

  

    
      
    

  




  
  
  

[image: Image]

  


  


  Island of the Goddess


  


  Published by Baron LeSade at Smashwords


  


  Copyright 2013 Baron LeSade


  


  All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, internet, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the owner.


  


  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase and additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your personal use only, then please return and purchase you own copy as you are breaking the law. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  


  Liability


  All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is purely coincidental. No responsibility or liability is assumed or accepted by the author for any claimed financial losses and/or damages sustained to persons from the use of the information used in this publication, personal or otherwise, either directly or indirectly. While every effort has been made to ensure reliability and accuracy of the information within, all liability, negligence or otherwise, from any misuse or abuse of the operation of any methods, strategies, instructions or ideas contained in the material herein, is the sole responsibility of the reader. By reading past this point you are accepting these terms and conditions and acknowledging that you are eighteen.


  




  Table of Contents


  


  

    
			Chapter One – The Legend of the Goddess
		


    
			Chapter Two - The Goddess’s Altar
		


    
			Chapter Three - The Gift of the Goddess
		


    
			Chapter Four - Flower Power
		


    
			Chapter Five - Bacchanal
		


    
			More Books
		


  


  




  The Island of the Goddess


  Chapter One - The Legend of the Island


  


  Laura and Larry were eighteen and this was their last vacation with their parents before they left for college. Larry wondered why his parents had chosen this god-forsaken island out in the middle of nowhere. Why not Las Vegas or some place that had some action? But their parents had said something about spending some quality time with them before he and his sister left for college. But this? Nowhere to go. Nothing to do. And worst of all, no tail for a whole week. He would go stir crazy by tomorrow. Larry stood in the cockpit looking down onto the deck of the Rio Linda.


  He couldn’t take his eyes off the two scantily-clad women who stood by the rail watching the water rush by as the boat skimmed along.


  One of the women was his mother, Monica, and the other was his twin sister, Laura. The two women he most adored in the whole world. His girlfriend, Gina came in a distant third, he thought to himself, but she was a good piece of pussy. Unfortunately his feelings toward his mother and sister weren’t the purest of feelings. In fact, they were downright dirty. He could remember being overly drawn to his mother even as a child. He was so possessive of her, he would cry and pitch a fit every time she left the room. He and his sister, Laura had been inseparable as children. And this probably brought on his displacement of some of his deviant attraction to his twin sister, Laura so it was not unusual that they developed a strong bond. But all this had changed when Larry reached puberty.


  When he began to notice that boys and girls were different, his feelings toward his mother and sister had mutated into a sick, aberrant craving. A sick and perverted longing that had only grown over the years until now it was his constant companion. He was always lurking about, peeking and trying to catch a glimpse of his mother naked. He had succeeded only once, catching her as she was stepping out of the shower. He had carried that image around in his head all these years, using it for masturbation fodder on many occasions.


  It was different with his sister. He had seen her naked many times. They had played doctor as most young children do. Then as she got older, she had even let him play with her titties and they’d even done some heavy petting a couple of times, but much to his chagrin, Laura had always chickened out at the last moment. And by the time he thought he was making some headway in that direction, Laura had started going steady and he had met his girlfriend, Gina.


  Gina was one of those girls that dropped down onto her back and threw her legs apart at the slightest provocation. So, sex became a daily activity for the two eighteen-year-olds which quieted but did not cure his attraction to his mother and sister. Laura was still a target in his mind, but at least Gina took the edge off the craving. But his thoughts always came back to his sister when he wasn’t fantasizing about his mother. Maybe now, he sickly thought, now that she was a young woman, and they were going to be on the island, isolated from the rest of the world, maybe he could get lucky. Maybe her boyfriend, good old Josh had broken her in for him and showed her how much fun fucking could be.


  Now with Gina gone and unable to have his daily fix of pussy, he was already growing hornier by the hour…


  As the boat roared along, Larry finally took his eyes off the women and walked over to the Mexican captain of the cabin cruiser. He watched as the captain steered the boat toward their destination. The island they were heading for wasn’t even a speck on the horizon, as they still had two more hours to go before they reached it.


  “So why do they call this island the ‘Island of the Goddess’?” Larry asked him over the rumble of the engine.


  “Oh, like father, like son,” the captain smiled. “Your father was asking me the same thing earlier.”


  “And? What is the story?”


  “It is a long story, my friend,” the captain told him. “Do you wish to hear it?”


  “Yeah, sure, I’m not going anywhere for a couple of hours,” Larry laughed.


  “Si, this is true,” the captain laughed with him.


  “Well, a long time ago, the island was inhabited by a tribe that called themselves Amorians. They were a peaceful, fun-loving people who had little use for today’s morals. There was no marriage or any other sexual restriction for the adults of the island. Any man could pursue any woman to satisfy his sexual urges. And the women were free to do the same with the men. But the young boys and the young girls were kept in isolated villages until they reached the age of eighteen. I can only imagine how difficult that must have been, but it is said that they did so,” the captain said, stopping for a moment to check the compass and give the steering wheel a slight nudge.


  “Then, when the boys and girls reached the age of eighteen, they were taken to the idol of the goddess, Amoura. Once there, in front of the whole village, one by one, the girls would be placed on the goddess’s alter. Then she would be mounted by one of the boys to take away her virginity right in front of everyone. It is said that there is the blood of a thousand virgin girls and the essence of a thousand virgin boys on the altar. It is also said, that the goddess would then bless all those on the island by making the boy and girl sexually irresistible to the people of the island. Thus, a two-week bacchanal of lust and sex would ensue and last until every member of the tribe had copulated with the couple. Also, it is purported that the air on the island has aphrodisiacal properties.”


  “Holy shit,” Larry cursed. “I wish to hell I had lived on the island back then.”


  “But it was too good to be true,” the captain sadly said, shaking his head. “Another tribe from another island attacked the island and killed every single person on the island, including boys and girls.”


  “Damn, that was pretty bloodthirsty,” Larry groaned.


  “Yes it was,” the captain said, turning and frowning at Larry. “But it is said that the goddess still rules the island. And since there are no virgins left, she rewards any who have the courage to display their sexual prowess on her altar. Any who do so become irresistible to anyone else on the island.”


  “Aw, come on,” Larry snickered, looking at the captain, trying to figure if he was pulling his leg or what.


  “I thought the same thing,” the captain said with a straight face, “until one night. That day, I had taken three young American senioritis over to the island. One of the young women seemed to be taken by my charm and good looks. She convinced me to stay over with her that night. The other young ladies seemed to be of another sexual persuasion and were quite taken with each other. Anyway, to make the story shorter, the young lady and I had a fling on the goddess’s altar. Then, when we got back to the campsite, the other two women wouldn’t let me leave until I serviced them, too. Quite a night, my friend, quite a night.”


  “Really?” Larry smugly grinned, glancing down on the main deck at his mother and sister as they stood by the railing looking out over the bow.


  “Well, that is what is said,” the captain laughed, tweaking the wheel and making another small change in their course. “But who knows.”


  “Do you really think it works?” Larry asked, letting his eyes wander over his mother’s body as she stood with her back to him holding onto the railing.


  “Me, I think that the talk of the idol is true,” the captain said, following Larry’s eyes down to his mother.


  “She is a beautiful lady,” the captain appreciatively said as he gazed at her.


  “Yes, she is,” Larry smirked, openly gawking at his mother. He couldn’t take his eyes off his mother’s beautiful backside


  There was little hiding its perfection from him as the thong bikini she wore did almost nothing to cover the creamy, tan smoothness of her delectable ass cheeks


  “And the other señorita? Your hermana? Your sister?” the captain asked him as he leered down at Laura.


  “Yeah, she’s my sister,” Larry grinned, swinging his eyes over to Laura. “My twin sister.”


  “Twin? You do not look like twins,” the captain chortled, running his eyes up and down Larry’s muscular body, then back down to Laura’s shapely body. “She is much prettier than you, my friend.”


  “Thanks,” Larry laughed, running his eyes over his sister’s pert little butt as it jutted out beside his mother’s.


  His mother’s butt was mature, more rounded; while Laura’s was youthfully rounded, smaller and almost boyish in appearance. But both of them were enough to keep any man’s attention.


  “I envy you, on the one hand,” the captain smirked, “being on the island with two such beautiful women all week long. But then again, I’m afraid that it would be enough to drive me crazy knowing there was nothing I could do about it because they were my Madre and Hermana.”


  “Yeah, if there was only a way to get rid of my old man,” Larry joked, “then I would be in hog heaven.”


  “You’re a naughty boy,” the captain laughed, not knowing that Larry meant every word he said. “A very naughty boy to think that way about your mother and sister. Such a naughty boy.”


  “Hell, look at them,” Larry complained. “How the hell could I not think about them like that?”


  “I can see what you mean,” the captain cackled, finally bringing his eyes back up to the horizon. “Such beautiful Señoritas.”


  “Si, Señor,” Larry laughed.


  “By the way,” Larry said, “did you tell my father the same story?”


  “No, I told him the shortened, tourist version,” the captain said, reaching up and tweaking his mustache.


  “What’s that story?” Larry asked him.


  “That if a couple does it on the altar, the man will never lose his virility, and the woman will never lose her looks.”


  “Oh,” Larry chuckled. “You think he believed you?”


  “Who knows, Señor, who knows, but would that I were in his shoes. Your mother, she is a beautiful woman.”


  Larry didn’t like the way the captain was leering at his mother, but he was right. She was definitely a good looking woman, Larry thought as he looked down at her. Her long, reddish-brown mane was streaming back in the wind as she held onto the railing and leaned back. He could see her small, round breasts jiggling softly in rhythm with the up and down movement of the boat. Then his eyes swept down to her beautiful ass one more time and long, shapely legs. Yes, all in all, she was a very pretty lady.


  Then he moved his eyes over to Laura, who was the epitome of youthful femininity with her small, pert breasts, narrow waist, pouty little butt and legs that were a mile long. As he watched her, her long brown hair was streaming back in the breeze just like her mother’s, while she stood watching the water rush by under the boat.


  God, it was going to be hell watching the two of them running around half-naked all week long. His cock was already so hard you could pound nails with it…


  “Oh, yes,” the captain said, looking around then secretively leaning closer to Larry, “there are two very peculiar plants growing on the island. One is called the woman’s flower tree and the other is called a woody tree. The flower of the woman’s flower tree closely resembles a woman’s private parts and emits a sweet, heady fragrance oddly similar to the musk of a woman in heat. And it has an immediate and obvious effect on the man who smells it. I smelled one once and I don’t think that I ever had a harder boner…and the thoughts! The thoughts that ran through my head were pure pornography. Luckily, I was with another young señorita and she came to my rescue.”


  “Where do you find the tree with those flowers,” Larry eagerly asked.


  “They’re all around the island as is the woody tree,” the captain smiled lecherously. “The woody tree also has pods that emit a fragrance that women seem to find highly stimulating. And even the long stems that hold the fruit can be made into a necklace but there is another strange thing about the plant. Its seedpods resemble a man’s cock all the way down to the swollen bulge at its tip. Story has it that the women on the island used the pods as dildos and it apparently had an aphrodisiacal effect on them. I tried one on the same young señorita who came to my rescue earlier, and so passionate was her lovemaking I thought I was being attacked by a wild cat.”


  “Really?” Larry asked, gawking at the captain in a state of euphoria.


  “I’d swear to it on my Madre’s grave,” the captain smirked and then turned his attention back to the boat as the island suddenly appeared on the horizon.


  The island was drawing closer and closer as the captain eased off on the throttle. The thrum of the big engine quieted down to a throaty throb as the big boat slowed. Larry watched as the bow dug deeper and deeper into the water and felt inertia lean him forward. They could now see the pier jutting out into the water near the campsite as they slowly approached it.


