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Chapter 1

Trudy couldn't believe her ears. The sound of her mother's passion-laden voice groaned and begged down the stairwell.
"Oh fuck me, Chuck. Fuck me. Ram your beautiful iron cock into me! Oh God! I'm going to cum!" There wasn't any doubt that it was Grace, her mother's voice and that Chuck was fucking her. But the name of Trudy's daddy was Harold! What was going on? What was happening? Trudy forgot her own personal problem and bounced up the stairs.
Trudy peeked around the doorway of her mother's bedroom. Oh no! Her heart sank. Grace, her young, vivacious, ever laughing and impish mother, was lying naked on the bed, her pinkish-white lovely legs splayed and flailing alongside the thighs of Chuck Sands as Chuck pumped and pistoned his thick, reddened cock in and out of her sucking, drooling hole. Oh God! Trudy looked away and flattened against the wall. What? When? Why? Why?
Chuck was her brother's childhood friend. He was the same age as Tom, her nineteen-year-old brother. But Grace was thirty-seven. How could this happen? Her daddy was only thirty-nine, still in his prime, so why would Grace screw nineteen-year-olds?
"Oh Chuck, honey baby. Honey baby!" her mother's voice oozed around the doorjamb and eased into Trudy's ears with a strange, overpowering craving that caused Trudy's hand to involuntarily reach down to her suddenly aroused pussy and press on its puffiness through her skirt. A faint tingle of delicious goodness sparkled from her touch and echoed throughout her body. Oh Jesus! Trudy did it again, then jerked her hand away before she became too worked up and frustrated to properly discuss her problem with Grace.
Of course, it was just this sparkling, erogenous feeling that lay so deep within her belly that she wanted to talk about. The provocative promise of unknown ecstasy was flailing her nerves, disrupting her normal, sunny disposition and slowly driving her mad. Something was wrong with Hank, her husband of three weeks.
"Oh Chuck! Ohhh God damn!" Grace's lust filled, passion-dripping voice tore into Trudy's confusion like an insatiable, churning passion.
Trudy closed her eyes and tried to force the ardent, soul-satisfying plea of salacious gratification from jellying her reason. Oh God! What was it like? What was it like? She kept her eyes closed and rolled her head back and forth, back and forth against the wall. Her hands moved independently of her control to her tremendous, voluptuous seventeen-year-old aching breasts and massaged the hardened erect nipples, squeezing the pendulous globes to ease the pent-up desire.
She had gone with Hank since the ninth grade. And although she had allowed him to fondle and squeeze her passion-quivering breasts, she had refused him intercourse and not allowed him to touch her privates until their wedding night. Now, how she wished she had given in sooner. Their honey, moon had been a disaster!
They had married three weeks ago on her eighteenth birthday and flown to San Francisco for a two-week honeymoon. Oh how she had looked forward to her wedding night. From the first time Hank had kissed her, a craving desire had engulfed her reason to have his body within her. She had fought it for two years, and now, bathed, perfumed and dressed in a shortie nightgown, she could submit willingly, wantonly, eagerly, but something went wrong!
Hank had showered and shaved. When he emerged from the bathroom, his tall, broad shouldered, narrow waisted, athletic body wrapped with a towel around his waist, his curly black hair glistening over his handsome, boyish twenty-three-year-old face, Trudy's knees positively turned to jelly. She backed to the bed and sat with love and desire shining from her eyes.
"No. No." Hank grinned and shook his head. "You're mine now, all mine. Take off that nightie and let me see what I married!"
Hank watched Trudy rise and slowly unbutton the flimsy bit of silk. When she dropped it to the floor and stood naked and smiling before him, Hank's senses reeled. She looked exactly like a younger Ann Margaret of the movies, only sexier if that were possible.
Just the sight of her eighteen-year-old flawlessly complexioned beauty, her billows of wheat colored hair, her liquid green eyes, so desirous and smoldering with promised passion, her tantalizing, pouting, sugar sweet lips, her pinkish-white voluptuous, sensual figure, sent him spinning into joy and gladness. He was in love with her; she was his wife and he would finally get to fuck her.
She was such a beautiful, sponge rubber soft, warm, dream girl that he had never in his wildest hopes ever thought he would possess her. Yet here she was. She was small, five feet or so, but perfectly proportioned. Her magnificent, velutinous breasts stood straight out like jello-molded sugar melons and were topped with pinkish areolas and wee, straining nipples. Her skin was a pudding soft, youthful pinkish-cream that dipped from her voluptuous globes to a perfectly sculptured tiny waist, then swelled to slope to the satin roundness of her tender resilient hips, then concaved down in a gradual, exciting gentle decline to merge with sensual thighs, dimpled knees and symmetrically perfect calves.
Her leg muscles were a sensual promise that was hidden beneath pinkish-white satin skinned pureness. Although her legs were straight and full from knee to luxurious, covered mons he knew he could almost encircle her tiny upper thighs with his hands.
"Oh God damn!" he groaned. "Get in bed, honey, get in bedl" And he jumped in beside her.
Hank wanted to suck and gum her delicious velvet domes of heaven, to finger-fuck her trembling clitoris until her sweet, virginal cunt was gushing with love-juice before he attempted to enter her and 'break her maidenhead. But he couldn't wait.

"Open your legs," he panted and worked between her hot, silken thighs. He couldn't lie on her quivering, eager, singeing body and place his cock properly. "Put it in!" he panted "Get it in right. Hurry!" Already his nuts were boiling and growling with explosive cum.
Trudy was willing. She didn't need, nor want any preliminaries. Ever since Hank had first kissed her as a sixteen-year-old, she had waited for this moment. She wanted his cock in her. She needed his cock in her. She had been carrying around terrible love knots in her belly for too long. She gripped Hank's thick, eight-inch, fiery prick and centred the masculine hammer directly over the tiny maidenhead opening. "Push!" She was almost breathless in expectation. Now she would know! Now she would finally receive relief.
Hank lunged into her virgin cunt. Trudy felt the hot head of his cock rip and tear her hated maidenhead.. She groaned from the pain in spite of herself. When the pain subsided, Hank's cock was barely past her cunt entrance, but was spitting and spurting jets of boiling jism.
"OOOOHHEH GAAAAWWWWDDDDD!! " Hank bellowed through his clenched teeth, then lay still. He wasn't all the way in her! He didn't even have two inches in her, and he had cum! What? How? Trudy was dazed, she didn't understand.
Hank withdrew his still leaking cock and walked to the bathroom in embarrassment. "I'm sorry!" he mumbled over his shoulder. "I was too hot! I'll do better next time."
But he never did.
That was Trudy's problem and why she had come over to see her mother. For the two weeks of the honeymoon and this last week at home, Hank had only progressed to getting his wonderful cock completely in her to the hilt before cumming. Other than this terrible desire so deep in the labyrinth of her pussy, Trudy had felt nothing but a warm, incandescent glow of promised ecstasy that never came. It was driving her crazy, she was losing her mind!
"OH GOD! Chuck! Chuck! Aaaaaaaaawwwl Shiiittt!" Trudy peeked around the door. Grace's face was contorted and her head was flailing back and forth against the pillow as she screamed and clawed at Chuck's back. Her mother's perspiring legs were splayed and she was up on her toes, back arched and fuck-bumping for more of Chuck's pile driving, cum-slick reddened cock as Chuck drove his monster in and out, in and out of Grace's leaking, grasping, clutching cunt.
Ohhh! Trudy moaned in uncontrollable desire. Her mother was cumming, was experiencing God only knew what erotic delights. Trudy couldn't help herself. Her hands acted independently of her brain. As she watched, she reached down quickly and drew up her skirt, pulled down her panties, and plunged two fingers into her craving, drooling, fervent cunt. "Don't!" her brain screamed. "Don't, you whore, you slut, you bitch! Get your hands away from your privates. Are you insane? Nice girls don't do such horrible things!"
Still, as if another person, Trudy plunged and withdrew, plunged and withdrew her now slobbering fingers and felt the only relief she had been able to get these last three weeks grow and rise an build.
The sight of Chuck's cock disappearing and appearing, in and. out of her mother's dripping, grip ping cunt almost hypnotized Trudy. It was bigger than Hank's, much bigger, and larger around too What would it feel like inside of her? What would any cock feel like moving inside of her? What was the feeling like? It had to be almost out of this world. Her mother's face and body were tensed as I in agony, but Trudy knew she wasn't. So what dig it feel like? Was it better than this?
Trudy felt the first scintillating waves of majestic goodness spark from her tight, barely used fuck chalice. As always, along with the feeling came the weakness in her legs. Trudy turned away from the bedroom and slowly sank down the wall to a splay legged sitting position as she rubbed and finger fucked her aroused, ardent, oozing burrow.
"Shameful bitch!" wailed her brain, but Trudy didn't care. She had never brought herself to climax by masturbating before she married. She had listened to the voice in her head and didn't do such filthy things. But now that she had been broken an experienced just a dabble of erogenous joy, along with pounds and tons of hurtful, love-knot frustration, now she masturbated for relief� ever though it left her worse off than before. Since the first time she tried masturbation (after Hank's third attempt, the second day of their honeymoon) and achieved a soaring height of joy she had never before known, she had not been able to control herself whenever she thought about fucking and she touched herself.
She lay against the wall, eyes closed, and rubbed her gratifying radiating vulva. Oh, that felt good Gooood! She wiggled her fingers in her torrid pussy, opening them, scratching while pumping slowly in and out. Ohhh myyy! She gently rubbed up her still tight cunt lips and tingle-teased her erect, vibrant,clitoris.
"Oooohhhhhhhh!" escaped her lips as a bolt of pure salacious splendour quivered her body and heated her soul. She was close to climax and completely out of this world. She lay and massaged great, luxurious, exquisite, electric sparks from her clitty and floated on an enchanting erogenous cloud.
"Well, my goodness!"
Her mother's words floated into her lascivious, caressing trance and popped Trudy's eyes wide open. Her mother was standing naked before her, a knowing amused smile on her damp lips.
"Been peeking, have you? And got yourself carried away. Right, love?"
Trudy was in shock. She was so embarrassed she wanted to die. She jerked her hand from her still drooling pussy and closed her legs. "I� I�" She didn't know what to say.
Her mother's smile turned to tenderness. She seemed to understand. "Hush, dear. I'm sorry I spoke. It was cruel of me. You didn't interfere with me� and I'm sure you saw Chuck and me, didn't you?"

Trudy nodded.
"Yes." Her mother nodded. "Well, what can I say? He's not your father. I've been screwing other men." She quickly smiled. "Boys in Chuck's case and I have been for years. Your father knows it and understands. So. Now you know. Do you hate me?'
Trudy knew by the tone of her voice that this simple question meant the world to her. "Oh no!! " Trudy called out and got up awkwardly, her leg. tangled in her panties. Trudy pulled them up straightened her skirt, then put her arms around he mother. "Of course not, Mother. I understand!"
"You understand?" There was puzzlement it Grace's voice. "Did you know?"
"No." Trudy released Grace and felt worlds better about what she wanted to talk about. She had caught her mother screwing another man than he father, and her mother had caught her master. bating. The air was clear now; she could talk woman to woman. "It's just that I have a persona problem that I wanted to talk over with you and didn't know how to begin. Now I do."
"Personal? Is there something wrong between you and Hank?"
Trudy nodded.
"He's chasing other women or something?"
"No! No! He just� I mean� oh hell! He doesn't stay in me long enough for me to orgasm. I'm going crazy, Mother!"
Grace nodded.as if she knew. "Come sit on the bed and tell me about it while I dress."
Trudy checked the room. "Where's Chuck? He didn't see me, did he?"
"No. He's showering in there." Her mother nodded toward the bathroom. "Go ahead, I'm listening."
Trudy poured out the whole story, finishing with "And I'm irritable, touchy. I jump at everything Hank says and snap at him and cry. I don't know what's wrong with me. I don't know what to do! You have to help me, Mother. If I keep on like this, he'll leave me, and it's not my fault. I just can't control myself."
Her mother looked saddened. "I know. like mother like daughter!"
Trudy was confused. "What does that mean?"
"That's exactly the reason why I sleep with other men besides your father. Oh. He's not like Hank; he doesn't have a problem with pre-entry ejaculation. It's just that I'm a nymphomaniac, and I'm afraid, so are you!"
"I'm a what?"
"Now, now. Take it easy!" Grace patted the air. "A nymphomaniac is just a woman who cannot get enough loving from a man. Lord! There are times I can screw until my pussy aches. But, it isn't all bad. You can learn to live with it. You make adjustments and everything is fine."
"But I can't be a nymph� whatever the word is! I've never even had an orgasm with a man! And, I don't want any other man. I want Hank. That's why I married him; I love him. All I want is Hank to last long enough for me to climax� or whatever is supposed to happen."
"Sure honey, sure." Her mother sat on the bed and took her hand. "I know you think that's the problem, but it isn't, believe me. I've been through it. Hank's pre-entry ejaculation is nothing. He can be taught to control it. I'll tell you how it's done. But first things first! Your agitation is because you haven't been able to climax. This is what we have to solve, and fast. You see, if Hank keeps trying and failing, this aggravation will continue to build just like steam in a boiler until you finally blow your top. When that happens, you could hurt yourself or someone else. Maybe Hank. You read about it all the time in the papers."

"Hurt Hank! No!" Trudy shook her head. "Never, I wouldn't!"
"Not intentionally, honey, but believe me, you will. You go nuts after a while. You read it all the time where a woman will cut or shoot her husband or lover to death. Most of the time it's over sex. Now, you can prevent this. There is a natural safety valve."
Trudy was beginning to suspect what her mother was driving at. "You don't mean sex with someone else?"
Grace nodded. "Until Hank is trained."
Trudy shook her head violently. "No! No. I couldn't! It's impossible. I've never allowed any other boy to touch me. I just couldn't!"
"Yes, you can!" Grace's expression was deadly serious. "You must. Now, I'm your mother. I know what I'm talking about. It happened between your father and me when we were first married. We've never told you brother and you, but I stuck a knife in your father and he damn near died in the hospital before they sewed up the artery. And," Grace emphasized, "your father was screwing me every morning and night at the time. But it just wasn't enough. So don't tell me you can't. If you love Hank, you must. Besides what's wrong with sleeping with another man as long as he can do the job, and it will save your marriage?"
Trudy didn't have an answer. This had all happened so fast. When she had come over here she had a simple problem. Now? Now? Oh shit. Trudy just didn't know. "But to allow another man?" Trudy begged her mother with her eyes. "I've just taken my marriage vows! I promised to love and cherish, to�"
"There, there!" Grace patted her hand. "Don't think of it that way, honey. Think of it as medicine. You have a disease. You're a nymphomaniac. While there isn't any cure, you can keep it under control."
Trudy was in anguish. She couldn't accept what her mother was saying, but she did have all the symptoms. She had become irritable, touchy, bitchy even at times; she didn't sleep well and couldn't seem to concentrate. "What do you suggest?" she snapped bitterly. "That I just pick a man off the street and do it in an alley?"
"There, there." Her mother pulled Trudy's head to her breast. "I know, it's a bitter pill, but there are� solutions."
"like what?"
"Well, do it with someone you trust," Grace chuckled. "By the way I've seen your brother Tom look at you, he would be more than willing."
"Mother!" Trudy jerked her head upright; she was horrified. "That's incest! My God! What kind of a monster do you think I am?"
"All right." Her mother smiled. "But you'll learn that a prick is a prick is a prick. How about Chuck in there?" She nodded toward the bathroom. "You've known him since you were eight or so. And," a rueful grin split her face, "he's good, real good, believe me."
Trudy looked to the bathroom door and thought of Chuck. The shower had been turned off. She had known Chuck an awfully long time. He was tall, like Hank, but nineteen and still into the long hair bit. He wasn't bad looking and he was nice enough, but other than a girlish puppy love thing when she was twelve, she had never considered him one way or another.
"Chuck?" She looked questioningly at her mother.
Her mother smiled. "He's not a stranger and believe me, honey, you've got to be relieved."
Chuck! Trudy remembered back to five-ten minutes ago when her mother's legs were thrashing the air and Chuck's thick, red, long cock was pumping in and out of her mother's grasping, cum juice spurting pussy. Oh damn. Damn! She couldn't do it with another person. She had to be true to Hank and her wedding vows. It was wrong, wrong, wrong! Still her senses reeled from the past bedroom scene. The bathroom door opened then and Trudy watched a naked Chuck stroll into the room, toweling himself. He got five feet from her before he saw Trudy, then he stopped, uncertain as to whether to cover up or run.
Trudy was paralysed in fascination and uncertainty. Chuck's huge cock hung even with her eyes.
"Well," Grace told Chuck, "don't just stand there. Come over here and let Trudy hold that beautiful cock of yours. She's shopping for a man."
Chuck grinned and stepped before Trudy, his long, thick, pale ivory prick swinging not twelve inches away from her face. "Shop away, Tru!" he said. "It's ten inches when hard!"
Trudy was trapped. The moment of flight had passed and now the contour and masculinity of Chuck's cock held her fascinated and fixed to the spot She didn't doubt that it would swell to ten inches. Its skin was a transparent pinkish-cream with tiny blue worm veins zigzagging down its entire length and disappearing in the huge purplish knob.
The voice within her brain screamed, "It's wrong. Wrong. Wrong! You can't be untrue to your vows. You have never given yourself to another man but your husband Hank. You cannot start now; you would be nothing but a whore! A tramp!" Still, as if her hand were an entity apart from the rest of her body, it reached out and encircled the warm, vibrant, alive flesh. A fervent craving, lascivious desire electrified her arm, then spread throughout her body. Oh God. God!

Chapter 2

Trudy couldn't speak or let go of the magnificent hot cock. As she gripped the warm, enchanting prick, it began to surge blood into its luxurious, sponge-rubber softness and to swell and grow and harden. Oh good God. Good God! The lustful movement, so deep within its sensuous skin, amplified and engulfed her body in an incandescent erogenous glow.
"That's it!" Trudy heard her mother chuckle to Chuck. "She's hooked. I'll get her clothes off for you." Trudy felt her mother's fingers unbuttoning her blouse, her bra strap.
"Grab it with your other hand," her mother's voice sank in Trudy's ear, "so I can slide these off your arm."
Trudy complied, but as soon as her blouse and bra were free, she gripped the rising, hardening, salacious prick in both hands. The erotic, majestic cock was now standing straight out and barely two inches from her mouth. Trudy could smell the captivating male musk of cock and could detect a trace of viscid fluid lining the knob's tiny pee-hole. An overpowering urge ached in her jaws and caused her mouth to salivate. Her lips opened and she leaned toward the captivating, erotic, fascinating cock head. "Don't!" the voice screamed in her head. "Are you insane? You have never even licked your husband's prick. Don't. Don't degrade yourself l You can't suck what a man pees out of."
"Sure!" Chuck's voice broke into her spinning confused senses. "Go ahead. Suck it!" and his hand went to the back of her head and pulled her groping mouth onto the charring, provocative prong head.
The radiating, sponge-rubber glans-penis marshmallow filled her mouth with an aroma of insatiable carnal lust. She couldn't seem to savor enough of the delicious, salacious male spigot. She wanted more of it in her mouth, her throat, clear down into her aching, thrashing womb.
"Stand up a little, dear." Trudy knew her mother was unsnapping her skirt and was trying to pull it and her panties off her hips and ass. She knew she would be naked in front of Chuck and vulnerable to rape, but she lifted her ass from the bed and allowed her mother to strip her. It didn't matter. Her mouth was filled with the most exquisite, sensuous goodness that she had ever experienced.
"Sit, dear," her mother commanded, then removed her shoes and socks. "There!" Trudy heard her mother. "She's ready as hell, Chuck! Give her a good working over. Clean her out good. She needs it. I'll be downstairs if you need me."
Trudy heard her mother's footsteps, then the door close. She was naked in the room, alone with Chuck, and she was sucking on his cock. If anyone had dared suggest such a thing a short half-hour ago, Trudy would have acted like a tiger. But it all seemed right and proper now. Not only right and proper, but nothing, nowhere, no how had ever tasted or felt quite so scintillatingly splendid nor had built her up to such heights of insatiable, uncontrollable passion.
"Here now, ho! Stop!" Chuck grabbed her billowing, thick hair and pulled her groping mouth from his throbbing cock. "Give me a break. You keep that up and I'll cum before I ever get in you!"
Trudy looked up at him with a dazed, fuck-hunger in her eyes. Grace was right, Tru was ready and did need fucking. "Get on the bed," he said, then watched her intently obey and lie expecting, and pleading with her eyes. Lord! He had died and gone to Heaven.
He had known Trudy, Tru as he had called her, ever since she was eight and Tom and he nine. But he had never really paid any attention to the skinny, gangly, pain-in-the-ass sister of his best friend until three years ago when he saw her in a bikini and with a shock realized that the rag and bone and hank of hair had blossomed into a woman overnight.
He had made slight passes to Tru over the past three years and had asked for a date on numerous occasions, but other than an occasional foursome to a rock concert, Tom and his girl, he and Tru, he had never been able to get in the ball park with her.
Now here she was, naked on the bed and waiting for him to fuck her! Oh Jesus! His cock sprang upright and throbbed in its hardness. She was such a beautiful wet dream.

Her thick, sandy hair fluffed over the pillow and cuddled her delicate, lovely face. Her deep green eyes were begging him with an intense, inner lustful ache. Her full moist lips were parted and slightly puffy from her cock-sucking and she was panting as if she had run a hundred miles. She looked exactly like a miniature, young Ann Margaret of movie fame.
The skin on her shoulders, arms, chest, belly and legs was a milky, pinkish-cream. Her over-large, for her frame, breasts were voluptuous, moulded cones of heaven and topped with maroon areolas and wee, hard nipples. Her waist pinched in ridiculously small, then her velutinous, smothering thighs heart-shaped away and down to blend with the most beautiful, resilient legs he had ever seen.
She was a goddess, a tiny, living, breathing, perfectly proportioned fuck machine. Even her mons veneris was ravishing and commanded an aroused feeling of fuck-fever in his slightly jerking, overheated piece. Good God! Chuck squeezed his ass cheeks together and closed down on his prostate sphincter. He was thinking of and reveling in her beauty so much, he had damn near cum while just thinking about what he was going to fuck.
The squeezing worked. Only one drop of cum-jism oozed out the head of his cock, then the crisis passed. Now he would be good for an hour of fucking. He crawled on the bed beside Tru, cupped one of her warm, quivering, ungodly soft, yet firm breasts and sucked the vibrant nipple into his mouth.
Trudy moaned, grabbed the back of Chuck's head and mashed his tantalizing mouth into her craving, perspiring breast. This wasn't what she really wanted. Hank had sucked her tits, but lordy, did this ever feel good!
Trudy wanted cock in her. Her volatile, raging fuck-tube was boiling with its insistent cravings for prick. She no longer cared that she was going to be fucked by Chuck and not her husband. It was no longer a question of right or wrong, it was a question of having her sanity saved.
Chuck's searing tongue snapped her hard tit node against the roof of his mouth and tongue mashed an exquisite spark of sensuous joy ricocheting throughout her body. "Ohhh," she moaned and rocked her head back and forth against the pillow. "Fuck me!" panted from her mouth. "Put it in. Fuck me! Please!" But he didn't.
Instead Trudy felt his heated hand slide down her radiating body to her gushing cunt and one scorching finger ease into her tumultuous fuck-tunnel. "GAAAW W WDDD!" ripped from her throat as she mini-came and thrust her raging hole upward to swallow his luscious digit.
Chuck released her nipple and chuckled. "like that, do you?"
Trudy ignored him and reveled in the lascivious splendour of his plunging finger. But then he withdrew his forger!
"Say it!" Chuck ordered. "Speak to me, or I won't fuck you!"
"I love it!" Trudy cried. "Do it some more, put it back in!" Way back in her brain she hated herself for begging a man to finger-fuck her, but she couldn't help herself. He chuckled, then his marvelous, salacious finger again rubbed and wiggled, teased and taunted the erotic, impelling, glittering goodness back into her pelvis.
Chuck was having a God-awful time controlling himself. He wanted to ram his cock into this dainty, cuddling, luscious Tru in the worst way. Yet, he knew he had to satisfy her completely if he ever wanted to fuck her again. And he did want to fuck her again.
She was hot, there wasn't any doubt about that. Still, he wanted Tru so God-awful fuck-hungry so that when he did put his raging cock in her, she would never forget it. He sucked on her heated, glowing, velutinous breasts and savored the sensuous, female carnal craving that quivered so deep within the trembling, urgent globes.
As he gummed and gently pulled on her rubberish, soft nipples, he worked his finger in and out of her salivating, fervent pussy-furnace. She was moaning and writhing in lascivious pleasure. Oh he had her! He had her. To give frosting to his erotic finger-fuck cake, he tantalized his digit upwards and swept it across her aroused, lust agitated clitoris.
"OHHH GAAWWDD!" tore from her throat, and her searing hot, cum-slippery pussy fuck bumped ravenously against his finger for more.

"Here!" He took Tru's hand and placed it down on his iron-hard, straining cock. "Do you like that?"
"Ohhh God, yes! Yes!" Her wee hot hand began to gently jack him off.
"Do you want me to fuck you now?"
"Yes! Yes! Please!"
"Will you let me fuck you again?"
"Yes! God damn it, yes! Do it. Do it!" Her singeing tiny hand was flying up sand down his prick and drawing up delicious waves of lustrous ecstasy with each pump. Oh shit. But it felt good! Oh God damn! His balls rumbled and growled, the rapturous goodness swelled his cock and turned it into a steel-hard pole of exquisite volcanic rock. He was going to cum! Oh God damn! What was Tru doing to him? He had stopped it once and drooled a pre-cum drop. He should now be good for at least an hour's worth of fucking before his nuts shook off the anaesthesia of orgasm. But he was cumming again! "STOP!" he yelled and grabbed her pumping hand as his convulsing balls split apart and shot the first load of ecstatic cum joy on its way.
Chuck squeezed his ass cheeks and pressed down on his prostate sphincter in an attempt to stop the unholy goodness from escaping his piece. The pain was both excruciatingly hurtful and tremendously rapturous. He mashed his eyes shut in the effort and the veins stuck out in his neck. He wanted to stop his cumming, yet had to relax and succumb to the erotic bliss.
"What's the matter?" Tru's voice cut through his struggle.
"Slap me," he grunted through clenched teeth. "Slap me!"
Trudy was confused. She was still deep in a luxurious, insatiable fuck-fog. All she wanted was Chuck's huge wonderful cock stuck in her craving, burning hole, and he was acting strangely. He had stopped finger-fucking the ravenous, glorious, enchantment from her cunt, so if he wanted to get slapped before he did it some more, well then! She hit him hard across the cheek with her open hand.
Chuck felt the stinging slap clear his brain and dissolve the raging cum urgency in his cock. Only two viscid drops of slippery jism oozed from his cock head. His orgasm had passed. He smiled down at the imploring passion-filled face of Tru. "Now you get fucked!" he said. "Open up those beautiful legs of yours."
Trudy wasn't herself. This wanton woman who was panting and sweating and craving another man's prick wasn't her. She, her true self, had never allowed a boy, any boy, to even touch her pussy before she married. Now this other woman, wherever she came from, and who had taken over her mind and body, was splaying her legs and actually babbling to have a cock rammed in her.
The heated, glowing knob of Chuck's prick rubbed up and down her drooling cunt, and she moaned from the sensuous elegance that cascaded from its touch. "In!" she begged. "Put it in!"
Trudy felt the marvelously hot, soft-hard, huge cock head gently ease past her craving, juicy vulvas and bore into her carnal, cock-starved cavern. "Ohhh!" she moaned as the splendid, glorious, scorching rod stretched and penetrated further than she had ever known.
Chuck's lascivious, enchanting horn was thicker and longer than Hank's. It spread the virginal, labyrinth muscles of her fuck-burrow and reached new, unassaulted territory. Trudy knew she was going to die! The further it pressed into her tight, velvet soft, slippery fuck-throat, the more ecstatically lustful it felt. "Oh God! God!" She rocked her head, eyes closed, and reveled in the splendid, sensuous surrender.
Still, way back in her brain, she half expected Chuck to cry out in ecstasy and his cock belch forth jets of cum. It had always happened with Hank. The longest he had ever lasted was to be in her balls-deep. But, as soon as their pelvises met in complete unison, he had shot off. Chuck's pelvis touched, pressed, then ground into hers. And, and! He didn't go off! Oh, God love you! Chuck's huge cock was buried in her craving cunt and sparking waves of unbelievable bliss throughout her body. Trudy flung her quivering legs over his radiating ass and offered her cunt for his doing. "Fuck me!" she moaned. "Oh, fuck me!"

