother Livingston for starting off our little family reunion with a bang… so to speak!" Ike continued to stare down at his attractive mother-in-law. "She welcomed us all in that tramp, see-through dress… letting us all see what fantastic boobs she's got… not to mention everything else. Well I want you to know that that very night… I got to feel those boobs… and they're every bit as wonderful as they look!"
Tricia gasped and turned white, casting a shocked look at her mother. "Oh… no… not Mother!" she said softly under her breath.
"Not to mention what else I got to feel!" Ike continued. "Yes… John… you've got yourself a good pussy there… But then I suppose you know that!"
Carrie began to cry, but made no move to leave the table. Beside her, John forced himself to continue staring at Ike… trying to maintain his composure, even though this information about his wife was news to him. It was news to everyone else in the room too, and each struggled with his own thoughts trying to assimilate it with the knowledge they did have. Susan made a brief effort to get Nancy to leave the discotheque… but the little girl refused to go… and Susan herself felt so depleted that she finally gave up. Nancy would have to do some fast growing she thought… to keep up with the family! It was all too bad but there was nothing she could do about it now!
"Yes…" Ike continued. "It's a sweet blonde, luscious cunt… and I want to show it to you!" He suddenly flicked a switch and turned down the lights. Then he connected the video tape machine he had already positioned on the stage, and turned it on.
There for everyone to see was a close up of Ike's fleshy hard instrument disappearing to the hilt between widespread legs that obviously belonged to Carrie Livingston! They crawled crab fashion up Ike's muscular back as six fascinated pairs of eyes watched the small screen. The lewd couple bucked and jumped on the bed, writhing in absolute ecstasy on Carrie's round bed.
"God… he's fucking her good!" John had to admit it to himself, even though he could hardly condone what he was watching. He felt a spark of fire leap to life inside him as he saw Carrie's face on the screen, a mask of lust, her mind on nothing but the fucking she was getting from her son-in-law, Ike.
"Yes… folks… that was some time ago… when we first arrived for our little visit! You keep on watching while I continue talking. Interesting isn't it. I must say… that's a pretty good shot of me! Heh!" The camera showed his lewdly thrusting buttocks flexing deeply into the wide-spread thighs before him.
"Now I want to go on… The next antics of dear Mother Livingston occurred right after the family volley ball game… I'm sure everyone remembers that game fondly… well, so did little Nancy… and she wanted us to watch it… us being yours truly, Carrie and her stalwart son Jamie… now sweet Nancy arranged for us to see not only the tape of the game, but the very one you're watching right now!"
On the screen, Carrie's wide open pussy exploded and seeped hotly trickling orgasmic fluids down the nakedly straining crevice of her open buttocks, while the deeply plunging rod continued to plunder liquidly into the tender flesh above.
In spite of himself, Jamie felt an odd tingling in his groin at the sigbt of his mother's cunt. What was the use in fighting it anymore… He was beyond caring who knew!!
"Yes… our boy Jamie was so excited by this that he couldn't resist joining us… (us being Carrie and yours truly). You see Carrie got so carried away that she seduced me right before the eyes of her own son!"
There was a gasp from his stunned audience. John could feel the sweat trickling down his neck into the back of the collar of his workshirt. He refused to look at Carrie, but beneath the table he could feel her legs pressing against his. He did not press back, but neither did he remove his leg from the questioning pressure of hers.
Ike continued, really warming to his 'act'. "Now I don't have to tell any of you that Jamie really enjoyed fucking his momma's cunt… I mean what man could resist…??? We had a great three way scene by the way… until the end… that was when Jamie chickened out… and Carrie decided she really didn't like me too much anymore… (as if it were my fault!) I want you to know Carrie that the person responsible for putting this particularly horny tape on was your own granddaughter, Nancy… who not only saw the original, but got a good look at our three way screw!!"