  A whole week, alone, by themselves on the island, Larry grinned. But, just maybe, if the captain’s tale wasn’t a fabrication, he could talk Laura into finally giving him some, he lecherously thought. Maybe they could do it on the goddess’s altar and check out the captain’s crazy story…


  ~~~


  It was around one o’clock by the time they got settled in. His mother and father had told them that they were going to take a nap and disappeared into their cabana. The twins each had their own smaller hut. Hut was really a misnomer as they were furnished cabanas with a bed, fridge, battery-powered lamps, and more. They were really quite comfortable for being out on a deserted island. But what had he expected? Ocean Resorts, Inc. owned the island and it had cost his parents a goodly sum to rent it.


  Laura said she thought a power nap sounded like a good idea and left Larry all alone to his own devices. Left alone, Larry found a hammock under the shade of a couple of coconut trees and retired with one of the several paperback porn books he’d brought along…


  It was around two-thirty before he saw his parents finally emerge from their cabana. As they came strolling over hand and hand to where he lay, he saw that his father was carrying a little tote bag.


  “We’re going exploring,” his father told him. “The brochure in the room says that there is a real idol on the island and we’re going to try and find it.”


  “Okay,” Larry grinned, hiding the cover of his book and recalling what the captain had told him about the idol. “What’s in the bag?”


  “Huh? Oh, just some wine, cheese, crackers and a blanket. We thought we might have a little picnic,” his father said, grinning and glancing over at Monica.


  Then he looked back at Larry.


  “Well, good luck finding the idol,” Larry smirked.


  “What are you reading?” his mother asked him, glancing down at the book he had turned upside down on his belly.


  “Uh, nothing; just a book.” He smiled up at her, trying not to blush.


  “Oh,” she said, smiling mischievously.


  Just then his father reached over and took hold of her hand and tugged her down toward the beach.


  “Well, enjoy it. Whatever it is,” she laughed waving at Larry over her shoulder as they leisurely walked down toward the beach.


  Larry followed them with his eyes as they happily traipsed down the beach talking and holding hands. But most of his attention was focused on his mother’s pretty, round rear end as it swished from side to side, jiggling and wiggling provocatively. God, I’d love to have a piece of that, he thought as he dug his hand down into his trunks and grabbed his cock. Playing with his cock, he continued to watch them until they finally disappeared out of sight down the beach.


  Well, hell, why wouldn’t his dad want to find the idol? The captain had told him that if they made love on the altar, he would never lose his virility his mother would never lose her looks.”


  That’s probably why they were taking the blanket along. But what would happen if the other story the captain had told him was the truth? The one that said that anyone who made love on the altar would become irresistible to everyone else on the island?


  Just then, Laura came ambling out of her cabana. Stretching her arms out, she yawned and strolled over toward where Larry lay reading his book.


  Out of the corner of his eye, Larry saw her and guiltily jerked his hand out of his trunks.


  “Caught you,” she laughed stepping up beside the hammock.


  “Damn, it Laura, don’t sneak up on me like that,” he fussed, turning a bright red.


  “Mom and Dad up yet?” she asked him as he dropped his eyes down to her pert, little tits that were straining out against her skimpy bikini top.


  “Uh, yeah, they headed off down the beach to see if they could find the idol,” he said, putting his book down on his belly.


  “Oh,” she said, glancing down at his book, then down at the obvious bulge jutting up against his bathing trunks.


  “What are you reading?” she asked.


  “Umm, uh, a book,” he grunted, holding his hand over the cover that showed an older woman and a teenage boy.


  “Let me see it,” she grunted, reaching down and grabbing it.


  “Give it back,” he snorted flailing in the hammock as he tried to get it back from her.


  Laughing at his predicament, Laura took a step back and looked at the cover.


  “‘Mama’s Boy’?” Laura muttered. “Why, you’re reading a book about a boy and his mother. I didn’t know you were into that kind of stuff.”


  “Just something to read,” he lied.


  “It looks like you find it, uh, arousing,” she laughed, looking down at his crotch and then back up to his face.


  “I’m into anything that involves pussy,” he muttered. “You ought to know that. You remember back when we were kids.”


  “Yeah, I do,” she said, reaching down and giving his cock a quick squeeze through his trunks.


  “Damn it, Laura, don’t do that unless you mean it,” he groaned, reaching up and popping one of her small, pert tits out of her tiny bikini top.


  “Stop that,” she yelped, stepping back another step and stuffing her tit back into its tiny cup of cloth.


  “Pretty,” Larry smirked. “It’s going to be hard enough to get through this week without you teasing me like that.”


  “Hey,” she snapped back at him. “You guys aren’t the only ones that get urges and it’s going to be an awful long week for me, too, without Josh around.”


  “Well, I…” he started to say before she interrupted him.


  “You really want to do it to mom?” she grinned at him, glancing down at the book again.


  “Huh, what, you mean…” he stammered, realizing that his secret was out in the open now.


  “Yeah. Do you really want to fuck mom?” she laughed.


  “Uh, I don’t, uh, what about you?” he smarted back. “I’ve seen the way you look at dad. You can’t tell me that you’ve never thought about doing it with him?”


  How could she tell him that she had wanted Aaron to fuck her since she was ten? How could she tell him when she could barely admit it to herself. It was her deep, dark secret. Until now, she sickly thought.


  “Oh, maybe a couple of times, when I was younger. I kinda think it was more just wondering what his, uh, you know, his thing looked like, you know,” she timidly admitted.


  “So, you admit it. You wanted to do dad?” he grinned, proud that he was able to extract a confession out of her.


  “Yeah, I guess, a little,” she said, lying, knowing it was more than a little bit.


  “What about now? Would you like to do him now?” Larry continued on with the attack.


  “I don’t know,” she whined. “I haven’t really thought about it in a long time. Maybe, I guess. If the right opportunity came along. Maybe. But it’s kinda sick talking about them that way though.”


  “What about me?” he brazenly blurted out.


  “What? What about you?” she asked, taking another step back.


  “Yeah. Have you ever thought about us doing it?”


  “Yeah, I guess so, when I was younger, but I was afraid then,” she blushed. “I was afraid it would hurt if we did it.”


  “Did it?” he grinned at her. “Did it hurt when you did it?”


  “How do you know that I did it?” she smarted back at him.


  “Well, you said you had urges. And you said that it was going to be a long week without Josh around. What else am I supposed to believe?”


  “Yeah, the first time,” she complained. “It hurt pretty bad.”


  “Does it hurt now?”


  “No, it doesn’t hurt now,” she mumbled, blushing slightly.


  “Then?”


  “Then what?”


  “If you’re not afraid that it would hurt, how about you and I making a little whoopee?” You and I?”


  “I don’t know. That’s incest, you know. We’re not supposed to do that kinda stuff,” she said tentatively. “I can’t even believe that we’re having this conversation. You fucking mom, me fucking dad, and you fucking me? You’re making me dizzy with all this talk about fucking.”


  “Think about it,” he grinned. “We’re gonna be out here on this fucking island all week long all by ourselves.”


  “Okay, I’ll think about it, but quit bugging me for now, okay?”


  “Okay, but I think it would be so fucking awesome to fuck you,” he went on, “and mom.”


  “I don’t know how you could manage to do that to her,” she told him.


  “I’ve been thinking about it real hard, pardon the pun,” he snickered.


  “Speaking of mom and dad, you want to go see what they’re doing?” Laura grinned at him. “Maybe they’re not looking for any idol at all. Maybe they’ve got other plans.”


  “I kinda wondered about that myself,” Larry said swinging his legs around and sitting up in the hammock. “Why would they need the idol?”


  “What do you mean?” Laura asked him.


  “You know about the idol, don’t you?” he asked her, standing up.


  “No. What about it? It’s just an old rock statue, isn’t it?”


  “Not according to the captain of the boat. He says if you make love on its altar, it’ll make everybody on the island fall in love with you. And make them want to do it to you. Plus the guy will never lose his, uh, virility, and the woman will never lose her looks,” he threw in as an added incentive.


  “So why would mom and dad need that?” she asked him. “They’ve got each other.”


  “I know. Virility and good looks, I guess,” he said, reaching over and running his hand down over her pert little ass. “We’re the ones who need the help, being marooned out here on this frigging island with nowhere to go and nothing to do.”


  “Stop that,” she snorted, pushing his hand away. “They might be coming back and see us. Then we’d really be in trouble.”


  “Well, if that’s the only thing stopping you from letting me play with your sweet little ass, come on, let’s go find a nice, safe place and I’ll play with it all day long,” he smirked.


  “No—come on, we’re going to find them,” she said, grabbing his hand and tugging him along behind her as she headed down the beach.


  “Aw, come on,” he complained clomping along behind her. “Don’t be a spoilsport; I’m hornier than a goat with three dicks.”


  “Hey, I don’t know if I’m going to give you any at all, and I’m definitely not gonna give you any right now,” she snorted over her shoulder, “so shut up and come on.”


  “Why not?” he muttered, dropping her hand and falling in line behind her so he could watch her cute little butt wiggle and jiggle as she walked down the beach.


  “Just because, and stop gawking at my ass,” she huffed, kicking sand back at him as she walked along.


  “Can’t help it,” he snickered. “It’s so cute.”


  “So where is this idol thing anyway? Did the captain give you any clues?” she asked him, stopping and looking up and down the beach.


  “Beats me,” he said, stepping up beside her. “All I know is that the captain said there was one on the island.”


  “Well, the island’s not too big, so we should be able to find it,” she said, shielding the sun from her eyes with her hand as she scanned the tree line.


  “So, why do you want to find the idol? I thought you said you wanted to find mom and dad,” he grinned.


  “You said they were going to look for the idol, didn’t you?” she shot back at him. “So if we find the idol, wa-lah, we’ll probably find them, moron. Don’t you ever use that brain of yours for anything other than sex?”


  “Nope,” he laughed, “but look over there,” Larry said, pointing to a faint path leading away from the beach and up into a grove of coconut trees.


  “Yeah, that could be it,” Laura said, walking toward it. “It leads somewhere, anyway.”


  “Looks like it,” Larry grunted, stepping up beside her and grabbing her hand.


  “Be quiet,” Laura whispered, squeezing his hand and looking over at him with a wild look in her eyes. “Maybe we’ll find them.”


  “And maybe they’ll be using the blanket they brought along for something besides picnicking,” he whispered back. “That’d be a hoot to catch them doing it, wouldn’t it?”


  “Yeah, it’d be wild to catch them,” she said under her breath.


  Moving along the path, they ventured deeper and deeper into the grove of trees. Stopping occasionally to look and listen, they tried not to make any noise as they padded along in the sand. Then at last, through the trees, they saw the head of a tall rock idol jutting out just above the bushes.


  “That must be it,” Larry breathlessly whispered .


  “Yeah, so be extra quiet,” Laura said under her breath.


  Moving even more stealthily, they tiptoed down the path, moving closer and closer until they saw that there was a clearing right in front of the idol. And in the middle of the clearing was an altar.


  And that was there they found their parents…


  “Oh, shit, look,” Larry excitedly whispered, pointing and gawking at the altar where his mother and father lay locked in an intimate embrace.


  “Yeah, I see,” Laura muttered.


  Hidden by the stand of small bushes, the twins looked out between the limbs watching their parents kiss and fondle each other as they lay interlocked on the blanket.


  They could see that their parents had discarded their bathing suits and were both naked. Their mother was lying on her back with her long, shapely legs spread open and their father was lying on top of her. Then, as they watched on breathlessly, they saw Aaron raise his butt up in the air as Monica reached down between them. Then they saw Aaron’s big, stiff cock jutting up out of his hairy crotch.


  “They’re gonna do it,” Larry whispered watching his mother push his father’s cock down and fit the head of the thing down into her pussy.


  Then they both watched as their father grunted and drove his big, hard cock down into their mother’s pussy.


  “He’s really got a big one, doesn’t he,” Laura said under her breath as Aaron’s butt began to bounce up and down and his cock slid in and out of her mother’s pussy.


  “Yeah,” Larry snickered, “looks like it’s seven or eight inches long, about like mine.”


  “How big is yours?” Laura grinned, not taking her eyes off her parents as they busily fucked.


  “Seven…and a half inches,” he smirked, reaching over grabbing her hand and shoving it down inside his trunks. “Feel.”


  “Larry,” she whispered, “stop that.”


  Larry held her hand shoved up against his cock and felt very little resistance on her part. And then he felt her tentatively give it a little squeeze.


  “See, nice isn’t it?” he whispered into her ear as he let go of her hand and eased his arms around her. Then he cupped her small, pert tits in his hands and began to squeeze and massage them through her bikini top.


  “Stop that, Larry,” she hissed, jerking her hand out of his trunks and pushing his hands away from her tits. “Quit fucking around or you’re going to get us caught.”


  “Shit,” he grunted, turning his attention back to his mother and father who were grunting and groaning as they fucked away.


  Standing beside each other, hand in hand, both of them watched their father’s big, hairy ass flying up and down as he pounded his cock into their mother’s pussy.


  Suddenly Larry felt a strange warm sensation settle down over him. Staring at his mother, he had an overpowering urge to fuck her. He felt he something terrible would happen if he couldn’t have her. What he had felt for her before had been child’s play compared to the burning desire he felt for her now. He had to have her, somehow, someway…and soon. Before they left the island!


  If Larry had thought his cock was hard before, now it was hard enough to break coconuts open. Looking over at Laura, he could see her pert little nipples were jutting out against the material of her bikini top, making two marble-sized protrusions. She must be just as excited as I am, he deliriously thought…


  He was right; Laura’s thoughts were much the same as his. God, look at dad’s cock. It’s so beautiful. I’ve got to have it. I want it so bad. I don’t know what’s come over me, but I’ve got to have him. And soon.


  Both of them were mesmerized by the scene before them as they watched on in hormone-induced avarice.


  Monica had her legs spread wide apart and her arms shoved down along Aaron’s side. Her hands were clawed, locked down on their father’s bounding as it bounced up and down wildly. They could see that she was digging her fingernails down into his butt urging him to fuck her harder. And he was responding by humping his cock into her faster and faster.


  The loud, wet slaps of their parents’ bodies smacking together filled the air with the obscene sounds of their fucking as the twins excitedly watched the copulating pair.


  It was maddening for Larry to watch his mother getting fucked. He wanted her so bad. He had pictured himself doing it to her so many times he now tried to replace his father’s body with his in his mind, but he couldn’t and he grew more and more jealous. It was almost nauseating watching his father’s big cock sliding in and out of the pussy he had dreamed of for so long. Angrily, he cursed his mother for letting his father have the pussy he so wanted. He was so overwrought, he even thought about running over and throwing his father off her and jumping on her himself.


  Then he saw that Laura had her hand shoved down inside her bikini bottom. And he could tell by all the movement that she was obviously playing with herself.


  “Let me,” he anxiously whispered into her ear.


  “What?” she said in a husky voice.


  “This,” he grunted, jerking her hand out her bikini and shoving his hand down inside it.


  “Don’t,” she futilely grunted, trying to pull his hand out of her bikini.


  But just then, his finger found her clit and she stopped fighting him.


  “Just a little while,” she muttered as he roughly rubbed the tip of his finger on the little bulge of her clit.


  “Me,” he huffed, grabbing her hand with his other hand and pushing it down into the front of his bathing trunks.


  “Just a little bit,” she whispered, grabbing hold of his cock.


  Letting go of her hand, he hooked his thumb under the waistband of his trunks and pulled them down below his big, dangling balls. Hooking the waistband under his balls, he quickly raised his hand back up to her tits and extricated one of the cute, little pear-shaped tits out from its cloth prison. Then as he fingered her clit, he began to tweak and tease her swollen nipple while she slowly worked her hand up and down his rock-hard cock.


  It was crazy. Mother and father fucking each other’s brains out on the altar while their son and daughter stood watching and playing with each other. How fucking perverted was that?


  Five minutes passed as the twins diddled themselves and watched their parents fucking. Then, all at once, they saw their mother’s legs slap against their father’s hips as she began to groan out her climax.


  “Fuckfuckfuck,” she growled, humping herself up at him so hard, she jerked her ass completely up off the blanket.


  Her head was thrown back and she had her fingernails buried down into the skin of his ass as she pulled him down into her harder and harder. Her muscles were tensed and trembling as she held herself thrust up against him while the throes of her orgasm wracked her body.


  Larry and Laura watched on, still tormenting each other as Aaron patiently waited for Monica to finish. At last they saw their mother slowly extract her fingernails out of his butt as her legs flopped apart and her arms dropped down to the blanket. But the moment they did, their father renewed his attack on her pussy with a vengeance. They couldn’t believe how fast his ass was bouncing up and down as he furiously hammered his cock into her pussy. He was huffing and puffing like he was running a marathon as he slammed his cock in and out of her drooling cunt. He was a madman, totally and completely out of control.


  Completely entranced by the obscene event taking place in front of them, Larry and Laura had stopped diddling each other and stood watching with open-mouthed amazement.


  But the ferocity of the assault was such that they knew it couldn’t last. And a few seconds later, they heard their father give out a long, loud groan as he slammed his cock down into their mother’s pussy as deep as it would go.


  Then his ass began to jerk and twitch as he held himself thrust down against her. This went on for the longest time until at last his ass stopped twitching and he jerked his hips back pulling his big, cum-slathered cock out of her. Then with a tired grunt, he flopped down on the altar beside her.


  The twins turned and looked at each other. Then smiling, Larry eased his hand out of Laura’s bikini as she let go of his cock and pulled his trunks back up to cover it. Then she reached up and stuffed her tit back inside her bikini.


  “Was that fucking exciting or what?” she mumbled.


  “Fucking A,” he grunted, taking a step back down the path, “but we’d better get lost before they start back.


  Hand in hand, the twins fled back down the path as quickly as they could, arriving back at the campsite several minutes later, huffing and puffing to catch their breath.


  “That was fucking awesome,” Laura gasped, holding her hand to her heaving chest as she fought to catch her breath. “Makes me want to go and use my vibrator right now.”


  “Vibrator? Why use your vibrator,” he panted, reaching down and grabbing his cock through his trunks, “when you’ve got the real thing available, right here?”


  “Uh, I don’t know,” Laura said, blushing slightly. “Uh, maybe…”


  “Come on, Sis,” he begged her. “I’ve always wanted to.”


  “I know,” she coyly laughed , “just like you want to do mom. You know that you’re a sick little boy.”


  “Little? Oh, come on, now,” he grinned. “I’m a big boy now. You saw how big a boy I am.”


  “Okay, you’re a sick big boy,” she giggled.


  “So?” he asked, looking back down the beach to see if his parents were returning yet.


  “Let me think about it,” she murmured. “I’ll let you know.”


  “I can hardly wait,” he smirked, reaching out and gently pinching her jutting nipple through her suit.


  She pushed his hand away and looked down the beach to see that Monica and Aaron were just coming into view .


  “Did you feel anything strange back at the idol while they were fucking?” Laura whispered to him.


  “Yeah, I felt like I was gonna die if I don’t get to fuck mom,” he grunted. “You?”


  “That’s strange,” she said, “I felt the same thing toward dad. I felt like if I don’t get to fuck him pretty soon, I’ll go crazy. Maybe that goddess thing is real.”


  “Could be,” he snorted. “Oh, by the way, how big is Josh?”


  “You guys,” she groaned. “You’re all obsessed with the size of your fucking cocks. His is six inches long.”


  “Well, wouldn’t you like to try a real man-sized one?” he sneered at her.


  “I told you that I needed to think about it,” she said defiantly, “so quit bugging me or the answer will be NO!”


  “Okay. Okay, not another word,” he grunted, holding up his hands up in front of him defensively.


  “It’s going to be hard to look at them with a straight face,” she told him as their parents came closer and closer.


  “I know,” he laughed, “and I’ll be walking around with a frigging hard on thinking about the two of you.”


  “I bet you will,” Laura giggled, turning and walking over to her cabana. “I’m going to hide for a while so I won’t have to face them.”


  Slipping into his hammock, Larry pretended to be reading when his parents came walking up.


  “Still reading?” his mother smiled at him, looking down at the book he had turned upside down on his belly.


  “Yep,” he said, trying not to blush. “Did you guys find the idol?”


  “Yes, we did,” his father beamed, quickly looking over at Monica and then back to him. “It’s about a mile down the beach and then about two hundred yards back up into a grove of coconut trees and bushes. It’s pretty impressive.”


  “Maybe I’ll go see if I can find it a little later,” Larry said.


  “Well, since we are on vacation,” his father said, stepping over and wrapping his arm around Monica’s waist, “I think we’re going to take another nap. All that walking in the sand is hard work.”


  “I bet it was,” Larry quipped, trying not to laugh out loud.


  His father gave him a funny look as they turned and headed for their cabana.


  Better back off, Larry warned himself as he started reading his book again…
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  Chapter Two - The Goddess’s Altar


  


  The Hammonds had an early dinner as the sun slowly sank into the ocean.


  Immediately after dinner, Laura disappeared into her cabana while Larry and his parents sat by the campfire talking. Finally, Monica and Aaron said goodnight and left Larry alone sitting by the fire watching the last embers from their campfire slowly fade into gray ash. Laura still hadn’t given him an answer on his proposition and he wondered when she would finally get around to it. Maybe he should go over to her cabana and see if she had made up her mind, he thought poking one of the last embers with a stick. But no, he couldn’t do that, he thought. She had told him that if he kept bugging her, she wouldn’t let him do it.


  Glancing down at his watch, he saw that it was already nine o’clock. His parents were probably already asleep after all their exercise this afternoon, he jealously thought. God, if it could only be me lying beside my mother in her bed. But that would be impossibility on so many levels. The first being that he wouldn’t be lying beside her, he would be on top of her humping away at her sweet little pussy. He wanted her so bad his rock-hard cock was aching for her. Maybe it was all in his mind, but it had been difficult controlling his urges before they got to the island. Now it was all he could do to keep from sneaking into her cabana and raping her…


  Fuck, I guess I might as well hit the sack, too. Maybe Laura and I can go visit the idol tomorrow and see if it really works for us like it worked for mom and dad. Wouldn’t it be something to have his mother wanting him as much as he wanted her? Why, the battle would be over then.


  Kicking sand over the last few coals, he turned and slowly trudged over to his cabana. Slipping out of his clothes, he flopped down on the bed wondering whether to jack off or not. Maybe he should, so if he and Laura did it tomorrow, he would be able to last longer. If not, as horny as he was, he’d probably blow his wad as soon as he got his cock inside her pussy. But that wouldn’t really be a problem either, he laughed to himself. He’d been able to go three or four times in one night before. He just didn’t want Laura to think he was a wimp.


  Reaching down, he grabbed hold of his cock and began to stroke it. Whacking it harder and harder, he could already feel a burning tickle down in his balls warning him of their imminent eruption.


  Suddenly, there was a faint rapping at his door…


  “Fuck,” he muttered, grabbing the sheet and pulling it up over himself.


  Who could it be, he wondered? Was it his mother? Or his father? What did they want? Then it dawned on him that it might be Laura.


  “Uh, yeah, come on in,” he said, watching the door.


  The door quickly opened and he saw the outline of his sister in the faint glow of the moonlight as she slipped inside and closed the door behind her.


  “Laura,” he grinned as a ray of light from her flashlight swept across him and then stopped on the silhouette of his cock jutting up against the sheet.


  “I’d given up on you,” he muttered.


  “Well, I’m here now,” she said.


  Then he watched her as she leaned down and groped his cock through the sheet.


  “Jeez, Larry, are you hard all the time?” she giggled.


  “I didn’t think you were coming so I was taking the problem in hand,” he snickered.


  “Well, you’re going to have to get out from under the sheet,” she laughed.


  Reaching down, he jerked the sheet back off him as the bed jiggled and shook. As soon as the sheet was gone, he felt her hot hand find his rock-hard cock once again.


  “Well, it certainly is hard,” she stated as she shined the light down on his rock-hard cock.


  “I was thinking about you,” he grinned as she slowly worked her hand up and down his cock.


  “Uh, as much as I want you,” he grunted, reaching down and pushing her fist away from his cock, “why don’t we sacrifice my hard-on on the goddess’s altar and see if it works for us.”


  “You really think it will work?” she asked him.


  “Can you explain what happened while we were watching them fuck?” he grunted.


  “Well, no, but maybe it was just the fact it was so exciting watching them fuck,” she argued.


  “Whatever, there’s only one way to find out. Let’s try it,” he grinned into the dark.


  “Hey, you’re not the one who has to lay down on that chunk of rock,” she muttered.


  “Hell, I’ll lay down on it and you can ride me,” he said, “just as long as we do it. And do it on the altar.”


  “You act like you’re fucking me just so you can get to mom,” she complained.


  “No. No, that’s not right. I’m sorry,” he said climbing out of bed and taking her in his arms. “I want you so bad. I think it’s the goddess playing with my mind. Making me crazy. But I love you, too. And I want you very much.”


  Then he crushed his lips down onto hers, reaching down at the same time and cupping her small, boyish butt in his hands and pulling her up against his stiff cock.


  They kissed passionately for the longest time before he finally broke the kiss and stepped back away from her.


  “There,” he panted, trying to catch his breath, “See?”


  “Yeah, I guess so,” she murmured, grabbing his hand, “Come on then, let’s go.”


  Grabbing a flashlight and a blanket, he stepped over to the front door and peeked out. The muted moonlight gave everything a bluish-white cast as he studied his parent’s cabana. Then, he flicked on the flashlight and slowly played it all around the campground. Finally, satisfied that no one was up, he grabbed hold of Laura’s hand and quickly tugged her down the path leading down to the beach.


  The twin circles of light bobbed and danced on the grass that almost concealed the path as they ran along it giggling and laughing. Then, before they knew it, they were standing in front of the idol.


  Pausing in their rush to the altar, both of them stood looking up at the figure of the goddess. The figurine was that of an imposing, full-bosomed woman and carved so life-like, she seemed almost alive looking down at them with a quirky smile of her lips. The goddess was naked. Her mountainous breasts with their golf ball-sized nipples jutted out impressively in the soft rays of moonlight. As both of the teenagers stared up at her, Larry’s eyes dropped down to the cleft between her long, shapely legs. Strangely, the crevice seemed to be glistening wetly in the soft glow of the moon. Shining his flashlight at the cleft, he saw that there seemed to be something leaking out of it and running down the idol’s leg.


  “You see that?” he asked Laura.


  “Yeah, must be a spring or something,” Laura grunted. “Maybe she’s excited because she’s going to get to watch us fuck.”


  “Maybe, but this is getting weirder by the minute, don’t you think?” Larry groaned, looking back up to find that her big, rock nipples were now the size of baseballs.


  “Look! Look at her nipples,” he whispered as Laura’s head tipped up and her mouth flew open.


  “My, god, they’re getting bigger,” Laura gasped, gawking at the swelling nipples.


  Finally, the nipples stopped growing as the goddess stood impatiently gazing down at them.


  “Uh, I think she’s, she’s waiting for us to do it,” Larry mumbled, leaning down and setting his flashlight by the altar.


  “Uh-huh,” Laura grunted, gaping up at the idol in wide-eyed wonder. “I think so.”


  Then folding the blanket double, he quickly spread it out to cover the altar and started to climb up on it, but Laura grabbed his arm and pulled him back.


  “What? I thought you wanted me to be on the bottom,” Larry fussed.


  “No, no, I want to be on the bottom,” Laura muttered quickly stripping her bikini bottom off and putting it on the corner of the altar, “so I can keep an eye on her.”


  “Oh,” Larry grunted, shoving his bathing trunks down his legs and freeing his jutting cock.


  Staring at his sister’s pretty little butt as she crawled up onto the altar, Larry couldn’t believe that it was finally going to happen. Eight years of lecherous pursuit of the treasure between her legs was going to end tonight. End right here on this altar as his sister sacrificed her pussy to him and the goddess. Strangely, Larry felt that Laura was offering herself up as a sacrifice to the goddess as much as she was giving herself up to him.


  “Come on,” Laura panted at him as she flopped down on her back and quickly spread her legs. “Fuck me!”


  Giving the idol one last glance, Larry climbed onto the altar. Crawling up between Laura’s outstretched legs, he moved up until he was standing on his hands and knees over her with his big cock bobbing up and down above her pussy. Wishing there was more light so he could see her pussy, he lowered his hips and let her guide his cock down to the hot, wet hole waiting down between her wide-spread legs.


  “Easy,” she whispered as she gently fitted the tapered head of his big cock down between the soft, dainty lips of her pussy.


  “Damn, I want you, so bad,” he panted, easing his hips down and sliding his big, thick sausage into the velvet-lined channel of her cunt.