Chuck knew Tru had married three weeks ago and had had a cock put in her, still, she was so deliciously tight that for all intents and purposes, she was a virgin. He felt his cock bottom out in her boiling fuck-furnace, then allowed it to soak and cuddle as her inner pussy muscles tightened and relaxed, tightened and relaxed up and down the entire length of his sparkling prick.
He rose on his hands and locked his elbows so that he was looking down on the lovely Tru. He still couldn't believe his good fortune. She was such an out-of-this-world, beautiful woman. Her gorgeous face was now swaying to and fro on the pillow with a sweet, surrenderous, sensual contentment panting from her reddened, glistening full lips. Her voluptuous breasts, even though she was lying on her back, puffed upward in semisolid milky cones.
Chuck looked down between their bodies to where their dampened pubic hairs meshed, then still watching, slowly withdrew his now pussy-wet cock from her cunt. He could hear her moan in carnal enjoyment and could see her pinkish, wet cunt lips almost turn themselves inside out in their effort to squeeze and hold in his retreating cock. Oh shit, but it was good!
Her fiery cave felt like satin-soft, creamy hands that were reluctantly letting his prick slip away. He withdrew to his cock head, then pushed it back in, slowly, lusciously, deliciously until their pelvises met again. Oh God! The unparalleled goodness of Tru's virginal, tight cunt trembled his arms and quivered his leg muscles. She was such a wonderful fuck. For greater joy and goodness, he lowered his lips to her erect, vibrant tit-node and sucked it into his mouth. At the same time, he increased and steadied his fuck-stroke from cock head to pubic hairs, cock head to pubic hairs. In and out, in and out of the fervent, hot, slippery, satiny, fuck-cavern.
This was what Trudy had craved. This ungodly, building, sensuous, exciting feeling of exquisite madness as Chuck's iron-hard, scorching prick sawed up and down, in and out of her volcanic, anticipating canal. Each monstrous stroke of his scintillating stabber sparked erogenous, delightful shimmers up and down her spine and caused moans and groans of passionate enjoyment to escape from her lips.
She was engulfed in an enchanting, carnal-fuck heaven the-likes of which she had never known. When Chuck's sizzling lips encircled her breast nipple, the combined tumultuous ecstasy in her love-box and the ravenous lasciviousness of her breast blew open her womb in an unexpected, but. fantastic erotic orgasm. "Ooohhhhgaaawwwddddl"
She tried to lift her breast for more of the lustful nibbling and pressed upward for more of his salacious, thrusting, provocative pole.
The tremendous orgasm dissolved into voluptuous, enchanting, sensuous fog as Chuck's glorious cannon continued its steady in and out, up and down, slow majestic pace. Oh God! How had she ever lived without this! As his elegant, lascivious prick continued. to pump and cascade unbelievable ecstatic goodness throughout her whole being, Trudy vowed to fuck him forever, any place, anytime. "Oh Chuck," she moaned, "don't stop. Don't ever stop! Fuck me forever!"
Chuck was more than perplexed, he was downright disgusted with himself. He had stopped himself from having two orgasms, which, normally would allow him to screw for hours, yet, here he was barely on Tru five minutes and his balls were beginning to rumble again. Oh Christ!
Of course, maybe it didn't matter. He had brought her to climax once already. That should be sufficient for any female. Yet, here she was, begging him to fuck her forever. He felt the irresistible, sensuous glow grow in his balls. The entire shaft of his reddened, amplified cock was shimmering and luminous with delicious, carnal ecstasy. He was going to cum again. Oh damn the sensual beautiful Tru. He had never had such a wonderful fuck. He felt the ungodly rapture build and ripen in his cock, felt it thicken and swell for explosion. He was going to cum and he couldn't stop it this time if he wanted to. He knew Tru was on the verge of another orgasm. He could tell by her insistent tremblings, her moans, the increased movement of her head as it waved back and forth across the pillow. He was going to cum and so be it! He reached down, around and under Tru's fervent pumping ass, felt for, then popped his thumb into her tight, squeezing, charring ass-hole.
"OH GOD!" she yelled. Then Chuck reared up on his toes and began the long, violent, pumping fuck-strokes of an imminent orgasm.
Trudy's erogenous, enchanting fuck-fog was shattered into a raging, ravenous lustful maelstrom of sensuous insanity with the entrance of Chuck's thumb into her virgin ass-hole. Her entire fuck-tube convulsed around Chuck's pile-driving, burning prick as the gratifying, erogenous rapture exploded her mind, her body, her soul. Nothing, nowhere, no how had ever given her such mind-boggling pleasure.
"FFUUUCCKKKKK!" Chuck yelled and at the same time, Trudy felt the unholy, rapturous insanity of boiling cum-jism splash deep in her glutinous crater. The monstrous, intense, unprecedented, ecstatic rapture turned her brain into an enveloping fuck-heaven; it shook and quivered her body and caused her cunt to literally drown his cock in cum-ecstasy.
It was her first real orgasm, and she couldn't stand it. She opened her mouth to scream out the unholy bliss she was experiencing, but the light faded into a velvet sensuous darkness and a luxurious, satisfied feeling of complete contentment lulled her into unconsciousness.
Sanity came back to Trudy in a contented, fulfilled opulence of tranquility. She opened her eyes and looked about her mother's bedroom and wasn't quite sure where she was. The bathroom door opened and a naked, grinning Chuck walked over to her, bringing it all back. Mother of God! What had she done?
"Ready for another?" Chuck grinned, his boyish face expectant as he reached down and lifted his reddened, semi-hard, thick long cock. "He's ready when you are!"
Trudy glanced down at her nakedness and quickly covered herself with the bed sheet. She hated herself. She couldn't look at Chuck. "Go away!" She turned her head toward the opposite wall.
"What?" There was obvious astonishment in his voice. "Go away? Why? What's the matter? You came! Twice at least. What's wrong?"
"GO AWAY!" Trudy wailed and buried her head under the pillow. Oh dear God! What had she done? What had got into her to do such a thing? She would never be able to face Hank again. Oh God! She kept her head buried until Chuck dressed and left.

Chapter 3

"There, there." It was her mother's soothing voice. Trudy felt Grace's weight on the bed and the removal of the pillow from her face. "That's enough now. You're just being silly. Didn't you enjoy it?"
Trudy avoided her mother's eyes but nodded her head. She was so ashamed at what she had done, she could die. Still, God forgive her, she had loved it. She nodded. "And don't you feel better now? More relaxed? Able to cope with your problem?"
Trudy chased her guilt and concentrated on her true feeling of the moment. She was relaxed! Her entire body seemed encased in a velvet soothing fulfillment. The jumpiness was gone and she no longer felt bitter or snappish.
"Well, don't you?" Grace insisted.
"Yes." Trudy shy-smiled up at her mother.
"But!"
The voice in the back of her head was again accusing, damning her. "Slut!" it screamed. "Whore! Tramp! You broke your vows, you're dirty, an untouchable."
"I shouldn't have; how can I ever face Hank again?"
"Feel guilty, right?" Her mother smiled. Trudy nodded. "Worse than that. I feel�"
Lower than whale shit!" her mother finished and grinned more broadly.
Trudy was hurt. She wanted commiseration. "Mother!" she wailed. "It's not funny!"
"Oh, the hell it's not." Her mother waved it all away. "I've been through it. You're just getting a natural reaction to screwing someone other than your husband. It will go away; you'll live. Now are you sure you're all cleaned out?" Her mother was back to being serious. "If not, Chuck can go again. He's a regular screwing machine."
"No," Trudy vowed, "never again. I� I couldn't seem to help myself this time. But never again." She shook her head in determination. "I couldn't!"
Her mother smiled in a knowing manner and nodded. "All right, dear, if you say so. Now, about Hank. You wanted to know how to break him of pre-entry ejaculation, right?"
Trudy sat up. "Yes, oh yes!"
"All right," Grace said. "There's a couple of ways depending on how patient you are. I was outside the door, peeking, when Chuck was giving it to you," she confession-smiled: "You did it the quick way then."
Trudy didn't understand. "What did I do?"
"You slapped him, remember? He was going to cum and he told you to slap him."
Trudy didn't remember, but then, outside of the most mind-boggling ecstasy that she had ever felt, she didn't remember anything. She shook her head.
"Well, you did. That's one way. Another is to jack him off until he is going to cum, then tell him to squeeze his ass-cheeks together and try to lift his balls, sac and all, into his belly by using his groin muscles, and stop pumping. This teaches them control of�"
"Wait! Wait. Back up." Trudy held up her hand. "I didn't get that. He does what?"
"He'll know, once he tries it. Squeezing his ass-cheek muscles and the muscles to lift up his balls are the ones that control his prostate, and even though his cum comes from his nuts, his sperm comes from his prostate, so if he�"
Trudy shook her head, "Never mind, I'll tell him. But the first? Why slap him?"
"It's a shock to his body and gets his mind off of shooting off. But it will only work if he is squeezing his muscles at the same time. Understand?"

Trudy nodded. "I think so. I should masturbate him until he is going to orgasm, then stop and allow him to squeeze his muscles." She brightened and, smiled. "That seems easy enough. Do I do this every time just before we have intercourse?"
Grace laughed. "You do it five, ten times a day or as often as he can raise a hard-on for a month."
"A month!" Trudy couldn't believe it. "Five or ten times a day? No man can do that!"
"Yes they can, love. You're forgetting, they stop just before cumming, so in effect, they never screw at all. The problem is going to be you."
"Me!"
Her mother nodded. "You. But don't take it out on Hank. When it reaches a point where you think you're going to explode, give me a call. I'll fix you up with Chuck."
"Never!" Trudy flushed again from remembering what she had done. "I couldn't do that to Hank again, ever!"
"Sure." Her mother nodded and rose from the bed. "That's what I thought when I was young. You'd better get going. Hank will be home from work soon."
Trudy waited until Hank was ready for bed before telling him. "Honey." She smoothed the covers on the bed as he put out his clothes for the next day. "I was over to my mother's today and found out how you can� ah, last a little longer on me when we make love."
"You what?" Hank was a little put out. "What's wrong with my love-making?"
"Nothing, honey, honest, nothing! It's just that I thought you might like to stay in me a little longer." She turned on her cutest, little girl innocent smile. "Don't you?"
Hank grinned and his prick started to harden, just looking at his beautiful, sexy love-kitten. "Hell yes!" Hank didn't much care if she talked about his love-making to her mother. Grace was just an older Trudy. He'd love to fuck her too. "What did she say?"
"Well," Trudy bubbled, "it's real common in men and real easy to overcome."
"Overcome!" He grinned. "I thought you said it wasn't a problem to you."
"It's not, honest. Anyway. All you have to do is play with yourself, or rather, mama told me to play with your penis up to the time you are going to shoot off, then I let go and you do certain squeezing things to your muscles."
"Yeah," he nodded, "I've tried it a couple of times. It works, but it gets to feeling so damnable good that I just can't stop if I do it myself." He finished and crawled into bed and took her into his arms. "But, anything you want, honey. If you want to do it, I'm game."
Trudy kissed him and felt his fingers claw lascivious sparks from her breasts. Oh Jesus! She pulled away. "No. Don't do that, I can't stand it. Just turn off the light and lie back."
He did. Trudy reached down and encircled his now warm, hard, erect prick. It wasn't as big as Chuck's, but damn it, it would give. her as much pleasure once he could stay in her. She started to jack him off with slow, dainty strokes. She didn't grip his cock, she allowed her hot, ardent hand to slide up and down the alive, sensuous gristle.
"Ohhh. That's good!" Hank lifted his pelvis gently with each of her down strokes and lowered his ass when she rubbed upward.
"Ohh shit! Honey, that's so goooddd!"
Trudy was starting to get nervous. This aroused, intense gratification that she was pumping from Hank's heating hammer was seeping into her hand, up her arm and radiating down into her dull aching groin. It was all starting again. The craving, gluttony for cock, for unholy satisfaction, for the out-of-this-world, lustful rapture that she felt when Chuck shot his boiling load of jism so deep in her pussy, it was all coming back. Damn. Damn. Hank's got to learn to stay on me longer. He must!
"Oh! I'm going to cum! Leave go, let loose!"
Trudy snapped back to what she was doing. My God! She had been flailing her hand up and down his cock. She jerked her hand away and watched the struggle on his face.
Hank's eyes mashed shut, his face screwed up, he gritted his teeth and his whole body was straining itself into a tense rod. It lasted about a minute, then he relaxed, opened his eyes and smiled at her. "Did it!" he said triumphantly. "Now let's fuck."
Trudy laughed. "Oh no! Mama said not for a month and then only after we do this eight or ten times a day, every day."
"What!" Hank's face registered disbelief. "A month? Oh, bullshit! I can't go a month without you. No way. The hell with it!" And he rolled toward her.

Trudy wanted to fuck him. Oh Jesus! did she ever want his cock in her aching cunt.But without training, she knew it would only lead to disaster. "Wait," she said, "we will, but let's do it three or four times first. All right?"
Hank flopped back on his back. "Oh all right," he said. "Three more times, but then I get some!"
Trudy once more gripped Hank's tumultuous prong. It was hotter than before and seemed a wee bit thicker, but nowhere near the size of Chuck's mammoth prick. Why was she thinking about another man's penis while-she was jerking off the man she loved? What in the hell was the matter with her? She had made a mistake this afternoon. Something had gotten into her. (Wasn't that a laugh? Chuck's glorious hammer had certainly got into her.) She giggled.
Hank's moan broke off suddenly. "What's the matter? Why are you giggling?"
"Oh!" Trudy thought fast. "Your cock is so beautiful, so hard and wonderful, I just couldn't help giggling. It pleases me so!"
"So does your hand!" He lay back and closed his eyes again. Trudy continued her up and down gentle stroking. Maybe it was her imagination, but was she actually pumping on his cock longer than the first time? Hank was moaning and writhing his pelvis to her gentle strokes. Yes, by God! It was working. She had jacked him longer this time. Her spirits soared from the promise that Hank would actually be able. to fuck her to climax.
"Oohhh!" Hank's body strained toward her hand. "Stop!"
She did, and once more watched him struggle for control. His lovely, reddened, slightly swollen prick stretched until the skin was transparent, then it jerked once, twice. One teardrop of clear, viscid fluid oozed from the wee opening, and Hank relaxed.
"Ha!" he said. "That's two!"
Maybe it was the pre-cum glistening on the top of Hank's cock-knob or maybe it was his moaning, his straining in erogenous joy or maybe it was the terrible knotty pain that was grinding up in her womb, but Trudy couldn't wait any longer. She remembered Chuck's iron-hard, lustrous, thick, large passion-hammer straining and jumping, twitching and thrashing as it spit globs of molten, fiery jism deep within her cunt and bathed her entire body and soul with an indescribable rapture.
She was panting slightly from desire, but couldn't seem to control herself. Her mother said five to ten times a day for a month! Oh fuck! What did her mother know? Hank had lasted longer this time than last. "Let's do it," she breathed at Hank, cupped one of her voluptuous, quivering breasts and offered herself to him.
He grinned. "All right!" and he rolled onto her.
Trudy felt his burning cock head enter her fiery fuck-furnace. She felt the sponge-rubber, steel-hard cock plow and ram deep into her craving chalice. She felt her pussy muscles squeeze and cuddle her sensuous, fervent horn and experienced the first mini-explosions of majestic orgasm as their pubes met and meshed.
"Oh honey, that's good," Hank cooed in her ear and slowly withdrew his salacious erotic prick to his glans-penis and slid it back up her ravenous, cum-slick, eager fuck-canal.
Twice! And he hadn't cum! Oh Jesus! Jesus. Let him be cured. The erogenous, luxurious goodness was beginning to swell and expand deep in her groin. The hot, sawing movement of his cock across her clitoris was agitating and emitting electrical currents of insatiable lust to vibrate throughout her belly and legs, her stomach and tits, her arms and brain. Oh! He was going to do it. He was going to stay on her long enough for her to cum.
"Oohhh fuccckkkk!" Hank bellowed and pistoned his cock in and out of her insistent, starved cunt twice more, then rammed to the pubes and jerk-cummed inside her.
A mini-orgasm of teasing splendour rippled through her when his boiling jism splashed in her fuck-cave but that was it. Hank had cum and she could cry. He rolled off of her, mumbled something and went to sleep, but not her. It took several hours and four "Sleepie" pills to calm her agitation and dull the thrashing want that ground and ached so deep within her womb.
Trudy didn't want to waste Hank's awakening piss hard-on. She passion-kissed him and-rubbed her sleep-soft, glowing breasts against his chest while gently caressing his prick. "Care for a jack-off, honey?" She brushed her lips across his. Hank hugged her and offered his cock for an answer.
Maybe it was because of his piss hard-on. Trudy had heard a man could last longer if he had to urinate, but in any case, it seemed she stroked his hot cock an awfully long time before it swelled and threatened to explode. "Stop!" She jerked her hand free and waited as Hank strained. He didn't shoot off. When he relaxed, he apologized, "I've got to go pee, honey. Don't go away."
When Hank got back his hard-on was gone. So the whole bit began again. The kissing, the rubbing. His hard, muscular hands gently, but insistently, fondling and squeezing her voluptuous, quivering breasts. Oh shit! She was ready! She wanted Hank so desperately that her whole groin and belly cavity was one huge blob of agitated, erotic, glutinous desire. She reached and felt his erect prick, rolled him over on' his back and began the second jack-off.
As she kissed and bit on Hank's lower lip while stroking his provocative, glowing prick it took all of her willpower and determination not to roll onto his intense, salacious body and impale her gushing cunt on his fervent, volatile pole. "Stop!" he shouted and again fought the battle.
Trudy watched him strain. His body was a quivering board, his prick a reddened, twitching, bewitching fuck-wand that blotted out the present and amplified her terrible need that was ripping and twisting her groin into a harvest of lustful desire.
His wondrous prick jerked once and a clear tear drop of. viscid cum bubbled out of the reddish purple pee-hole and sat on the knob like glistening nectar of the gods. Hank relaxed.
"Stopped it again." Hank breathed heavily. "But that was close."
"Let's� let's do it differently this time," Trudy heard herself say and her mouth was drawn toward the radiating, lascivious jism drop.
"Differently?" Hank didn't understand until he saw his beautiful bride of three weeks dip her head over his throbbing prick and felt her scorching, velvet lips encircle the head of his cock. "Oh fuck!" he moaned, and gave himself up to her blow job.

Hank had never been sucked off in his twenty-three years. He couldn't stand queers and had never dated a girl who had gone down on him. He felt his fuck-horn being swallowed into his bride's torrid, salivating, voluptuous mouth and completely forgot the reason they were doing all of this. As Trudy's searing tongue licked and probed around and under his glans-penis and her sharp hard teeth gently gnawed ecstatic ripples of luxurious, intense elegance from his cock, he felt his balls cascade and bounce, ricochet and spasm inside his scrotum.
Hank couldn't stand it. He had never felt anything so fuck-demanding, or captivatingly exquisite. He grabbed Trudy's head so she couldn't get free, screamed, and blew his load in her carnal gluttonous mouth.
Trudy didn't care that he had cum. Even if he had ordered her to stop, she knew she couldn't have. The first taste of his salty, slightly chloride jism-drop had blown all her reason. She savored his alive, throbbing, hot prick. She loved the luscious, erotic deliciousness of the spongy, glowing pole. She felt his prick thickening and straining prior to orgasm and sucked harder for the goodness. When the boiling jism splashed in her mouth, her own belly quivered and popped with a frenzied, mini-orgasm of rapturous splendour. She let loose when the jism stopped leaking and Hank's prick began to shrink.
"Oh, that was heavenly!" Hank hugged and kissed her. "But I'm afraid it didn't do our program any good."
"You'll harden again, after some breakfast." Trudy was afraid to ask, but she did. "You don't think� I mean, it was all right that I did that to you, wasn't it?"
"Oh, anytime, love, anytime," and he kissed her. Trudy's ache came back.
They ate, and for the next three hours Trudy jacked Hank off and stopped just before orgasm six times.On the seventh, Trudy couldn't control her craving any longer. She' rolled onto Hank's reddened, sore prick and drove her cunt up and down his wonderful wand for the relief she had to have. Hank lasted eight swift thrusts, just long enough for the doors of Trudy's craving desire to crack open, then he came! Fuck! She was left stranded again and was hurting worse than ever.
As Hank recuperated by watching the Saturday baseball game, Trudy fought for her sanity. She would make up some pretence to go to her mother's and let Chuck fuck her again. She would take a cold shower. She would go to the corner bar and pick up a man. She would masturbate. She would� would? Oh God! She could do none of it. She wasn't brought up that way. She wanted relief so terribly badly; still the voice way back in her brain shouted her every desire down. She would have to train Hank. That was all there was left if she hoped to live with herself. Still, could she survive another month of playing with his wonderful cock while suffering so terribly herself? The answer was, no! She needed help. Her mother's help. Yes! Oh dear God, why hadn't she thought of it sooner. Her mother had been through. this. Her mother knew exactly what to do. Trudy called to see if she were home and free to meet them somewhere.
"Of course, honey," Grace said. "As long as you don't become angry at me for screwing your husband. Bring him over. Your father has gone to the ballgame and your brother is out somewhere." Trudy was elated.
"Now don't get mad," she told Hank and explained it all to him.
Hank hid his delight in the opportunity to fuck Grace and reluctantly consented. "As long as you don't mind," he said sober-faced. "I understand it's for the good of our marriage, but that's the only reason why I'll do it."
Grace met them at the door and instructed Trudy to say downstairs and watch television. "This will take awhile," Grace said. "Just forget what we'll be doing upstairs. It's better that way." And they went up to her bedroom and closed the door.
Trudy lasted downstairs all of five minutes, then her jealousy and curiosity got the better of her and she sneaked upstairs and listened through the door. Nothing! She couldn't hear a damn thing. She gently opened the door a crack and was damn near overcome with carnal desire.
Hank was fucking her mother! Oh good God in Heaven! Good God in Heaven! His pussy-wet stiff prick was sawing in and out of her mother's clutching, grasping cunt and they both moved in up and down, in and out, salacious, luxurious, lustful movements.
Trudy counted the strokes as her groin and stomach muscles spasmed and knotted in lascivious, wanting, craving desire.
One-two-three-on and on, up past ten, fifteen, and God only knew how many before she stopped counting. How does she do it? Why is Hank lasting so long?
Hank's ass began to pump up and down faster, his reddened thickening prick was sawing in and out. Her mother's gushing cunt was clinging and drawing, swallowing and spitting out his marvelous cock. Hank was cumming! He was finally cumming.
"Stop!" her mother commanded, but Hank continued his frenzied fucking.
"I� can't," he panted. "Oh God! Gaww-"
Wwaaccckkk! The stinging, ringing sound of a slap cracked over the room as her mother slapped Hank. His pumping stopped and he relaxed.
"There!" her mother's voice said. "Now just let it soak a moment, then we can do it some more." Trudy remembered Chuck asking her to slap him. So that was it. When they start to cum, hit them.
Hank began to wiggle and gently pump his wet, stiff cock in and out of Grace's cunt. "Ohhh yesss!" her mother cooed. "Fuck me, honey. Run that wonderful cock in and out of my starving hole."
The words, the movement and the faint lustmusk fragrance of exquisite glorious fucking got to Trudy. Her cunt was gushing love juice and the need for a prick or anything to be in her insistent, craving chalice was overpowering. She couldn't break in on Hank and her mother; she was supposed to be downstairs. She did the next best thing. She hurriedly unzipped her slacks, hooked her thumbs on her slacks and panties and jerked both to her ankles. Then she splayed her knees, hunched out her throbbing, wanting pussy and stuck two fingers into her burning, frenzied, passion-starved cunt.
Trudy lay back against the wall, her eyes closed, listening to the erogenous sounds of fucking that were coming from the bedroom and rubbed and pinched a profusion of precious, sensuous, ecstatic, mini-cums from her erect, ravenous clitoris.
Then, as if her gluttonous, lascivious fog were a dream, an enormous, scorching, spongy cock head was probing its carnal delights against her oozing, drooling vulvas and forcing its way into her raging fuck-cavern. It was so explosively rapturous that her knees damn near gave way. Trudy opened her lust-lidded eyes and through her submissive craving made out her brother's grinning face.
"You don't have to do that, sis," Tom said. "Get your hand away. I'll fuck you!"

Chapter 4

Trudy, in her craving need for explosive, erotic relief, knew it was Tom's scorching cock that was pressing against her wanton, drooling pussy, but she didn't care. She looked from his long, boyish grinning face, down his lanky, thin body to his monstrous cock that was standing out and away from his skinny belly like some grotesque fleshy bat.
"Oh God!" She moaned at the size and beauty of his prick. It was larger than Chuck's, much larger! It was thicker than her wrist and, God forbid� looked almost as long. As if in a trance, Trudy removed her hand from her raging clitoris and gripped the glorious, heated, alive appendage. Just the feel of the inner throbbing and tantalizing salaciousness of the prick reeled her senses and convulsed her groin and vaginal muscles into knotted, yearning carnal desire.
"Put it in, sis." Tom whispered. "Put it in. You'll like it."
Trudy moaned in agony. The distant voice was once more screaming in her brain. "Incest! That's incest! You can't fuck your own brother! You'd be worse than the slut you already are. Don't do it. Flee. Flee!"
Trudy was being torn apart. She couldn't allow her own brother to fuck her! Yet her belly, her groin, her womb were thrashing and demanding a relief that only this marvelous, searing, throbbing muscular cock could supply.
"Nooooo!" she agonized and shook her head. "I can't. You're my brother.,That's incest. Incest!" Still she held onto his throbbing, hot wonderful cock and even stroked up and down its length. She couldn't have it, but she couldn't let it go.
At that moment, her mother's insistent, cum-harvesting voice begged from the bedroom. "Ohhhhh Hank. Hank! Fuck me harder. Harder! OH GAWWDDD! I'm ccccuuuummmminnnngggg!"
"Hear that?" Tom whispered into her ear. "Ma's fucking your husband. He's getting satisfied. Your own mother is fucking him. Why shouldn't you enjoy yourself? What's the difference who gives you pleasure? A prick is a prick, and isn't mine a beauty?"
"Nooo!" Trudy continued to shake her head and stroke the iron-hard, alive, massive gristle.
"You want it in you, don't you?" Tom reached up and mashed her ravenous, straining, voluptuous breasts and continued to whisper in her ear. "You've never had one this big put in you, have you? Do you know what a cock my size feels like inside of you? Ma knows! I've fucked her and now she is fucking Hank, your husband."
"Noooooo!" Trudy threw her head back and forth in terrible, lustful desire. She couldn't fuck her brother, no matter what Hank was doing. Still, even as she shook her head, her hand, acting independently of her will, pulled Tom's sensuously hard, pulsating prick to her carnal, craving, tumultuous cavern and hunched for its glorious entrance.
Tom damn near laughed out loud when Tru placed his cock head at her drooling, burning cunt. He had conned her. He had her. He was finally going to fuck his beautifully stacked sister. He forced just the cock head into her tight, salivating, torrid fuck-cave, then paused while Tru moaned, quivered and had a mini-cum. Oh! did he ever have her, but he didn't want to fuck her this way. He pulled his cock out of her clutching, hot hole.
"Not this way," he told her. "Let's go to my room and do it right."
After that first, stretching, ungodly, ecstatic, heavenly entrance of his enormous prick, Trudy would follow him to hell for more. She stumbled over her slacks and panties that were bunched about her ankles. She kicked them free and trotted after her brother into his bedroom.
"Now just stand there a moment," Tom said, as he walked around her removing his shorts and stopping by the bed. "Let me do it my way. First, take off that damn sweater and bra."
Trudy was impatient and slightly embarrassed. "Why?" she said. "Let's just do it. Come on!"
"No," Tom stopped her. "I've wanted to screw you since you first started to grow those lovely tits of yours. Now I'm going to do it right. Take it off."