Susan looked at her daughter with horror. In the dim light she could just make out Nancy's pert features. The little girl was smiling broadly! She looked at her husband Jamie… understanding for the first time what his REAL trouble had been all along! No wonder he had a hard time making love to her… It was his mother who was responsible! Tears formed in her eyes as she realized that it wasn't because of any lack in her… it was a psychological problem… and that problem was all Jamie's! The truth was ghastly… but Susan felt a tremendous relief flooding her… a new confidence in herself as a person. It was a confidence that she had almost completely lost… and now she felt it returning rapidly… She could help Jamie… Love him again… be a good mother… all those things… now that she knew!
Seeing Jamie's hand upon the table before him, she reached out and placed hers over it. She felt his hand trembling beneath hers… but he made no move to take it away. Susan felt exhilarated by this simple fact!
"Now let me carry on… there's more folks… much more! Kindly continue to watch the screen!" The tape of Ike and Carrie on the big double bed faded out, and suddenly there was a perfect image of Ike and Tricia… they were in New York in their apartment. Ike flicked on the sound mike now and Tricia's voice intoned, "Oh oh oh Ike yessssssssss harder harder more more do it do it oh I looooove it!" Ike fucked hard into the slight blonde figure of his wife, letting her breasts smash beneath his chest, unmercifully ramming up and up until Tricia thrashed out the high pitched wails of a crashing orgasm… her cries filled the discotheque, since Ike had hooked his equipment up to the central speaker system.
Tricia felt weak… as though she were going to faint. How could Ike show such personal things about her or anyone else? No matter what her mother had done, she thought, she had a right to a certain amount of privacy! She cringed before the sight of her own nakedly grinding cunt on the screen, realizing that everyone was avidly watching her climax. Suddenly the scene changed and she saw that it was the film Ike had made when he had taken her so brutally from behind.
"Oh no Ike!" she gasped out, as she saw the whiteness of her own behind lewdly facing thc screen… her pucked anus clearly visible between the quivering smudged buttocks… and Ike's big cock approaching…!
"Now folks… you'll agree that our own Tricia here is a good lay… and she really gets a kick out of some of the more unusual things in bed… witness this great ass fucking and how she gets to dig it…"
Tricia groaned, she felt more uncomfortable than she'd ever been in her life… but still she kept her eyes riveted on the small screen.
"I want to call your attention to those smudged ass cheeks of hers… know what that is? It's good old Livingston dirt! Comes from this great land of yours Father Livingston!"
John gulped down another drink of his brandy. He had a feeling he was going to need it!
"Yess, John…!" Ike continued, "This… as they say… is your life! Unfortunately I don't have any footage… but I have it on good authority that those smudges of dirt came from a most interesting meeting between you and your darling daughter… my wife Tricia!" Ike paused to let those words sink in, and when he thought they had had a proper effect, he smiled and went on. "From what I understand you really fucked her little blonde pussy good! Ground her right down into the soft earth… took off her little panties to do it… got right down to the nitty gritty! Well, John just watch while you see your own little girl going through a series of exercises for me!"
On the screen there appeared the pained and humiliated features of a stark naked Tricia. She was down by the swimming pool, and slowly, she placed her fingers down to cover the exposed hair fringed lips of her pussy. Lying on her back with her knees up, she began to open up the covering hair-fringed labia, exposing for the camera the perfect inner flanges of her pussy. They gleamed in the light as the camera zoomed in for a closeup. The naked bud of her clitoris rose up in sight as a man's thick index finger… (obviously Ike's) flicked at it steadily. Then this shot suddenly-changed and Tricia was bending forward, her soft, well formed breasts hanging down before her. Her head hung down and with a chagrined expression, she was looking back through her own legs. As if in response to a command, she parted her own nether cheeks and placed her fingers inside.