  ~~~


  Meanwhile, back at the campsite, Aaron and Monica lay asleep in their bed.


  But their sleep wasn’t the blissful sleep of the content. It was the fretful, restless sleep of the troubled.


  Aaron suddenly found himself dreaming that he was back on the altar in front of the goddess. And he was making love to a woman. Staring down at the faceless woman, he frantically humped his cock in and out of the fiery hole between her legs. Then the face of the woman slowly began to materialize and he found himself staring down at the face of his daughter, Laura.


  “Yes, Daddy, fuck me,” she whispered to him as she looked up at him with her big, beautiful, love-glazed eyes. “Fuck your little baby.”


  He was bewildered and confused but he continued to hammer his cock into his daughter’s hot, clutching pussy as she eagerly fucked back at him. How could he be doing this to her, he asked himself? How could he fuck his own daughter? How could he do anything so despicable and filthy to his own flesh and blood? And on the altar of the goddess? Right out in the open like this?


  Then as he groveled atop his daughter, defiling her most sacred of chambers, he heard a noise. It came from his left. It came from the clearing that circled the altar where he was desecrating his daughter. Keeping his hips rocking back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her almost hairless pussy, he slowly turned and looked toward where the noise had come from.


  “Oh, My God,” he gasped, momentarily stopping as he gawked at the couple that lay on the ground only three or four feet from the altar.


  It was Monica and Larry. And Larry was on top of Monica pounding his big cock in and out of her meaty cunt. As he did, Monica had her legs wrapped around his waist and was deliriously driving her heels down into his ass as it bounded up and down frantically.


  “Fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy,” she was chanting as she humped her pussy back up at her son who was shamelessly defiling the sanctity of his birthplace.


  Then as Aaron gawked at his wife and son, he felt sharp fingernails dig into his ass.


  “Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me,” he heard Laura beg as she furiously milked his cock with her tight little cunt.


  Turning back to her, he gazed down into her love-filled eyes and began to rock his hips back and forth again as he brutally attacked her childlike pussy…


  As Aaron tossed and turned, making suggestive movements beside her, Monica was oblivious to it because she was deeply immersed in a dream of her own. She found herself walking along the beach on a moonlit night when she suddenly stumbled upon Larry lying on a blanket. As she stopped by him, he looked up at her and smiled. Then, as he raised his hands up to her, inviting her to join him, she saw that he was naked. Naked and sporting one of the most beautiful, hard cocks she had ever seen. It was beautiful, she thought. So hard and stiff as she felt a quiver of excitement undulate through her pussy.


  “I’ve been waiting, Mother,” she heard him say as she looked down and saw that she was still wearing her black-and-white checkered bikini.


  Knowing that it was wrong , she also knew that she had to have it inside her hot, throbbing cunt.


  Reaching up, she plucked her bikini top open and spread it wide, baring her small, perfectly shaped breasts.


  “So beautiful,” she heard him gasp as she peeled the top back over her shoulder and let it drop onto the sand by the blanket.


  Then she leaned down and quickly shoved her bikini bottom down her shapely legs as Larry looked on adoringly.


  “Mom, you’re so beautiful,” she heard him rasp, as his eyes slowly wandered up and down her body.


  “Beautiful cock,” was all she could say, as she dropped to her knees on the blanket and rolled over onto her back.


  “I want you so much, Mother,” Larry groaned, as she quickly spread her legs and opened herself to him.


  “Fuck me,” she panted, reaching down to the bobbing wonder jutting out at her and guiding it down to the waiting emptiness between her legs.


  “I’ve wanted you for so long,” he mumbled as she pushed his cock down and fitted its evil, tapered head between the fat, blood-gorged lips of her hungry cunt.


  “I know, I know,” she murmured, letting go of his cock and grabbing hold of his ass.