Trudy did. It was humiliating! But here she stood, naked in front of her brother. What in the world was wrong with her? Up until yesterday, not even Hank had seen her completely bare. She had always worn a shortie nightgown to bed and removed it in the dark. Now not only was she naked in front of her brother, but she was going to fuck him. Oh God! What was wrong with her? Why couldn't she turn and leave this house?
Her eyes dropped once more to Tom's magnificent cock. It waved upright between his legs like a ten-inch-high fence post. She remembered its entrance into her hot hole. God, it had brought such an elegant, enchanting, ravenous rapture to her body and mind that she had no choice. She couldn't leave. She had to have more. She had to know if it would bring the unparalleled, rapturous bliss she needed. She allowed Tom to look at her body. Her only wish was that he would hurry.
Tom was reveling in the sensual, physical perfection of his beautiful baby sister. She was a woman the-likes of whom he had never seen before. Her skin was a milky-creamy-pinkish-white that radiated youth and vitality, while at the same time, oozed and promised a resilient, satin, lascivious softness.
She was barely five feet tall, a good foot or so smaller than he, yet the size of her voluptuous breasts and flaring, heart-shaped silken hips, belied her ninety pounds weight. Her lovely, large, half-melon, creamy titties were topped by virgin pink areolas and raisin-red, erect nipples and jingled and quivered when she moved.
Her whole body was glistening and shining with captivating perspiration. Although her waist was ridiculously tiny and her stomach alive with hidden-muscle hardness, the silken, damp hairs puffing from her pouting mons veneris beckoned in lascivious invitation.
"Come here." Tom held out his hands. "I want to suck on those ripe, luscious, succulent tits of yours."
Trudy was going crazy! Her brother's colossal cock strained up and outward from his skinny pelvis and spasmed and knotted her deep groin muscles. Oh God but she wanted it in her. No! not wanted it in her, needed it in her! She stopped in front of Tom. "Come on!" she pleaded, "let's do it. Let's do it!"
"In a minute," he said, then she felt his searing lips close over her tumultuous, sparkling nipple.
"Ohhhhhh!" She moaned from the luxurious, salacious tingles that his teeth were nibbling and cascading throughout her body. "Oh Jesus!" She grabbed the back of his head and mashed his delicious mouth into her resilient, hot, pudding-soft glutinous breast.
As the enchanting, erogenous goodness ricocheted from her quivering breast, Trudy felt his heated hands crawl up her trembling, urgent inner thighs toward her burning, starving, gushing cunt. Oh fuck! She bent her knees to hurry his hand.
Tom licked, sucked and gentle-bit the rubberish, hot breast node. At the same time he kneaded the voluptuous, warm, woman-fragranced tit with his left hand and eased his right hand up her trembling thighs toward her pulsating pussy. He had waited so long to do this to his baby sister. He couldn't count the nights since she had developed breasts and a ski-jump, bumble-bee ass that he had lain in bed, flogging his cock and moaning her name. Now that he was going to fuck her, he wanted to relish the experience and glut himself of her charms as long as possible.
Her squatting brought his finger to her fiery, wet burrow. He popped his slender, long middle finger deep in her grasping, tight, slippery, velvet cunt and twirled it.
"Ohhhhhh Goooddddd!" She moaned and fuck bumped her excited cooze into his hand. Oh he had her. He had her good! He finger-fucked her scorching sugar scoop slowly four or five times, then eased upward and brushed across her erect, straining clitoris.
"Oooohhh!" She cum-jerked and mashed his head harder into her insatiable breasts. "Do it, Tom. Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
That did it for Tom. He could hold out as long as she was silently enjoying it, but when she begged him to rear his prick in her satin-soft, clutching cunt, that did it. He released his lip grip on her breast, withdrew his hand, jumped back on the bed, then beckoned to his lovely sister.
"Come on, sis! Come get it. Sit on it!"
Trudy was beside herself with desire. Tom lay on his back with his enormous, beautiful cudgel waving and straining upright from his skinny body. But she didn't know what to do.
"How?" she said. "What do I do?"
"Haven't you ever fucked on top?"

"No!" Trudy lay half sideways against Tom's body and tried to pull his massive prick over to her hunching, eager pussy.
"Not that way." Tom stopped her. "Straddle me and lift your ass until it's in, then ease down and fuck away. Come on."
Oh, this was ridiculous. Why couldn't he just fuck her? Still, she kept her mouth shut and straddled his warm, thin body and worked her burning cunt backwards until she felt the massive girth of his pole pressing against her drooling cave. She lifted her ass, sliding her salivating, aroused cooze up the radiating, hard, slick appendage almost forever it seemed. Oh Lord, but it was large! By the time her ardent, pulsating pussy reached the tremendous flared glans, she was leaning on her out-stretched arms and her knees were clear of the bed in a half standing position.
Trudy felt the enormous cock-bulb pressure teasing her ravenous, craving crater, but it wouldn't go in. It wouldn't go in! Her ass was at an impossible angle for the splendid, carnal pole to enter. "Oh no. No!" Trudy half sobbed in frustration. "I can't get it in."
"Stand up." Tom was beginning to pant from his desire. "Stand over it and lower yourself on it." Trudy scurried to her feet and once more straddled over his hypnotizing, waving pole. Then cautiously, she deep knee bent until she felt the satin, scorching softness of his spongy cock head squeeze into and penetrate her gushing, submissive, wanting fuck-throat.
"Ohhhhhh!" Trudy's senses reeled as the massive, fiery head squeeze-forced its salacious way past her vulvas, her stretching pussy sphincter and plowed one-two-three inches into her cum-slick, tight, resilient hole. It felt so lustrously exquisite, yet hurt with such a luxurious stuffed pain that to escape, yet still keep the captured bliss, Trudy fell forward onto Tom's heated body, and lay panting for breath and sanity.
Tom felt his beautiful, surrendering, cum-trembling sister fall and press her glowing, perspiring body on him. Only three inches of his massive. prick was in her gushing, raging, silken fuck-furnace but that was almost too much. Good God in heaven, but he had never been in such a tight, captivating, gratifying hot hole in his life.
"Ease down on it." He pressed on his panting sister's shoulders. "Wiggle it in, slowly."
"It won't go in," Trudy shook her head, "it's too big. It will split me in two."
"Nawww!" Tom soothed.. "It's just the first time for you. You women have babies, remember. Wiggle down!"
Trudy wanted to! Oh God, did she ever. She had never experienced such hurting, salacious, exquisite fullness. She wiggled her wee, blazing ass downward and gentled in another half inch of scorching, glutinous cock. "Ohhhh Gooddd!" She trembled and mini-came again. "I can't do it. I can't do it! It hurts." And she started to withdraw her salivating, fiery furnace off of Tom's thunderously hard, provocative pole.
Tom felt the movement and about went crazy. He was in his sister! He wasn't in balls-deep, but he had four or so inches in the singeing, drooling, clutching cunt and he wouldn't be denied now. She wanted his cock, and God damn it, she was going to get it. He bear-gripped his ungodly soft sister, kicked with his leg, and rolled her over onto her back. Now she was the fuckee and he the fucker, and she was going to be fucked!
Trudy's senses and desires were in such a turmoil that she didn't understand or realize what had happened, where she was, or what was going to happen until Tom's voice rasped into her ear: "Open your legs wider, sis, and get them up on my ass."
He was going to rape her! He had her pinned to the bed and held so she couldn't move her upper body or wiggle out from under him, and he was going to force his enormous, hurting, wonderful cock all the way in her and rip her vagina apart.
She couldn't have that. She would die. Besides, now that she could think somewhat clearer, Tom was her brother! She would be committing incest if she obeyed. Oh dear God, what had she been thinking of to have started this? She was going to shove him off of her, but her legs splayed open.
She opened her mouth to scream him off of her but at that moment, he withdrew his monster an inch or so and plunged it into her hot, eager, wanting hole another three inches. The stretching, hurtful pain blended and mixed with unparalleled, ecstatic joy. "Ohhh fuck me!" belched from her mouth. "Get it all in. Give me all of it!"
Tom withdrew again and force-rammed his tumultuous, charring, cum-slick, rigid prong deep in her tight cavern.
"Aaaahhhhhhhhhh," she screamed at the excruciating, ravenous ecstasy as his colossal flesh-piston stretched and exploded her tight, newly violated, craving cunt. It hurt yet felt so unbelievably, ravenously good that she ignored the spots of pain-deliciousness and offered him her abused, ardent chalice for more.
Tom retreated and plunged again, and this time the sparkling, hot glans of his massive cock actually pressed against her womb orifice. It hurt terribly, yet through the pain, sparklets of pure ecstasy popped and exploded.

"Oohhhhh sshhitttt!" Tom paused over his luscious, sensual sister and squeezed his ass-cheeks to cut off the explosive, mind-blowing orgasm before it got out of control. He didn't want to cum yet. He didn't want to cum until he had fucked his baby sister into a babbling puddle of cock-insanity. That was the only way to insure that women would return, just fuck them into an exhausted mass of pleading, begging submission. And that's what he intended to do. The immediacy of cumming passed, and Tom reached down and started to knead his lovely sister's warm, voluptuous, pudding-soft breasts.
Trudy's sudden erotic pain-joy bolt gentled into an incandescent, glorious, sensuous glow as she relaxed her deep fuck-throat muscles and allowed his hot, hard cudgel to nestle and soak. His scintillating, caressing fingers were swelling her voluptuous breasts which in turn were sparking and igniting splendid, volcanic twinges in her cunt labyrinth. This was what she had needed. She writhed salaciously for more of his cock, then gasped as his spongy cock-knob brushed and poked at her carnal, desirous womb.
"Oohhhggooddd!" She moaned. "Do it to me. Fuck me! Do it!"
Tom had stopped his orgasm and was now good for an hour or so of fucking. He wanted to rip into her womb and feel the mind-blowing ecstasy of entering another tight cunt within a cunt. But he could wait. He backed his ten-inch prick out of his sister's fervent, insistent, clutching cave until just the Plans was inside the slobbering fuck-ravine, then he pushed it back into the boiling, unholy soft, satin pussy until he bumped her cervix.
As he ran his iron monster in and out, back and forth, up and down, sliding in and out of his sister's tiny, tight, grasping, hot hole, Tom mashed and gripped, pressed and rolled her sensuous, lustrous tits. Oh Lordie, but she was a wonderful fuck. Everything about her was so soft, so yielding, so ripe and hot. Tom kissed her passionate, panting, wet lips and gnawed at their woman-sweetness as her glorious ass rose and fell, helping him with each of his long, luxurious strokes.
Tom's rock-hard, singeing, slow, tantalizing piston was driving Trudy into an erotic frenzy. She wanted him to go faster, to pump harder, but he continued in that long, easy, controlled, magnificent, luxurious stroke. The lascivious clutching of his hands on her firm, upright, straining breasts and his sharp biting teeth on her lip, plus his long, smooth, in and out, precious pumping all combined to raise her to the summit of-craving, surrendering orgasm. But she wanted Tom to cum with her.
As her erotic splendour rose, she bucked and drove her ravenous pussy on and off of his lazy, lovable, lustrous spigot for the rapturous boiling jism that would turn her brain to jelly.
Her efforts quickened Tom's strokes and drew little "Awwws" and "Ohhhs" from his panting lips. She was getting to him, she would make him cum, if only she could hold out for another. Another! Tom's burning spongy knob pressed against her womb orifice and strained to enter. The pain and joy were insanity. She should scream for him to stop. But instead, she forced her crevice upward, flung her legs wide open and screamed, "In! In! Ram it in me! Harder!"
She felt Tom's plunging lunge and her vagina stretch exquisitely open and swallow his entire enchanting, fiery cock-knob. The ravenous, salacious, excruciating pain and rapturous ecstasy blasted throughout her mind and body. She screamed from the torturous bliss: "AAAHIHIIIEEE," then jerk-spurt cum in torrents of trembling, quivering delight. It was the most magnificent feeling she had ever experienced, but she couldn't stand it. She jerked her clinging sheath free of Tom's lascivious horn and lay gasping for breath and reason. Tom was holding her tight.
"Don't move, sis! Don't move, or I'll go off."
Trudy could feel him straining for control. She didn't want him to cum. Not now, not until he had done it again. Oh Lord! What was the matter with her? When his giant cudgel had torn into her pulsating, spastic tunnel the first time it had damn near killed her, yet here she was craving more. She barely moved.
"I-will-not-cum!" Tom mumbled and strained. He was as rigid as a board, his body was fairly trembling in his effort. Finally, after what had seemed hours, he relaxed, opened his eyes and grinned at her. "Held it," he said. "Now you're really going to get it." And he once more started the long, slow, slippery, hot exquisite strokes of his enormous, rock-hard cock in and out of her eager, expectant love-tunnel.
"Oh God! Fuck me," Trudy moaned. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Put it back in me deep! DEEP!"
Tom took his time. There was no rush. He stroked his iron rammer back and forth, in and out of her scorching hot, cum-slick satin pussy from glans to just before her womb.
"Oh please!" Trudy begged; her eyes were closed. Her urging breath was caressing his face as she massaged his back, his ass-cheeks. "Deeper, Tom! Put it all the way in! Please!"
"like this?" Tom eased his enormous, pulsating prick gently against her cervix.
Trudy tensed, quivering, trembling like a leaf in a storm of expectation, but he backed away. "No!" She wailed in frustration and hit at his chest with her tiny fists. "DO IT! DO IT!"
Tom grinned and rammed his searing, thick gristle into her back wall. The battering entry sensation set his huge sceptre aflame with lustful desire, and blew his balls into frantic spasms of orgasm heaven. He gripped her ass-cheeks and plunged the entire knob of his craving cock into her pussy walls until he had her speared like a hooked fish. It was so salaciously, delicious, so rapturously elegant that the mind-blowing, ecstatic, gratifying cum roared up his long, hard spigot and blasted into her cunt. He ground his teeth in rapturous splendour, then yelled, "Ooohhh FFUUUCKKKK!"
The pressure of Tom's enormous, lustful cock head on the back of her cooze caused her a licentious pleasure she had never known before. When he screamed and jets of boiling hot jism splashed into her cunny her mind blew away in an excruciatingly painful, rapturous ecstasy that wrenched unintelligible screamings and ravings from her mouth. She was insane and knew it. She was tearing the skin on Tom's back and knew it. She had been hurt by Tom's monstrous cock and knew it. But nothing mattered. Her body shook and spasmed as bolt after bolt of insane rapture lashed her senses and dissolved her reason.
Nothing, nowhere, ever had felt so close to total ecstasy. Her entire body had dissolved into one huge puddle of erotic, salacious, glorious cum and her mind spiralled and leaped with each successive jism-jerk from Tom's captivating, lustrous cock.
She couldn't stand it. If the ecstatic, rapturous bliss continued, Trudy knew it would kill her. "Take it out!" She didn't have the strength to withdraw her own offered cunt and pelvis. "Take it outtttt!"
Then the magnificent cock head withdrew, and with it, the unholy pleasure ceased.

Chapter 5

Trudy reveled in the incandescent, downy, elegant satisfaction of being thoroughly fucked. The hideous, terrible carnal demon that had possessed her mind and body these past minutes was finally slain and put to rest.
"Did you like that, sis?" Tom was resting beside her, trying to catch his breath. Trudy nodded, then felt the most terrible black guilt she had ever experienced. Mother of Jesus! She had screwed her own brother! What in heaven's name had possessed her?
"Wait until I rest some," Tom said, "and we'll do it some more."
"Ohhh," Trudy moaned from the anguish in her heart, and rolled off the bed and began donning her clothes. She didn't look at Tom. She couldn't, she was too ashamed.
"Hey!" Tom was startled. "Where are you going? It won't be a moment. I recoup fast. Whatcha doing?"
"I've got to go," Trudy stammered. "Hank might be waiting. He should be done by now."
"Nawww," Tom said. "Come on, there's no hurry. I've screwed mom. She can milk you for an hour and a half without you cumming. Hey!"
Trudy ran from the room. Tom had fucked their mother. Dear God, what kind of a family was this? But how could she talk? She had just screwed her own brother! God! What was next? Was she really a nympho? Was her mother right? Was she really like her mother? No, by God, she answered her own question. She didn't know why what had happened, had happened, but by God, it would damn sure never happen again. Never! She could control her desires.
She went downstairs and wandered around a bit more before Hank, looking flushed but happy in his achievements, bounced down the stairs.
"I can do it!" He hugged Trudy and danced her around the living room. "I know how, now. I can do it! Oh boy. Oh boy!"
Trudy got him away from the house before Tom came downstairs and ran off at the mouth. Hank preened and crowed all the way home as to how he was going to make her beg him to quit, but later, in bed, she begged off with a headache. Hank didn't seem to mind.
"okay," he said, "I'll catch you in the morning, but set the alarm an hour earlier."
Trudy wrestled with the quilt until Hank rolled in his sleep and his warm arms and legs encircled her body and twinged a spark of desire in her belly. Then the blackness of her incest turned to gray, and the gray to an off-white. After all, what had she done that was so terrible? So she had screwed her brother. Big deal! Hadn't her husband screwed Grace? Tit for tat, sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander, and all of that stuff. The old sayings were right. She nudged Hank awake and offered her hot lips.
"Make me beg you to quit," she husked. "Give me your beautiful cock."

Hank's eight-inch prick was a disappointment after Tom's enormous prong. Still, he had mastered his quick cumming and was delighting her gluttonous, raging cunt with salacious, short in, pull out, deep in, pull out, short in, pull out steady strokes. At the same time his fiery insistent lips were sucking and nibbling on one of her submissive, yet lascivious breasts. He was sparking captivating, delicious waves of erotic glee throughout her body. It was good! Oh my yes, it was good!
She hunched and helped him ram it deeper into her craving hole. She even splayed her vibrant, satin legs as wide as possible and tipped her cooze to allow their pubes to mesh and grind on the down stroke, but Hank's god damn prick just wasn't reaching her awful itch. Then she remembered Chuck and his magic thumb.
"Put your hands back on my ass, honey," she breathed in his ear, "and squeeze them."
Hank did and it was better. His strong fingers were clutching and grinding at her thrashing, heaving ass hillocks, his scorching lips and sharp teeth were nibbling and biting on one of her erect, pulsating nipples and his iron-flaming horn was pistoning in and out of her love-juice oozing, insatiable, flogging pussy.
"Oohh!" She mini-came. "Oh! Oh!" And she climbed up the slopes of the glorious fuck mountain to the orgasmic apex. "Here. Here!" She reached down and grabbed his hand and set one finger on her quivering, wanting anal entrance. "Put it in me! Put it in me!"
Hank's hard scraping nailed digit popped past her tight ass sphincter, and Trudy went wild.
Hank loved the feel of his wife's tight, grasping, hot, moist ass-hole. It was gloriously, satin soft and squeezed at his finger like a pussy. That was it. That's what it felt like. It felt like he was finger fucking a cunt at the same time he was screwing. And did it ever turn his lovely wife on! He coordinated his finger with the downward strokes of his cock and when he was balls-deep in her, he could actually rub through the thin skin wall and feel his throbbing prick nesting and soaking in her raging, ravenous ravine. The goodness bounced and jingled in his nuts, hardening, lengthening and fattening his prong with luxurious, erogenous, majestic ripples of volatile lust. Good God! He was going to cum!
"Hit me!" he told Trudy. "Slap my face!" And he squeezed down on his ass-cheeks for his new found control.
Trudy was almost at the crest of the intense, glorious, erogenous orgasm and couldn't stop. Hank's glowing flagellum didn't quite reach the centre of her most ecstatic, insatiable orgasm plethora but it was so close! So God awful near that she couldn't have him stop the tremendous, lustful staccato. She squeezed with her perspiring satin thighs and hunch-fucked her salacious, insistent pussy up and down, over his volatile, rock-hard prick.
"No!" Hank strained, then gave in to the shimmering, raging, luxurious spasms of carnal ecstasy and surrendered to the jolts and cum spurts of ecstatic joy. "Oooohhhhh sshhitttt!" He quivered and released his boiling hot load.
The raging, torrid jism splashed into Trudy's glutinous furnace and sent electric bolts of erotic splendour ricocheting throughout her body. But! But, she didn't peak! Her deep inner cravings amplified but did not release. Oh shit! Shit! She bucked up and down against Hank's embedded spigot in desperation for the heavenly mind-blowing release. But it didn't come! It didn't come.
"Oh shit, God damn, but that was good!" Hank released his full weight on her fervent, craving, unfulfilled body and gasped for breath. "Did you like it, honey? Was that better?"
Trudy was tempted to tell him the truth. For one insane, awful moment the bitterness was on her tongue, but she choked it back and went into her act to save his ego. "Yes! Oh yes! That was wonderful, just wonderful." But she felt like crying.
Trudy was still awake when the alarm went off in the morning. The growling, snapping, demanding ache so deep in her womb hadn't allowed her to sleep. She reached out as Hank stood by the bed, stretching, and gave his prick a gentle tug.
"Do you have the time, big boy?" She grinned invitingly.
Hank smiled. "I gave you enough for now, you vixen. Now fix me some eggs and toast so I have enough strength to get through my Sunday golf game." He went into the bathroom to take his shower. Shit and double shit! Him and his god damn weekend golf!

It was a terribly long morning for Trudy. She wandered through the brand-new condominium that Hank had bought her and tried to get her mind off the craving, aching discomfort that nestled so deep in her groin. But what was there to do? Hank had bought everything new. There was nothing to clean, nothing to polish, nothing to redo or fix.
She emptied the dishwasher and cleaned off the sink. She did a small wash, then folded and put the clothes away after the dryer had done its bit. The living room was spotless. The stairway to the bedrooms upstairs was vacuumed. Their bedroom off the main bedroom was shiny clean. Trudy killed a half-hour rearranging her vanity, then stood looking out the upstairs bedroom window in frustrating boredom. Wait! What in the world was that?
Trudy cracked the curtains and stood staring down into the bedroom of their next door neighbours. The man had just come out of the shower and was balls naked! The peeking flushed Trudy in its wickedness but at the same time, amused her. He was older than her father, much older. His hair was gray, his body a pasty sun-starved white with sagging chest muscles and soft overweight arms. He had a pouch. No. She was being kind. He had a belly! It flared out below his chest like a grotesque thirtyor forty-pound weight and looked exactly as if he were pregnant.
Then she saw his soft, hanging penis. Trudy blinked and looked again, straining to believe what couldn't be. It was a monster! The old man was hung like a bull. Oh no. No! The sudden clutching, churning pain in her groin damn near doubled her up. Good God! But it was a lovely, huge hunt of meat.
Memories of Tom's massive, fiery prong forcing its way into her eager, ripe cavern yesterday and of the unholy, out-of-this-world ecstatic rapture caused her a weakness in the knees. "Ohhh," she moaned from the torturous sharp desire that emitted from her womb and cup-grabbed her belching, drooling, palpitating pussy.
She rubbed herself through her dress and felt the glittering incandescent glow of fuck-fever begin to swell and spread throughout her pelvic area. No. She jerked her hand away. She wasn't going to get herself worked up again. It was senseless. Where was no way she could gel satisfaction. All she would do would be to drive herself into an orgasm desire that couldn't be satisfied. She opened her eyes and looked down again for the old man. He was gone.
Damn! Damn! She wanted to fling off her clothes and masturbate herself into a fuck-frenzy. But it wouldn't do any good. After Hank's futile attempt last night and the sight of her neighbour's huge prick, she needed a cock in her now. A large cock, like that old man's or� Tom's! Yes, damn it! What was the matter with her? She had a long cocked brother who would screw her anytime and to hell with the incest bit. Hadn't Hank fucked her mother? Yeah, yeah. Trudy ran to the phone.
"Why, he's out somewhere, honey. It's Sunday," her mother said. "What's the matter?"
"Oh." Trudy tried to sound unconcerned. "It's nothing. I just had something to ask him."
"What?"
"It's nothing, mother. Really. Just forget about it. I've got to go now. See you," and she hung up in greater agitation. Now what could she do? Her stomach was literally tying up in knots and the cramps were awful.
Trudy bounced up the stairs again and peeked hopefully down into her neighbour's window. The old man was there, but was wearing Bermuda shorts. Oh shit! Trudy had to do something. She easied her hand once more to her ache. Ripples of sensuous goodness radiated from her efforts and shattered her willpower.
The hell with it! She took off her dress, off with her panties and jumped on the bed. Her legs were splayed and her urgent tiny hand was rubbing and mashing her aroused, torrid, craving cunt.
As her wee finger staccatoed in and out of her sloppy, charring hot hole, insatiable sparks of churning deliciousness engulfed her body in an elegant harvest of tantalizing lasciviousness. Each touch and rub of her erect, writhing clitoris launched lustful, provocative pangs of erogenous exception from her satin-smooth, cum-slick cavern. It was good, it was bliss, but oh dear God, she wanted to be fucked with a monstrous cock.
"Ohhh! Ohhh!" She mini-came twice, and her clitoris retreated from the jerking, wild orgasms. If only? If only? Then the damn doorbell broke in on her delicious fuck-fantasy and brought her back to the present.
Trudy used a towel to wipe her drooling honey pot and hands, then caught her breath before opening the door. "Yes?" She smiled at the older woman.

"Hello dear." She was in her late fifties or early sixties and had a sweet smile. "I'm Mrs. Lamb, your next door neighbour, and rm. looking for a favor."
"Next door?" Trudy stalled for time to allow her brain to clear of the fuck-fog she had just been in. "You mean over there?" She pointed toward the old man's house.
Mrs. Lamb nodded. "Yes, dear, and I started to make a cake for Albert, but I'm out of eggs and the stores are closed. Could I borrow two from you until tomorrow?"
"Well, sure." Trudy backed away from the door and allowed her in. "Come in. I'll get them."
"Oh, I don't know how to thank you," Mrs. Lamb gushed on the way to the kitchen. "Albert would be so disappointed without his cake. It's his birthday today. He's sixty-seven."
"How nice." Trudy smiled but her mind was racing. Sixty-seven. Was that too old for a man? And even if it wasn't, would his enormous wonderful cock still harden up? And even if it would, how could she get him over here to relieve her terrible ache? Trudy handed Mrs. Lamb the eggs, her mind still racing for a rush, an answer, anything to get the old man here. "Do you need anything else?" she asked, "Milk? Butter?"
"No, dear. Eggs is all, but you saved my day. I just don't know how to thank you" She started out of the house. "Albert will be so happy."
Trudy didn't know why she said anything so stupid, it just came out of her mouth. "Uh wait, Mrs. Lamb. There is something Mr. Lamb can do, if he knows how."
"Yes?" Mrs. Lamb looked quizzical.
"It's ah� It's the toilet." Trudy had heard her mother tell her father this same line many times. "It keeps running on me, and I don't know how to shut it off. So if he could look at it?"
"Of course" Mrs. Lamb smiled. "I'll send him right over." And she went out the door.
Oh lord in heavens! Trudy raced up the stairs to the bathroom. She removed the tank top, as she had seen her mother do, and stood staring at the inner workings. What does she do now? Trudy flushed the toilet and watched the float go down and the water turn itself off when the float rose to a certain level. She lifted the ball-float and the water again began to flow. Ho ho! Trudy bent the float arm upward until the water ran continuously and drained out of the overflow pipe. Then she dashed to her bedroom and watched the Lamb house.
Mr. Lamb came out of his house, still in his Bermuda shorts and carrying some tools in his hand. He looked terribly old, but he was coming over! Now what in the fuck should she do?
She had never deliberately tried to turn on a man in her life. She never had had to. The boys had always made the first move, and up until she married, she merely fended them off. So how did a woman entice a man into bed with her? Mr. Lamb was crossing the sidewalk between their two places.
What was it that turned the boys on? What turned Hank on? Or Chuck? Or Tom? Her body! Of course! She hurriedly stripped off her dress, shoes, anklets, and bra. But what should she wear? Mr. Lamb rang her doorbell.
Oh Lord! She couldn't greet the man naked, but she had to show him enough of her body to turn him on, so what? The doorbell rang again.
"Just a minute," she called and made up her mind. She had to have a man. Mr. Lamb would be her only chance until Hank got home from his golfing. She just couldn't wait that long. She opened her dresser drawer and removed the flimsiest, shortest, see-through nightie she had and slipped it over her glistening, eager, radiant body, then tripped down to open the door.