Shot after shot of Tricia in various obscene poses flicked in rapid succession upon the screen, and John felt himself becoming highly aroused by the sight of his sweet young daughter. Somehow the expression of humiliated submission on her face served to make his excitement more complete. Even though he knew that Ike was forcing her to do those things he could not remain impervious to the loveliness of her postures, the pure sensuality of her body! Carrie was pressing hard on his leg, and he began to press back. He felt Carrie's hand crawling up his thigh and made no move to stop it. His cock jerked hard in his pants and he could feel it throbbing with each beat of his heart. Ike continued happily with his lewd narration…
"But John… I know and you know and of course Tricia knows that that wasn't the first time you fucked your own daughter! Tricia herself has told me… After a little prompting I must admit about her little… shall we say, indiscretion with Susan! Yes Susan…you and Tricia really got down to it sucking each other's pussies over by the lake… and John took full advantage of it by joining in after he discovered you in the bushes! Bet your husband never knew you had such tendencies!!! Why don't you fuck her a little more Jamie, instead of your Mom and maybe she wouldn't turn to such perversions as making it with your own sister!!!???"
Jamie and Susan looked at each other, reading each other's agony with astounding accuracy. Susan leaned forward, and tenderly kissed her husband on the lips. To her delight, she felt him respond. How long had it been since he'd kissed her like that?!
"Oh… Jamie… Jamie darling…" she sighed into his mouth. Beside them, Nancy watched her mother and father's embrace. She felt something like an old wound healing inside her at the sight of them. She sensed that there would be no more arguments, no more of those horrible strained conversations… or that fake friendliness her parents used to put on solely for her benefit. No more screaming and yelling. She continued to grin broadly, knowing that her Uncle Ike was getting down to the good part.
"Oh yes, you Livingston's are some family!! But there's one person even more intelligently perverse than all of you and that's this little girl!"
There on the screen for the entire family to see was Ike's gigantic cock pressing fast and hard into Nancy's virgin little pussy. The sound track was once more turned on, and the shattering sounds of Nancy's pain expanded throughout the room. They saw Ike reaching down and pulling little Nancy's legs up forcing them back to touch her shoulders… And he heard the little girl's incredible agony as she was taken by the enormous 6 footer with a vigor that would make a grown woman cry out!
"Before any of you get the idea that this was all pain and terror for our little girl, let me show you some later tapes… in fact I've interspersed the two so that you can see the two extremes all the more clearly."
Suddenly Nancy was squirming with great glee beneath Ike's strong body. Her voice called out with delight… "Oh yes… now it's good uncle Ike…now it's oh… it's wonderful! Oh don't stop…! Don't stop!" Then she was shown straddling his pelvis and sitting upon the enormous glistening head, sliding her petite body down, letting the hair-less mound of her naked cunt open to admit the rock-hard penis that had finally de-virginized her!
"How does that strike you John?! You wouldn't fuck her little pussy… although you weren't above diddling it…! But never let it be said that old Ike refused a lady! I must say she came through with flying colors too… Never has this old cock enjoyed itself more!"
Ike turned around, and suddenly Nancy was there on the stage with him. In the audience, John had Carrie on his knees, and her legs were wide spread as his fingers explored the furrows of her seeping pussy. With his other hand he loosened the zipper of his fly, extricating his pulsing cock so that he could put it inside the tight opening of his wife's willing vagina as quickly as possible. He could hardly wait!
Nancy could see her father already dragging her mother down to the floor. Her panties were already off, and she was panting a little in expectation of receiving the marital attentions she had been missing for so long! Jamie had his hugely hardened rod in his hands, and its beat felt like it was burning his skin. The quicker he cooled it with his wife's soothing sex juices the better! A great weight had been lifted off his shoulders by his brother-in-law's presentation, and all his guilt seemed to have slipped away. It was really a kind of group therapy! he realized as he felt his prick sinking through the tight clasping opening of his wife's pussy, moving slowly but powerfully up inside her, he could feel her whole body arching to meet him, everything in her fusing with everything he had.
"Oh Suzy baby! I'll never stop fucking you again!" he cried.
Nancy zipped down Ike's fly. "YOU might as well stop talking, Uncle Ike," she said. "I don't think anyone's listening anymore! I think you proved your point!"