  It felt like a hot poker was sliding down into her cunt as she dug her claws into him and pulled him down into her…


  ~~~


  “Oh, Yesssss,” Laura hissed as she felt Larry’s prick slice down into the wet, clutching channel of her achingly-sensitive cunt.


  Larry continued to feed his cock down into the seemingly-bottomless pit as his sister mewed out her need. Pushing his cock down into the tight, sucking channel of her pussy, he kept going until his belly nudged up against hers. Then he slowly pulled back until only the rounded tip of his charger remained inside the clutching heat of his sister’s cunt.


  Suddenly, with a quick hump, he drove his cock into her wet, squeezing gash all the way up to its hairy hilt.


  “Unhhhh,” she grunted as she kicked her feet up into the air and slammed the soles down on his ass.


  “Feels so damned good,” he grunted and quickly began to work his hips back and forth , impaling her to the quick with every deep, hammering blow.


  “Larry,” she muttered, throwing herself up at him every time he pounded his cock into her.


  Now they fucked. Doing the thing they had never done before. They found that their bodies fit together in such sweet harmony and wondered why they had never done it before. Grunting and groaning, their bodies locked together in incestuous matrimony, the twins fucked atop the goddess’s altar as she looked down on them with lecherous compassion.


  Twins, created in the same mold and fired in the same womb, they meshed together in unholy communion as if created for this very act.


  In and out, in and out went Larry’s juice-slathered cock as he brutally attacked the drooling hole between his sister’s widespread legs. He was like a battering ram pounding his cock into her with shameless abandon. Giddily, he felt as if the goddess was looking over them and guiding them. He had thought he would explode the moment he was inside Laura, but now he felt like he could go all night long. It was as if the goddess was enjoying their bestial performance and wanted to prolong it for her own vulgar entertainment.


  As he stroked his dick into the strangling tightness of her delicate, almost virginal cunt, he grabbed hold of her little, jiggling breasts and roughly kneaded them.


  Their bodies crashed against each other vulgarly, filling the night air with the obscene sounds of their illicit lovemaking as they fucked on and on.


  Fucking seemed such a gross term for what was happening on the altar, but there could be no other term to define the furious union of their bodies. They were brother and sister, creating a oneness between them and anointing the altar with the fiery heat of their loins. Not only were they brother and sister, they were now man and woman doing the thing that men and women have done since time began. Fucking!


  Bringing pleasure to each other, they copulated like wild animals, she consuming his hardness and he impaling her with it.


  The lewd, crude sound of their bodies slapping together disturbed the silence of the jungle as Larry shamelessly mounted his sister atop the goddess’s sacrificial altar.


  “Oh, Laurie, Laurie, I can feel it,” Larry finally blathered as he tirelessly pounded his thick, stiff cock into his sister’s hot, clutching cunt.


  “I can too, Larry,” she gushed, thrusting her hot, clutching pussy up at the great meaty harpoon of rock-hard flesh as it impaled her with quickening intensity.


  As he squeezed and squashed her soft, quivering breasts in his hands, she raked her long, red fingernails up his back leaving long trails of blood as she urged him on.


  “Almost. Almost,” he panted, punching his ripe dick down into the core of hot, sucking flesh between her legs.


  “Me, too,” she mewed, thrusting and pushing up against him as hard as she could, so that she took every last millimeter of his cock inside of her overheated oven on every lunging thrust.


  Suddenly, he felt a fiery explosion down inside his flopping balls and his cock bucked, spewing out a fountain of fiery cum into the dank, clutching depths of his sister’s hungry cunt.


  “OhGod,” he growled as his hips began to slash back and forth furiously.


  “Comminnngggtooooooooo,” she groaned out as she dug her fingernails into his bounding ass and shoved her pussy up at him.


  Like an erupting volcano, his cock gushed out its hot virulence into his sister’s gluttonous cunt. It flooded out of his cock like water through a broken dike, coating her aching emptiness with the fiery sap of his youth.


  As it erupted inside of her, the channel of her cunt was quickly filled and his thick, rich cream began oozing out around his twitching, jerking prick, anointing the blanket and altar with its sickly evil.


  “Oh, god, Larry,” she groveled, pulling at him with her hands as she covered his face with hot, wet kisses.


  “Oh, Laurie,” he babbled as he thrust himself into her as deep and hard as he could over and over again.


  “Yessss,” she hissed, pulling him down against her tightly.


  The world stopped for them for a few precious moments, but it couldn’t last forever as they wished.


  “That was so fucking awesome,” he finally murmured, slowly pushing himself up and dragging his weakening cock out of the tight, clutching vault of her cum-filled cunt…


  ~~~


  Aaron could feel the pressure inside his balls growing with every thrust down into Laura’s youthful tightness. He knew that he was going to erupt any second and fill his daughter’s innocence with his malignant seed. How could he do anything so wickedly depraved, he feverishly asked himself as he frantically humped his cock into her. His own daughter. His young, beautiful daughter.


  Suddenly, he found himself in bed lying next to his wife and gasping for breath. Looking down, he saw that his cock was so hard it was lifting itself up off his belly as it twitched dangerously close to an eruption. God, what a dream, he told himself, as he tried to catch his breath. Guiltily looking over at his wife, Monica, he saw that she was breathing hard and had her hands shoved down between her legs. Groggily, he watched her as her hips jerked up and down ever so slightly against her hands.


  “Oh, Larry,” she groaned out in her sleep as Aaron stared at her in utter shock and disbelief.


  What was happening to them, he deliriously wondered? He had just had a sick, depraved dream about his daughter and now Monica was obviously having a dream about fucking Larry. Why? How could it happen to both of them like this?


  Whatever was happening, he felt an overwhelming urge to fuck her. Fuck her and somehow drive the image of their son out of her head while he tried to purge the sick picture of Laura from his own head.


  Struggling up to his hands and knees, he reached down and roughly pushed her hands away from her pussy and then shoved her legs apart.


  “Yes, yes, Larry,” Monica groaned out, reaching up and locking her arms around Aaron’s neck as he quickly scrambled up between her outstretched legs. “Fuck Mommy.”


  Staring down at her face, Aaron reached down, grabbed hold of his cock and aimed it at the oozing hole. Between her legs.


  Fitting the head of his cock onto the hole that was dripping out so much juice, it was running down into the crack of her ass, he grunted and drove his rock-hard cock into her all the way to the hilt.


  Suddenly, her eyes flew open and she stared up at him with a panicky look on her face.


  “Lar-Aaron-Aaron,” she gasped, as he started working his hips back and forth furiously.


  “Yes, yes, it’s, me,” he gasped as he stroked his cock into her clutching cunt faster and faster. “It’s, unh, me, unh, not, unh, not, unh, Larry.”


  “Just fuck me,” she blathered, humping herself back at him like a wild woman. “Just fuck me like you’ve never fucked me before.”


  How could she? How could she dream of fucking their son, he jealously wondered? But how could he blame her when he had just done the same thing. He had dreamed of fucking their daughter. What was happening to them? Were they going crazy? Was it the goddess? Was she punishing them for desecrating her altar? Whatever it was it was just too crazy to be a coincidence, he feverishly thought as he fucked his wife as hard and fast as he could.


  What was happening to her, Monica frantically wondered. She’d never had a dream like that before. It was just too real. She had never thought about Larry like that. And now this, she groggily thought as Aaron fucked her harder and faster than she had ever been fucked. It was crazy, she told herself as she kicked her legs up and wrapped her thighs around his waist. Whatever, she wasn’t going to miss out on the fuck of her life she told herself, as she held onto her crazed husband while he pounded away at her pussy…


  ~~~


  Larry and Laura had made it back to camp and were walking back to their cabanas when they heard the lewd, vulgar sounds coming out of the window of their parent’s cabana. The wet slapping of two bodies crashing together left no doubt in their mind as to what was going on inside the cabana.


  “They’re fucking again,” Larry whispered to Laura as they both crept closer to the window.


  Laura placed her finger on her lips and shook her head up and down as they listened to the lewd sounds spewing out through the window.


  “Fuck me harder,” they heard their mother groan out as the slapping sounds grew more intense.


  “Like-this-bitch,” Aaron wheezed, and the creaking of the bedsprings grew louder.


  Grinning like two kids at a candy store, the twins listened to the cacophony of vulgar sounds pouring out the window for several seconds before they finally crept back away from the window. Stopping just outside Laura’s cabana, they looked back over at their parent’s cabana.


  “Do you think it was the goddess?” Laura whispered, “Or were they just doing it for the fun of it?”


  “I don’t know,” Larry grinned hopefully, “but they’d already done it once, today.”


  “I guess we’ll just have to wait and find out,” Laura said.


  “And even if they don’t come around,” he laughed, “we can get together tomorrow night for a rerun, if you want to.”


  “Let’s wait and see,” she said, leaning over and giving him a soft, lingering kiss on the lips before she stepped inside her hut…
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  Chapter Three - The Gift of the Goddess


  


  Larry awoke the next morning feeling impatient as the sunlight streamed in through the open window. Was the goddess’s influence on his parents real? Was this the day he would get to taste the forbidden fruit that lay between his mother’s legs? And would his father, Aaron, take away Laura’s seeming innocence? Just the thought of what could happen was enough to make him dizzy, he thought as he ran his hand down to his cock and lovingly stroked the evil malignancy.


  Within moments his cock was jutting up hard and ready as he rolled out of bed and strolled over to the open window.


  Looking out toward his parent’s cabana, he saw no evidence of movement inside.


  Little wonder, he laughed to himself as he thought back to the wild party that they were having when he and Laura had returned from the goddess’s altar last night. Then he turned and looked over to Laura’s cabana to see her looking back at him from her open window. She gave him a big smile and a wave before she disappeared back into her hut.


  Damn, he thought to himself, he loved her. There was only one person in the world that he cared more for and that was his mother. The love he felt toward her was eternal. There was no beginning and no end to it. It was all consuming and unrelenting in its hold on him. But even now, he couldn’t expose himself to her. He couldn’t share his secret with her until he was sure that she would accept his love openly and willingly. Maybe today will bring that, he told himself, as he yawned and reached down to grab hold of his jutting cock.


  Just then there was a timid rap on the door.


  What the heck, he muttered, grabbing up his bathing trunk and jerking it up over his hard cock.


  “Uh, yeah, who is it?” he asked, stepping over beside the door.


  “Who do you think, dick-head,” he heard his sister laugh.


  “Come on in,” he laughed back, stepping back and pushing his trunks down around his knees to free his big stiff prick.


  The door opened and Laura stepped inside, her eyes immediately dropping down to his cock.


  “I can’t believe it,” she muttered, quickly closing the door behind her. “You’re fucking hard already and the sun’s barely up. I think you have priapism, or whatever that disease is that makes you hard all the time. No guy stays hard like that all the time.”


  “I know a way to make it soft,” he leered at her, stepping over and wrapping one arm around her waist and shoving his hand down into her bikini bottom.


  “God, I think you ought to change your name to Pan,” she fussed, jerking his hand out of her bikini.


  “You didn’t seem to mind it last night,” he sarcastically replied , jerking his trunks back up.


  “Okay, but you can’t fuck twenty-four/seven, you know,” she muttered.


  “We could try,” he snickered, giving her ass a quick grope and then walking over to the fridge and throwing it open.


  “No, we won’t,” she said, stepping up beside him and peering inside…


  After a breakfast of cheese and crackers washed down with a glass of wine, they headed off down the beach to find a place to swim…


  ~~~


  Monica awoke with a strange sense of foreboding. Turning her head, she looked over at Aaron, who lay sleeping peacefully by her side. Running her eyes down his body, she stopped at his big, soft cock that lay curled up on his belly. As she did, she saw the crusty residue of cum still coating his belly and cock. It had been one wild fuck, she thought to herself, and then thought back to the weird dream that had preceded it and probably initiated the wild fuckfest.


  How could she have had such a dream, she wondered? She had never thought of Larry in that way, so why now? But even now, as she thought back on the dream and how real it seemed, she felt a tickle of excitement spread out from her pussy. The thought of fucking her son, no matter how sick and depraved it would be, now somehow seemed possible. She found herself strangely drawn to him in a way she had never before felt. Picturing him in her mind, she ran her mind’s eye over his muscular physique, studying his athletic build. Then she focused on his rigid manhood jutting up from his groin, standing like a proud warrior, ready and willing to do battle with any eager adversarial cunt. Like the one that lay weeping down between her legs. It was a bizarre reaction to the dream, but now the thought of making love to him seemed natural and rational. It was as if making love to him was no longer a sin, but a foregone conclusion. Yes, she sickly thought, I want him to make love to me and satisfy this new craving…


  As Aaron lay sleeping, another dream had crawled inside his head and was now beginning to make its presence felt. In it, he found himself standing on a path leading away from the beach and up into the jungle. Then, as he stood looking around, he saw a flash of skin up ahead in the bushes beside the path. Staring at where he had seen it, he saw Laura suddenly appear on the path only a few yards away from him. She was naked and suggestively smiling at him. Then, she turned away and started running up the path away from him. He started to chase after her with his big cock jutting out in front of him slashing from side to side like some kind of sick, evil divining rod. They raced and raced through the trees until finally they came to a clearing in the jungle. When he stumbled out into the clearing, Laura was lying on her back with her beautiful legs spread and hands reaching out for him.


  “Come, Daddy, and make love to me, again,” she cooed as he lurched over to where she lay and dropped to his knees between her legs…


  “Oh, Laura, Laura, Laura,” Monica heard Aaron groan out, jerking her out of her own reverie.


  Then as she looked over at him, she saw that his cock was now rock-hard and twitching as it jutted up from his groin. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing and hearing as she watched her husband’s butt pattering up and down on the bed making his big dick flop up and down, lewdly slapping on his belly.


  He had to be dreaming about fucking Laura, she deliriously told herself. What was happening to them? Were they going crazy? Was it the goddess making them crazy? After all, hadn’t they despoiled her altar yesterday? Maybe this was her way of getting back at them by putting sick, twisted thoughts into their heads.


  Whatever, she told herself, suddenly sitting up and struggling onto her hands and knees. Then she threw a long, lovely leg over Aaron’s legs and straddled him with her wet, juicy cunt poised just above his rigid prick. She quickly reached down and grabbed hold of his twitching cock. Jerking it straight up under her, she lowered her pussy down onto it as she held onto it with her hand. She was so hot and wet, the evil thing went slithering up into her cunt like a knife through butter.


  “Yes, oh yes, Laura, yes,” she heard Aaron groan out as she sat on top of him with the thick, meaty lips of her tight, clutching pussy encircling the hairy base of her husband’s thick cock.


  Just then, Aaron’s eyes fluttered open and he stared up at her in utter shock.


  “Laur-Mon-Monica,” he gasped as she clutched her cunt down on his cock.


  “Yes, dear, it’s me, Monica, your wife,” she said with a touch of jealousy tainting her voice. “Not your dear, little, daughter, Laura.”


  “I’m sorry, I, I couldn’t help it,” he muttered. “It was a dream. Just like the one you had last night.”


  “I know, I know,” she said, relenting to the fact that he was right. “What’s wrong with us? Are we going crazy? How can we be having such sick and twisted dreams?”


  “I think it’s the goddess,” he muttered, reaching up and cupping her small, delicate breasts in the palm of his hands. “I think she is punishing us for doing it on her altar. I think the captain told us a big fat lie.”


  “I think you may be right,” she smiled, leaning forward and slowly lifting her hot, tight cunt up his cock until only its big bloated head remained inside the clutching confines of her cunt.


  Then with a sigh, she slowly settled her cunt back down around his cock, sliding it down its thick shaft until she once again consumed the whole thing.


  “So what are we going to do?” she asked him, squeezing his cock with her pussy as she sat on top of him with his cock buried up inside her belly.


  “I don’t know about what we’re going to do about that,” he grunted, grabbing her by the waist and quickly rolling her over onto her back as he held his cock thrust down into her pussy. “But right now, I’m going to give you another fucking to start the day.”