Chapter 6

Mr. Lamb was startled. Never in his whole life had he ever been met at a door by such a beautiful, half naked female. Up until his retirement two years ago, he had been a bookkeeper for the "VVE WRECK EM" demolition company and had always worked alone in a trailer at the wrecking sites. Therefore, although he had often heard salesmen, policemen, and the like brag on how they had caught a cock-hungry housewife alone for a day, he had never. In fact, his life had been quite the contrary to;his secret hopes and desires.
If he could have had his way, he would have been a break-in man in a French whore house where he could have used his cock and fucked himself into a babbling idiot every day of his adult years. Instead (and he was bitter about this), he had married Maude at nineteen and to this day had never had his full cock in her. "You're too big!" He could still hear her screaming on their wedding night almost fifty years ago. "Take it out! Take it out!" He didn't fight it. He knew he was large. So, up until his retirement he had settled for a monthly blow job by Maude and a twice a week visit to whores. Now, however, when he finally got an opportunity to fuck something for free, where was he?
His loss of pay in retirement stopped his visits to whores, and his advancing years plus the time limit between blow jobs had softened his cock. "Use it or lose it." God, wasn't that the truth. If only this could have happened two years ago!
"Come in," the lovely young Ann Margaret look-alike smiled and beckoned him in with her hands. God almighty! His heart flipped. Was he imagining things, or did she peek out the door to see if anyone were with him? No, he was an old man. What would a beautiful, young thing like this want with an old gezer who could be her grandfather?
He stepped in, keeping his eyes on her face. He didn't want her to know he was having such rotten thoughts. He had a mild heart condition. He didn't need young girls screaming rape or Maude bitching, or newspaper headlines blaring out about a dirty old man and the kid next door. Besides, no matter what his thoughts, his once proud prick would probably stay soft. His fucking days were over. Maybe it was a blessing.
"It's upstairs." Trudy pointed and led the way. Now that she had the old man over here, she didn't have the slightest idea of how to let him know that she was available. She had seen his eyes flick over her body. She was proud of her large, voluptuous, firm breasts and knew her nightie showed the pinkness of the nipples and the smallness of her areolas. The old man's eyes had sparkled for an instant, but then, damn it, the glow went away. All right! Now I'll show him my ass.
She bounded up the stairs and deliberately paused at the top, bent over and rubbed her toe as if she had hurt it. She darted a quick peek between her legs at the ascending old man. Haw! Her shortie nightie pulled up with her bending and her slightly damp pussy took his picture. That got his attention.
She waited, hoping he would reach out and pat her palpitating cooze but he stopped a foot or two from her and looked away. The good feeling in her jumped. He was breathing heavier and she believed his crotch had fattened some. "It's in the bathroom." She straightened and led the way.
Good God! He had seen her cunt! He had seen her cunt. It was just a small, pouting, pink, elongated, teardrop-shaped slit nestling in her triangular bush but it had done things to his half-dead cock he believed long since gone. And why did she do it? Did she know he could see it? Was she offering him to do something? It looked like it, but she was so young and barely married a month. Surely it was his imagination. She couldn't want an old man like him. No woman ever had. Besides beautiful young girls offering themselves to old men only happened in jokes or dirty books, never in real life. No, it was only his imagination. He followed her to the bathroom, but for the first time in two years a delicious sensual glow was warming his belly and damned if his prick hadn't swelled a mite.
Trudy was frustrated. What did she have to do to heat this old man up? Good grief, but she had never had to work so hard in her life to get any male to fondle her. She waited until Mr. Lamb had straddled the toilet and removed the tank lid, then she pressed her warm, soft, resilient breast against his cheek as she leaned forward and asked, "There, isn't that something?"

She was expecting him to nuzzle her breast, to bite it, but he did neither. Damn him. She rubbed-wriggled her velutinous, pudding-soft tit against his cheek and damn near pushed him off balance. "Bite it!" screamed in her brain. "Bite it, you old goat."
Still his face remained as if frozen. He was looking straight ahead, not moving a muscle. What in the hell was wrong with him? Maybe he was too old! Oh God, that couldn't be! Not in her condition. Not as badly as she needed his massive prick.
Her insatiable womb monster was literally ripping and tearing his guts out in agonizing pain bolts. She needed to get fucked. She had to haves a huge, thick, hot prick rammed in her or she would go insane. Still, she didn't know what else to do to this old man. What in the hell would turn him on? She rolled her breast on his cheek and felt like grabbing his gray head and turning his mouth to her eager nipple.
Strange, excited, wild thoughts of an impossible dream whirled and swooned in Mr. Lamb's brain. Was she doing it deliberately? Was she actually offering her terribly young, vibrant body to him, an old man? It was unreal, it couldn't be happening. Still, surely she knew her velutinous, glowing breast was mashing into his face. Surely she knew her powerful, female musk fragrance was spinning and mashing his senses into an almost uncontrollable urge to bite and nibble the irresistible fervent node. But then? She was so young. Perhaps she didn't realize the effects of her heated, sensual, luscious tit as it pressed and released, mashed and jellied against his leathery cheek. Oh Lord! Whatever her intentions he felt his two-year-deadened cock tingle and heat and begin to fatten and lengthen. He glanced down at his crotch. Oh Lord! It was obvious he was getting hard. What was the answer? What was the truth? He quickly shot his eyes to her face to see where she was looking. If she was engrossed in the water tank, then it all was his imagination and he would be terribly embarrassed. But! God in heaven! She was looking at him and� smiling.
She knew! She was doing it on purpose. To hell with what people might say should this all be a dream and he misread her actions. He rolled his face around her torrid, creamy, satin soft breast and suckled her hard nipple through the thin cloth.
Trudy moaned and mini-came. The old goat had finally gotten the idea, thank God. She closed her eyes and reveled in his hot, slopping, sucking lips on her raging nipples, then quickly backed from his erotic lips and with one motion, reached down and swept her nightie off her glowing, insistent, erotic body and pushed her naked mountain of succulent passion into his fervent mouth.
"Suck it!" She gritted through her insistent lips, "Bite it, you old bastard, bite it hard!"
Lamb forgot about the toilet, his age, his wife, everything. He dropped the pliers in his hand and grabbed the velutinous, voluptuous, radiating mound of woman-lust in both hands and dug his fingers into the salacious harvest. Oh God, but it had been so long since he had mauled and suckled a tender breast!
Then he remembered that she was naked. Naked! Oh Jesus! He released one hand and ran it down her scorching, velvet-soft resilient body and felt her trembling and quivering as his fingers gently explored her scintillating charms.
The skin on her stomach was silky satin and he could feel the eager muscles of youth that lay just underneath. He eased his fingers to the flaxen, downy hair on her pouting mons veneris and without hesitation, dipped the tip of his finger into her boiling, slippery, wet, ungodly soft, hot cunt. She moaned again, quivered from sensual delight and pooched her luxurious, torrid pussy for more of his digit. He eased his finger into the raging, volatile, enchanting burrow and twirled the digit just to hear her "aww" and "owww" with pleasure.
This was too much! Who would believe he would get such a present at his age. And wonder of wonders! His cock was hard and throbbing down his leg in its restriction. He removed his lips for a second and panted, "I want to fuck! I want to fuck!"
The words blew Trudy's mind. She knew she had him the moment he had sucked on her tit. What she wasn't sure of was could an old man like him harden up.. "Let's go!" The words panted out of her: "To the bed. Hurry!" and she backed slowly away so that he followed, his lips still drawing a delicious cascade of gratifying preciousness from her breast while his finger teased and tormented her insatiable, lascivious monster so deep in her groin. When her knees hit the bed, she fell backwards on it and both the exquisite, glutinous pleasures disappeared.

Lamb was almost frantic in his haste to remove his clothes and to get his prick in this unbelievably sensual teenager. He jerked off his shoes and socks, unzipped and removed his Bermuda shorts and underwear and was relieved to see that his old, dead cock was still half hard and puffing alive. Now all he needed to do was to get it in her before it betrayed him and went soft. He crawled on the bed and mounted between her charring hot, satin soft thighs. He took a hold of his fading (Oh, dear God, no!) hard-on and positioned the head at the centre of her cum-oozing, scorching fuck-cavern and pushed.
Even half-hard, he was restroom large for her. The monstrous head of his pole penetrated just inside the swollen lips but stopped at the portals of her dainty, enchanting, glowing fuck-sleeve where the unbelievable ecstasy lay.
"It won't go in!" He knew his voice had panic in it and that his horn was softening at an incredible, pace. Still, he regripped his cock closer to the head and tried to force his large girth into her bliss.
Trudy was beside herself. She had connived and plotted to get this wonderful fuck-bat in her to still the terrible gnawing that was eating her up. But it was to no avail. The big beautiful hammer that she craved just wasn't there. Even as he tried to work the hot, spongy head into her, she could feel the glorious hardness seep away.
"Oh no. No!" Trudy reached down to help, but it was like trying to stuff a marshmallow into a parking meter. His cock was now completely soft. She was handling a flexible tube of soft, pliable meat. "Damn!" She threw back her head in frustration. "Damn! damn! damn!"
Mr. Lamb rolled off of her and lay panting at her side. "I'm sorry, girlie," he said. "I guess I'm just too old. It wouldn't stay hard."
Trudy wouldn't give up. She rolled on her side toward Mr. Lamb and held onto his warm, soft, useless spigot. "Isn't there some way?" she said as she fondled and rubbed the warm spongy cuddlesome meat. "Maybe it's me. How does your wife get you hard!"
Mr. Lamb chuckled bitterly, "Maude! She don't bother anymore. But when she did, she used to suck me. I never could get it in her."
"Suck you?" Trudy looked down his huge belly to the nine-, ten-inch sausage she was slowly jacking back and forth. Hell! She had sucked on Chuck's prick, and it hadn't been all that bad! Not only hadn't it been bad, but thinking back, she kind of liked the feel of it m her mouth. She lifted herself on her right arm and pivoted herself down his body until her right cheek rested on his warm, perspiring soft belly just above his pubic hairs. Then she lifted his limp, thick prick upward and stared at the enormous head.
"You going to suck it?" Mr. Lamb's voice held surprise and delight.
Trudy nodded her head, but she wasn't sure. That awful shrill voice was screaming in her head again. "Bitch! Whore! Shameless tramp! He's a sixty-seven-year-old man. A stranger. You can't demean yourself by sucking his cock! That is what he uses to pee out of. Wake up. Stop. Stop!"
"Well, don't forget," Mr. Lamb's. voice broke into her brain, "if it gets hard, I want to fuck you. Don't suck me off."

The words chilled through Trudy like an over powering insanity. She wanted to be fucked, she wanted this huge pole in her. She opened her mouth and forced the spongy, warm, slightly urine-tasting morsel into her mouth.
Lamb felt the hot, glutinous, lustrous, fervent mouth encircle his glans-penis and experienced the incessant, lascivious feeling of enchanting cum-orgasm begin to build in his ancient balls. Oh it was good to feel alive again. It had been so long since Maude had blown him. He felt the teenager's youthful strong tongue encircle and lick at his tremendous. cock-ring underneath the enormous head and felt the tingles and spasms of sensuous joy.
Maude had quit sucking him two years ago because she had turned lesbian. He knew it. Hell, he had known it ten, twenty years ago but didn't care as long as she continued to blow him. Then when she quit, well, it was only a matter of a few months that he gave up masturbating. "Use it, or lose it." Maude stopped, he stopped, and his cock stopped. But now. Oh Lordie! The exciting, provocative pleasure was coming back. He reached down and fondled the teenager's velvet, perspiration damp, quivering ass.and sought out her drooling, twitching pussy. His cock was hardening up. He wanted her pussy ready.
Trudy could feel that she was sucking and drawing life back into the massive horn. The colossal glans was swelling and forcing her jaw joints to almost separation. She backed off the massive head and continued her spit-mouthing, swirling, tongue licking motion while jacking on his immense phallus. Oh she was doing good! She could feel the radiating pole swell, thicken and lengthen and slowly become harder and firmer. But God! What was she creating? She opened her eyes and looked down the enormous appendage. Good grief! It had to be ten or twelve inches long and larger around than her upper arm. How could she handle such a muscular masculine meat mast?
"It's hard!" Mr. Lamb tugged at her shoulders. "That's enough. Get off of it. Let me in you." Trudy released the giant pole, fell on her back and when Lamb crawled between her ardent thighs, she spread them as far as possible and offered her craving channel.
Trudy peeked just once at Mr. Lamb on his knees and aiming his huge prick at, her palpitating cunt, then she closed her eyes. She couldn't watch that enormous pole of meat being forced into her wee, tight cunt. It was going to hurt, she knew it. Still, she couldn't help herself. She had to have peace from the terrible ripping, slashing desire monster.
The first assault of Mr. Lamb's fiery hot, spongy hard cudgel wrenched a tiny cry of excruciating hurt-bliss from Trudy's lips. Then the colossal meat-bat was past her stretched cunt sphincter and was plowing into her glowing, torrid, salivating, wanting chalice. The mass, the phethora of his gristle almost took Trudy's breath away. It didn't seem possible that her tiny vagina could be expanded to such widths. But with the stretching came the unprecedented, majestic, salacious splendour of ecstatic cum-joy.
"Oohhh," she moaned as wave after wave of lustrous, erogenous warmth soared and glistened in her quim. "Fuck me!" She panted from the effort. "Put it all in. Give it to me!" and she bucked to help.
Mr. Lamb had never felt such tickling, intense, lascivious goodness in his entire life. Whores had never been this provocatively passionate nor enjoyed his thunderous prick quite as much. He slowly backed his enormous slammer out of the unbelievably tight cunt and could feel her inner vaginal labyrinth muscles tugging and resisting his exit until they almost turned themselves inside out. Then he eased into the volatile, searing, gripping pussy another two or three inches. He really didn't think he would get all of his meat into her. He never had. Even the whores he had fucked over the years had stopped him at the nineor ten-inch mark. But it would be nice to bottom out before he died, no matter how improbable the thought.
Oh Lordie! Her pussy was tight yet seemingly bottomless. He continued his slow, cautious in and out long strokes of his hammer and fed her an inch, a half inch more on each downward stroke. The hotness of her cunt, the slippery softness and grabbing gentleness was stirring his aged nuts into a swirling, jiggling volcanic dance. The ecstatic, luxurious, soaring ecstasy of orgasm was almost upon him and turning his reason to blubber. He had to bottom out one time in his life, he just had to! He rammed his precious, lustful, immense prick savagely into her submissive, surrendering silken hole and felt his cock head bang against her cervix. Shit! He still had two more inches to go.
"IN!" Trudy was swimming in a salacious, enchanting fuck-fog and didn't care if he poked his monstrous, heavenly hammer clear out her mouth. She wanted her womb violated. She wanted her demon slain. "Ram it in! Force it in! Fuck me! Hard! HARD! I'M CUMMING."
Mr. Lamb threw decency to the winds. Always before he was able to control his emotions to the point where he would stop short of hurting a whore. But now! Now, this bitch was begging him to impale her on his massive spear. He lunged and felt her pussy walls give way under the impact of his boar like lunge. He was balls-deep. Pubes to pubes, cunt-hair to cock-hair and� he was cumming!
"Ooooohhhhh shhhhitttttt!" His old body spasmed and jerked as he belched gobs of hot jism into the thrashing, screaming teenager.
Trudy didn't know if she was screaming, shitting, dying or doing all together. All that mattered was the boiling hot, molten jism that bubbled and spurted in her cunt and was turning her mind, her soul, her body into a sensuous, rapturous, ecstatic fuckin-sanity that blotted out anything, anywhere, anytime.
Just when the tremendous, erotic plethora began to dwindle, he would jerk his colossal cock out of her cooze and ram it back in and shoot another jism bullet into her spastic, glutinous inner cave. It was too much for Trudy. She couldn't stand it. She opened her mouth to scream out her ricocheting, gratifying rapture but heard no sound. The lustrous profusion of exalted bliss overcame her, and she passed out.

Chapter 7

Trudy came back to the soft incandescent enchanting world of cuddlesome contentment. Mr. Lamb was sitting on the edge of the bed and popping a small white pill in-his mouth. Trudy stretched in her gratifying, erotic fulfillment and smiled. "Whatcha doing?"
Mr. Lamb started, then grinned back. "Nitro-glycerine." He tapped his chest. "That was so good I damn near died." "You should have, you old goat."
Trudy looked to the doorway. Mrs. Lamb was leaning against the doorjamb, the sweet smile still on her motherly cherub face, but her voice was scolding. "Shame on you! You know better. That's why I stopped blowing you two years ago."
"Awww Maude!" Mr. Lamb looked away and shook his head.
Trudy was shocked, flabbergasted, embarrassed. She was naked! He was naked. And it was obvious that Maude had seen, or at least, known they had been fucking! What should she do in such a situation? What was going to happen? Trudy grabbed the sheet on the bed and pulled it over her body. "I� I� It's not what you think!"
"There now!" Maude came into the room and sat on the bed beside Trudy. She didn't seem the least bit angry. "It's exactly what I think, but don't you fret, honey. He'll probably live, and I'm sure we can keep this out of the papers and away from your darling young husband and the police!"
"What?" Trudy was almost in shock. "Husband? Newspapers? Police? What are you talking about?"
"Why, prostitution, my dear." Maude still smiled. "You offered and gave your body to have your toilet fixed. Tisk! tisk." She clicked her tongue and shook her head. "That isn't nice." She reached over and brushed a loose hair from Trudy's forehead. "But don't you fret, I'm sure we can work things out."
"Maude, damn it." Mr. Lamb was angry. "She didn't offer anything and you're not going to any police. Now come on, let's go home." He got up.
"You go home, dear." Maude kept her smile but her eyes hardened. "And rest! You've had your fun; now it's my turn."

Trudy watched his shoulders slump forward in resignation and he walked out. What was going on anyway? What was happening?
When the door closed, Maude gently pulled the sheet off of Trudy and cupped one of her still heated, volatile breasts. "Now honey, you just be nice and all will be forgiven." She still smiled as her glowing hand wormed tender glutinous fingers into Trudy's suddenly alive, craving pendulous mound. "I can be bought, lovey. I'm a lesbian. Do we have an understanding?" She dipped her head suddenly and took Trudy's luminous nipple into her fervent, hot, caressingly wet sensuous mouth.
The heat of Maude's mouth, Maude's tongue mashing the nipple against her teeth while Maude's fingers squeezed and forced Trudy's breast into a balloon bubble of cascading, lascivious delight all joined to blow Trudy's reasoning powers to hell.
Five minutes ago Trudy had been basking in a delicious, fuck-fog of orgasm satisfaction. Then, out of the blue she was threatened with the police and exposure to her husband,, and just as suddenly, was now again being lifted with provocative, precious, captivating suckling to the velvet cloud of tumultuous eroticism.
Trudy hunched her back and offered more of her shimmering, aroused breast to the luxurious erogenous glow that was building and spar dig in her node. What was a lesbian? What was Maude telling her? Oh shit! What difference did it make? She grabbed Maude's gray head and forced her teasing, succulent mouth harder to her breast.
Maude was busy with her hands. She sure had a hot one in this luscious, ripe teenager. She continued to suckle the hot rubberish nipple as she got off the bed and began stripping off her own clothes. Oh my! It had been years since she ate a tender pussy. She unbuttoned and. threw off her blouse. She never wore a bra and allowed her huge, pendulous boobs to hang and swing freely as she unzipped and kicked off her slacks, panties, and shoes. When she was completely naked, she got back on the bed and went to work in earnest.
Trudy had opened her eyes when Maude moved off the bed and watched the older woman undress. As Maude's splendid, salacious mouth continued to spark electric currents of erotic joy from her breast, Trudy marveled at Maude's figure.
Although sixty or so her figure was surprisingly youthful. Maude's skin was still a pinkish-white and unblemished with those nasty brown spots that often occur with age. Her breasts were large and solid looking, with firm ruby nipples. Oh Jesus. Trudy was shallow-panting. What would it feel like to mash and squeeze another female's breasts? She had never, not in her whole life.
Oh God! What was wrong with her? What was she thinking? It was unnatural to make love to another woman. She had heard it all of her life. It was sick. Yet she was breathing hard at the thought. Oh Lord! She must be worse than a nympho. She must be a monster. She closed her eyes when Maude jumped on the bed and waited. What was wrong with her? She should flee.
"There, honey." Maude removed her mouth and cooed. "It's going to be wonderful, you'll see. Just relax and let. me please you." Trudy felt her surprisingly gently, soft, warm hand fondle and massage her other yearning breast. "You're so lovely, so lovely."
Trudy moaned at the sudden sensuous thrill that ran through her body at the contact. She was startled when a pair of gentle, warm, inviting lips closed over hers and caused delicious waves of wanting desire to cascade throughout her body.
Oh, she shouldn't feel this way. She shouldn't allow another female to arouse her. Then Maude's searing hot tongue slipped past Trudy's lips and wiggle-searched in Trudy's ravenous mouth. Trudy had never felt such kissing excitement. She relaxed her jaw muscles and gave her mouth, her tongue, to Maude and reveled in the erotic goodness. Then a new thrill was added.

Right in the middle of the carnal deliciousness Maude's fervent hand began to gently sooth its tantalizing way down Trudy's scintillating, eager body. Maude's sensuous sparking fingers explored from her ripe, quivering breasts, down her glowing, velutinous body to her swollen, palpitating love-sleeve and one precious, provocative finger wormed into Trudy's drooling, yearning, sizzling hole.
"Ooohhh Ggaawwddd," Trudy cried as mini-orgasms shot from her flooded tumultuous chalice and ricocheted bolts of shimmering salaciousness in her belly.
"OOHHH!" Another spasm of delight radiated from her oozing raging hole as Maude's talented finger probed her excited, erect clitoris. It was so good, so wonderful. Maude's magic digit was weaving maddening, delicious circles and scratches of ecstatic lusciousness in her fiery furnace, then suddenly Maude's marvelous mouth left Trudy's lips and dipped and sucked a quivering, hardened nipple into her feverish mouth.
Trudy arched her back for more of the tantalizing finger and bucked her tit for the succulent pleasure. She was on fire. Her body was an insane vessel of carnal, wanting desire. Then Maude's scorching tongue began its burning patch down Trudy's writhing body. Oh God! On Jesus! Trudy bucked out of control as Maude's soft, charring miniature poker stabbed into her belly button while her fingers twirled and pinched great torrents of lustful goodness from her salivating, cavern.
"Oh do it!" Trudy heard herself say. "Suck me. Buck me. Bite me. Oh God! Do it!"
Maude slipped down Trudy's carnally amplified body and worked between her thighs. Trudy could feel Maude's arms brushing fire against the sensitive, singeing, urgent flesh of her inner thighs. She could feel the impatient muscles in her legs working as they lifted and parted until they lay hooked over Maude's broad shoulders. Trudy felt the exciting puffs of ravenous desire that were breathed on the damp silken hairs of her mons veneris, then moaned-screamed in delicious lustfulness as she felt the branding tongue point-force its way into her tumultuous drooling burrow and lap at her exploding excited clitoris.
"Ooohhh gaaawwwd!" Trudy moaned and writhed. She shouldn't like this. She shouldn't! It was unnatural to let a woman stick her tongue in her pussy. It was vile, evil, degrading.. "AAAWWWW!" she gasped as Maude's talented digit burrowed deep in her raging fuck-cavern, spinning and snapping electric bolts of erogenous joy from her gushing crater.
"Oh yes! YES!" Trudy heard her voice plead. "Suck it! Eat it! Oh God! Stick your tongue up my hole and fuck it around. Ohhh!"
Trudy arched her back, rubbing her swollen pubes against Maude's cunt-wet face and felt Maude's lips pushing against her explosive twat while her tongue twisted and spun insistent, glorious delight.
Trudy cried out in ecstatic rapture as each of Maude's hands grabbed one of her tumultuous, voluptuous, quivering breasts and began to knead and grind salacious, gratifying whorls of lascivious goodness from the straining, excited mounds. Oh God, but she loved it. She bucked her ass as the love-juice boiled in her burning hole and her orgasms made her cunt lips clutch and squeeze the intruding tongue. "Ooooohhhh, harder! Deeper! Harrdddeeerrrrrrr!"
Trudy wiggled her ass, pressing, circling, then guiding Maude's tongue deeper in her ranging, lustagitated cave while straining her breasts upward for more of the mashing, hurting pleasure. She was in heaven, a lascivious, delicious, luxurious mist of sensuous voluptuousness. She moaned and screamed and jerked as currents of rapturous preciousness trembled her body and jumbled her brain. The only thing lacking, the only thing casting a smidgen of dissatisfaction in her state of glistening, provocative splendour, was a cock to quiet her aroused snapping beast of desire.
Maude was beside herself in craving, carnal satisfaction. She was used to older women her age who accepted her oral gyrations with tiny "oohhs" and "aawwws" and when they orgasmed it was pant-jerks of surrendering glory. It had been years since she had tasted such a boiling hot profusion of clutching, glutinous cum-passion.

Maude loved the impatient, vibrant taste of virgin cunt-juice. She ran her torrid tongue up and down the scorching, tight, resilient pussy lips and marveled at the deliciousness of teenage musky cunt-fragrance and taste. She opened her mouth wide and inhaled the entire quim, gumming and chewing the swollen, searing, thrashing, pussy lips and experienced her own tingles and sparks of orgasm conflagration from the chalice's gushing profusion.
As she sucked and licked and lapped the inner lust-seeping, chloride-tasting deliciousness, she mashed and squeezed the ripe, velutinous, perspiring hillocks of womanhood. She would mash the majestic mammaries, then release the globes and concentrate pinching, pulling, stretching fingers on the erect, elastic, vibrant nipples until Trudy's surrendering moans and frantic pelvic thrusts proved her artistry. Then she would lick and lap again, once more building this young firebrand up to climax.
Maude knew what to do to drive this youngster insane. And judging by Trudy's moans and writhing, her begging and mashing hands on the back of her head, it was time. Maude sought out the wee, excited, hardly used, ripe clitoris and lip-squeezed and tugged on the volatile node.
Trudy went pure fuck-fever insane. Bolts of exquisite, magnified, ravenous splendour ricocheted from her spastic clitoris and vibrated throughout her body, her brain, her soul. She was suddenly flung out of her sanity into a maelstrom of unparalleled, orgasmic, insatiable ecstasy. Maude's hot lips pulling on her erupting, churning clit and Maude's teeth ever-so-gently scraping the supersensitive node exploded a luxurious, erogenous conflagration of ungodly fuck delight that jerked her thrashing body from the bed and blew her sanity into a rapturous cum-surrender.
"Ooooohhhhh ggaawwwwddddd! Gaawwwddd! Stop! STOOPPPPI" Trudy screamed and struck at the insistent, ceaseless, sucking head that was draining her life away in tremendous ravenous movements. "I CAN'T STANDDDDD IT!" Trudy grabbed the gray hair and yanked, and-the vampire mouth released her cunt. Trudy fell back on the bed completely drained.
"Did you like that, deary?" Maude crawled up beside Trudy and smiled down at her.
Now that the excruciating hurt-ecstasy had stopped, Trudy was again floating on a satin cloud of luxurious contentment. She kept her eyes closed and panted for breath. "Yes," she said. "Oh yes. It was wonderful."
"You're completely satisfied? I did a good job?" Trudy nodded, but she was lying. Even as she lay exhausted from cumming so much, her womb was slowly twisting and turning and growling its need. Oh Lord! What was the matter with her? After all her orgasms she shouldn't want to be fucked again for a week. Still, here she was, wanting, no, needing her womb battered quite again. Her mother was right! She was a nympho. She had to be.
Hank got home from his golf game at seven o'clock, full of beer and playful. "I won nine holes," he grinned, "soooo I had to drink up my nine beers. How about a little loving for your new husband, baby?" He pinched her on the ass and bit her on the neck.
Trudy was angry at him when he first came in the door. He was late, her dinner was ruined, and he was drunk. But when his hard fingers mashed into her solid ass-cheeks and she could feel his hardening prick through his pants, the anger left. She had been wanting a prick ever since Mrs. Lamb had left this afternoon. Her stomach was killing her and her deep pussy-sleeve was itching like crazy. She worked his face off her neck and planted a passionate, surrendering kiss on his lips.
"You got it," she breathed. "Let's go to bed."
It was a bust. Hank was too drunk. She barely got his clothes off before he passed out on the bed and no amount of poking or shaking could wake him up. Damn. Damn. She set the alarm an hour earlier in the morning to get herself fucked before he went to work. But he had a hangover and wasn't interested.
"I'm sorry, honey." He kissed her goodbye. "Tonight, as soon as I get home. I'll be over this by then. OK?"
What could she say? Trudy smiled and acted like it wasn't important, but it sure as hell was. She waited until his car disappeared down the street, then ran upstairs and masturbated until her clitoris became so jerky and sensitive that she could no longer stand to touch it. But it didn't help. Her belly still churned for the feel and relief that only a spitting, cumming cock could give her. Damn! She wondered what Mr. Lamb was doing.
She peeked out the, upstairs bedroom window. There was no movement at their place and their car was gone. Shopping, probably. Damn, damn! Then she remembered Chuck and Tom. She called her mother again.