Ike felt Nancy's small hands lift his bulging cock from his trousers, she fondled it knowingly and kneeling before him on the stage slipped her tiny, but widely ovaled mouth over it.
"Ooooh!" he groaned. "Ohhh yeah! You sure do learn fast honey!"
"Me too!" Tricia said. She had left her seat to join them on the podium. "I learn fast too Ike!" she said. "I know now that even though I do love Daddy an awful lot… I love you! You… you're really a wonderful man, Ike! You've gotten us all back together where we really belong!" She leaned forward as Ike's arms went around her waist and they embraced. Nancy's lips continued to absorb the swollen hot prick that had taken her virginity.
"Except for little Nancy here!" Ike said, unfastening his wife's dress from behind. "But then we'll have to wait till she grows up and finds somebody of her own… won't we? Until then… we'll continue to treat her as one of the family!"
Tricia smiled. Already her golden thatched pussy was twitching slightly at the thought of love-making that was to come. Ike's hands had peeled away her dress, and she stood in her bra and panties, waiting for him to remove the rest.
Nancy removed her mouth long enough from her uncle's burgeoning prick to inquire, "Aunt Tricia… will you do to me what you did to Mamma's pussy??!"
Ike's hand had reached her trembling hair-fringed cunt lips, and Tricia gasped with delight before she answered.
"Oh… yes, honey… yes… Ike and I will teach you everything you want to know… Everything!"
In the semi-darkness the video machine continued to show the various lewd postures that had so recently been performed by the Livingston family. But no one was watching. Throughout the room the rising noises of fervent love-making could be heard gradually increasing in sound as the members of the family grew more and more involved with what they were doing.
John and Carrie eventually joined with Susan and Jaime in a loving foursome and Ike and Tricia led Nancy down from the stage to join them… after watching for awhile with approval.
Much later, John looked up from Carrie's swollen tingling cunt… a tiny strand of blondely curling pubic hair clinging to his lips as he spoke. Around him the combination of naked genitals and the ways they were locked together was an amazing sight. Someone had hold of his cock but he wasn't quite sure who it was.
"Well… I must say," he said huskily, "This has been quite a reunion!"
The Livingstons are a real family again!



EPILOGUE


Carrie waved good-bye as Jamie and Susan's trailer pulled away. Nancy was in the back and her son and his wife were in the car. Carrie hugged John around the waist. She was wearing a long hostess gown with a deeply plunging neckline, and her large firm breasts were almost completely visible. They still felt tingly from the kisses Jamie had given them before leaving.
"Goodbye darlings…" she cried, "See you soon!"
"Bye Mom… Bye Dad…" Jamie and Susan called back. They were on their way to New York to pack up their things in preparation to moving to Livingston's. Jamie had decided to give up the advertising job that was only giving him ulcers anyway, and to help his parents run the resort.
Nancy jumped up and down at the window of the trailer. She had never been so happy in her short life… and she was looking forward to living in the country where she would be able to run in the woods and play in the snow when winter came. Her parents had inquired about a good school for her in the area, and she had already been enrolled.
After the trailer had departed, Ike and Tricia drove off in their car. Ike had to get back to his TV and Electronic Repair Shop, but he and Tricia had decided to spend all their week-ends at Livingston's from then on. Ike finally felt that he was more than accepted by his in-laws and he had gained the respect of his wife… which was even more important. A new tenderness had sprung up between them because of this, and Tricia glowed with happiness.
John and Carrie watched them drive off and finally turned to go back into the house. "Well, John…" Carrie sighed, "I think we've done very well. I'll never worry about growing old again, I don't think! Not as long as this insatiable old pussy of mine holds out… and you still love me!"
John smiled in answer and they headed toward the round bed in Carrie's bedroom.
"You can have all of this old cock that you want honey, you know that…" he said as they crossed the threshold. "And any others you want too. No sense being stingy about these things!"
Carrie touched the hard bulge of her husband's cock. "You can say that again!" she said pulling him over possessively onto the bed with her.
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