  “Promises, promises,” she giggled slowly rocking back and forth, letting her husband’s big cock slide in and out of her tight wet pussy…


  ~~~


  Larry and Laura found a secluded little pond a little way from the idol. Then they frolicked and swam for most of the morning until around noon when they climbed out and spread their towels in a small clearing.


  “Hey, look,” Larry grinned pointing at a small tree on the edge of the clearing. “That’s gotta be a woman’s flower tree.”


  “A what?” Laura asked with a puzzled look on her face.


  “Come on, let’s go look at it,” Larry said, grabbing her hand and tugging her over to the tree.


  “Oh, my, goodness,” Laura laughed as she picked one of the flowers off the tree. “Why it looks just like a pussy. I’ve never seen anything like it.”


  “It’s supposed to have aphrodisiacal powers when a man smells it,” Larry told her.


  “Hey, I think I’ll pick one for mom, too,” Laura said, picking another flower.


  “Good, idea,” he laughed.


  “Here, smell,” she laughed, thrusting it at him.


  “Wait, wait just a minute,” Larry said, pointing at another tree that had big, dick-shaped fruit hanging from it. “There’s a woody tree.”


  “A what?” she giggled, looking over at the tree as she tucked the flower behind her ear. “Oh, my God. Look at those things. Why, they look just like cocks.”


  “That’s why they call it a woody tree, silly,” Larry snorted, stepping over to the tree.


  Reaching up, he quickly pulled down several of the big, dangling cock-like fruits and snapped the long stems off them. Then as Laura watched on, he weaved a necklace out of the stems.


  “Give me your flowers,” he told Laura as he inhaled deeply and held his breath.


  She handed him the flower and watched him lay them under the tree and quickly walk back over to the towels.


  “I want to save those for mom and dad,” he grinned, “but right now I’m hungry.”


  “What?” she laughed, looking down at him as he stood on his knees in front of her. “We didn’t bring anything to eat.”


  “You did,” he said, reaching out and slowly dragging her bikini down her long, slender legs. “I want a taste of your pussy pie.”


  “You silly boy,” she giggled, stepping out of her bikini and inching her feet apart to spread her legs open for him.


  “It’s so pretty and pink,” he grinned up at her, running his finger down the wet furrow between the soft, limp lips of her little pussy.


  “Are you wet from the water,” he asked her, slowly easing his finger up into the hot tightness of her pussy, “or are you wet from you?”


  “Both,” she grunted as he began to work his finger in and out of her clinging cunt.


  Larry leisurely finger-fucked her for a while before he pulled his juice-lathered finger out of her cunt and stuck it in his mouth. Sucking on it, he quickly pulled it out of his mouth and ran his tongue over his lips.


  “Tasty. Very tasty,” he said, reaching up and gently pulling her down onto the towel and then rolling her over onto her back.


  As she lay smiling up at him, he gave her a lecherous grin and crawled up between her outstretched legs until his mouth was hovering just above her drooling pussy.


  Looking down at the fragile little lips, he delicately fingered the soft, pliant folds of flesh that hid the opening of her femininity. Marveling at their softness, he lovingly spread them apart to reveal the wet, oozing opening between them. He loved pussy, he told himself. He loved to look at it. He loved to eat it. He loved to fuck it. He loved the smell of a hot, wet pussy. He loved the way it tasted. And Laura’s pussy was one of the prettiest pussies he had ever seen.


  Lifting his finger up out of the wet furrow between the flabby, little lips, he moved it up and delicately touched the swollen nub of flesh that was peeking out of its fleshy hood above her pussy.


  “Ummmmmm,” she murmured as he delicately teased the little bud with the tip of his finger. “That feels goooooooddddd.”


  Then he slowly lowered his mouth down onto the squirming little knob of flesh, replacing the tip of his finger with the tip of his tongue. Flicking his tongue back and forth, he gently teased the little button as his sister gently humped her pussy up at his mouth. Then he felt her fingers dig down into his hair as she pushed his mouth down onto her clit.


  “Oh, yeah, Lar, lick it good,” she mumbled, digging her fingernails into his scalp and humping away at his mouth.


  As he tormented her clit, he peeled back the fleshy covering that partially covered it and eased another finger down into her juice-filled cunt. Slowly, methodically, he took his time as he brought her along, slowly guiding her toward her reward.


  “Oh, Lar, it’s coming,” she finally gasped minutes later as she feverishly fought for the finish line. “Gonna come, gonna come…”


  As she groveled underneath him, he continued to torment her with his tongue and finger until he felt her cunt muscles begin to tighten around his finger as she began to tense up. Then suddenly a gush of juice spewed out of her pussy and down his chin as she began to shake and shudder, pulling his mouth down onto her gushing cunt harder and harder.


  “God, oh God, oh God,” she cursed, her little ass quivering and shaking as she shoved her pussy up against his mouth.


  Larry continued to slide his juice-drenched finger in and out of his sister’s tight, clinging pussy until at last he felt her begin to melt back down onto the towel. Slowly lifting his juice-slathered face up from her pussy, he looked up at her and grinned.


  “Look at you,” she grinned back at him. “You’ve got pussy juice smeared all over your face.”


  “Want to lick it off?” he grinned, running his tongue over his lips.


  “Sure,” she said as Larry rose up from between her legs.


  Laura struggled up to her knees as the twins stood on their knees facing each other. Then she leaned forward and wrapped her arms around him as their lips touched. She gave him a soft, lingering kiss and then began to slowly run her hot, little tongue over his face, delicately licking off the juices she had deposited on it only moments before.


  Larry could feel his sister’s hot, little nipples burning holes into his chest as she leisurely ran her tongue over his face. Closing his eyes, he could feel the tip of her hot tongue lick across his eyelids sending a message of urgency down to his already hardened cock.


  Just then, the faint sounds of music whispered into their ears.


  “What was that?” Larry asked, opening his eyes as Laura leaned back away from him.


  “Sounds like music,” she said, turning and looking in the direction the music was coming from. “It’s coming from the campsite.”


  “Sounds like it,” he grinned. “Let’s go check it out.”


  “Yeah, maybe we can have some fun this afternoon,” Laura giggled, jumping up and grabbing her bikini bottom.


  Larry waited watching his sister quickly pull her bikini up her long, slender legs, then they grabbed up their towels.


  Then, holding his breath again, Larry retrieved his mother’s flower and his necklace. Handing the flower to her to hold, he slipped his necklace on and they started off down the beach for the campsite.


  As they approached the cabanas, they saw their parents were out under the pergola dancing. It was the only place with a wooden floor other than the cabanas and dancing in the sand would be next to impossible.


  Aaron and Monica seemed unaware of the twins as they walked up.


  Seeing that they were dancing to the beat of a slow, seductive song, the twins watched Aaron holding Monica tightly as they slowly circled the floor.


  “Hi, Mom and Dad,” Larry finally said as the song ended.


  “Oh, there you are,” Aaron said, stepping back away from Monica and reaching over to the table to turn the boom box down. “Where have you two been?”


  “Down the beach swimming,” Laura said, stepping up onto the floor. “So what have you guys been doing?”


  “Well,” Monica said, waving her hand over toward the table that sat in the corner of the pergola, “dancing mostly, but I made some sandwiches and a pitcher of piña coladas, so help yourself.


  “Great,” Larry grinned, stepping over to the table and pouring himself a drink, then handing the pitcher to Laura.


  The twins scarfed down several sandwiches, washing them down with the potent piña coladas mixture while their parents continued to dance.


  Finally finished eating, they stood watching their parents slowly dance by. Then Larry stepped out onto the floor and tapped his father on the shoulder.


  “May I?” he asked, grinning at his mother.


  “Sure,” his father laughed, stepping back away from Monica.


  “Here, mom, a flower for your hair,” he said, handing her the flower Laura had picked for her.


  “Why, thank you,” she smiled until she looked at it carefully. “Why, why, this flower looks, looks just like a, a, a woman’s, uh, a woman’s, uh, vagina.”


  “It’s a flower from the woman’s flower tree,” he grinned watching her slip it into her hair above her ear. “It’s supposed to have mystical powers.”


  “Oh, I see,” she grinned.


  Larry quickly moved in and wrapped his arm around his mother’s waist. Pulling her against him, he slowly started to dance.


  “What? What is that fragrance?” his mother whispered into his ear as he pulled her to him.


  “What fragrance,” he innocently asked, fighting to keep from ripping her bikini off and throwing her down right on the spot.


  “I don’t know,” she whispered back, “but it, it’s making me feel all funny inside.”


  “Funny?” he mumbled.


  “Yeah, funny,” she whined. “All strange and goofy.”


  “Maybe it’s the piña coladas,” he said as they slowly swayed to the beat of the music, their bodies intimately pressed together.


  “No, it’s not that,” she murmured. “It’s something else.”


  Hoping that it was the plant working, Larry gently pressed his rock-hard erection up against her mound.


  As he did, he saw her eyes flare open as she looked into his eyes.


  “Larry, Larry, do you have an erection?” she breathlessly asked.


  “Yes, yes, mother, I do,” he whispered back, pressing himself into her even harder.


  “Why?” she asked, but made no effort to back away and avoid his obvious condition as they slowly swayed to the beat of the music.


  “You, mother,” he whispered. “You. I want to make love to you so badly.”


  “Make love? Did you say you wanted to make love to me?” she gasped, as Larry pulled her against his granite-like cock even harder.


  “Yes, mother, you. I want to make mad, passionate love to you,” he softly groaned , giving her an innocent looking kiss on her cheek.


  “Oh, Larry, I feel so strange. I, I don’t know what to say,” she murmured. “I’ve never felt like this before.”


  “Just say you’ll come down to the beach with me,” he told her thrusting himself against her suggestively.


  “Uh, I, uh, I guess so,” she said, gently rubbing herself back at him.


  Stepping away from his mother, Larry looked over and saw Laura and Aaron sipping on their drinks as they stood talking by the table.


  “Dad, Laura, Mom and I are going for a walk down on the beach,” he said, taking his mother’s hand in his.


  Larry was beside himself as he walked along hand-in-hand with his mother. He had asked her to let him make love to her and she had said okay. The necklace, he giddily thought. It had to be the necklace or the idol’s altar or something. Whatever it was he didn’t care. He was going to fuck his mother—


  Then as they strolled by his cabana, Larry took a quick peek back at the pergola and quickly ducked inside. Hurriedly grabbing up a blanket and a bottle of wine he had started the previous night, he rejoined his mother as they headed off down toward the beach.


  ~~~


  “Want to dance, daddy?” Laura smiled at her father as she held her arms out to him.


  “Uh, sure,” he said, nervously glancing over at Monica and Larry as they strolled down toward the beach.


  But why were they carrying a blanket, he drunkenly wondered? They said they were going for a walk. But those questions were quickly brushed aside as he felt his beautiful daughter melt into his arms.


  Laura pressed herself against him as they started to sway to the music. Suddenly, Aaron got a sniff of the most stirring fragrance. It was a sweet, musky fragrance that vaguely reminded him of the erotic aroma of woman’s sex. The scent of a hot, aroused woman. Wanting to make love. Just the thought of such a thing and having his arms wrapped around his beautiful daughter was so sensually exciting, he found himself rapidly growing hard.


  Thrusting her small, pert breasts against her father’s hairy chest, Laura ever so gently pressed her pelvis against her father.


  “Oh, Laura,” she heard her father wheeze. “I don’t know what’s come over me.”


  “What, Daddy? What’s wrong?” she whispered, feeling the lump in her father’s trunks growing harder and harder.


  “Oh, Laura, I love you,” he groaned, anxiously looking to see if Larry and Monica were still within sight. “I want you so bad.”


  Monica and Larry were nowhere to be seen, he giddily thought. It was just him and beautiful Laura, all alone on the dance floor.


  “I want you too, Daddy,” she huskily whispered, easing her hand down into his trunks and grabbing hold of his big, hard cock. “I want this. I want you to put this in me and fuck me with it all day long.”


  “Oh, God, baby, baby,” he wept, jerking her hand out of his trunks and sweeping her up in his arms.


  Showering her pretty face with kisses, he stumbled toward the big cabana as she wrapped her arms around his neck and returned the kisses he had just given her.


  Staggering into the cabana, he took her to the big, soft bed and gently laid her down on it…
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  Chapter Four - Flower Power


  


  Larry felt dizzy and lightheaded as he and his mother tromped down the beach, stopping every few steps to kiss long and deeply. He couldn’t believe just how exciting it was to have his mother deeply French him with every kiss. She kissed him deeply and passionately, thrusting herself against him as he held her tightly pressed against his body. It would take them all afternoon to make it to the spot where he and Laura had found the trees, he deliriously thought, if they kept up kissing every few steps. But at last they stumbled onto it.


  They hadn’t spoken since they left the campsite. The interaction between them had consisted of the deep, probing kisses and frantic groping and fondling.


  Stepping into the clearing, Larry quickly threw the blanket out, spreading it down onto the soft grass. The moment the blanket was spread, his mother was on him, clawing at his trunks as she abruptly jerked them down his legs and freed his big, hard cock.


  “Ohhhhhh,” she groaned as she stared at his big, jutting cock and struggled with the catch of her bikini top.


  Then as Larry watched with feverish anticipation, she jerked her top off and dropped down onto her back. He watched her small, soft breasts jiggle as she shoved her bikini bottom down her shapely legs and tossed it aside.


  Larry still couldn’t believe it was happening. And even more astounding was his mother’s passion as she threw her legs apart and threw up her hands inviting him down to her. Frantically dropping to his knees between her outstretched legs, he leaned down over her. Her hands shot to his stiff, jutting cock and roughly clutched it, forcing it down and aiming it at the wet, glistening hole between her legs.


  The slippery, roundness of his big, hard dick-head slowly parted the thick, meaty lips that guarded the sanctity of his mother’s cunt. Their fate was now sealed as he forced his purple-headed monster down into the slippery heat of the sucking hole He could feel the tight, clutching meat of the gash collapsing down around his prick as it slithered deeper and deeper into the very core of her womanhood. He was growing into manhood inch by glorious inch as he pushed his cock into the boiling abyss of boiling juices.


  Recreating the sacred rite that had brought him into the world, he savored the moment as he sent his aching hardness down, down, down into the chasm of his mother’s cunt. He could feel the tight churning squeeze of her pussy on his penis as it neared the end of its journey down into the fiery pit.


  Now the pilgrimage to the shrine of her motherhood was complete, he perversely thought. Their bellies gently ground together as his belly gently nudged up against the soft, smoothness of hers. They were one again, he groveled, as the clenching ring of muscles encircling the opening of her pussy tightened down around the almost hairless base of his cock.


  They were no longer just mother and son, they were now one body joined together and locked together by incestuous love they were sharing. They were man and woman now. Man and woman making love. Making love in a way that was so different and wicked from the other love they had shared for so many years. Sick, depraved, wicked, incestuous love. Joining in a love so evil and twisted, its fires could scar them both for life.


  But for this one glorious moment, he would gladly suffer eternity in hell. Wallowing in the depraved wickedness, he slowly backed his big, juice-drenched weapon out of the clutching channel of his mother’s drooling love-wound. It seemed to take forever to ease the bloated shaft back until only the bulbous head of his dick remained inside her love-tunnel. Then he once again slowly pushed the monster back down inside her waiting wetness. Using all of his will power, he inched it back into the sopping channel of her cunt until he was once again buried all the way up to the hilt in the hot, sucking hole.


  “Oh, Baby,” his mother gushed, wrapping her arms around his neck and holding onto him tightly. “Fuck me, Baby. Fuck me like a man.”


  Still wanting to savor the delicious passion of the moment, he held his peter shoved down inside her as she milked it with her cunt.


  Grinding his pelvis into her and twirling his thick, swollen cock around inside the hot, clutching tightness of her cunt, he leaned down and hungrily kissed her. Eating her lips, he raped her mouth with his tongue and tasted the harsh sweetness of her spit. He could feel her moving underneath him, digging her long, sharp fingernails into his back, exhorting him on with her whole body. Begging him to fuck her.


  Still he waited, wanting to drive her crazy with desire before he attacked her with such strength and force it would overwhelm her. Overwhelm her and drown her in his love for her. He wanted to dominate her, own her, make her his everlasting lover. He wanted to possess every fiber of her being. Possess her as no man had ever possessed a woman before.