Chapter 8

Hank was still suffering and not quite with it when Mrs. Bell called him into her office at ten o'clock that morning.
"I've been watching your work," Mrs. Bell said, "and I like what I see." Hank was pleased. Mrs. Bell was the sole owner and boss of the book distribution, company where he worked. Consequently, to please the boss meant everything. She decided the best jobs, the working hours, and most of all, how much money you were paid.
"Well, thank you. Thank you very much!" Hank knew he was flushing from the praise.
"And," Mrs. Bell went on, "you look none the worse because of your two-week honeymoon. How do you like married life?"
"Oh, it's great, wonderful!" Hank was a little confused. What in the world was she driving at?
"Yes, it is." Mrs. Bell looked out her window. "I never could stand being single. I miss it terribly since Mr. Bell passed on."
"Oh!" Hank said. Maybe it was due to the effects of his drunk last night, but darned if he could follow this conversation.
"Yes," Mrs. Bell continued, "it's been a year now and sleeping alone is driving me crazy." She looked back at Hank. "A year is long enough for mourning, isn't it?"
"Yes, Ma'm."
"Ma'm!" Mrs. Bell sly-smiled, "I'm not a ma'm yet, am I? I'm only forty-two. Is that old enough to be a ma'm?"
"Oh no, Ma'm!" What in the hell was she driving at? What was going on?
"Betty," she said, "call me Betty. Now!" she glanced down at some papers on her desk. "You've been with me three months now. Long enough for us to talk about your performance on the job and perhaps a raise." She looked up and smiled again. "I suppose you could use a raise, now that you have a wife?"
"Sure could, Ma'm, I mean, Betty." Hank got the good feeling back, now that he knew what it was all about. "I certainly could."

"Yes." Betty smiled. "How much do you think you're worth?"
"Well!" Hank fidgeted from one foot to the other. What the hell could he say? If he said too much he wouldn't get anything. If he asked too little he would be kicking his ass for not asking more.
"Tough question, isn't it?" Betty chuckled deep in her throat. "Well, don't worry about it. I'm flexible. You see, I told you that I have a need. So! The more you're willing to, ah, compromise, the more money you will get. Do you understand?"
Hank didn't. "Not really. What need? What compromise?" He was completely baffled. Damn, but he wished he hadn't drunk so much yesterday.
"Oh you devil!" Mrs. Bell smiled again. "You know exactly what I'm talking about, so make up your mind. I like young boys and forty-two is not old! And I don't think I'm that bad to look at. If you don't want to please me, you can get ten dollars and be put in shipping. However, if you want to ease a lonely woman's needs, you get twenty-five a week and maybe, in time, take over as foreman. It's that simple."
It hit Hank like a sledgehammer! She was propositioning him! Good Christ! He had never been propositioned before in his life and she was doing it. Oh shit. Golly! Fucking at home and fucking at work: He must have died and gone to heaven. He grinned back at Mrs. Bell. "I'll take the twenty-five. When do we start?"
Mrs. Bell let her breath out and grinned back. "Lock the door."
Hank was surprised when Betty finally stood naked before him. No. Surprised wasn't the word. Amazed, delighted, flabbergasted, all fit the bill. She was forty-two, but her figure and skin texture was that of a teenager.
Mrs. Bell was a statuesque beauty, almost six feet tall and weighed about one hundred and thirty-five pounds. She had her brown hair in a bun, that when unrolled and shook loose, cascaded about her satin ivory shoulders like misty down. Her breasts were exceptionally large, solid looking melons of luxurious, enchanting delight. Her velutinous, belly skin was tight across hidden, sensual muscles and her triangular mons bush puffed with flaxen blond hair. Oh she was lovely! Hank's prick was already standing at attention and aching for cunt-juice. He kicked away his pants and shorts and jumped on the couch. "Come on," he said, "I'm so horny, I could die."
Betty laughed. "Not there!" She patted her desk. "Here!" She still smiled at him but lay her breasts on her desk and wiggled her ass at him. "Get the paddle."
"Paddle?" Hank was confused.
"Over there." Betty motioned to a paddleball paddle, sitting on a shelf behind her desk. "Get it." Hank didn't understand, but he got it and held it out for her. "Whatcha going to do with it?"
"Not me, silly. You. Smack my ass with it. Heat me up." She was breathing hard. Her eyes were beginning to glaze.
This was beyond Hank. He had never hit a woman in his life, let alone pound one on the bare ass with a paddle. "You're kidding?"
"God damn it! Do it! Hurry!" And she closed her eyes and gripped the far end of her desk.

Hank looked at her glowing mounds of lascivious, gluteal fat. Her skin was so tight and straining, so taut and waiting. What the hell. If that's the way she wanted it. He reached back and smacked her hard across her pinkish-white ass-cheeks.
"Whaccckkk!"
Mrs. Bell moaned and shuddered from the blow. Her knuckles whitened from their grip and she ordered through clenched teeth: "Again. Harder. Harder!"
Hank flailed again and again. "Whack! "Whack."
"Whack!" Left cheek, right cheek, left cheek, right cheek. Her lovely pinkish-white skin turned a flaming, puffy red as she moaned and shivered under his blows.
"Oh God, I'm cumming! Oh God. That's it! Oh God! Gaawwddd!" And her whole body trembled and quivered as warm, slippery cum-juice leaked from her pouting, palpitating pussy. "That's enough!" she cried. "Now stick it in me. Let me have it."
Hank was glad it was over. He set.the paddle down and worked between her radiating, silken thighs and stuck his raging cock into her torrid, oozing, super-soft, glimmenng cunt. Oh shit, but it was good! His volatile prick slid into her scorching, slippery cunt-sleeve until the flaming cheeks of her ass rested against his belly. Oh my! Oh my!
Hank withdrew his cock and plunged again and again into the velvet, satin, boiling hot goodness. He could feel his nuts growling and thrashing in luxurious carnal cravings to release and blow salacious exquisite cum into the fiery furnace. Oh shit, it was good. And it was getting better!
Hank reached under Betty and grabbed handfuls of resilient, hot, voluptuous tits and claw-tugged to get her glorious, glutinous cunt further on his ravenous, ripe-to-explode cock.
"Are you going to cum?" Betty moaned.
"Yes!" Hank jerked on her swollen, velutinous boobs and hammered his prick in and out of the submissive, insatiable, erogenous burrow.
"No!" she yelled, "not yet! Not yet!" and Hank tried to shut the boiling splendour off. He gritted his teeth squeezed his ass-cheeks and prostrate sphincter. His nuts continued to thrash and spit luscious delights of heaven, but Hank managed to pinch off the main eruption. He relaxed when he felt his scrotum volcano quiet.
"Did you hold it? Did you cum?"
"Yes and no." Hank again began sliding his rigid prong in and out of the succulent, slippery goodness.
"Good!" Betty said. "Now take it out and put it in my ass-hole."

"Asshole!" Hank had, never heard of such a thing.
"Do it, damn you! Do it!"
Hank grabbed his swollen, cunt-slippery prick and set the purplish, ardent knob on her sepia hole. He grabbed her writhing thigh bones and gently but surely forced his tingling horn into the tight, fervent canal.
Betty felt the sizzling, masculine appendage force its captivating, enchanting way into her year-old virgin ass-hole. Ripples of shimmering lustful harvest sprang and echoed from her ardent, glutinous anal sheath to her quivering belly to her velutinous, straining, wanton breasts. Oh God, but it had been such a long time since she had experienced such tremendous, exquisite eroticism.
Mr. Bell had taught her the joys of ass-hole fucking when mixed with the acid sweetness of pain. Of course it had taken a while to appreciate the bittersweet mixture, but once she had been flung to the heavenly doors of salacious joy, nothing had ever been able to take its place.
She lay on the hard table and felt this young boy's rigid prong sawing in and out of her moist, hot ass-cave. She felt the rubbing, burning hurt be gin to fire up her anal throat. She felt his impatient clawing hard hands dig and claw at her swollen, aroused breasts and could feel the mind-blowing pain-joy building to excruciating climax. "Oh harder!" She gripped the table and writhed her ravenous ass for more. "Harder! Harder! Damn you. Fuck it in me! HARDDDEERRRR!"
Hank was enjoying himself more than he had ever thought possible. Mrs. Bell's tiny ass-hole was a tight sphincter of craving comfort. Each time he bottomed out in her searing, moist, super-soft hole, her flaming, quivering, ass mounds would press into his, groin and belly like giant globes of radiating lasciviousness. It was good. Oh, so damn good!
He lay across her shimmering, satin back and worked his fingers into and around her resilient, warm, tit-mounds of ardent passion. He was doing her good, he could tell by her moans and the rapidity of her breathing. He could tell by the hidden, agitated glutinous, erogenous plethora that shimmered and glistened within her volatile body. He could tell by the violent, craving ass thrusts as he plunged his prick to the glowing depths and gnawed and kissed her squirming, perspiring back as he withdrew his pleasure-giving prick. Oh he was doing her good. And, Lordie, Lordie, the splendid, orgasm harvest was again building and swelling in his own nuts. Oh shit! She pumped and drove frantically for the rapturous explosion.
Mrs. Bell sensed Hank was cumming. "The paddle," she called. "Hit me with the fucking paddle."
Hank was two or three long, hard strokes away from a cumming frenzy. He heard Betty begging for the board. He snatched it up and, with the same motion, slammed it across her ass-cheek.
"Whack!" The sudden, awful, burning, erotic pain-splendour ricocheted throughout her body and engulfed her as if she were caught in a paralysing, electric lustful current. She opened her mouth to free the terrible ecstasy-hurt as the paddle branded her other ass mound. "Whack!" Oh heavens of God! She could feel her body, her soul, her brain turning to surrendering exquisite mush as his hard, raging cock sawed in and out of her captivating, craving, burning ass-hole and the monstrous wooden board roared excruciatingly salacious, luxurious, terrible blows on her inflamed gluteal fat. "Harder!" her voice tore out of her, "faster! OH GOD, I'M CUMMING!"
So was Hank. He flailed with the paddle and drove his thunderous, volatile, swelling prick in and out of her twitching, jerking, beet-red blistered ass. Her ass-hole didn't have the deep inner grabbing, milking, squeezing muscles that lay in a woman's cunt, so his orgasm was maddeningly slow in erupting. Still, although slow, it was a delayed, glistening, glorious, insane hesitation that was driving him out of his carnal, craving, impatient mind.
Hank wanted to cum. He wanted to feel the mind-blowing ecstasy of jerking release. He wanted to feel his spirit soar and disappear in the clouds of ecstatic fuck-plethora. He wanted to be tossed and jarred, shaken and battered in the eye of a cum-rapture maelstrom. And he was so close. So ungodly, maddeningly, frantically close. He roared and pumped his fervent horn in and out of her ass furnace while flailing with the God damn paddle.
Mrs. Bell was in agony. Her year-long wait for sexual satisfaction lay just beyond his burning, flailing ass conflagration. He was hitting her ass too hard. He wasn't hitting her hard enough. His cock wasn't deep enough. His cock was too deep. He was fucking too slow. He was fucking too fast. He was� was�"OH GAWDD!" She could feel his wonderful raging hammer swell and throb with the pre-cum effort. Just the realization that he was going to bathe her starving anal cavern with glorious jism blew her to the peak of exquisite ecstasy. "Cum!" she begged. "Cum, damn you! Cuuummmm!" Then the boiling, jerking, molten jism spurted and splashed deep in her ass with insane rapturous intensity. "AAHHHHIIIIEEEEE!" She screamed and bucked backward to drink his dong dry.
Hank was in a ravenous, frenzied, fuck conflagration of cuming bliss. His cock was belching out great torrents of jism splendour but he couldn't stop his pelvis from pumping and grinding in her yielding, lustrous hole. Each bolt of cum ecstasy jumbled his mind and swirled his brain. It felt so God awful good he wished his whole body would dissolve and pour out the head of his prick. He had stopped beating her ass. He had stopped everything in his tumultuous, unparalleled, rapturous orgasm. When his volcanic balls finally emptied he fell across her back and panted for sanity and life.
Betty allowed him to lie on her until his breath became normal and his thunderous piston of a moment ago began to soften. Then she turned her head and smiled at him. "okay, tiger, take it out. You got a twenty a week raise, but if you want to try for thirty a week, go wash up, and I'll blow you."
Hank grinned. "Where's the washbasin?"

Chapter 9

"What is the matter with you, dear?" Grace's voice held concern. "It's Monday, they'll both be at work. What's the trouble. What's wrong?"
Trudy felt foolish. Of course they would be at work. "It's nothing, Mother, really! I just wanted to ask something." "No." Grace's voice was cautious. "It's more than that, isn't it? It's what I warned you about, isn't it? Hank isn't satisfying you. Am I right?"
"Oh Mother!" Trudy wailed. She was torn. She didn't want to admit her mother was right. She just couldn't be a nympho. It was just a passing thing. If she could just get satisfied once more. Just once more, then all would be fine. She was all right after Mr. Lamb. It was Maude who had begun it all over again. So now she knew. Lesbians just gave her an itch for men. Once she got�
"That's what I thought," her mother's voice held commiseration. "Well, they're at work. I can talk to Chuck or Tom and see if one will stay home tomorrow, but�? "
"It's not that!" Trudy snapped, "I told you. I just wanted to� Oh, never mind."
Her mother sighed at the other end. "Yes, dear. Should I tell them you called?"
"No!" Trudy said. "No, it wasn't important," and she hung up and cried. Oh damn, but she needed relief. She was a nympho, she was one!
The door bell snapped her out of her self-pity. Trudy hurriedly puffed up her hair, wiped her eyes and ran downstairs to answer. It was two young charity workers.
"Hello, Ma'm." The taller one started on his canned spiel. "We're from the Lend a Hand organization and are collecting clothes or caannnn," his voice trailed off as his eyes roamed up and down Trudy.
"Gooolllyyyy!" The smaller one's eyes almost popped from his head as he too was eyeing Trudy.
Trudy didn't understand their actions until she checked herself. She was still in the see-through shortie nightie that she had worn to bed last night. She was going to jump behind the door, but their obvious embarrassment tickled her. She pretended she didn't see their reactions, "Yes?" she said, "you're collecting�? "
The taller one's eyes jerked back to her. "Yes, Ma'm, we're collecting clothes and food for the survivors of the floods in Mexico. I, ah, we were wondering if you had something to give?"
Oh! did their actions tickle Trudy. Their innocent, shining eyes were almost dancing from taking in her body. At least she could turn someone on this morning. She was going to tell them no, and close the door, but for some crazy reason she said, "Of course. Let me look. Come on in," and she opened the door for the boys. "I might have some things upstairs." She led the way.
Trudy knew she was being impish and evil. She deliberately swayed her tight, bumble-bee ass-hillocks as she moved up the stairs ahead of the boys. She stopped once just so the taller one would bump into her and feel her warm softness. "It's old clothes." She smiled and trilled again at the raw lust she saw painted on their faces. She motioned them into her bedroom and glanced through her closet. Why was she doing this? Why was she deliberately tormenting these young boys? She knew they could see through her flimsy nightie and were awed by her body.
She didn't want to screw them. They were too immature, too young to be able to do her any good. Hell, she needed a cock the size of Chuck's or Tom's or Mr. Lamb's. These babies damn sure couldn't help her. So why was she doing it?
She took an old skirt down and turned to face them. Their faces were beet-red flushed, they were breathing hard, and, giggles of giggles, little lumps of cock were straining out from their crotches. She deep-sexy laughed and the words that came out seemed to be said by another person. "Why, what's the matter, boys? Haven't you ever seen a woman's body before?"
"Only in Playboy magazine," the smaller one spoke and his eyes seemed to grow bolder. "But nothing like yours, Ma'm. You have the prettiest I've ever seen."
"Well, aren't you sweet?" Trudy still didn't under stand her actions or talk. What was the matter with her? Why was she acting this way? They couldn't do her any good. Still the punch line of a dirty joke she remembered hearing a long time ago, concerning big and little pricks, popped into her head. "A woman would rather be tickled to death than clubbed." Her eyes darted back to their crotches. My goodness! But their little cocks must be hard. She wondered what they looked like? What a developing prick felt like. She had never seen or felt one before. "Haven't you boys ever felt a lady before?" Good God, why did she ask that?
"No, Ma'm!" they both chorused, and the smaller one stepped forward, stuck out his jaw and said, "But I'd darn sure like to. How about it, Ma'm. Can I feel you?"
"Maybe." Trudy was enjoying this game. There was something thrilling in teasing, in watching their faces, in observing the raw passionate lust that seemed to cover these babies like a haze. "Have either of you ever been to bed with a woman?"
They shook their heads. The smaller one unconsciously rubbed at his crotch. The taller one licked his lips, his eyes literally burning in his head.
Trudy looked at the bright-eyed, craving faces waiting, praying for her next words. So they never had had a woman before! Well, now, maybe she would give them a thrill. A real thrill. But first she would tease them a bit. "Would you like to go to bed with me?"
"Oh wow, yes!" Their heads bobbed up and down.

"All right," Trudy said, "get your clothes off and lie on the bed." Trudy waited until they were naked and under the sheet, then she smiled and peeled off her shortie nightie that was covering her magnificent body. She allowed the boys to stare and drool, then stretched her arms upward in a luxurious, wanton invitation while lidding her eyes to bedroom sensuousness and arching her back so that her voluptuous, quivering, magnificent breasts strained outward and upward.
"Oh my God!" The taller boy's eyes practically bugged from his head and his cock sprang up under the covers, tenting the sheets.
"Come on, lady!" The smaller boy was nervously fondling his hard-on. "Come on, before I go off."
Trudy pouted. "Don't you boys want to do it right?"
"Hell yes," the taller one said.
"Nuts," the smaller one said, "I can do it, come on."
Trudy kept her smile and made up her mind. The smaller one! Yes, she would fix the smaller one first. Trudy sauntered over to the bed and arched her eyebrows in a question. "Who are you boys, and why the sheet? You can't do it right with a sheet over you."
"I'm Ben." The taller one kicked the sheet away.
"Roy," said the suddenly embarrassed smaller one.
Trudy had to suppress a giggle when the old rhyme popped into her head while looking at their skinny young bodies.
"Little dick, pink ball, no hair Ben" and "Needle dick, Roy, the bug fucker." After the real cudgels that she had put in her the past two days, she wondered if she would even feel their little peters. Ah well! On with her plan. "I'll do it one at a time," she told the boys. "You first." She nodded to Roy and crawled on top of him.
"Jeeessssseeesl" Roy uttered as her searing hot, super soft body straddled his trembling stomach and she dropped one velutinous, woman-fragrant breast so that the nipple barely brushed his lips.
My God, but he had never imagined that a woman would feel so ungodly soft and warm and smell so eating delicious. Her satin, moist, radiating cunt with its silken pubic hairs was nesting on his groin, his erect, throbbing cock was barely touching her singeing ass-globes and one fiery rubberish nipple was in his mouth. Oh shit! Oh shit!
Roy grabbed the velvet, swarm, ungodly soft mass of mammary delight in both hands and greedily mouthed the sponge-rubber, tender nipple. God! In his whole life he had never felt or tasted anything like this! A pure lust bouquet seemed to engulf his nose, his face, his brain, in an enchanting erotic stupor. He mouthed and sucked and bit the tempting morsel while he pumped and drove his aching explosive cock upwards and into the crack of her wiggling, scorching ass-cheeks. God, it was heaven. Heaven!
"Owww! Not so hard, Roy," Trudy cautioned. "Suck it gently. Easy!" and she reached back and lasciviously fondled his thrusting, flopping nuts.
Roy couldn't stand it! Nothing in his whole life had prepared him for such glorious, volatile caresses. Each upward thrust of his raging prick produced a moist, flaming ass-cheek rub that sparkled electrical erotic bolts down his cock, then splattered into a carnal luxurious joy throughout his young body.
His mouth was full of warm, perspiration-covered, satin soft, yielding, lustful tit while his fingers were mashing and moulding unfathomable sensuous discovery from the dome of desire. He was on the brink of cumming, but didn't have his cock in her. He removed his mouth from the tit love harvest to order her to put it in but at that moment, she stroked his thundering scrotum.
"OH GOD!" ripped from his mouth instead of the order and his pulsating, volcanic cock jerked and spewed trapped, boiling jism in unleashed droplets. "Aaahhhh ffuuuckkkk!" he bellowed as the rapturous cum-joy coughed from his spurting prick.
Trudy giggled. She had done it. She had made him cum and he hadn't put it in her. To make certain he was through, Trudy brought her wee hand upwards and quick jacked on his spurting prick.
"Oh don't! Quit!" Roy jerked from the jacking. "Stop," and he swatted at her hand to make her stop. Trudy let loose and crawled off the spent boy.
"Now you." She smiled at Ben. "Move over. You get on top."
Ben was almost beside himself. He had watched Roy suck and ass-cheek fuck this unbelievably beautiful woman until his cock was twitching and jerking almost beyond control. Now she was beside him and smiling, beckoning him to enjoy her beautiful body.
Ben had dreamed of this moment. The last year or so he had spent hours feasting on Playboy magazines and the assortment of nudie-sun worship pictorials. He had stared at the big-busted women and fantasized his lips over and on the luscious mounds of mama. In his mind he could feel the soft yielding responsive bodies as he cupped their hair-hidden mysteries and experienced the joy of fucking by jacking off his eager virgin cock. Now he had a live one beside him. He didn't have to imagine anymore. He didn't have to pretend. He had a warm, tender, delicious, willing female now and he was going to know exactly how it felt.
She was such a beautiful thing that Ben didn't know where to start. She was much smaller than he and couldn't weigh a hundred;pounds. Her silken blond hair was billowed out on the pillow, framing her innocent, pretty baby face. Her eyes were opened wide with acceptance and her pupils dilated in insatiable salacious lust promise.
Her skin was a milky-cream with just a hint of pinkish desire. Her voluptuous breasts were mounds of satin joy and topped with pinkish-maroon semi rigid nipples. Oh shit! His mouth began to salivate. Her stomach was flat yet ball-aching desirable. Then came her downy, tantalizing, gently sloped mons veneris with its dewy pubic hairs that dipped between her perfect legs to her hidden wondrous heaven, provocative cunt. But he couldn't see it! Damn! He wanted to see it. He had seen cunts in magazines but never in person.

"Can I?" he began and stopped embarrassed.
"Can what?" Trudy smiled at his embarrassed awkwardness.
Ben screwed up his courage. "Can I look at it?" he blurted, and nodded his head toward her clitty.
Trudy felt like laughing, but she didn't. She was having a good time. She was enjoying herself. These boys were babes in the woods and their awkwardness, their embarrassment, the unholy raw desire that was on their faces bathed Trudy in a warm motherish glow. She was appreciated, she was wanted. Her every action, was doing them a favor and she liked that. "Of course," she said and splayed her legs.
Even though Ben wanted in her so bad he could hardly stand it, still, he wanted to see. He pushed back and stared down at the pouting, damp, opened ever-so-slightly tiny honey pot.
"Golly!" he said.
Trudy wasn't going to do it to Ben, but his open amazement at her charms twinged a strange sadistic urge in her belly. Almost without thinking she reached down and cupped the back of Ben's head and pulled his face toward her suddenly wanting fuck-crevice.
"Lick it, Ben," she cooed, "taste it, it's good." She hunched her sparkling radiating burrow toward his face.
Ben moved as if hypnotized. He didn't want to do such a thing. She pee-peed out of it. But as the mysterious wondrous delight came closer and he could feel its beckoning scorching heat and smell its lust fragrance, he automatically opened his mouth and gulped the treasured ravine.
Oh shit! fuck! He forgot he wanted to fuck it. He forgot it was a pee hole. All that mattered was that the super soft, warm slippery wetness with its slightly chloride salty taste was causing shimmering, delightful, odd sensations from his mouth throughout his entire body.
He burrowed his nose, lips, and tongue, in the glowing goodness and rolled the unparalleled erogenousness over his lips, cheeks, and chin.
"Oohhh!" Trudy moaned and drove his face into her flaming, craving cunt. "Ooohhh sshhiitt, Beeeennnnn!"
Trudy hadn't expected to cum so quickly. But the inexperienced boy was frantically flailing his lips and tongue in her suddenly aroused, churning twat. He didn't know what he was doing, but every now and then his fervent tongue flip-touched her ardent volatile clitoris and scintillating shivers of pure ecstatic bliss vibrated throughout her body.
"Oh fuck my cunt," she cried. "Use your lips! Use your lips! Get a hold of my clitoris." She tried to twist and turn his groping mouth so his lips would grab and hold her craving clitty, but he didn't seem to know what she was talking about:
When his searching lips did flounder on her erect, raving clitty, Trudy held his head and screamed, "There! Don't let loose! Suck it. Suck it! Ooooohhhh ffuuucccckkkkk!" And the enchanting, erogenous ecstasy exploded in her gluttonous groin and spewed relieved love-juice out of her ravenous fuck-cave.
Ben didn't know what was happening. His balls were rumbling and thrashing. His cock had strained to an iron bar and was pulsating with glorious, majestic, sensuous expectation. The quivering, captivating cunt, ricocheting against his mouth and face, was filling his being with an insatiable desire for more.
His hand had searched upward and buried itself in one velutinous, scorching, super soft breast. She was bumping and grinding her slobbering, torrid cunt against his face, pulling on his head for him to get in deeper and screaming some unintelligible words of need and desire. Her final buck-thrust and her enchanting cavern filling to overflowing was the trigger for his explosion. His waving, hurting cock jerked in ecstatic surrender and cum-shot his load to the world. The pressure left the back of his head. Ben rolled away from the gushing crater and lay panting on his back.
"Shit," Roy sneered, "you didn't get to fuck her either."
Now that Trudy had been brought to a cunt eating orgasm, she no longer wanted to tease and torment the boys. Their cocks weren't much compared to Chuck's, or Tom's or Mr. Lamb's enormous prongs, but they would have to do. She had to have relief from her awakened personal monster.
"You ready?" She looked over to Roy.
His eyes widened in surprise and a smile split his face. "Hell, yes!" He leaped over Ben and positioned himself between Trudy's silken thighs, his smallish cock hard and upraised. "How do I put it in?" He was trying to see where to stick it yet he didn't want to leave her warm, perspiration-covered body.
"I'll do it." Trudy drew his head upwards and offered one fine, but tumultuous tit for his mouth. "You suck."
Roy mouthed the lustrous hillock and allowed her to centre his impatient cock.
Trudy ran his throbbing wee prick up and down her drooling, wanting burrow, then placed it dead centre. "Push!" she breathed.
"All right!"

Trudy felt his iron-hard, singeing tool slide into her slippery ardent channel.
"Wwwooowwww!" Roy quivered and began driving his lithe hips in and out of her at a frenzied pace.
"Ho!" Trudy gripped his shoulders, stopping him. "Take it easy."
"What's wrong?" he asked huskily, his face pushed.
"Nothing," Trudy smiled. "Just go slow. It's better."
"Yeah, OK!" He grinned, gulped in the sugar tit again and resumed stroking it in and out slowly and steadily.
Trudy liked it. She wriggled her pleasure-giving cunt around his plunges.
"Oh yeeeaaahhhh!" he moaned from around her hardened breast nipple. "Oohh that's gggooooooddd!"
"Ummmm hummm," Trudy sighed and it was. His cock was little, but it.didn't seem to make any difference. His hard horn was ramming in and out of her oozing pussy. It was rubbing and sawing her cunt tube labyrinth, brushing against her ravenous clitty and generating delicious sparks of glorious carnal lust to cascade throughout her body. "Ohhh it's goood. It's so goooooddd!" Her arms went to his head and she mashed his tantalizing mouth into her fervent breast for more.
Roy chuckled inwardly. He was finally fucking and it was like nothing he had ever known. He drove his raging cock in and out of Trudy's salacious, bumping, swirling, boiling pussy and felt the exquisite, rapturous fuck-cum intensify.
Trudy was going to cum. Roy's stupid little cock was driving her pussy wild. She needed an inch more. A half inch more. She raised her legs and looped them around his waist and pressed her gluttonous torrid furnace into his pelvis for more. "Harder," she panted, "faster. Faster!" Roy responded with wild. frenzied bucks and plunges. His wee cock sawed against the tip of her clitty, and flung her up the stairway to orgasm heaven.
She dug her fingernails into Roy's skinny back as she worked her wild cunt fiercely against him. She panted, she gasped. Suddenly she squealed, and all the anticipated bottled-up tension flowed from her as she bumped her fervent pussy through an exquisite convulsing climax.
Roy removed his mouth from her breast in a crazed cry. "AAAHHEEI!" His wee cock thundered and belched out boiling jism.
Trudy allowed him to lie on her until his prick was drained and softened. Then she rubbed his head. "All right, Roy, you can get off now. You're a man!"
Roy grinned, then sighed. "Lord, I don't want to. God, I've never felt anything so good." But he did crawl off. Ben was waiting.
"My turn." He didn't order,.he was beg-asking. Trudy understood.
"Of course." She held out her arms. "Come on, tiger!"
Ben wanted to fuck, yet was fearful, hesitant. He knew that something wonderful happened when you put your dick in a woman, but he didn't know what. He crawled between the ungodly hot legs of Trudy and, learning from Roy's mistakes, waited for her to put his cock in. Oh Lord! What would it feel like?
Trudy could feel his tall, skinny nervousness and deliberately rubbed her warm gentle hand down his belly on the way to his prick.
"Ohhh!" He sucked in his belly and began to tremble. Damn, but he was embarrassed. God damn. He was going to cum. Oh Lord, no. No! Her fiery soft fingers brushed his cock and pointed his volcanic prick to her raging furnace. If he only, if he could only hold back? He held his breath and forced down on his bladder muscles as if he were going to pee. The excited, tumultuous, cum-feeling retreated slightly. Then his supersensitive flagellum was at the portal of her glowing pussy, and she said, "Push, Ben! Push gently."
He eased his cock into the most mind-boggling, super hot, slippery, velvet soft, clinging and grabbing cunt he had ever known. The deeper he slid into the submissive yet cuddling, raging luxurious canal, the greater the sparkling, shining, salacious, ecstatically wonderful feeling. Her gentle sizzling pussy muscles seemed to enter and swell his cock and force the most ravenous, delicious, majestic feeling he had ever felt out of his cock, his balls and into his body, his blood, and his brain.
Ben couldn't stand such unholy bliss. He knew he would never get to stroke the precious hole, but he didn't care. He was going to cum, and he didn't care. When his pelvis mashed into her warm, wet quim, his balls, his cock, his very being exploded in one huge unbearable rapturous fuck-insanity that disintegrated his reason and floundered his body in twitching, belching, cum-jism bolts. "Ooooohhhhh ggaaaawwwwddddd!" he called and quivered as the hurt-bliss jism droplets spurted from his cock and filled her bewitching chalice.
Trudy understood. She didn't like it, but she understood. His cock and jism felt good in her and she wanted more, but what could she do? Ben's entry had been just enough to warm up her eager pussy and stir her personal monster. Still, what could she do?
As with Roy, she allowed him to gasp and pant on her perspiring body and waited until his jerking prick stilled and ran dry, then she kissed his cheek. "That was wonderful, Ben. You're now a man too. Let me up."
Trudy didn't give them any clothes, she felt she had given enough. She showered and rested until it was time to start dinner for Hank. By the time he walked in the door, she was ready. In fact, she was more than ready, she was horny as hell!

Chapter 10

Hank just couldn't get his prick hard. He knew Trudy wanted to be fucked, but Mrs. Bell had blown and sucked his cock until he thought his nuts would break loose and come out the head of his hammer. Of course, he couldn't tell her that. "No, honey," he begged off, "I just don't feel good. I think I'm coming down with something." Then to cement the idea he took two aspirins and lay on the couch all evening sipping fruit juices.
Trudy was agitated and a bit angry with Hank at first. But when he didn't finish his, supper and indeed did look worn out and not up to par, her mother instinct took over and she fussed and waited on him the rest of the evening. The next morning was different. Hank had a piss hard-on and she couldn't resist his stiff, ivory shaft with the purplish glowing knob that rose from his pubic hairs like some magic enchanting wand. She didn't wake him but straddled his sleeping body instead.
Lord, she was hungry for a decent-sized prick in her. The two boys of yesterday had given her pleasure. They had done what the old saying said, they had tickled her, but now she wanted some clubbing. She had even dreamed of it all night.
She was fucked all last night with an enormous cock that first belonged to Mr. Lamb, then her brother Tom, then Chuck. Then the massive sceptre would change into a searing, tongue lance and Mrs. Lamb would be driving her insane with lapping and licking, sucking and fucking her gluttonous quim. The dream was so real that she had woken up in a nervous, excited sweat with an aching, yearning, deep womb need and her body covered with perspiration. That's when she had noticed Hank's upright, slightly pulsating cannon and, realized that her pussy was sloppy slick with dream orgasms.
Trudy was careful not to touch Hank's body. She didn't want him to know he was going to fuck her until she had his erect, stiff, pleasure piston in her aroused, churning cavern. She centered her oozing, hot, wanting cooze over Hank's stiff pole and gently parted her eager, cum-slick vulvas so his beautiful tool would slide effortlessly into her craving ravine. When she had it just right, she lowered her trembling hungry cunt-throat onto his suddenly alive prong and allowed the erogenous, ecstatic goodness to radiate throughout her warm body as her snake swallowing, fiery pussy engulfed the sensuous mast.
Hank had been dreaming something, he didn't know what. But when the scorching, slippery, squeezing softness of Trudy's cunt swallowed his prick, his eyes popped open from the luxurious, sensuous preciousness. Oh Lord, what a way to be awakened. His beautiful, young, vibrant wife of two weeks was on top of him and dangling her voluptuous, eager mounds of mammary lusciousness before his eyes as she gently rolled and ground her super soft cum-wet cunt over his pelvis and hugged and squeezed his volatile prick in the depths of her velvety burrow.
After yesterday, Hank thought that he would never fuck again. Mrs. Bell had drained him, but now all the springs and juices of youth were centred in his prick and he loved the intoxicating elegant exercise. "Oh baby!" He moaned. He reached up and gripped her velvet, pudding-like mounds of trembling, vibrant womanhood. "Do it, honey! Fuck me good!"
Trudy was caught up in the intense, insistent, lascivious exaltation of his captivating cock. She rolled her wee, churning cunt-sleeve around, on, in, about his swelling hot poker and felt the tingles and gleaming spurts of carnal desire as his hard singeing sceptre moved and rubbed the innermost spots of her pussy. Oh God, if she could only get more of his teasing morsel into her. His erotic prong was shooting electric bolts of bliss and captivating delight throughout her in warm cascading currents, but the release she craved, the release she had to have, still hovered just beyond his magic horn. "Suck my tits," she panted. "Bite them, bite them!" Maybe that would help, God knew, she needed something more.
Hank eagerly raised his head and captured one of her erect, elastic, fervent breast nodes and bit and chewed gently on the succulent morsel. With his throbbing, frenzied, glowing phallus in her grasping, slobbering chute and his mouth and hands full of creamy, satin-soft, yielding, raging breast the captivating, surrendering, elegant feeling of impending climax was upon him. He was going to cum! He was going to shoot his thunderous load of ecstasy into her clutching, squeezing cunt-hole and blow her insides apart. He felt the tremendous, mind-blowing excited jism leave his nuts with soul wrenching bliss and rupture and break through his prostrate sphincter. "Oohhhhggaawwwwdddd!" He rammed his pelvis upwards to get every bit of his roaring, swollen, spitting prick into her salacious, heavenly hot hole. "Oohhhhh sshhittttt!" and his cock belched and spit its carnal insanity into her satin, engulfing cave.
Trudy hadn't been ready for his orgasm. She was three miles away from cumming and not gaining an inch. But when his gratifying cannon jerked and spit the boiling hot jism into her starving slot, a cascade of mini-orgasms trembled her body and jangled her brain. It was good, God knows it was good, but it left her unsatisfied and slightly ticked off. "You didn't warn me," she panted. "I� I�" She was going to say, "I wasn't ready," but realized at the last moment what damage that would do to his ego. "I loved it!" she said and allowed his prick to spit and drain itself in her now more-than-ever needing cunt. When his breath became normal again, she rolled off of her husband and hurried to the shower.
She needed to regain her wits. She loved Hank, she couldn't hurt him deliberately. She turned on the cold water and froze until her mind cleared. Then like a dutiful wife, she made his breakfast and sent him off to work with a kiss.
It wasn't until ten o'clock when she glanced out her kitchen window and saw Mr. Lamb that her womb spasmed up. Oh, it would be so nice to wrap her aching legs around his tired old bobbling ass and feel his enormous monster ripping and tearing her womb to shreds. But there was Mrs. Lamb! She didn't want anymore of that. It had been heavenly while it had lasted, but like Chinese food, it didn't stay with her. Surely there was a way she could get him alone? But how? How?
The old man messed around his roses, then went back into his house. Shit. Double shit! She should have said something. Then she remembered the phone. Yes, the phone! She would call, and if Mrs. Lamb answered, she would hang up. It was so simple. Trudy got out the phone book and looked up their number. It rang three times before his voice said, "Hello?"
"It's me!" Trudy kept her voice low. "Is your wife around where she can hear?"
"Who's me?" He seemed agitated.
"Trudy! The girl next door. Remember the other day?"

"Awwww yes," he said. "Trudy you say. That's a nice name."
"Shusssh," Trudy giggled, "not so loud. Can Mrs. Lamb hear us?"
"Not unless she's got ears like a radio. She went to her weekly sewing session. Or at least, that's what she-likes me to believe. But it's to meet with another woman� if you know what I mean?"
Trudy's heart jumped. She wasn't there! Oh thank God. "Great!" Trudy fairly bubbled. "Then can you� I mean, will you come over? I think I can use your services. If you know what I mean?"
Mr. Lamb chuckled this time. "Ah you lovely young baby. I do indeed. But Mrs. Lamb calls sometimes just to check on me. My heart, you know. Why don't you come over here? I think you'll like it better. Anyway, I have a surprise for you."
"Surprise for me?" Trudy was pleased, "What?"
"Oh you'll see," Mr. Lamb said. "Come on over, little darling," and he hung up.
Trudy set down the phone; her heart was thumping in her chest. Her pulse had quickened and she felt flushed. She was going to be thoroughly cleaned out, fucked again. Oh my! Oh my! She could hardly wait. However, as she walked to Mr. Lamb's house next door, the awful puritan voice once more shrieked in her brain. "Are you insane? Why are you doing this to your husband? You can't be so desperate for a man to actually chase an old man with a heart problem? Go back. Where is your self-respect?"
Trudy shook her head to stop the shaming thoughts and deliberately cast them aside. She was her mother's daughter, no more, no less. And she wasn't denying her husband anything. She was willing to give him all the loving he wanted. In fact, if anyone was delinquent in this marriage, it was Hank. So, rather than hurting her marriage, she was keeping it together with these innocent, occasional visits to her brother, or Chuck, or, in this case, Mr. Lamb. She bounced up the stairs and rang his doorbell. He opened it immediately.
"Aw," his eyes fairly danced when he saw her, "come in, my lovely. Come in."
Trudy didn't quite know what to do when he closed the door. He didn't say, "this way," or "the bedroom is upstairs," or hug her, or a damn thing but drool from his smiling mouth. She took the bull by its horns. "Well," she said, "where do we do it?"
"Ah good," he nodded. "You have come for loving. I wasn't quite sure."
"Oh," Trudy was delighted at his reaction, "why not sure?"
"Well," he took her by the arm and started walking her down the hallway. "You've got to believe that you're a miracle sent to an old man. I've never in my life been propositioned before, leastwise by such a young beautiful girl. It's just hard for me to believe it in my dottering old age." He opened a doorway to steps leading to the cellar. Trudy followed him below.
Trudy was flabbergasted at the luxury of the cellar. A thick red pile carpet covered the floor. The walls and ceiling were all mirrors with indirect lighting glowing a soft sheen by way of neon lights between the ceiling and walls. The bed was a huge circular marshmallow covered with satin sheets and strips of corded rayon drifting up the sides and lying on the bed. There was a female washbasin in one corner for douching, and electric outlets were scattered about the room. "My goodness!" Trudy was impressed. "Is this my surprise?"
"like it, cutey?" Mr. Lamb chuckled. "Used to be a bomb shelter. Mrs. Lamb had me convert it when I was still in my prime. And no, the surprise comes later."
"You're not in your prime?" Trudy grinned teasingly at him.
"Not until you came along, I wasn't. Well." He started to undress. "Let's get to it."

Trudy took off her sweater and bra, kicked off her sandals and slacks and jumped on the water bed! "Oh wow!" Her eyes danced as the soothing water sloshed and rocked her tiny frame. "I've never been on a water bed before."
"like it, do you?" Mr. Lamb pulled off his pants and bared his sensational, enormously long, thick, but soft hanging prick to her gaze.
"Oh yes!" Trudy said, but seeing his limp prick she was confused. "It isn't hard. What's the matter?"
"Nothing to fret about, my dear." Mr. Lamb moved to the bed and instructed her. "Just lie flat with your head just over the edge of the bed here." As Trudy complied, he continued, "Since Mrs. Lamb caught you and me the other day, she has been blowing on my prick every time it even looks like it might get hard. Jealousy, I guess. Now stretch your hands over here so I can put these silk bands on them."
Trudy watched him tie her wrist with the soft yet very strong cord. What in the world was going on? Why was he doing this? She knew this nice old man wouldn't hurt her and she desperately needed the relief that only his long, immense prick could give, still�"What are you doing?" she asked.
"The other hand," he said and when she gave it to him, he wrapped and bound the wrist rapidly before answering her. "There!" His voice had changed from that of a nice old man to a triumphant sneer. "Gotcha!"
With the tone of voice, Trudy experienced a cold, shivering chill wash over her body. "What?" came out of her confused mouth and she began to struggle against the rayon cords. It was like pulling against steel bands. "What are you going to do? Why am I tied? Aren't we going to� to?" She couldn't say it now.
Mr. Lamb chuckled wickedly again. "Yes, we are," he said and moved to a comer cabinet while taking and removed a fourto five-inch dildo affair that had a cord attached to it. "But some of you gals don't like it at first. Sooo," he held up the small imitation phallus, "I have to persuade you. You'll love it." He chuckled again. "In fact, you'll beg for it."
Trudy wasn't frightened anymore. She was scared to death! Mr. Lamb talked and looked crazy. Whatever had happened to the nice old man of two days ago? And why was he doing this? She was willing to be fucked. She wasn't fighting him. "Wait!" she said, "don't hurt me. I'll do what you want. I called you, remember? Release me; I'll do what you want."
"Oh, I know you will." Mr. Lamb plunged the dildo into a jar of vasoline, then knelt down by her now cold, dry cunt. "Open your legs."
Trudy clamped her legs shut. The size of the thing couldn't hurt her, but she didn't know why it had a cord. "No," she said, "don't."
Mr. Lamb laughed and pushed the greased miniature pole down her mons veneris to the lips of her terrified pussy, then aimed it in her.
Trudy felt the solid pressure and knew if she didn't open her legs and allow the entry that the stiff, hard-rubber thing could injure her delicate quim. She splayed her legs and accepted the cool foreign object. Mr. Lamb poked it all the way inside of her, but there was no pleasure in the feeling, only terror.
"No!" she cried, "please don't! Take it out. I'll do what you want. Honest! Take it out."
"All right, we'll see." Mr. Lamb moved around to her head and dangled his enormous, soft prick just over her face. "I won't turn it on. I'll give you a chance." He lifted his colossal appendage and dropped the massive sponge-rubber head on her lips. "Swallow it!"
"Swallow it! But that's impossible! I'd choke. Besides it's too big. I could never."
"See. That's what I mean." Mr. Lamb's voice was calm. "You women are all alike. Maude thought the same thing until I rigged up my little invention. But over the years she got to enjoy the tickler more than she liked my prick. She's not a lesbian by choice, you know. I was always too big to fuck her, but she enjoyed swallowing my prick and getting the tickler until I went soft five or six years ago. Then she turned to girls. You know, you're the first woman to harden me up in years. I feel like a lad again."
"Then let me up. I'll do it again. But I can't swallow you. It would kill me."

"No!" Mr. Lamb flopped his limp prick. "See, take a deep breath, swallow my prick and when I pull it out you exhale and take another breath. It's easy once you get the hang of it." He laid the massive head on her lips again. "Go ahead and try." But Trudy wouldn't.
She squeezed her lips shut and shook her head.
"All right," he said, and reached down and plugged the dildo into the side of the bed. Immediately and simultaneously salacious, soaring, continuous, unbearable electric seizures of excruciating ecstasy-pain consumed her body. Her mind and body were centred in a maelstrom of ungodly, lascivious ravenous lust Her breasts swelled as if pumped with sensuous air, her nipples sprang upright and quivered in raging gluttonous delight Her stomach, groin, and pelvic muscles were flung and twisted in unholy ecstatic excitement. Her tiny frame writhed and squirmed. Her mouth gaped in unexplored, unparalleled passion.
"AAAHHHEERRRRR! AAAHHHERRRRR!" tore from her throat as the tentacles of tumultuous, glistening, wanton vibration cascaded and paralysed her nervous system. Every pore, every nerve in her body was alive, vibrant, and torturous with agonizing, churning pleasure.
The ropes held Trudy's thrashing, spasming body in place as her pelvis twisted and squirmed in provoked, sensuous animation. Her deep pussy labyrinth muscles were convulsing and sucking the horrible, bewitching, hateful, marvelous dildo further into her rejecting, craving, cuddlesome cunt.
The lascivious, salacious intoxication permeated her body and soul as the erogenous storm built and grew stronger.
"I can't stand it!" she managed to scream out. "Stop it." Yet her pelvis and pussy bumped and thrust at the air as if an invisible prick were fucking her into an insane puddle of exquisite cum.
"You'll swallow my cock, then?" Mr. Lamb's voice came into her luxurious, tremendous, heaven-hell.
"Yesssss!" she yelled. "Yyesssss! Stop it! Stop it! Please!" And just as suddenly the awful, delightful, rapturous-agony ceased.
"Then have at it."
Trudy felt the massive warm cock head at her lips and gulped its spongy delight eagerly.
"Take a deep breath first," Mr. Lamb cautioned. Trudy did, then began sucking the huge, warm, male musk fragrant cock into her greedy mouth. Oh God, but she did want to swallow it.
The horrible, excruciatingly rapturous-agony had triggered her womb into spasms of cum explosions that continued with the entrance of his marvelous, masculine, delicious prick. She felt the massive hot marshmallow poke at her throat and she swallowed hastily while stuffing more of the luscious, erotic spigot down her craving throat.
It was an effort, but her throat muscles got the spongy, precious mass past her pharynx and into her oesophagus, then she needed a breath. She hummed her need and pressed against his searing belly. Mr. Lamb understood and withdrew his beginning to stiffen and widen and lengthen prick. Trudy exhaled and gulped another deep breath, then grabbing with her lips, drove his delicious pole down her throat.
Mr. Lamb was hardening up. Oh God, could this little girl suck a cock! The only time he had been hard in five years had been when he fucked her the other day; now she was stiffening his prick again. He grabbed her under the armpits and pulled.her to him until her head hung off the bed and he had a straight fuck-shot directly down her glutinous, satin-soft, hot throat. He bottomed his cock out by grinding his pubic hairs into her salivating searing lips, then withdrew for her to take a breath while he kneeled and mashed on her straining, voluptuous tits.
Oh Lord! His heart was thumping in his chest and the faint signs of a heart attack were beginning to ache in his chest, but he didn't care. He withdrew, allowed her to exhale, inhale, then roared his semi-hard prick back into the insane, insistent, ecstatic goodness. He was going to cum. God almighty! He was going to cum!
Trudy felt his prick fattening and lengthening, but she didn't care. She could also feel the rumblings of delicious, chloride cum as the old man's balls thumped and banged against her eyes. She wanted to be a part of his joy. She didn't want to be left alone. When his monstrous hammer retreated for her to exhale and take another breath, she knew the moment was at hand. "Plug in the thing!" she panted, "plug in the fucking thing." She took her breath, and waited until he bent down for the plug, then opened her throat and swallowed at the same time the unholy, salacious conflagration began in her cum oozing cunt.
Somewhere within the rapturous agony of orgasm-heaven Trudy perceived the old man's cock was jerking and spitting out gobs of boiling hot jism directly into her stomach. She couldn't taste the goodness, but it didn't matter. The passion storm of rapturous ecstasy that she was in was enough.
Pinwheels of surrendering, ungodly, lascivious enchantment engulfed her body. She couldn't breathe but didn't care. Her womb was in a cum frenzy and her sugar-cavern was gushing out pulsating streams of love's reward. She knew she should push on Mr. Lamb's belly and take a breath but the heavenly insatiable captivating glow would not allow her to move. The last she remembered was Mr. Lamb grabbing his chest and crying out, "My heart! My heart!" Then she blacked out.

Chapter 11

Trudy wasn't in the mood for screwing. She allowed Hank to nuzzle her neck and rub his warm hands over her belly, then she stopped him. "Don't, honey. I don't feel like it tonight."
"You don't?" Hank's voice held surprise. "Why? What's wrong?" "Oh," Trudy wasn't going to tell him, but she felt guilty and partly responsible, "The old man next door had a heart attack today. He's in the hospital and in bad shape, I hear."
"So?" Hank was still baffled. "What's that to us?"
"Well," Trudy had to say it, "I feel partly responsible. You see, I went over to borrow a cup of sugar, and�" She thought fast; she couldn't tell Hank the whole truth. "I was in my halter and hot pants, and when he gave it to me, I� I kissed him thanks and he grabbed his heart and had an attack." Oh Lordie, what a story, but it was the best she could do.
Hank chuckled. "So you think you gave him the attack, huh?"
"Well, yes! Maybe if I hadn't kissed him�? "
"Oh bologna." Hank buried his nose in her soft, female scented neck again. "He's an old man. If it's his time to go, it's his time to go. Your kissing him had nothing to do with it. Besides, he let you, didn't he?"
"Yes," Trudy said, and it all came clear. Why the hell was she punishing herself? Mr. Lamb had tied her down. It had been his idea for her to blow him. Hank was right, she had nothing to do with his attack. The gloom she had felt ever since she had called the ambulance and watched them carry the old man away disappeared. Shit! If she should be sorry for anyone, it should be herself. That lousy old man's huge prick had damn near dislocated her jaw.
She felt Hank's soft warm lips gently kissing her neck, then was shaken when his dainty, glowing tongue touched and tingled the flesh just under her left ear. "Ummmm!" She wiggled from the sensual pleasure. "You shouldn't ought to do that, Mister!" she cooed. "You're liable to be raped."
Hank had his passionate wife again and knew it. Every damn woman he had ever dated and fucked had one or two erogenous spots on her body that, when found, turned her into a wanton fuck machine. One of Trudy's was just below her ear and the ear lobe. He nuzzled upwards and sucked in the delicate tiny lobe and lip-pressed while exploring her magnificent body with his left hand.

Her response was immediate and lascivious. She moaned and wiggled her voluptuous, intense, gratifying globes of womanhood and writhed her aroused, captivating, salacious body to his touch. Her quick, wanton, craving, erotic response to his efforts would never cease to amaze and pleasure him.
Hank knew she was a dormant smoldering volcano of passionate female from the first time he kissed her back in high school. He met Trudy during a debate and dated her six times before she allowed him to even kiss her. But that started it. At the first touch of his lips to her moist, hot, inner trembling, unbearably soft lips, he knew she was something special. Although she wouldn't allow him to hug her, he could feel the tremendous, sensual pleasures her body had to offer, rumbling and churning within her magnificent body.
They went together two years until they married four weeks ago and in all that time he had never touched her breast or leg or even French-kissed her. But the wait was well worth it. Now, not only did he possess the most luscious,, desirable, best built female in the whole high school, but was further blessed with the most passionate one he had ever known. Of course, that was what had caused him trouble on their honeymoon.
Trudy was such a beautiful, erogenous, sensual female that he shot his wad before he even got all the way into her super-soft, hot, slick cunt. Thank God for Grace, Trudy's mother! Now he could control himself for an hour if need be. He gripped one of her velutinous, sensuous, radiating, trembling breasts and squeezed down so hard the nipple stood erect like a wee phallus. He dipped it in his mouth and sucked while his wife went slightly crazy.
Trudy had forgotten Mr. Lamb, her aching jaw, the bedroom, and the whole damn world. All she knew was that with Hank's scintillating, searing lips on her quivering, ardent breast, and his warm, hard hand sliding down her perspiring, glistening, carnal craving body that she needed to be fucked.
She splayed her heated, desirous thighs and offered her drooling, volatile, provocative pussy for his sensuous, ecstasy-giving finger. "Oohhhh," she moaned and mini-came when his digit scurried into her fuck-cave and dawdled delicious, enchanting, luminous circles of lustful harvest from her insatiable, heated hole.
"Fuck me," she panted. "Do it, darling, do it!"
But Hank had other ideas. He had never eaten a pussy in his life, but now was as good an opportunity as any. He concentrated his twirling, rubbing finger to build and spark "Ohhh's" and "Awww's" from his excited wife's pussy as he let loose of her hardened tit node and began kissing and burying his nose in her velutinous, hot, salty tasting, perfumed belly.
She loved it. Oh Lordie, did she ever love it! Hank felt her tipping and straining her satin soft, cum-slick scorching burrow upward for more of his finger or� to reach his nibbling mouth. He licked and mouthed her velvet belly skin and could feel her straining stomach muscles quivering and twitching in anticipation. He licked lower and gulped a mouthful of hot, wet, female musk-flavored mons veneris hair and gummed the mass upwards until Trudy cried out and bucked her wee ardent ass as if fucking a ghost. Hank released the pubic hairs and gingerly tested her heat-radiating slit.
"Oh Goddd!" His wife jerked and spasmed into his face, and before he quite knew what had happened, his mouth, his tongue, his lips were embedded in her fiery, slippery, luxuriously satin soft chloride-tasting cunt. He loved it. He loved it! He opened his mouth and lanced his tongue over, around, in and out and on her raging, bucking, salaciously tasting fuck chalice.
Trudy was in an incandescent, lustful, enchanting fuck-frenzy. Hank's resilient, searing tongue was sparking electric currents of captivating, glistening, glorious orgasm to cascade throughout her body. His long lapping strokes twisted her body in craving desire and when his singeing, alive tongue flip-touched her excited, intense clitoris, succulent, lascivious, tremendous bolts of voluptuous ecstasy spasmed and ricocheted throughout her body and jellied her brain. "Oh eat me!" She writhed and moaned from the exquisite bliss. "Bite my cunt, honey! Eat me, darling! Suck my womb right out and chew it up! Oohhh, fuck me! FUCK MEEEE!"
Hank's prick was throbbing and swelling with shimmering, lustful hunger. His balls were vibrating and roaring with raging jism that needed release. He was going to reach down and jack himself off for the rapturous joy of cumming, then caught himself. To hell with fucking the world! He remembered the joy of Mrs. Bell. He removed his mouth from her raging ravine. "On your hands and knees," he said and strained to restrain his volatile prick.