  Kissing her and drinking the life from her soul, he could feel her quivering with need. At last, he tore his lips away and shamelessly stared down into the burning holes that opened down into her soul.


  “Please, please, Baby,” she pleaded with him, begging him to fuck her.


  But with the patience of Job, he waited as he slowly raked his eyes down her body, savoring the beauty spread out before him. Her face, angelically ravishing, was now twisted into a grimace of desire and lust as her full, red lips quivered and glistened wetly. Her long shimmering locks of mahogany hair spread out, ringing her head with a halo of gleaming bronze and then cascaded down underneath her. Her breasts, delightful, soft cups of smooth, flawless flesh brazenly rose up to meet his adoring gaze.


  She was the goddess, he blasphemed. His goddess…and he would make such wonderful love to her she would never want to even look at another man. Not even his father…


  Then he swept his eyes down over the tense tightness of her flat belly to the crowning glory of her womanhood. Down to the swell of her pubis covered with the nest of soft curls as he reveled in the sight of the thick, meaty lips of her vagina wrapped around the almost hairless base of his cock. A shiver of perverse pleasure shot through his cock as he anticipated the final act of her violation.


  “Please, for God’s sake,” his mother pleaded, pushing and pulling on him with her hands, raking her legs up and down his body trying to get him to fuck her. “FUCK ME!”


  Smiling arrogantly, he ever-so-slowly began to ease his dripping prick back down the tight, clutching channel of her cunt once again.


  “Yes, Baby, yes, yes, please, yes—” she hissed as the monster emerged from her cunt glistening wetly in the afternoon sun. “Hurry, hurry. Fuck me with it.”


  “LIKE THIS!” he grunted, ramming all of his steel-hardened penis down into the waiting softness of her clenched cunt.


  “Ohmygod—yessssss—” she gasped out in shock and surprise, as he began to pound his cock down into her like a madman.


  He was a raving lunatic as he furiously drove himself down into her. His hips worked back and forth like a steam engine as he pumped his prick down into the dripping, clutching wound between her legs.


  “You like it,” he spit out at her, as he hammered his cock into her.


  “Oh, God, yes, Baby, Oh, God, Yessss—” she whimpered, raking him with her claws as she threw herself up to meet the violent onslaught. “I love it.”


  His stiff prod was pistoning in and out of his mother’s tight, sucking cunt at an unbelievable pace as he huffed and puffed to suck in enough air to fuel his rocking charge. But try as he might, he couldn’t dominate her. For every stroke he pounded into her, she pleaded for more. As hard and fast as he fucked her, she wanted him to pound his cock into her harder and faster.


  Stunned by her ferocity, he found himself being consumed by her dominance. She was THE mother. And she would always hold that power over him; he groaned working his hips back and forth maniacally as he tried to bring her under his command. He wanted her to come and admit to his dominance. She must capitulate first for him to be her man.


  “Fuck me harder,” she ordered him, stabbing her heels into his bounding ass, kicking and goading him to fuck her harder.


  “I can’t, I can’t,” he blubbered senselessly as he furiously slammed himself against her, driving his prick down into her hungry cunt all the way to the hilt with all the strength he could muster.


  “More. More. More,” she demanded, throwing herself up at him with such force it almost knocked the breath out of him.


  He knew he was beaten as he felt the stinging tightness in his flailing balls becoming overbearing. He couldn’t hold back the explosion much longer. And when he did let it go, it would signal his defeat. His mother would have won. She would have brought him to his knees before her sacred shrine making him worship at its fiery core. She had taken his manhood and conquered it with her hot sucking cunt. She had beaten his hardness into submission with her softness. Now she was going to suck the very essence out of his soul with her tight pussy.


  “Aiieeeeeee,” he screamed out as he felt the massive pressure inside his burning testicles rupture and give way.


  As it did, a gigantic gush of cum burst forth from his cock, spewing out and coating the walls of his mother’s vagina with its fiery heat.


  “Yes, Yes, you did it,” he heard his mother gasp.


  And at that same instant her pussy locked down onto his cock imprisoning it inside her convulsing cunt.


  It wasn’t total defeat, he clamored to himself. He had brought her along with him as he emptied his aching balls into her hot, sucking cunt. They had come together. Come together in an incestuous draw. Neither of them the victor. Neither of them the loser.


  It was a wonderful feeling, he thought, as he held his spurting cock buried deep inside the hot, milking hole of his mother’s pussy. She was wonderful. She had taken all he could give her and had given it back to him in full. Maybe his cock would never stop erupting in the hot, clutching tightness of her wondrous womanhood. It would go on and on forever, he wished, as he felt the monster inside of her kick and spit out another giant gob of his potency. She must have a gallon in her already, he crazily thought as his prick continued to jerk and buck inside the tight sheath of her pussy. I don’t want it to ever stop. Never, ever, ever, he feebly thought…


  


  ~~~


  


  Standing by the bed, towering over her, Aaron reached down and jerked his trunks down his powerful legs. As he did, his big, stiff cock immediately sprang out into the open, ripe and ready as it evilly bobbed up and down in front of him.


  “Oh, Daddy,” Laura gushed, gawking at the twitching monster, “it’s so big.”


  “It’s not too big, is it?” he asked, afraid that he might be too big for her creamy, little pussy.


  “No, no, I don’t think so,” Laura looked up at him and smiled innocently. “It’s not much bigger than Larry’s.”


  “What? You? You and Larry? Oh, my, God,” he groaned, staring down at her with a confused look on his face.


  “Daddy, don’t,” she fumed, reaching down and quickly stripping her bikini bottom down her long, slender legs. “It’s you I really want.”


  Then as she fumbled with the catch on the top of bikini, she slowly spread her legs apart. Grinning wickedly, she kept spreading her legs farther apart as the white softness of her inner thighs framed the weeping gash of pink flesh between them. Like a beautiful, dew-drenched rose, it slowly unfurled, gaping open wider and wider.


  “Don’t you want this,” she taunted, as she tossed her top aside and ran her hand down to her pussy.


  “Yes, yes, God, yes, I want it,” he wheezed, leaning down over her and wrapping his arms around her.


  With their bodies locked together in a lover’s embrace, he pressed his lips against hers. He kissed her tenderly for several moments before he felt her hot, little tongue ease out between her lips. Opening his mouth slightly, he took her tongue between his lips and slowly sucked it into his mouth. Tickling the tip of her tongue with his, he sucked more and more of her wriggling tongue into his mouth as their mouths gaped open wider. Suddenly their tongues began to twist and fight, wrapping about each other like snakes in a sinuous courting dance.


  As they kissed, Laura could feel her father’s brick-hard cock impatiently digging into her belly.


  Feeling his anticipation, she wasn’t surprised when he finally broke their kiss and struggled up to his hands and knees. Looking down at his jutting cock, she watched it throbbing up and down, evilly poised above her fuzz-covered pussy.


  Reaching down to his cock, she grasped the hot, heavy column of meat and led it down toward her waiting womanhood. She was already dripping wet in anticipation.


  As she watched, he dipped his hips and eased his bloated cock-head into the hot, juice-slick hole between her outstretched legs. She was so hot and ready, it slid down into her like a hot knife through butter. It felt wonderful to have his hot, heavy manhood penetrate her emptiness as he lovingly slid his whole cock into her with one quick thrust.


  Slowly, he began to work his hips back and forth, sending his cock plowing in and out of her hot, clutching cunt.


  It was so different with him, she thought, as he lovingly sawed his cock in and out of her slippery chute. With Larry, it had been fucking, but this time it was making love.


  As they made love, she could feel the strength of his thrusts growing. Although he was still fucking her with slow deliberation, he was doing it with force, driving his cock as deep inside her hot oven as he could before withdrawing it and shoving it inside her again. In and out, in and out, in and out it went.


  Both of them were oblivious to the time and a half-hour slipped by without their notice as his hips slowly drove his cock into her hungry cunt. Laura had already suffered through two orgasms, but her father tirelessly continued his barrage on her cunt. Then, almost imperceptibly, Laura felt him begin to quicken the pace. Delighting in the feel of his monster cock stroking her toward another orgasm, she lifted her long, shapely legs off the bed and wrapped them around her father’s waist. Now, as he fucked her, she could feel his big, round butt bump up against her heels every time he drew back.


  Giddy with happiness, she slipped her hands down to where her father’s cock was sliding in and out of her slippery cunt. She explored the sloppy wetness of their union with her fingers and found that they were both covered with her juices. Then her fingers found his thick, wet cock as it slid out of her, spreading her wet stickiness all over them. She could even hear the wet slap of his balls as they spanked her upturned butt.


  Ever so slowly though, Laura felt the tempo increase as he fucked her faster and faster until he was driving his cock into her cunt at a furious pace.


  Brutally assaulting his daughter’s tender little cunt with his battering ram of a cock, he fucked her harder and harder. Harder and harder, faster and faster, in and out, in and out went his cock as she dug her heels into his butt, urging him on to new heights.


  Laura could feel it now. Another orgasm was almost upon her. Grunting and straining, she fought to grasp it and let it consume her with its fiery heat.


  Suddenly, without any more warning, it burst upon her, filling her body with pleasure and joy.


  As her body was wracked with the rapture of the moment, her tight, hot pussy clamped around her father’s pistoning cock. But the power of his thrusts couldn’t be overcome and he didn’t slow his attack on her in the least. Her soul flew higher and higher, reaching for the crest of her climax while her body remained behind to be battered by her father.


  He wasn’t ready to fill her with his love seed yet, she thought, as his cock continued to hammer in and out of her spasming cunt. But that was okay, she told herself. She didn’t care because she was high on the drug of pleasure and was floating far above the earth.


  Her soulless body writhed and shook from the thunderous attack as her fists beat against the bed. Her legs tensed and strained, shoving her cunt up onto her father’s thrusting cock as he continued to pound it into her.


  Even above the roaring exultation of her orgasm, she could hear the obscene slap of her father’s belly crashing against hers as he mercilessly fucked her.


  The ecstatic contractions of her orgasm grew fainter and fainter until they were replaced by the pleasure of her father’s cock rubbing back and forth against her clit.


  Slowly regaining her senses, she could already feel another orgasm gathering inside of her battered cunt. Maybe he had fucked her so long, he had broken something down there, she groaned to herself. It seemed like they had been fucking for hours and hours. And now her orgasms were coming every few seconds, she thought.


  Wrapping her legs around her father’s waist again, she raked her hot, steaming cunt back and forth feverishly as she fought to reach the next mind-boggling orgasm.


  “COME ON, COME ON, FUCK IT, FUCK ME HARD,” she cried, her hands clasping his bounding butt, pushing and pulling his hips back and forth frantically.


  Digging her heels into his bounding ass, she drove him on like a jockey straining for the finish line.


  “I NEED ANOTHER ONE, MY GOD, ANOTHER ONE. FUCK ME HARDER.”


  Aaron had fucked so long, he had reached the edge of his physical limits. His cock was slashing in and out of his daughter’s ravenous cunt with such ferocity that it threatened to fracture her pelvic bones. Still she begged for more as his belly shook like half-hardened jelly every time he drove his cock into the insatiable gulch.


  “HARDER, HAARRDDEERR, HAAARRRDDDEEERRR,” she screeched, begging him for more.


  Drawing on his last available reserve of energy, Aaron sent his cock ripping into her so hard that she was literally being scooted across the bed each time he thrust himself into her. At last, when neither of them could endure any more, Aaron thrust his penis into her with such force, he drove her up the bed a whole foot.


  “YOU DID IT, YOOOUUU DDDIIIDDDD ITTTTTT!” Laura screamed. “OH MY GAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWDDDDDDDDD!”


  “OH FUCK, OH JEEZ, OH FUCK, OH JEEZ,” she chattered as another orgasm consumed her.


  Her body was a quivering mass of muscle and overloaded nerves as she shook and convulsed below him.


  Holding her pinned to the bed with his brick-hard cock, Aaron rested as she agonized through her climax.


  Laura had no control over her hands as they crawled all over her father’s body, frantically clawing and scratching at him. Her long muscular legs rose and fell erratically, sliding up and down her father’s body, rubbing against him from his knees all the way up to his armpits as she growled and panted like a cat in heat.


  Sweat poured out of her pores as she was washed about on the waves of another gigantic climax. Battling to stay atop the waves and not be drowned in the pure joy of it all, she cried out for her father to save her.


  Then suddenly, like being thrust up on the shore, the climax ended and she felt herself go limp as her arms and legs lifelessly dropped to the bed.


  Revived by the momentary break in fucking, Aaron eased his cock back out of her numb pussy. Sliding it backwards up the drenched chute, he stopped when only his big, round dick-head remained inside the seething entrance of her cunt.


  Then with all his might, he hunched his cock into her, driving it all the way to the hilt in one mighty lunge.


  “UNNNNNHHHHHhhhhh,” she grunted as his cock ripped into her softness.


  Again, he slowly withdrew his cock and sent it rocketing back into her with such ferocity, she was being squashed up against the headboard of the bed. Again he withdrew his hardness and drove it back into her violently.


  She couldn’t believe the savagery of his assault. Although her cunt had been numb only moments before, the brutal attack had revived the feeling inside it. Each time his cock tore into her soft, meaty gash, she felt feelings that were part pain, part excitement, and part pleasure. Pleasure so intense it was beginning to mask all other feelings. She wanted it to continue, but her head was starting to hurt from being bounced against headboard.


  “Wait, please, wait, just a minute,” she breathlessly gasped.


  “What, UNNNNNNHHHHHh,” he grunted as he drove his cock into her again, sending her head crashing back into the headboard again.


  “You’re beating my brains out against the headboard,” she groaned. “Let me scoot down a little, then you can fuck me any way you want.”


  “I’m sorry,” he apologized.


  Pulling his hips back, he slipped his cock out of her weeping gash. Backing away from her on his hands and knees, he kept going until his feet were hanging over the other end of the bed. Rubbing her head, Laura slid down under him, and draped her long, tawny legs over his calves. Reaching down between them, she quickly found his dripping cock and hurriedly threaded it back into her slippery cunt. Feeling the head of his cock slip into her, he eased the entire length of his thick, meaty wand back into her with one easy thrust.


  He immediately began to saw his cock in and out of her in an easy, slow motion. In and out, in and out it went.


  “Do it like before,” she urged him. “Fuck me hard and soft like before. I was about to come again. Please, hard and soft.”


  Pulling his hips back as far as he dared to, Aaron sent his hardness knifing back deep inside the mushy core of her cunny, impaling her all the way to the hilt. Then he began to fuck her, gently easing it back each time and then brutally slamming it back into her. He repeated the attack over and over again, each time a little more violently.


  “OH, YES, THAT’S IT, OH, YESSUUUNNGGGGHHHH, THAT’S IT, OH YES,” she praised him between each savage thrust. “THAT’S ITTTUNNNNNNGHGHHGH, OH, FUCKING YES, AND FUUUCKKKK THAT’S IT.”


  She gloried in the feel of her father’s mighty penis raping her vulnerable softness. Each titanic blow drove her nearer to the edge of yet another orgasmic cataclysm.


  The force of their bodies smashing together sounded like a mallet hitting a piece of meat. Again and again, he speared her all the way to the hilt. At last, he pulled back and held himself back for the longest time, as if preparing for the final assault. Suddenly, he ripped his steel-hard cock into her so hard he lifted her hips up off the bed.


  “MY FUCK—” she screamed, as she felt her father’s prick finally erupt inside her, drenching her cunt and fill it with his creamy sap. “So Hotttt—”


  She could feel his cock bulge out and then spurt inside her over and over again as the mighty engine spewed gusher after gusher of its sticky, white goo out into her overflowing cunt.


  Aaron could feel his daughter’s tight, hot cunt lock down on him, squeezing and milking him for all it was worth as she rocked off into another orgasm. But now all he could think of was his own spurting cock. He was no longer a man. His was a giant penis spewing out its hot, toxic load into his daughter’s wondrous cunt.


  He could feel his balls clench each time before they sent another load of frothy semen blasting down his cock. He could feel the stream of hot jism ripping along the barrel and bursting out the tiny eye in the center of his cock-head. As it did, it poured out and quickly filled her tight little cunt with his potent seed. Within seconds, he had pumped her full of cum and it began to gush out of her, down onto the bed between her lovely legs into a large, sloppy puddle of spent cum.


  Her body was being wracked by spasms as he slipped his dick back out a little and drove it back into her with such force, little shock waves coursed through her tensed abdominal muscles. And each time his cock reached its limit, it shot another hot load of creamy cum into her overheated socket.


  Again he pulled back and sent his cock ripping back into her to deposit yet another rich load of semen into her fertile garden. Again and again, he withdrew and drove his cock back into her until their groins were drenched in the frothy stickiness of their overflow. Both of them were coated with the broth of love that had been created by the overflow of his rich creamy cum mixed with her thick, syrupy juices.


  Lastly, he thrust himself into her one last time. His cock bucked and sent out one last gusher of cum into her battered cunt. Finished and drained, he felt his daughter slowly relax. Dropping down, exhausted and too tired to move, he lay there as he felt his cock shrivel back down her sopping channel of love.


  “I’ve never, whew, I’ve never had it that, never had it that good,” he finally panted, lifting his leg over hers and pulling his lifeless cock out of her.


  Groaning, he rolled over beside her.


  “Five times, five times,” she murmured, “Can you believe it, five times. I never will be able to top this. It’s been awesome. I don’t care if I do go to hell for it, at least I had a few hours of heaven with you.”


  “How can anything that makes two people feel so good, be so wrong?” he asked out loud.


  “I don’t understand it either,” she crooned, running her hand down to her numb pussy.


  “Oh, my goodness, I’m all sticky and gooey. It felt like you came a whole gallon.”


  “I don’t think I have a single sperm left in my balls,” he lovingly grinned at her. “Your lovely little puss sucked them all out. Every last one.”


  “What if I get pregnant?” she asked him, grinning wickedly with her head resting on his heaving belly.


  “Oh, God, child,” he groaned, “don’t even think about it. They would kill both of us.”


  “You’d better not get pregnant, young lady,” they both heard Monica say from the door.


  “MOTHER! LARRY!” Laura cried out as she looked over at the doorway to find Larry and Monica grinning at them.


  “Uh, uh, I, I can, I can explain everything,” Aaron groaned, blushing bright red, as he shamefully gawked at and his son and wife.


  “What’s to explain,” Monica smiled, reaching down and taking Larry’s hand in hers. “I’m not going to explain what happened between Larry and I because I can’t. It just happened.”


  “You, you and Larry,” Aaron choked out, staring at them like he’d just been poleaxed.


  “Yes, Larry and I,” she smirked at him. “What? You think you and Laura are the only ones who can play your nasty little game?”


  “No, uh, no,” Aaron mumbled. “It just surprised me, that’s all. I didn’t know that you, you were doing it. That’s all.”


  “Well, where did you think we went?” she grinned smugly. “And we plan to continue, don’t we son?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Larry grinned back at her, reaching over and cupping her hot, little ass in his hand.


  “And maybe, later we can get together for a little foursome,” she laughed, gently squeezing Larry’s hand as she turned to leave, “But first, if you’ll excuse us, Larry has a little catching up to do. Five times? Laura got to come five times. You owe me four more orgasms, young man…”
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  Chapter Five - Bacchanal


  


  Larry awoke with sunlight streaming in the window of his cabana as a soft trade wind rusted the curtains. Feeling strangely euphoric, he turned and looked down at the beautiful woman lying by his side who was still sleeping soundly as she lay snuggled up against him.


  Well, I paid her back, last night, he tiredly thought. Four times. I made my mother come four times. But it had cost him three more eruptions himself as they had fucked far into the night and morning. Groggily, he looked over at the little clock on the nightstand and saw that it was eight o’clock. No wonder he was groggy, they hadn’t quit fucking until around three in the morning. If his mother kept up at this rate, he would be nothing but skin and bones by the time they left the island, he laughed to himself. And how much had he fallen behind, he wondered, as he knew that Laura and his father had probably spent the night fucking, too.


  “Morning, Lover,” he heard his mother say from his side as she slowly ran her long fingernails down over his chest and belly to his cock. Tickling and teasing it, she lovingly fondled the soft, limp lump of flesh. “There’s just something so strange about this island. I can’t seem to get enough of this. I want to do it all the time. I’ve never been like this before. And doing it with you, my son…why, what sane woman would do that?”


  “It’s the goddess, mother,” Larry said to her. “It has to be.”


  Then Larry proceeded to tell her of the legend of the goddess that the captain had told him. He told her everything, all the way down to the woody tree and the flower of the woman tree. As he spoke, she listened intently, lovingly caressing his cock back to hardness at the same time.


  Finally, he finished and saw that his cock was fully charged and ready to perform its evil duty.


  “You mean that these,” she said, laying on her side with her arm crooked, her elbow resting on the bed and her head resting in her hand as she reached across him and picked up his necklace off the nightstand, “are the reason for all this?”


  “Well, not all of it,” he grinned. “I’d like to think that my irresistible charm had something to do with it, but they help. Smell it.”


  Looking doubtful, she brought it over his chest and held it up to her nose.


  Larry watched as she inhaled through her nostrils, drawing in a great woody-tainted breath of air. As she did, her eyes flared open and immediately, dilated widely.


  “Oh, my, God,” she gasped, dropping the necklace and running her hand down to her pussy. “I can’t believe it.”


  Larry saw that she was frantically fingering her big clit as she stared down at his big cock.


  “I want it,” she murmured, rolling up onto her hands and knees beside him.


  Looking on almost like a disinterested observer, he watched her throw a long, shapely leg over his legs and straddle him. Then she quickly crawled up his legs until her hot pussy was hovering just above his jutting cock. With frantic haste, she fumbled with his cock, pulling its big, bloated head to her cunt and lowered herself down onto it.


  “God, it feels so good,” she groaned out as she sat down on him, letting her hot pussy quickly consume his whole cock with one hungry gulp. “It’s like an addiction. And I’ve felt like this since the moment I stepped onto this strange island.”


  She looked down at him with lust-glazed eyes as she began to slowly work her ravenous cunt up and down his jutting cock. As she did, her small breasts quivered and jiggled softly in the morning sunlight.


  God, what a wonderful way to start a day he happily thought, reaching up and cupping the quivering cups of soft, pliant flesh. Tweaking her nipples between his thumbs and fingers, he was amazed at how hard they were. He could see that she was fully aroused as he watched his glistening cock disappear up between her thick, fleshy cunt lips only to quickly reemerge, slick with a thick coating of her luxuriant juices. In and out, in and out went his cock as she thrust herself up and down on it until finally he couldn’t hold back anymore.


  Letting go of her tits, he grabbed her just under her arms, crushing his thumbs down on her jutting nipples as he began to roughly jerk her up and down on his cock. As he pounded his cock up into the hungry hole between her legs, he could hear her breath coming out in little gasping puffs.


  Panting to catch her breath, she kept on thrusting herself down on him every time he lunged up into her. The wet pitter-patter of her pussy slapping down onto his belly was accompanied by their grunts as they fucked their way into the morning. And as it did, her pussy slapped down onto it over and over until she had churned it into a white, foamy mess, but on and on she went, rising up and down tirelessly.


  Larry had never known a woman with such stamina and staying power. He was usually the leader, but he could already feel the stinging precursor of his own eruption filling his jiggling, foam-covered balls.


  Breathing in small gasping breaths, she looked down at him with eyes so widely dilated there was only a faint rim of brown encircling the pupils. Even her lips seemed darker and fuller as a sheen of sweat covered her flushed body.


  Then he felt the muscles in her cunt begin to tense and tighten down around his pistoning cock. She was almost there, he feverishly thought, as he pumped his cock up into her harder. He had to make her come. Make her come first. He just had to, because he couldn’t finish and leave her high and dry. No son would ever want to do that to his mother, he sickly told himself.


  “Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, Godddddd,” she groaned out, as the rhythm of her lunges suddenly became spastic and erratic.


  As they did, Larry felt her cunt implode down around his pistoning cock as she threw back her head and arched her back so hard he thought she might snap it.


  “Yes, yes, yes,” he hissed, when he felt the convulsion of pleasure rip through his cock as the muscles around the base of his cock spasmed and sent a hot gush of his creamy sap spewing out into her pussy.


  As it did, her cunt contracted down around his cock, sucking out more and more cum while their groins obscenely ground together.


  Every time it was better, Larry giddily thought, as his cock continued to jerk and fire off inside her hot, clenched pussy. He couldn’t explain it as he wallowed in the ecstatic consummation of their incestuous union.


  At last the contractions of her vagina weakened until they finally stopped as she leaned down over him resting her body on his belly and chest while she tried to catch her breath…


  