"What?" Trudy was still caught up in the carnal conflagration of orgasmic splendour. She wanted him to continue his luscious, erotic, luxurious lapping, yet needed the feel and power of a stiff, hot hammer rammed in her salivating, glutinous hole. "Your hands and knees," Hank repeated, "get on them. I'm going to fuck you dog style."
Trudy didn't know what the hell dog style was, but if it would get a prick stuck in her, she was willing. She hurriedly scampered to the position and waited.
The interruption and conversation had stilled Hank's impending orgasm. He felt one drop of ecstatic goodness leak from his cock-knob, then the tumultuous, insistent explosion subsided into a glittering glow of sensuous pleasure. He mounted behind Trudy's soft, perspiration wet, quivering ass hillocks and easied his rock-hard spigot into her clutching cunt.
"Ohhhfuuckkk," he moaned as her boiling hot, slippery fuck-canal grabbed and massaged, squeezed and accepted his glowing, staunch pole. When he was bottomed out in the heavenly hole, he reached under Trudy and grabbed handfuls of resilient, radiating, pudding-sweet, quivering breasts and mashed and rolled the alive, sensuous globes. "Oh yes," he moaned again, then began the long, slow, luxuriously erotic strokes of fucking his prick in and out of her torrid, drooling cavern.
It was good for Trudy. Lord knows it was good. But it wasn't quite enough. While luminous, lustful, magnificent slivers of sensuous delight were splattering and cascading throughout her pelvis and belly area, her innards were crying and craving abuse. Oh damn her terrible womb need! Why wasn't she like other women? But again, maybe she was?
Her mother had enjoyed Hank's prick. Grace had fucked Hank all the time she had been screwing her brother, Tom. And just before Tom had set his magnificent tool in her hand, Grace was enjoying herself. So why wasn't she satisfied with the seven or so inches of insistent, ramming, hot gristle that was now sawing in and out of her oozing, milking pussy and ricocheting such delightful, delicious, churning lusciousness in her cavern? She was, damn it. She was. She moaned and wiggled her torrid ass backward each time Hank rammed and ground his salacious, titillating mast to her quim, then rolled and rubbed to make his embedded tool twirl and touch, to pock and stretch her inner gluttonous muscles. "Oh deeper," oozed from her panting mouth. "Deeper!"
Hank was frustrated. He was buried balls-deep in his wife's precious, sucking, twitching fiery hole, yet she was begging for more. Shit! He didn't have any more. Then he remembered. He didn't have any more prick for her cuddlesome, craving crater, but how about her ass-hole?
"You want more, you little devil?" Hank withdrew his cum-slick throbbing cock and centred it directly on her crinkled, puckered, tiny sepia hole. "I'll give you more," and he lunged his prick into her ungodly tight, fervent ass-hole.
"OHH" poured out of Trudy's startled mouth. The initial pain and pleasure had almost paralysed her vocal cords. She hadn't expected his raging rammer to be stuck in her ass-hole. She was startled, then angry because it hurt terribly. "Take it out," she called. "Oh God, take it out! It hurts!"
"Easy, honey!" Hank allowed his prick to soak in the mushy sensuous softness. "You'll like it. Relax, just relax." Then he began to move and stretch her ass-tube by rolling his pelvis around her silken, perspiring ass-mounds.
The first horrible thrust-pain dissolved as Hank nudged and rolled his loins. It wasn't so bad. It reminded her of losing her maidenhead on their honeymoon. His first penetration had been terrible, then, oh yes, then! She bit her lower lip against the hurt, but faint erotic feelings caused her to move her ass counter to Hank's gyrations. Oh my! Oh my! It was an odd sensation.
Hank felt her submissive assistance and became bolder in his actions. He backed his glowing prick out of her clutching hole an inch or two, then eased it back into the delicious luxury. Oh fuck! It was better than fucking. Her tiny, virgin ass-hole was tighter and more grabbing than her salivating pussy. He lengthened his strokes from pelvis to his glans-penis catching on her ass-hole sphincter, then plunged it back in. In and out, back and forth. Oh fuck, but it was feeling good. His balls were coming out of their first cum-rejection and beginning to rumble and thrash about in his scrotum. The unholy, lascivious, ecstatic fever of orgasm was seeping from his nuts, up his sawing in and out, driving hard shaft and spreading the uncontrollable, intense feeling throughout his body. He was going to cum. He was going to shoot off in her velvety, sucking, resilient, gloriously tight ass-hole, and he didn't want to stop it.

Trudy felt Hank's intense, tumultuous, volcanic, impending eruption. His iron-hard prick had swelled and lengthened and was now pistoning in and out of her burning ass-hole with a fever of provocative enjoyment. She wasn't going to cum! She wasn't even close to the soaring, shining, sensuous surrender. But it did feel strangely degrading and ravenously wanton. She wanted the hurting, burning fuck-friction to stop, yet she wanted more of his, prick in her. She wanted him to go faster, or fuck harder or, oh shit, she didn't know what she wanted, but it was an experience to say the least. When Hank's spigot spurted boiling hot jism into her ass canal, delightful waves of elegant preciousness quivered her body and blew enchanting "ohhh's" and "awwww's" from her lips as she backed into his straining cum-jerking cock.
"Oh honey!" Hank spasmed his prick into her scintillating hole for one more last cum spurt of his finished piston, then he lay across her warm, perspiration-damp back and gasped for breath. "Did you like it, honey? Was it good?"
Trudy was going to tell him the truth, but common sense dictated not. "Oh yess!" she lied. "But it did hurt a little� at first that is."
"Yeah," he panted, "sorry. But you did like it?"
Trudy allowed her weight to roll forward and sprawled on her stomach, his softening prick still in her. "Yes," she said, "it was good, but when you recoup, we do it normal, OK?"
"Yeah," Hank agreed, but as drained as he felt at this moment, he wouldn't want any more fucking for a week. He eased his limp prick out of her tight ass-hole, kissed her back, and said, "How about something to eat?"
Trudy's womb was aching for a cock and she hadn't come close to an orgasm. She was frustrated as hell with Hank's love-making and wanted some relief. Of course, she couldn't tell him in so many words, but just to tease him a bit, she rolled on her back, splayed her still fervent thighs and hooked her soft but muscular legs around his neck. She pulled his face an inch or two from her still salivating pussy. "You want to eat something, eat my cunt."
It was the last thing in the world Hank wanted anything to do with. "Oww, later." He tried to back away. "After we eat; let me rest first."
Trudy knew he didn't want to, but damn it, she did! "Kiss it!" she said. "Just one lick and I'll let you go."
Hank thought, oh what the hell. He puckered up and gently kissed her warm, velvet cunt lips, then ran his tongue the length of her scorching, vibrant, cum-salty cunt. When Trudy moaned and wiggled and pressed her lust-musky female cavern against his spearing tongue, a spasm of masculine pride raced through his body. He was pleasing his wife. She really loved his love-making! He did it again and this time ended by flipping her clitoris with his sucking tongue.
"Oh gaawwd!" Trudy convulsed and drew his face into her chloride-seeping musk and pressed for more. That changed everything. Hank forgot he was all fucked out. He forgot he didn't like eating pussy. His efforts were tightening and straining his lovely passionate wife and writhing her body on the bed. He reached up and gripped, mashed, and gouged into her voluptuous, excited, resilient breasts and sucked her luscious, magnificent clitoris into his mouth and gummed the erogenous nipple.
Trudy shot off in rapid, rapturous, staccato bolts of pure heaven. Her womb still craved a spurting cock to wash away the terrible need, but this was the next best thing. Hank's lapping, lip-squeezing, gentle tugging and pulling on her jerking, erogenous clitty was sparking lustful, delicious, carnal electricity throughout her body. She wanted the insane goodness to go on forever, but her clitoris was becoming too tender, too jerky and the precious cum profusion was turning into excruciating pain-rapture. She pushed on his forehead and tried to break his suction grip.
"That's enough!" Her body jerked from the splendid, salacious pain. "Stop! Stop! I can't� I can't stand it!"
Hank released her throbbing clitty and chuckled. "All right, if that made you happy, will you now make me some eggs and coffee?"
Trudy lay back and gasped to catch her breath. It had been wonderful, it had been mind-boggling, but her clitoris just couldn't take any more of it. "Yes," she gasped for breath, "give me a moment." But she wasn't happy. She knew she needed more than that. She needed more cock. More, larger, fatter, harder, womb-shattering prick. She also knew she would never get it from her husband.

Chapter 12

The alarm didn't go off in the morning. By the time Trudy opened an eye and peeked at the clock, it was quarter after seven and unless Hank got going he would be late for work. Trudy was so busy the next twenty-thirty minutes, getting Hank into the shower, making his lunch and whipping him up a quickie breakfast drink that her deep belly agitation didn't return until he pulled out of the driveway and she collapsed over coffee. Then she knew that something just had to be done.
It wasn't that she didn't love Hank, she did. She tingled when she was around him and when he held her, she wished she could just dissolve into his body and become one. But this other thing was different. Ever since Chuck had blown her mind and soared her to the heights of sensual, salacious, rapturous bliss with his thunderous prick, it seemed she had lived with this new demon inside her. She loved Hank, but his cock just wasn't long enough to extinguish the craving fires of carnal passion that smoldered in her womb. Her brother Tom had done it. Oh Lordie, had he ever! And old Mr. Lamb. Trudy moaned and dug her fingers into her belly trying to stop the awful ache that throbbed and ripped in her deep labyrinths. Mr. Lamb had been the best by far. Why, oh why did the old man have to have a heart attack?
"Oh, what's the matter with me?" Trudy spoke out loud to the kitchen walls. "Stop it. You've got to stop it! You can't spend your life lusting after other men when you're a married woman." She jerked her hand away from her paining groin and gulped some coffee. She would just have to live with it! She had to put it out of her mind and be content with Hank's inept, frustrating love-making. Shit! The ringing of the phone jarred her mind off of Hank and her problem. It was her mother.
"Well dear, it's been two days since you called. Are you ready for a sympathetic ear and a soft shoulder to cry on?"
"What? What do you mean?" For some reason Trudy panicked. She didn't want the world to know of her anguish.
"Oh stop," Grace said. "I'm your mother, remember? I know what you're going through. I've been there myself. Now if you want to talk it out, I'll be here all day. Come over. Maybe I can help you."
For some reason, totally un-like herself, Trudy suddenly broke down and bawled like a baby over the phone. "Oh Mother," she wailed, "I'm so unhappy and ashamed."
"I know. dear. I know." Grace commiserated. "Come over for a spell and we'll talk. You have the sickness, honey, and I'm responsible. You inherited it from me. But come over. I've learned to live with it. It can be done. I'll tell you how."
Trudy was at the end of her rope. She could no longer pretend her cravings didn't exist, but she loved Hank and didn't want to lose him. And if her mother had a solution? "In an hour, mother," Trudy said. "I'll fix my face and be over."

"You have three choices, honey." Grace had sat Trudy down on the couch and listened while Trudy poured out her losing fight against infidelity. "First, you can get yourself a dildo and use it when Hank isn't around. Second, you can talk Hank into joining a number of swinging couple sets." Grace smiled. "That shouldn't be too hard. He didn't fight when you brought him to me. Or three, you can do neither, and quietly, but surely go insane. It's up to you.
"Mother!" Trudy was shocked. "I thought you were going to help me? Not� not?"
Grace was shaking her head. "That's it, dear. There isn't a fourth. You're a nympho just like me. You must have sexual satisfaction or believe me, you will do something crazy."
Another shocking thought entered Trudy's mind, "Then, you've been doing this to daddy all along?"
Grace grinned. "All along. But, with his consent and full cooperation, I might add. He loves strange pussy as much as I need different cock. It's worked out. We're happy."
Trudy's mind was in a whirl. So many revelations had assaulted her in such a short time. "Then," she tried to sort out what her mother was telling her. "Then you and daddy joined a swinging couples set?"
"It's called swapping." Grace still smiled. "Yes, that and other things."
"Other things?"
"I also use a dildo when your father is tired or sick or if the swapping doesn't turn out as well as I want."
"Dildo?" That was the second time her mother had used the expression. "What's a dildo?"
"You've never seen one?" Grace was amused. "Oh, dear child. It's the spinster's delight. Mine is upstairs. Come on, I'll show you."

Trudy followed her mother upstairs to the bathroom. It was in the bottom drawer along with her douche bag. Grace removed the twelveto fourteen-inch imitation cock and handed it to Trudy. "Isn't it a beauty? Your daddy gave it to me on our twentieth anniversary. Up until then I was using a crude old child's rubber baseball bat."
Trudy handled the surprisingly light, hollow, but thick as her arm, sponge-rubber soft phallus.
"It's made of plastic," Grace said and bent it in Trudy's hands. "It's stout enough to stretch your vagina without collapsing. Yet it is soft enough not to injure a woman. I love it."
Trudy was breathing faster and felt a love droplet ooze from her palpitating pussy. Good God, but it did strange things to her emotions. She wiggled slightly to rub her suddenly itching cunt lips while the blood pounded in her temples. "You� you just put it in you?" she asked.
"Vasoline first." Grace was grinning. "Ease it in as far as you can stand and pump away. Do you want me to leave you alone with it for a while?"
Strangely, Trudy wasn't the slightest bit embarrassed. "What's that?" She pointed to another dildo contraption in the bottom drawer.
"This?" Her mother pulled it out. It was another dildo just like the one Trudy held, only it had a half cup affair on the opposite side of the glans penis and straps attached. "Another gift from you father, to be used by the girls in my bridge club." Grace laughed again. "He. knows we don't play bridge."
Trudy frowned, she surely didn't understand Grace saw her question. "One woman straps this one on and gets on top and does the screwing. I you're being screwed and close your eyes you don' know the difference. A hot body is on you pumpin! and straining. So it's a woman! What's the difference? See this little hook affair in the cup?" Grace pointed out the semi-soft inch-long plastic. "Every time the woman on top pushes down, that little peter rubs her clitoris; when she withdraws the dildo, it rubs again. Both enjoy themselves. It' something else." Grace tossed it back into the drawer. "Well, there're your three choices, dear Dildo, swapping, or go nuts. What's it going to be?'
Trudy couldn't pull her eyes off the dildo contraption in the drawer nor blot out what her mother had said. "One woman straps it on and does the screwing, you close your eyes, and it's a hot body what's the difference?" Hell! There had to be world of difference! Trudy remembered Mrs. Lamb with her hot, soft velvet skin and large satin breasts That would be different! It had to be different. Men weren't that soft nor smelt that good!
Just the thought of warm soft breasts mashing and tingling with her own mammary mounds sent gluttonous desires cascading throughout her. That, and at the same time being fucked with a prick the size of the one she held in her hand! Oh my! Oh my!
Grace caught the yearning in Trudy's eyes and noticed her quickened breath and her wiggling to ease the insistent gnawing in her crotch. "You're in need right now, aren't you, dear?" When Trudy looked at her, Grace saw her daughter's agony. Grace made up her mind. After all, she had screwed her son, there was no reason why she shouldn't satisfy her daughter. "Take off your clothes, dear. I'll strap it on. We'll get rid of your pain in a hurry."

Trudy was going to protest and run from the room. She was so embarrassed. But then she remembered her mother undressing her and preparing her for Chuck. Hell! What was the difference? Besides, it wasn't as if she were going to do to her mother what Mrs. Lamb had done to her. All her mother was going to do was demonstrate this gadget. Trudy stripped off her clothes and lay naked on the bed.
Trudy was fascinated and slightly amazed at her mother's figure. Although Tom was nineteen and she, eighteen, her mother's breasts were still large, resilient, creamy mounds of voluptuous womanhood. Her areolas were a light maroon and slightly larger than a half a dollar and her nipples pale pink ish and small, like tiny succulent raisins. Her mother's skin was a pinkish-creamy-white with the texture of satin softness and her waist was small, al. most as tiny as her own. Even after two children, Grace's stomach was flat and lean looking and her legs were that of a fifteen-year-old.
Trudy watched her mother position the cup of the dildo just over her pussy and strap the huge plastic-sponge rubber cock on. Instead of vaseline, Grace used mineral oil. She laid the massive phony cock in her left hand and slowly poured the oil up and down its colossal length with her right. Then she lovingly rubbed the slippery oil around, over, up and down the enormous prong until it glistened and shone with a debasing, lascivious, lustful shine.
Grace finished and looked over to Trudy. "Are you ready, honey?"
Trudy bobbed her head, afraid to speak lest her doubts quiver her voice and gave away the inner fear that there was no way she would be able to accept all of that massive imitation cock. Grace came over to the bed. "Get your legs open, honey." She smiled. "Here it comes, ready or not."
"Easy, mama!" Trudy splayed her legs and bent her knees. Trudy watched her mother position herself between her legs and aim the massive cudgel at her salivating quim, then she closed her eyes and waited.
Trudy felt the enormous head push into her controlled, frenzied hole. The massive girth seemed to swell and swell until she opened her mouth to cry out, then the glans-penis slipped past her stretched vulva lips and paused in delicious, glistening joy.
"Deep breath, honey," Grace said. "Relax, it will get better." And it did. Oh Lordie, did it ever! Grace would push an inch or two of the immense dildo into her, then retreat and do it again. Slowly, salaciously, luxuriously, the huge pole slid in and out of her erogenous, sparkling, demanding hot hole and sky-rocketed mini-cum explosions of exquisite tumultuous glee throughout her body.
Grace stopped her plunging just short of Trudy's ravenous, wanting womb and laid her searing, satin, voluptuous breasts against Trudy's ardent, aroused breasts. The contact was that of electric lustful enchantment. "Oh, mama, mama!" Trudy moaned from the luminous sensuous harvest and clawed at her mother's ass-cheeks to embed.the marvelous flagellum in her craving womb. "Oh mamaaa!"
Grace had been fucked by the dildo many, many times. She knew what her head-tossing, craving, wanting daughter was experiencing. But it was too soon to bottom the battering enormous piston in her daughter's ooze. Besides, the slow in and out, lone, luxurious strokes of the dildo were activating the tiny prick in the cup she wore. Each time she hunch-fucked into Trudy's moaning body, the wee miniature cock rubbed insistent, caressing, erotic waves of lascivious preciousness from her clitoris that spun her brain into glorious fuck-desire and quickened her breath.
Grace loved being the fucker just as much as she enjoyed being the fuckee. The lustrous, ecstatic nipple neither blew her mind into a cum-delirium nor did it kill the incandescent, precious, ravenous climb to rapturous heights. The slow, long, strokes in and out of Trudy's torrid, love-seeping, gripping cunt canal merely worked the tiny digit over and across her clitoris to a salacious splendour that intensified and built until her mind would be an animal fuck-hole of excruciating rapture. Grace didn't want to hurry it. She wanted it to last forever.
"Here, honey," Grace panted and offered one of her perspiring perfumed, voluptuous breasts for Trudy's lips. "Suck it, sweet, bite and gnaw my nipple."
Trudy did and a new exquisite, provocative, lustful sensation clouded into her brain. She was sucking a scorching hot, inner trembling breast while a massive, huge, hard cock was sawing in and out of her insatiable, gluttonous, craving cunt. She was in heaven! It was like swimming in a tremulous, satin, luxurious pond of erogenous bliss. Now if Grace would only ram the precious prick into her all the way, she would die in peace. Trudy let loose of the radiating tit node and begged, "In me, Mother! Ram it all the way in me."
"Yes, dear," Grace said, but continued her slow, long, luxurious strokes. She had no intention of quitting so soon.

Chapter 13

Hank was horny and Mrs. Bell wasn't making it any easier for him. She leaned over his shoulder as he went over the sheets of distribution schedules and pressed her large, soft, lovely tits into his back as her "Gold Shadows" perfume seeped and oozed into his brain.
"God, but you're making it tough for me to concentrate!" He turned in his chair and reached for her tantalizing, cuddlesome ass-mounds. But she jumped away, laughing teasingly. "Not yet! I have a business to run. Get the work done and then we'll see." And she went into her office, her hips swinging provocatively, looking back at him invitingly, her eyes literally smoldering with sensual promise.
Shit! Hank's prick was hard and hurting a little. He needed some fucking now, but she was the boss and right. He tried to put the promised pussy out of his mind as he checked and sorted the figures, broke them down into routes and finally handed each driver-salesman his load for the day. It was eleven o'clock before he secured the main front delivery doors and rapped on Mrs. Bell's office door.
"Yes," she called, "come in."
She was on the phone talking business to New York or somewhere. Hank slipped behind her, reached around and cupped her resilient warm globes, one in each hand and nuzzled her neck. Mrs. Bell placed her hand over the phone and moaned softly, then asked, "Are they all gone?"
Hank lip-nibbled her neck and nodded, while gently mashing and rolling her vibrant domes of pleasure.
"Look!" Mrs. Bell half panted into the phone. "I'll call you back. Something has come up. I've got to go," and she hung up.
Hank grinned while nuzzling her neck. "You're damn sure right there!" he said. "Something is up. Here!" He took her hand and set it on his stiff, erect, hardened cock.
"Ohhhh!" Mrs. Bell moaned. "Let me see!" and she unzipped his fly and dug his cock out from his shorts.
It was such a pretty prick, Mrs. Bell thought, not at all as ugly and old as her late husband's. Hank's cock had the ivory incandescence of lustful youth. His prick wasn't so large, but it was big enough. His glans-penis was a thick maroon and slightly arrow-shaped to ease into virgin runts. The long shaft shimmered with inner lascivious harvest and was crisscrossed with tiny bluish veins that were pushed outward from the firmness of his hard-on.
Mrs. Bell waved her nose an inch or so from the scintillating knob and could feel and smell the male erotic musk as it radiated from the pleasure pole. She loved to suck cock. Just loved it! She leaner forward and gently set her ardent lips over the sponge-rubber, succulent marshmallow,, then lappet teasingly at the wee pee hole as his prick jerked from her efforts.
"Ohhhshitt." Hank groaned from the luscious licking and dug his hands into her fluffy head to show his delight. It was so good! So God damn wonderfully good. He eased his hands to the back of her head and pulled her glutinous, hot, salivating mouth over and onto his raging, sparkling, volcanic prick. Shit! If she didn't quit, he would cum! But he couldn't seem to say-the words to warn her, Her insistent, erotic, scorching mouth was inhaling his cock clear down her tender throat and only stopped when his pubic hairs brushed against her nose.

Hank had never had such a blow job in his life, Oh, he had had his cock sucked. Shit, Mrs. Bell hat sucked him acouple of days ago. But he had never had his whole cock swallowed like she was doing now. "Ohhhhffuckkk," he groaned as the glimmering, captivating, cannibal deliciousness rumbled his balls and turned his brain into a craving, enchanting, frenzied mass of raging desire. "Suck it," he panted. "Oh shit! Swallow it all!"
Mrs. Bell complied with gluttonous intensity. It felt so good to have an aroused, churning, exquisite pole of unprecedented, sensuous gristle sawing in and out, up and down her starved throat. Oh Lord! How she had missed sucking cock!
She loved the tangy, musky taste of the delicious, scorching sceptre. She loved the feel of the inner desires, of the building carnal harvest as his cock swelled and stiffened like an explosive, thunderous spigot gone raging mad. But most of all, she soared in glorious, lascivious luxury as the fires of salacious magnificence assaulted and stimulated her own love-juiced, leaking, heated cunt. The lustrous conflagration in her mouth and throat caused ripe, rapturous sparks of ecstatic surrender to spread throughout her body and brain. She was giving and receiving succulent, sensuous, lustful pleasure as she worked her swallowing muscles to entrap and squeeze, to milk and prime the raging, rigid rammer that was propelling in and out of her throat.
"OOHHHHH FFFFUUCCKKKK!! " Hank bellowed and his prick splashed gobs of boiling hot jism deep in her throat. "I can't hold it!"
Mrs. Bell didn't care. This was what she desired. This sudden raging,. boiling, spurting jerking of chloride-salty deliciousness coupled with the orgasmic surrendering joy that she had caused. She gulped and sucked greedily at Hank's jerking spigot while her own ecstatic ecstasy-harvest drooled from her palpitating cunt.
When Hank finally forced his drained, supersensitive cock from her mouth, Mrs. Bell licked the inside of her mouth for more of the fragrant fluid and grinned. "Now can I finish my phone call?" she said. "Or do we do it again?"
"Finish the call," Hank panted for breath, "but I'll be ready to go again when you finish. I want some more of your twitching ass."
Mrs. Bell grinned. "You devil, I was hoping you would ask that. You recoup. This won't take long." Hank took the time to eat lunch. Mrs. Bell finished about the time he started on his second sandwich.
"'Nother for me?" She looked in his brown bag. "Only an apple. Be my guest. I think you've earned it."
Mrs. Bell took the apple and began eating it but seemed concerned about something. "Does your wife know about us?"
Hank was a little startled. He hadn't thought about it. "No. I don't think so. What's the problem?"
"No problem for me. I was just thinking of you" She grinned. "Are you able to harden up? You're still on your honeymoon, you know."
Hank laughed. "It's like a brick. In fact, it wasn't me that chickened out after our little wrestling the other day. It was the wife. And speaking of hardening up?" Hank pouched out his pelvis to show Mrs. Bell his half-hard prick. "I'm ready."
"I see you are." Mrs. Bell tossed the apple in the waste basket and started to undress. "You mean your wife is a little frigid?"

Hank started to shed his clothes when he saw her undressing. "No. Far from it," he said. "I just don't think she would give a damn one way or another. I give her all she wants."
"Not tonight, you won't." Mrs. Bell released her bra and swallowed her still perspiration-glistening, satin smooth, creamy globes to tremble free of the restraint. "Because I'm going to screw your eyeballs out."
After the training of Grace and the previous control he had exercised, plus just emptying his balls, Hank was doubly sure he could ride her forever if needed. "A bet." Hank stepped out of his pants and shorts and stood naked, his still reddened cock standing straight outward. "If I make you quit, I get a ten dollar a week raise. You make me quit, I give back ten bucks. Agreed?"
Mrs. Bell was breathing hard from the sight of Hank's wonderful tool, waving so sensuously before her. "Deal," she said. "Come on," and she lay on the couch, waiting for the contest to begin. But, Hank had other plans.
The trick to making a woman quit was in her clitoris. That magic little miniature penis was the most erogenous, tender, most sensitive part of a woman. Hank knew there was no way that he could fuck her into submission. Hell! A hole is a hole, and he could break his back but nothing would happen. But her clitoris! Aww, that's where all women were vulnerable. Hank ignored the open invitation to crawl between her velvet, glittering thighs and plunge his cock into her pinkish, cum wet heated cavern and knelt beside her instead.
"First some sucking and chewing," he said and gently mouthed one of her ardent, aroused nipples and gently chewed on the succulent morsel.
Hank loved to play with women this way. Of course, he didn't like it when he had love-stones in his balls, but now that he had just had his cock sucked dry, he could afford the lascivious pleasure. He sucked her gleaming nipple into his mouth and pulled backwards on the node so that her whole breast strained upward from his suction. At the same time, he flat-handed, mashed her other quivering, excited breast and rolled his palm and dug into the gluteal fat as if to extract the carnal harvest that trembled and radiated from within.
Mrs. Bell moaned from his efforts and writhed her body and pelvis in her impatience to fuck, but Hank knew what he was doing. Maybe it went back to babyhood when he suckled for the food that these lovelies contained, but sucking and mouthing and licking and squeezing and digging fingers into the majestic mounds of womanhood tingled his body and warmed his innermost erogenous feelings, Reluctantly he released one of the churning, pudding-soft globes and spider-crawled his hand down her satin smooth yet inner hard body to her torrid, love-juice leaking, super-soft velvet cunt and paused his hand just over the glowing, churning pussy. Now he was going to work. Now he would soften her up!
Mrs. Bell was enjoying! She hadn't been fucked, or sucked a cock since her husband had died last year, and now, out of the blue, not only was she getting her tubes cleaned out, but it was being done by a stiff-cocked, horny young fellow. Shit. He couldn't out-fuck her. She had a year's worth of wanting stored up in her insatiable pussy. Still, she loved the bet. She loved the driving, wild gluttony of youth and the recuperative powers of a young stud at the height of his fucking powers.
And what if she did lose? So what was ten dollars a week more or less in her swollen bank account. During her year of abstinence she had learned that money was a poor substitute for a hard, wild, plunging, fucking prick. But of course, she couldn't lose. She could fuck forever. But lord! how she wished he would get at it!
His glorious lips were sparking lustrous tingles of erotic glee from her tumultuous, tremulous breasts and his hot, tempting hand lay just over her cum-oozing charring cunt. "Fuck me!" she panted while lifting and offering her impatient burrow for his meat. "Get on, please, fuck me!"
Hank grinned inside of himself and eased his finger into her captivating, downy-soft, searing cunt and tantalizingly rubbed around the oozing, glowing vulva lips. He would win. All this and money tool He plunged two fingers into her salivating, torrid cave and felt her quiver with shimmering, lustful desire and moan and buck her pussy for more.
"Ohhh Jesus!" She waved her head from side to side. "Oh get on me. Fuck me. Get on. Get on! I'm ready!" But Hank wasn't.
He put three of his fingers together to simulate a cock and began to finger-fuck her with them. In and out of her raging, gushing crater. In and up, spread his fingers, then back together and drag them out. Slowly, titillating, teasingly, in and out while he sucked and nibbled on her now vibrant, insistent breast.