  ~~~


  


  Aaron slowly awoke to a feeling of warmth enveloping his cock. Damn, Monica is at it early, he groggily thought. Slowly opening his eyes, he looked down at his cock. Suddenly a flash of panic shot through his brain making his heart skip a beat as he saw that it wasn’t his wife, Monica, but his beautiful daughter, Laura sucking on his cock. What in the hell, he hysterically thought. Why was she in bed with him with no clothes on and hungrily gnawing on his peter? And what, what if Monica caught them, he fearfully thought? Or maybe it was just another one of his sick, twisted dreams?


  Then he saw her slowly raise her head and let his spit-covered cock slowly slither out from between her beautiful lips.


  “Morning, daddy,” she mischievously smiled, flicking her tongue out and licking the big, swollen head of his jutting cock. “I’m having cock for breakfast, but I would like some syrup to go with it. Do you have any left?”


  “God, Laura, what…” he started to say, but then it all came back to him in a series of flashes.


  He had spent the night making love to her. And, he dizzily thought, Monica had spent the night with Larry.


  “What’s wrong, Daddy?” Laura asked seeing the look of confusion on his face as she looked up at him and lazily twisted her hand up and down his rock-hard cock.


  “Nothing, nothing, I had forgotten what happened last night,” he smiled.


  “Forgot last night,” she pouted, sticking out her lower lip and making a sad face. “How could you forget a night like that? I thought it was the most exciting night of my life.”


  “It was, it was,” he quickly told her. “It’s just that you took so much out of me last night, I was groggy when I woke up.”


  “You remember it now?” she said smiling.


  “Oh, God, yes,” he groaned. “And if you’re sure you want some syrup, I’ve got plenty for you.”


  “Yes, I’m sure I want some of your sweet syrup,” she giggled as she dropped her mouth back down and quickly sucked his big, thick cock back into her hot, sucking mouth.


  Shoving her pillow under his head, he lay watching his daughter lovingly devour his cock. She had a fist wrapped around the thick base of his cock and was slowly running her hand up and down, twisting and squeezing it as she did. The big blue veins that twisted and wrapped themselves around the thick, pink stalk were bulging out fully distended, as his daughter held the big, swollen head of his cock in her hot mouth.


  As she did, she ran her hot, rough tongue over the sensitive skin of his cock head, paying particular attention to the overly susceptible cleft where the fat tube running along the underside of his cock met and disappeared into the flared glans of his cock. Slurping loudly as she sucked, she licked and lapped at his cock head hungrily and roughly twisted her hot fist up and down below her soft, pink lips.


  Damn, where did she learn to suck cock so good, he jealously wondered? She’s as good as Monica. Or better, he told himself as he felt her gently slide her other hand under his big, hard balls.


  Last night, he had lasted forever, but there wasn’t going to be any chance of holding it back this morning, he dizzily thought, as he could already feel the pool of liquid fire down in his balls begin to bubble and churn. Aaron frantically saw that Laura must have sensed his urgency as saw her cheeks hollow and felt her sucking harder and harder. At the same time, her fist insistently squeezed and twisted his cock as it relentlessly slid up and down its bloated shaft.


  “Gonna come, gonna come,” he whispered, thrusting his cock up into her hungry mouth. “Get ready, gonna come.”


  He feverishly wondered if she would spit his cock out or swallow his load as he felt the moment of truth coming closer and closer. But wait, she said she wanted some syrup. Did that mean…


  “Uh-huh, outh,” she choked out around the head of his cock.


  Outh? Did she mean mouth, he deliriously wondered?


  Just then his cock jerked in her hot hand as a great gusher of foamy, white cum shot out into her hot, sucking mouth.


  “Oh, God, cominggggg,” he gasped, thrusting his hips up, trying to push his cock deeper into her hot, sucking mouth.


  But she wouldn’t let him as she kept her lips locked around the shaft of his cock just below its big, bloated head while it spurted out its load into her mouth. Squeezing and roughly twisting the jerking shaft of his spewing giant, she sucked more and more of his creamy load out into her mouth.


  Aaron had never felt such sinful ecstasy. It was as if his big, aching balls had liquefied into a stream of thick, gooey cum as it spewed out into his daughter’s clutching mouth.


  Jerking and twitching, his cock continued to erupt and disgorge its noxious load until there was nothing left of his balls but a shrunken, emptied sack of flesh.


  “Oh, God,” he wheezed, as his cock immediately began to shrink and soften. “That was so fucking fantastic.”


  “I’ll say,” he heard Monica laugh from the doorway.


  “Huh?” he groggily groaned, turning to see Larry and Monica standing in the doorway grinning at them. “What?”


  “Well, we came over to see if you guys wanted some breakfast,” Monica softly giggled , watching Laura slowly lift her mouth off her father’s wilting prick, “but I see that Laura has already had hers.”


  “Uh-huh,” Laura smiled, running her little pink tongue over her lips to lick away the sticky coating of cum her father had just deposited there. “Yummy, yummy in my tummy; but I’m still hungry.”


  “Well, I’ve got some more syrup,” Larry leered, grabbing up his dangling cock and pointing at her, “if you want some.”


  “It looks like you’ve already given Mom some of it this morning,” she laughed.


  ““Yes, he did,” Monica giggled crazily.


  “Well, if you don’t want syrup, we went exploring this morning and we have all kinds of island delicacies,” Larry said. “So come on.”


  Laura, Larry, and Monica went scurrying out to the table under the pergola where there were all kinds of fruits and other food spread out on the table. Then, as they stood giggling and pointing down at the fruit, Aaron groggily walked up with his big dick limply hanging down between his thighs, obviously hung over from the eruptive beginning of his day.


  “Here, this is yours,” Monica said, draping a lei of woman flowers around Laura’s neck.


  “Oh, thank you,” Laura laughed, lifting it up to her nose and sniffing it, then offering it to Larry. “Wanna smell?”


  “Maybe later,” he grinned, handing his father a necklace made out of the vines of a woody tree. “This is yours, Dad.”


  “Thanks, son,” Aaron laughed, taking the necklace from him. “What’s it for?”


  “You’ll see,” Larry laughed.


  Then Laura reached down and picked up one of the cock-shaped fruits that had come from the woody tree.


  “Remind you of anything, Daddy?” she giggled, lifting it up to her mouth and easing it inside.


  “Uh-huh,” Aaron grinned watching her bite down into the fruit and snap off the head of the fake cock. “Glad that wasn’t mine though.”


  “Oh, oh, oh, my,” Laura muttered, slowly chewing on the morsel of woody fruit. “That’s a strange feeling. I feel so funny down there.”


  As she spoke, she spread her legs and everyone looked down at her pussy that was now oozing out a river of juice.


  “Damn, look at that,” Larry grunted, pointing down at his sister’s pussy as it poured out cunt-juice. “I never saw that much stuff coming out of a pussy, ever.”


  Within a matter of moments, Laura’s inner thighs were coated with an opulent film of shimmering pussy juice. But it continued to pour out of her cunt, running down her thighs, over her knees and onto her calves as all of them gawked on in amazement.


  “Here, let me have a bite of that thing,” Larry grinned, taking the fruit out of her hand and quickly biting off a chunk. “Let’s see what it does to a guy.”


  “Wow, I see what you mean,” he muttered, looking down at his cock that dangled down between his legs.


  Suddenly, as if it had a mind of its own, Larry’s cock began to swell and harden.


  “Oh, my, God, look at that,” Laura gasped, pointing down at Larry’s cock as it slowly lifted its big, purple head higher and higher into the air.


  It took less than a minute for his cock to reach full potency as it stood straight up in the air, pointing up at the sky.


  “I’ve never had a hard-on like this,” Larry grunted, reaching down and grabbing it.


  “God, no,” Laura groaned, reaching out and squeezing it. “It’s harder than a frigging rock. Why, you could drive nails with that thing.”


  “Or fuck my sister with it,” Larry grinned, wrapping his hands around her waist.


  Then with a grunt, he hoisted her up and plopped her cute, little butt down onto the table. As he did, she quickly spread her juice-slathered legs apart and took hold of his jutting cock with both hands. Larry slowly inched forward as she fitted the steel-hard head of his astonishingly-stiff cock into her slavering pussy. Then Laura leaned back, resting her hands on the table as she lifted her feet and hooked her heels on its edge .


  Monica and Aaron looked on as Larry began to slowly rock back and forth, sliding his big, thick cock in and out of his sister’s bubbling cunt.


  As he fucked her, the juices continued to pour out of her, running down out of her pussy, onto the table and then dripping onto the ground where it formed a puddle.


  “God, sis, you’re so fucking wet,” Larry grinned humping his cock in and out of the gushing gash, “I think I could drive a fucking Mack truck up your pussy.”


  “I think so, too,” she giggled, clutching her pussy down around his pistoning prick.


  “Try it, dad,” Larry snorted, wrapping his hands around his sister’s tight, little butt and jerking her onto his plunging cock every time he pounded it into her tightly clenched pussy. “You’ll like it.”


  “Yeah, mom, try it. It makes you feel all hot and squishy inside,” Laura giggled, wrapping her legs around the back of Larry’s thighs and humping herself back against him.


  Aaron and Monica looked at each other and grinned. Then they both grabbed for the fruit at the same time.


  “Wait, there’s plenty to go around,” Monica said, letting him have the fruit and grabbing up another one for herself.


  “What? Pussy or fruit?” Aaron laughed, bringing the woody fruit up to his mouth.


  “Both,” Monica giggled, taking a nibble of it.


  “Come on, Mom, take a bite of it,” Laura fussed at her mother, as she cupped her own pert, little breasts and tweaked her nipples while Larry continued to hammer his cock in and out of her cunt. “You hardly got enough to taste.”


  “Oh, all right,” Monica smirked, taking a bigger bite of the fruit.


  “Oh, oh, gosh,” she exclaimed, looking down between her legs as a gush of juice flooded out of her pussy and ran down her thighs. “I feel so hot and funny down there. Hurry, hurry, Aaron, take a bite and make your cock hard so you can stick it in me and make me stop itching down there.”


  “Okay, here goes,” he laughed, taking a huge bite of the fruit and quickly chewing it up, then swallowing it down.


  “Fuck, look at that thing,” Monica groaned, gawking down at her husband’s cock as it began to swell and harden. “Look at it grow.”


  Larry’s hips ground to a slow halt as all four of them stared down at the monster jutting out of Aaron’s groin. Like a giant cannon, it slowly lifted itself, straightening and rising into the air as if it were seeking out its target. Moments later it stood, proud, tall, and hard as steel as it pointed its big, bloated head at the ceiling of the pergola.


  “God, honey,” Monica exclaimed, reaching out and grabbing hold of the jutting monstrosity, “you’ve never been this fucking hard. Not even on our honeymoon…and that night I thought your cock was the hardest cock I’d ever had.”


  “And how many cocks had you had?” he muttered jealously, grabbing her around the waist and jerking her up onto the table beside Laura.


  “Oh, fuck, I don’t remember,” she cursed. “Forget it and fuck me with the damn thing.”


  The table creaked and groaned under the weight of the women as the two men pounded their cocks into their juicy holes. Father fucking wife and son fucking daughter as they shamelessly stood side by side. On and on they fucked in the warm, morning sunlight as the fruit fueled their passion.


  Larry didn’t know if it was the fruit or the passion of the moment, but both women came five times before he and his father exploded almost simultaneously, filling the women’s sopping holes with their creamy loads…


  Finished, both men staggered back away from the women, jerking their potent pricks out of the cum-drenched holes. But when they did, much to their amazement, both of their cocks still stood hard and ready without a hint of softening.


  “Lord,” Monica grinned, staring down at the twin cocks pointing up into the air, “look at those things. They’re still hard as ever.”


  “God, yes,” Laura giggled, scooting to the edge of the table dragging her cute, little butt through the puddle of cum before she dropped down onto the ground.


  “I’ve never seen anything like it,” Monica muttered, reaching out and wrapping her hand around her husband’s thick, hard cock that was still jutting up into the air. “You’re fucking Superman.”


  “Ain’t me,” he laughed, as she squeezed his rock-hard cock. “Gotta be the fruit.”


  “Thank the lord for the fruit,” Laura murmured, holding onto Larry’s jutting giant and roughly twisting her hand around it. “So what’s next?”


  “Uh, let’s see,” Larry said pensively, holding his chin between his finger and thumb. “There was something else that the captain told me. What was it? Oh, yeah, that’s right. He said that if you used the woody fruit as dildo, the, the, uh, the woman would sort of, uh, go, go crazy wanting it so bad.”


  “What the hell,” Monica grinned, picking up one of the smooth, shiny fruits and holding it up. “I’m game. Anyone want to help?”


  “I volunteer,” Larry said enthusiastically, grabbing her hand and pulling her toward the big cabana.


  “Come on, Dad,” Laura giggled, and grabbed up another fruit as she headed after Larry and Monica. “We don’t want to get left out.”


  All four of them poured into the cabana and the women quickly crawled up on the big bed. Both of them quickly flopped over onto their backs and threw their legs apart. Then as the men walked up, the women giddily handed them the fruit and looked up expectantly.


  Larry looked down at his mother lying on her back looking back up at him with a lusty smile on her face. Reaching down, he delicately used his fingers to spread the big, fleshy lips of her pussy back away from the drooling hole between them that was still pouring out copious volumes of hot, sticky juice.


  Holding herself up on her elbows to watch, she looked down at him as he brought the tip of the big, purple fruit up to her pussy.


  Grinning, he looked up at her and saw her grin back at him as he eased the tip of the seedpod down into the seeping hole.


  “Ummmmmm,” she murmured, as he pushed it down into her deeper and deeper.


  Then, pushing it in and watching her face at the same time, Larry saw her eyes roll back into her head as she threw her head back and groaned.


  “Oh, god, I’m, it’s, it’s on fire, down there,” she gushed, locking her pussy down around the invading seed pod.


  “What does it feel like?” Larry grunted, feeling the resistance of her tightly clenched pussy as he continued to force the fruit deeper and deeper into the clutching depths of her pussy.


  “Can’t explain it,” she huffed, reaching down and grabbing his arm.


  Then with a quick push, she shoved his arm back and drug the juice-slathered fruit out of her pussy. But as she did, Larry could see that the opening of her pussy was still clutching open and shut as her pussy continued to grasp at thin air.


  “Down. Down on bed,” she blathered, grabbing at him and shoving him down onto this back.


  As soon as he was on his back, she threw her leg over him and rushed up over him until her slavering cunt was directly above his jutting giant.


  “Fuck,” she cursed, shoving her hot cunt down around his cock for the second time of the day.


  Suddenly, her cunt was flying up and down his cock so fast, her hips were a blur.


  “More, more, gotta have more,” she blathered out furiously working her cunt up and down her son’s stiff prick. “Ass. My ass. In my ass, Aaron. Fuck me in the ass.”


  “Are you sure?” Aaron grinned, shuffling up behind her. “You sure you want me to fuck you in the ass?”


  “God damn it, do it. Yes, yes, damn it,” she hissed. “Fuck me in my god damned ass. Now.”


  “Whatever you say,” he said, reaching out and grabbing hold of her hips.


  Then, digging his fingers into her hips, he leaned forward, aiming his cock at the tiny, puckered hole peeking out from between the cheeks of her ass. But as his cock nudged up against her, it went skittering down between her legs striking Larry’s prick in the process.


  “Here, Daddy,” Laura said, reaching out and grabbing hold of his cock. “I’ll help.”


  Then as Aaron looked down, she fitted the rounded tip of the head of his cock onto the wrinkled opening of his wife’s tiny, little asshole. As she did, he grunted and lunged forward burying his cock down into her hot, tightly clenched asshole.


  “Ah, God,” Monica gasped as she felt her husband’s big, thick cock violate her tiny asshole, sliding in all the way up to its big, hairy base.


  Then as everyone watched on breathlessly, she jerked her pussy up Larry’s juice-slathered cock and quickly slapped it back down around it. The moment her pussy settled back down around the base of her son’s big cock, Monica jerked her hips forward disgorging her husband’s prick before she thrust herself backwards consuming his cock once again. Panting and gasping for breath, she began a sick, rhythmical up and down, back and forth movement, alternately fucking her son and husband with her pussy and ass.


  “Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, that’s the way, feels so fucking good,” she panted as the three of them writhed and humped on the bed.


  Laura had an expectant smile on her face as she backed away and watched the fornicating trio.


  Then she looked down at the evil fruit in her hand and eased it up to the opening of her pussy. Wondering what it would feel like, she slowly fitted it between the lips of her snatch and gently pushed it in.


  “Oh, my, fucking God,” she gasped, as an unimaginable wave of hot, tormenting pleasure washed over her, almost drowning her in its demented heat.


  Now she knew how her mother felt, she told herself as she jumped up on the bed by the rest of her copulating family. Flopping over onto her back, she began to furiously work the fruit in and out of her spewing cunny, but it wasn’t enough. It had to be a cock, she feverishly thought as she continued to fuck herself with the purple dildo. But she wouldn’t have one until the men had finished her mother off.


  Then she saw the other fruit lying on the bed beside Larry, where her crazed mother had tossed it earlier. Wildly reaching for it, she grabbed it up and quickly fitted the tip of it into her tiny, puckered asshole. Grunting, she shoved it up into her asshole and began frantically working them both in and out of her pussy and asshole.


  Meanwhile, Monica could feel herself being hammered closer and closer to what would have to be a monumental climax as a torrent of pleasure poured up into her brain from her cunt and pussy.


  Larry couldn’t believe it as his mother’s cunt slithered up and down his cock while he watched his sister savagely attacking herself with the seedpods. It was the wickedest fucking thing he could imagine and he was right in the middle of it all.


  Monica could feel it coming. Like a whirlwind of passion swirling around her, it grew tighter and tighter until it finally consumed her in its fiery crush.


  “Goooddddddcccoomng,” she choked out, as her body began to shake and shiver.


  “Me, me, now, me now,” Laura chattered out between her clenched teeth.


  Sensing her urgency, Aaron jerked his cock out of Monica’s asshole and leaned down over her frantic daughter. Reaching down to her, he grabbed her around the waist and quickly flipped her over onto her stomach. As she lay below him shivering with need, he grabbed her hand and jerked it back, pulling the fruit out of her widely stretched asshole. Then grabbing his big cock, he quickly aimed its big, tapered head down at her slowly contracting asshole. Sticking it inside, he grunted and thrust his whole cock down into it in one disgusting stroke.


  “Argghhh,” Laura groaned as she felt the monster go tearing down into her virgin asshole, but she still lunged backwards impaling herself on the monster.


  “Pig,” Larry snorted as his mother finally fell off his cock and flopped down onto the bed. “You got both assholes. Why couldn’t I have Laura’s?”


  “Oh, shut up and take her pussy,” Aaron puffed, pounding his big cock into his daughter’s tight, little asshole. “You can have it next time.”


  “My pussy, Larry, hurry, my pussy, please,” Laura pleaded as she watched him scooting across the bed and slipping down under her.


  “Yeah, yeah,” he muttered, fitting the head of his cock up inside her pussy as she quickly dropped it down onto him.


  Mimicking her mother’s earlier movements, Laura furiously worked the cocks in and out of her pussy and ass to quiet the fires that raged inside them…


  


  ~~~


  The beds creaked and groaned almost continuously for the next two days as the foursome tried every conceivable position and pairing imaginable. Thankfully, the woody fruit provided adequate lubrication for the copulating quartet, otherwise the women would had holes the size of the Grand Canyon and the men’s appendages would have been worn down to nubs…


  


  ~~~


  


  The captain steered the boat up to the pier where the Hammonds stood waiting. As he did, he saw that the women both wore leis of the woman’s flowers, and the men wore necklaces of the woody vine.


  After everyone was on board, the boat shoved off and Larry went up the ladder to the cockpit where the captain stood behind the boat’s wheel.


  “So, Señor, how did the week go?” the captain asked, as Larry stood looking down at his family.


  “Well, Señor. It went well,” he grinned. “Everything you said about the island was true…”


  “Oh,” the captain snickered. “Then you must have been a very naughty boy…”


  “A very, very naughty boy,” Larry laughed.


  “It is too bad that the fruit lose their power once they have left the island,” the captain smiled easing the throttles forward.


  “What—you mean?” Larry muttered.


  “Yes, the fruit has no power off the island,” the captain laughed.


  “Oh, well, it was good while it lasted—” Larry grinned, slipping his necklace off his neck and tossing it far out into the ocean…


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked this little story about The Island of the Goddess. If you did and would like to read some more of my stories, these are the stories on Smashwords:


  


  Black Friday - Erotica - Whore Queen - The Garden Gates - Trailer Trash


  


  All Hail – The King I and II - Oreo - Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  


  Mother’s Milk - Love Potion - Different Names - Teacher’s Pet - The Voice


  


  Boob Job - Escort Service - Everything is Wrong - Cockball - Teacher’s Tales


  


  The Cheerleader Squad - Daddy’s Little Secret
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