"Ohh damn you!" Mrs. Bell Hopped her head in sensuous bliss, while splaying her legs for more of his delicious, gratifying gyrations. "Fuck me! FUCK ME!"
Hank was more than enjoying himself. He could feel the exquisite, precious, volatile goodness begin in his nuts and radiate throughout his groin. His masturbation of Mrs. Bell was not only giving her fits but it was sending salacious, splendid, impelling passion within himself. Still, he could control it a bit longer.
He stopped his three-finger-fucking of Mrs. Bell at just the moment when she arched her whole body for more of his libidinous fingers. She was on the verge of cumming and he didn't want her to do that just yet. He wanted to bring her to the edge of insane orgasm, then drag her back. He wanted her to wear away in wanting. He slid his fingers up her churning, gushing chalice and sought out her hidden, erect, agitated clitoris and pinch-pulled on the electric fuck-button.
"OOOHHHHEEEE!" Mrs. Bell screamed and froze her body in a rigid arch. When Hank released the miniature penis she fell back panting and sweating, her whole body trembling in the wake of the orgasmic harvest. Now was the time! Now he had her good. He released his lip grip on her crinkled, hard nipple and began his slow, suck-licking tongue journey down her velutinous, salty, perspiration-covered, writhing body to put the finishing touches on this fuck-contest:
Mrs. Bell was beside herself in ravenous, desire. This wonderful stud had boiled up her most lascivious, salacious wants and had concentrated the intense ecstasy in her thrashing, bucking clitoris. Now she wanted more. More! His marvelous talented fingers had released her volcanic orgasm button and were once more three-finger-fucking in and out of her gripping, delirious fuck-ravine and his lascivious lips were burning intense, glorious tantalizing sparklets toward her churning, gushing hole.
She felt his glutinous mouth pause just before swallowing her craving cavern and thrust her pelvis upward into his enchanting sucking lips. When he took her entire quim into his singeing mouth she screamed again in ecstatic cum-ecstasy and scissor gripped his titillating head with her desirous thighs.
Slowly he released and licked great thunderous sparks of majestic preciousness from her palpitating cunt, then his fiery tongue found and inhaled her razing, insatiable, explosive clitoris and her mind turned into a fuck-cum maelstrom of insane rapture. The thunderbolts of orgasmic bliss jerked and shattered her senses and thrashed her groin and leg muscles into an uncontrollable conflagration of bucking, jerking, thrusting, and retreating. It was sc ungodly heavenly, yet hurt with such excruciating surrender that she was helpless in her erotic stupor.
Hank knew he had her beaten. All he had to do was continue his sucking and lip pulling on her explosive fuck-button and she couldn't continue. Yet, he didn't want to win just yet. The unparalleled Sensuous goodness that he was giving her was affecting his throbbing cock. All the luxurious, precious, mind-boggling delight of cumming was teetering and thrashing in his balls. He wanted to cum so badly that he started to reach for his cock and jack off, then he stopped himself.
That would be stupid. Real stupid. Why in the hell should he jack off and end up fucking the world when there was a soft, wanton, eager, thrashing woman under his spell that would do anything at the moment he wanted. He quickly spun around to make his volatile cock available to her panting, pleading mouth.. He released her convulsing clitoris just long enough to order her, "Suck it! God damn it! Suck it!"
When he felt her satin soft, scorching hot, salivating, sucking, grasping mouth close over his erogenous, thrill throbbing hammer, he gulped her twitching, ripe clitoris into his mouth and suck masturbated the raging node as fast as he could.
Hank felt his balls split open from the ecstatic bliss of cock-sucking and quivered as the insane sensuous pleasure roared up his throbbing shaft and spit-gushed into her ravenous mouth. He wanted to scream from the delicious wonderment of orgasm cum-bliss but Mrs. Bell was spasming in an orgasm maelstrom of her own.
He plunged his roaring, rapturous, cumming prick in and out of her greedy mouth as he gave ecstasy like he was receiving. When he could no longer stand the sucking, draining, unprecedented joy, he pulled his still jerking cock from her mouth and released her spasming clitoris. Both lay on their sides gasping for breath.
"Well." Hank finally got his breath. "You win, but it was worth it. God damn, but you sure can suck cock!"
"No!" Mrs. Bell swallowed and caught her breath. "You win! I gave up just before you came. But, I want a rematch."
They both looked at each other and laughed.

Chapter 14

Hank was ready again in ten minutes. He wave his three quarter hard-on before Mrs. Bell's close eyes and woke her up.
"Round two," he said, "wake up. Let's get with it." But Mrs. Bell was through. "Oh! Go away, you fucking machine. I need a nap. Then I have a ton of work to do. Go away."
"Aw come on!" Hank leaned over and banged his prick against her nose. "You'll like it, once it, in you. Open your legs."
"Noooo." Mrs. Bell closed her eyes again and snuggled down on the couch. "Take the afternoon off. Go give it to your wife. I'm beat." In a moment she was asleep.
Hank was uncertain for a minute. Hell! It was just a little after twelve noon. He really didn't have any work to do, and she had said to take the day off and give it to his wife. So, why not? He had had his cock sucked twice, but he needed some hot, squeezing pussy meat snuggled around it. It would be nice to hear Trudy moaning and writhing under him. So why not take the day off?
Hank left a note saying that he had taken her at her word and gone home for the day. Then he left. But Trudy wasn't at home! God damn, where could she be? Maybe she was at the store? Or visiting neighbours? Or just out strolling about? No. None of the above. The cupboards were full of food, she didn't know any of the neighbours, and she hated walking. So where in the hell was she?
Hank rubbed at his crotch and his semi-hard prick. Shit! This was the first time since they married that he had had a chance to fuck Trudy in the afternoon, and she wasn't around. Where in the hell could she be? Then a thought struck him. Maybe she had gone to her mother's? She probably was lonely or homesick or just wanted to sit and talk about married life. Yeah! She was probably at Grace's. Then another evil but delicious thought crept into his mind. It was so pleasant and delightful that he said it out loud. "And so what if she isn't there? I'll just get rid of this hard-on by fucking Grace! Hell! I've done it before, I'll do it again." He rubbed his twitching prick and shivered with expectation. Sure. Why not fuck Grace? She had taught him everything he knew and was a fantastic screw. Hank went out the door grinning. He would just drop over. If he called and Trudy wasn't there he would have no reason to go. So surprise her! That was the ticket. Surprise and fuck her. Oh my! Bless Mrs. Bell for giving him the afternoon off. He had to control himself to obey the speed limits.

Hank was going to ring the doorbell, but the screen door was open. He knew it wasn't proper to just enter your mother-in-law's house without knocking, but what could she say? He was her son-in-law. There was no one downstairs. Hank tried the patio in the rear of the house and checked the laundry room. No Grace. Shit! Don't tell me she isn't at home either? He bounced up the stairs to the second-story bedrooms for a final check. The panting and moaning sounds of fucking were oozing from the master bedroom.
Hank froze just outside the door. Shit, fire! Grace was fucking someone else. He couldn't break in on that! But who could it be? His father-in-law? No. Harold had to be at work. So was his brother-in-law, Tom, and Tom's best friend, Chuck. So who in the hell could she be fucking? His curiosity got the better of him and he gently, slowly, eased the door open and peeked in the room.
At the first shocked view, Hank didn't understand what in the hell was going on. Grace was on top and fucking a huge cock into someone. But Grace didn't have a cock! Hank pushed open the door and walked into the room for a better understanding, a better look. GOOD CHRIST! It was Trudy underneath Grace. Grace was fucking Trudy! But that wasn't possible. Then he saw the straps around Grace's perspiring, glistening ass hillocks and realized Grace was wearing a dildo. But he still didn't understand. Hell! He had always given Trudy all the fucking that she wanted. Why would she allow herself to be screwed by a dildo? It didn't make sense! But just listening to Trudy's moans of salacious enjoyment and watching the huge, fat, glistening pole saw in and out of her love-juiced oozing cunt thickened his own cock and started him breathing faster with excitement.
Shit, fire! He had never watched while others fucked. He was fascinated by the way Trudy's gripping, pink, shining cunt-lips held onto the withdrawing pole as if reluctant to allow it to escape, then seemed to open and yawn in welcome as the wet, long phallus was slowly, lustfully, lasciviously driven into her silken-haired fuck-tunnel.
There was no doubt that Trudy was enjoying herself. Her nervous, dainty hands were fluttering about Grace's back and her velvet, glowing, perspiration-dampened thighs were locked over Grace's waist. Even Grace was trembling and quivering with excitement. But how could that be? Grace's pinkish-white, glittering ass-mounds would tighten as she lunged the massive dildo into Trudy, then relax as she withdrew it. Even Grace's tiny sepia hole seemed to convulse and yawn with the effort.
"Oh mama! Mama!" Trudy's voice held pounds of glorious, insistent, tumultuous. pleasure. "Harder! Mama! Faster, mama! I'm going to cum, mama. OOHH MAAAMMAAAAH!" And Trudy's gushing cunt thrashed and jerked upward for more of the imitation prick.
"Oh cum! Baby!" Grace was panting. "That's it. Release it! Empty yourself! Oh shit, but it's good!" And her ass-hillocks pistoned up and down in a quick, sporadic frenzy.
Hank's cock was fixing to break off. It was hard as a rock, but couldn't rise because his pants were restraining it.. He didn't know what the hell he was going to do once he freed his aching, hurting prick, but he had to free the throbber. He unhooked his belt, unzipped his fly and jerked his pants off. His reddened, yearning prick sprang straight upright.
"Oohhh mmaama," Trudy moaned as both Trudy and Grace rested.

"I know, dear," Grace said, then lifted her upper body and moved forward so that one of her vibrant, voluptuous, luxurious breasts was hanging over Trudy's mouth. "Here, love, suck it for mother. Suck it good!"
When Trudy greedily mouthed the luscious morsel, Grace once more began the long, slow, tantalizing lustful strokes of the dildo.
Hank was startled. They hadn't seen him. They didn't know he was here. He felt foolish as hell. He was wearing his shirt and tie, his pants and shorts were down around his ankles and he still had on his shoes and socks. He must look like some kind of a nut. An excited, half-dressed, horny nut with a reddened, stiff hard-on sticking straight upwards watching his wife get fucked with a phony prick. The hell with this shit.
He removed his tie, shirt, socks and shoes, then wondered what he should do about his cock. He had to stick it somewhere. It was literally glowing with fuck-craving, and he would be damned if he would play with himself with two females fucking before him.
His eyes centred on Grace's pudding-soft, satin ass-mounds and the crinkled, cuddlesome sepia hole as Grace worked her lascivious gluteal fat up and down, driving the masculine appendage in and out of Trudy's sucking, insistent sugar-cavern. Little "oohh's" and "aawww's" purred from Grace's lips as Trudy suckled her large, aroused breasts. Shit. Everyone was enjoying themselves but him. The hell with this shit.
Hank grabbed the bottle of mineral oil and poured some over his radiating prick, then crawled on the bed behind Grace. Grace never knew he was there until he centred his raging cock over her crinkled ass-hole and plunged into the satiny, wet, scorching hot anal sheath. Then she just turned her head, noticed who it was, and said, "Oh fuck it. Fuck it good, you darling!"
Grace was overjoyed with Hank's appearance. There was no embarrassment. Hell! She had already fucked him at Trudy's insistence. Besides, she loved to be fucked in the ass. She loved it all. She loved, to screw other women with the dildo because of the tiny, miniature phallus that rubbed and tingled sensuous joy throughout her with each in and out stroke of the dildo. Now, she was doubly blessed. No, triple blessed. Hank's hard, searing, meat piston was sawing in and out of her craving ass-hole. The miniature cock was sparking electric currents of exquisite joy from her clitoris and Trudy's fervent mouth was sucking great, enchanting, succulent, carnal madness from her breasts.
"Ohhh shit," she moaned from between the luscious, salacious trio. "Oh you fucking, wonderful kids!" and she mini-came with each separate, ecstatic action as if the exploding ecstasy were popping corn.
Trudy didn't understand her mother's ranting. She kept her eyes closed and enjoyed the raging deliciousness of the marvelous dildo as it sawed in and out of her ardent, aggravated, shining love hole. The dildo was almost too thick in size for her yearning, insatiable cave. It hurt, yet felt so erogenously, exquisitely precious that it seemed the hurt blended into the ungodly bliss and came out an insane, excruciatingly lustful, but ecstatic ecstasy. She mouthed and suckled her mother's tumultuous, quivering, torrid breasts and savored the female fragrance of the morsel. The only thing lacking from losing complete control of her senses would be if the terrible, precious, awful, luxurious dildo would smash her excited, craving cervix and slay her terrible need. She removed her wanton mouth from the breast node and begged, "Plunge it in me, mama! ALL the way in me! Oh God, mama! Do it! DO IT!" Then she tightened her velvet thighs about her mother's silken hot ass mounds and pulled downward to help.

There was no way that Hank was going to be able to stay on Grace's scintillating, wiggling, glowing ass. Even now after only five or six deep, voluptuous, singeing plunges into her luxurious, provocative anal-sleeve, he could feel the intense, enchanting, rapturous intensity of orgasm bubbling and building in his flailing, delirious prick. Oh Lord, but he loved fucking ass-holes.
He loved the cuddling, carnal deliciousness as her fiery ass globes pressed against his groin on the prick-burying stroke. He loved her little moans and whimpers of salacious joy as he sawed his staunch horn in and out of her tight, burning ass-canal, and he reveled in the lustful delight that he knew he was inflicting with his swelling, explosive pole. Oh fuck, but he loved to fuck ass-holes!
He reached under Grace's body to grip and mash on her gleaming, churning, voluptuous breasts, but Trudy was sucking one and kneading the other. He darted his hand down Grace's sweating, heated, glutinous body to twinge and twirl her clitoris just before cumming, but the God damn rubber shield of the dildo blocked his entry. Oh shit! Fuck! He could feel the unholy, ecstatic rapture of jism orgasm beginning to tear out of his balls and needed the extra delight and ravenous insanity of something to cap his tremendous, excruciatingly surrendering orgasm. He roared his prick into Grace's heavenly hole, backed away on his knees and as his rocketing, raging, boiling jism spurted from his jerking spigot, he flailed and slapped the pinkish-ivory ass globes until they reddened to scarlet and caused quivering, writhing screams to pour from Grace's throat.
"Aaaaeeeeiiihhhhhaaa!" Grace tipped her head backward and yelled at the ceiling as Hank's blasting cum mixed with her own clitoris ecstasy and Trudy's grasping, screaming, clutching gyrations.
The dildo had battered Trudy's back wall on Grace's last mind-boggling plunge. The horrible, hard, fattened cudgel had turned her brain to an excruciatingly torturous, rapturous puddle of surrendering fuck-conflagration. She couldn't stand it in her any more and she couldn't stand the thought of it being removed. She threw her head from side to side in agonizing, lustful luxury and screamed out her unprecedented orgasmic plethora, "Gaawwddd! Gggaaawwwdddd! Ggaawwwddddd!" as the tremendous, exquisite cum-staccato ripped away her brain and destroyed her soul. It didn't stop until Grace pulled the massive, marvelous, awful dildo from her womb and began talking to someone. Trudy kept her eyes shut, panting to catch her breath, and listened.
"Oh shit, but that was great, Grace. How did you like it?"
"Ummm, wonderful. But when you're ready again, I get the bottom. My cunt's itching so bad, I've got to be fucked or something."
The voice took on a name in Trudy's brain. She opened her eyes. "Hank." She was startled. "How? What? I mean, why aren't you working?"
Hank grinned at her. "I got the afternoon off. Did you have fun?"
Trudy was surprised that she wasn't embarrassed. Good God! What had happened to her this past week? She had not only allowed her husband to fuck her own mother,. but she had encouraged it! She had fucked Chuck, her own brother, Tom, old Mr. Lamb, and been sucked by Mrs. Lamb. She had fucked two teenagers, had an electric dildo put in her cunt, sucked Mr. Lamb's cock, had her pussy eaten by Hank, been fucked in the ass by her husband and now had been fucked with a dildo by her own mother! What in the hell was there to be embarrassed about?
"I had a ball," Trudy said to him, "and when you harden up, mother and I are going to change positions and you're going to stick that lovely of yours in my ass-hole. Right?"
"WRONG!" The voice came from the open bedroom door, and it belonged to her father. "What the hell is going on in here?" Harold walked into the room. He was followed by her brother Tom and his friend, Chuck. Now what the hell were they to do?

Chapter 15

Harold was used to his wife, Grace, screwing all hands. Hell! They had reached an understanding years ago. When they were out and could swap partners, they did. If either could pick up some strange stuff on the side, that was fine. And, if they were alone, they settled for each other. So, he wasn't mad at Grace for screwing her son-in-law. What bugged him was that she was using the dildo on Trudy. His one and only daughter. His beautiful, sexy, big-titted daughter. The daughter he had watched grow from a stick into a magnificent hunk of sensual, delectable womanhood.
Harold had wanted to fuck Trudy ever since she dropped her towel, at fourteen, while racing from the bathroom to her bedroom and he had caught a glimpse of her ripened, youthful, voluptuous figure. He had even made overtures in that direction over the years while kissing her goodnight (by holding the kiss just a fraction longer) or by mashing one of her lustrous tits (when they horse-play wrestled about the house). He had even gone so far as to wake her up in the morning by stripping off her covers and patting her warm, resilient ass globes and saying (in a kidding manner and with a grin, just in case she took it wrong), "No one's home, kitten. Time to get up and get your old man's breakfast. So get up, or I'll crawl into bed with you." But she had always blushed and looked embarrassed so he backed off. But Lord, had he ever pined to fuck her! Now here she was, lying naked on the bed, all pink and white and sweaty from just being fucked with Grace's God damn dildo, while he had a hard-on that he could use for a tire iron. That's why he was angry. He wanted to fuck his daughter.
"Now, now." Grace didn't bother to cover her panting body nor remove the dildo. "Simmer down, Harold! You know perfectly well what we've been doing. What are you so bent up about?"
"Yeah, Dad!" Tom's eyes were shining in expectation and he was already stripping off his clothes. "They were fucking! What's the big deal? Just get your britches off and let's join the party!"
Chuck didn't need a second invitation. Hell. The whole gang was here and it was no secret to Harold that Chuck had been fucking Grace for the past two years. He began peeling off his tee-shirt and jeans. It was Hank who didn't know what to do.
Hank had just married into this family three weeks ago. Granted he had already fucked Grace, but that didn't mean it was done with Harold's permission! Harold was a big, big man! Besides, Harold was mad. Was it because he was in bed with Grace? Had the old bull seen him fucking Grace in the ass while Grace laid the dildo on Trudy? What in the hell was going on? What was going to happen?.
Trudy was in a mild state of embarrassed shock. Up until a week ago, nobody had touched her body except Hank, her husband. Now she had been caught by her father allowing her mother to fuck her with an imitation prick. Oh God, how humiliating!
"You're blushing, sis." Tom grinned at her. He was now undressed and his beautiful, massive, long cock was swinging straight out from his patch of brown, curly pubic hairs. "What for?" Tom continued. "You've seen this before." He grabbed and waved his enormous love-wand at her. "Besides, Dad didn't mean it was wrong to fuck, he meant that you ain't going to be the fucker� we are!" Tom motioned toward Chuck, Harold, and himself.
That little speech broke open Harold's four-year-old yearning. "Right." He grinned and began removing his own clothes. "Hank there, needs recuperating, and seeing I'm the oldest and boss of this household, I get first choice."
When he stripped off his shorts and bared his prick to Trudy's view, her senses whirled. Good Christ! It must have been used as the model for the dildo. It was huge. Immense! Enormous! The only difference was the her daddy's gigantic cudgel was made of hot, vibrant meat that could spit and belch boiling jism into her cooze. Trudy's heart beat faster and her entire groin cavity gnawed and craved the massive, masculine gristle.
Her embarrassment disappeared in a flash as her desire washed away all semblance of morality. What the fuck! Hadn't she already screwed everyone in this room except her daddy? So what was wrong with that? NOTHING!
Trudy used her most powerful, seductive smile on her daddy while rolling her shoulders to make her ripe, quivering, voluptuous breasts quiver and tremble. "Me, Daddy! You've had mother-before!"
Harold's eyes shone with pleasure and anticipation. "Right!" he breathed, then over his shoulder, "You two can flip for seconds."

"Seconds, hell!" Chuck said and started for the bed. "Grace is free. Get that damn dildo off, honey. Here I come, ready or not."
Harold came to the bed and looked at Hank. "Do you mind?" He motioned toward his lovely daughter.
What the hell could Hank say? He had just been caught fucking the man's wife in her ass. "No," Hank shook his head, "not at all." He scrambled off the bed and made room for Harold. "I've got to recoup anyway. Be my guest."
Harold motioned Grace and Chuck to the other side of the bed. "Give us some room," he said, then to Trudy, "You sure you can handle this?" He held out his enormous, fattened prick for her inspection.
Oh my! Trudy wanted to leap at the marvelous, enchanting cudgel. She had never in her life seen a cock quite so huge or preciously lascivious in its throbbing, threatening lustfulness. She reached out her tiny, hot, eager hand and tried to encircle the tantalizing monster. "Ohhhshit," quivered from her mouth as the wanting, craving desire surged in great profusion throughout her young, glistening, gluttonous body. Her fingers wouldn't fit around the immense girth, and that alone twitched her palpitating cunt into oozing the hot, slippery juices that would be needed to swallow such a hammer. "I can� I can handle it, daddy." Trudy smiled up at her father. "Only slowly at first, OK?"
Harold laughed in cheerful exaltation. His dreams were about to come true. He was not only going to fuck his sensual, beautiful sexy daughter, but she was going to help him! Oh he knew he had to have died and gone to heaven. He crawled on the bed beside her, planted his greedy lips over her delicious, wanton mouth and cupped one of her resilient globes of sensuous delight. Oh my God, but he was going to enjoy this. He was going to enjoy it all!
Grace had had her ass fucked and her clitoris rubbed and teased by the miniature phallus in the dildo's cup. But what she really needed right now was a roaring cock in her starving, itching, craving hole. She scooted to the opposite side of the king sized bed and opened her arms for Chuck. Chuck's prick wasn't quite as large as Tom's, a good deal smaller than Harold's but a monster beside Hank's. But then after all these years, the size of a cock wasn't important to her anymore. It was how the man used it.
More than any of the men here, Chuck could damn near fuck forever. He had that kind of control. She spread her eager thighs and directed Chuck's prick into her searing, yearning fuck-cave and sighed in contentment as the long, luxurious, sensuous strokes began warming and popping throughout her body.
"Shit!" Tom said. "I can't watch this. I'll end up lacking off." He motioned to Hank. "Let's get a bite to eat. It's going to be a while before those studs blow their nuts." Hank and Tom left the room. For some reason, Trudy was glad. She thought she didn't mind fucking before Hank, but obviously she did. She closed her eyes and allowed her daddy to squeeze and pull and mash her volatile breasts as his searing hot tongue fluttered about her mouth, sending delicious cravings ricocheting and cascading within her.
Trudy enjoyed the French-kissing, but she couldn't get her mind off of her daddy's gigantic prick. She reached down until her hand closed on the huge cock-bulb. She quivered again from the feeling and rubbed the satin soft, rubbery, hot knob.
Harold loved his daughter's attention to his prick but more than that, he was thoroughly enjoying the sensuous, lascivious freshness of a beautiful, magnificently built teenager. He released her knowing mouth and dipped his lips to her voluptuous breast nipples. Ah shit! It was wonderful to make love again to youth. As he mashed and pinched and squeezed the warm, pliant breast, he allowed his other hand to roam over her sparkling, tumultuous, velvet soft, eager body.
He rubbed and gently squeezed the skin over her hard stomach muscles. He roamed and teased her puffy mons veneris, but carefully avoided her hunching pussy. He moved his calloused hands around her bucking quim and rubbed her torrid, perspiration-covered inner thighs, then came back up and went around to her cuddlesome, churning ass mounds. All the while his lovely daughter was mashing and rubbing the knob of his cock. She was getting to him. It was time!
Harold released his daughter's succulent nipple and crawled on her radiating, willing body and positioned himself between her velvet soft, fiery thighs. "Are you ready, honey?" he asked.
"Oh yes, daddy. Yes. Fuck me! Stick it in me!" Harold looked down between their bodies and set the massive head of his prick dead centre of her flaming cunt and pushed a little just to love-juice slick it up for the penetration. Shit. It was good. He pushed a little harder and three-quarters of his immense cock-glans squeezed into her tiny glowing cavern before the horrible thought banged into his brain, She's too small for met I'm not going to be able to get my cock in her! Oh Lord! He didn't know what to do.
If he continued to force and strain his prick into his daughter, he might tear her pussy and possibly hurt her internally. But if he didn't try, he would lose his mind. He had been waiting so long to fuck her! So what should he do? What could he do?

Harold looked down at his beautiful daughter's face that was so contorted in rapturous submission. Her breath was barely panting from her full, pouting wanton lips and little "ooohh's" and "awwwww's" and "don't hurt me, papa, Gently, papa's" were puffing up and into his ear drums. What the shit could he do? Wait! She was panting something else? He listened closely, his ear down to her downy lips. "In, papa, put it in, papa. Fuck me, papa. Fuck me!" That did it. Harold couldn't stand to deny his daughter anything. He reached down and grabbed handfuls of her radiating ass-cheeks. He gripped them tightly so she couldn't wiggle away then lunged his roaring. volatile, huge, monstrous prick into her satin-soft, slippery, hot fuck-ravine. It was so ungodly tight, but it did go in! "Ohhhhh!" Trudy panted in sudden blinding pain-ecstasy, then splayed her legs as far as possible and pulled on her daddy's back. "More," she begged, "more. Give it all to me!"
Harold damn near came in excitement. He tightened his ass muscles and squeezed down on his prostate gland to stop the majestic bliss. "In a moment, kitten," he ground out between clenched teeth. "Give me a moment." Then he strained to control himself.
Grace looked over and saw the concentration on Harold's face and the excruciatingly painful bliss on Trudy's. She had to control herself to keep from laughing. She knew all too well what each was going through. Harold had a monstrous cock, but it was almost too much for a woman to enjoy. She had discovered over the years that medium pricks, well handled, brought greater enjoyment in the long run than the cudgel her husband had swinging between his legs. Still, she could appreciate Trudy's willingness to try Harold's vast pole. It certainly did reach inside a woman.
As for Harold, he was experiencing the captivating deliciousness of a young, tight cunt. Yes! She knew what they were going through, and they could have it. She wrapped her glistening, eager thighs about Chuck's slow, tantalizing ass hillocks and moaned from the salacious, incandescent building luxury as his heated prick oozed in and out of her cum-shimmering hole.
Harold felt one drop of elegant, glorious jism seep from his straining cock monster and knew he had stayed the heavenly orgasm. Now he should be good for an hour of tremendous fucking. He relaxed and withdrew his half-embedded gigantic gristle to the lips of Trudy's raging, cum-slick pussy and eased back in the velvety, searing, delectable furnace another three inches or more. He had to be careful. He was so long and large that if he didn't feel his way into a woman, he could bottom out long before he was completely in.
Harold hated that! For some reason there were women he just couldn't get all. the way into. He ended up cumming with only three-quarters or so of his insistent colossal piece in them. Harold backed another two inches and rammed deeper, but stopped when he felt his dart-shaped glans-penis prod the opening of Trudy's womb.
"Ohhh dadddyyyy!" Trudy moaned and quivered in rapid mini-orgasms. "Ram it in! Put it all in me!"
Harold's lust spiralled to the heavens. Trudy wanted him in her all the way. Oh God bless his wonderful daughter. He backed again and thrust hard against the small cervix. Her back pussy wall yielded slowly, luxuriously, exogenously to his spear glans-penis and welcomed all of his enormous weapon into her tight love-tunnel.
Oh shit, was it ever heaven! It was the most intense, delicious, majestic feeling of precious carnal passion that he had ever experienced.
Slowly, succulently, lustfully he moved his massive flagellum back and forth within her fiery fuck furnace and rejoiced in the salacious, tumultuous pleasure that he was giving his daughter. She was going cum-crazy. Her beautiful face was contorted in unholy, intense, insistent, erogenous ecstasy and she flailed her head from side to side while calling: "Daddy. Daddy. Fuck me, daddy. Take it out. Daddy, I can't stand it. Fuck me. Fuck me. OOHHHHH GAAWWWDDDDD!" and her wee ass bucked upward and her ardent.,wild cunt clutched and grabbed at his massive, fervent prick.
"She doesn't know what she wants, does she?" Tom nudged Hank. They had finished their sandwiches and had just walked into the room. "Why don't you shut her up?"
Hank was confused. "Shut her up?"
"Sure!" Tom grinned. "You like blow jobs, don't you? You have a hard-on! Go stick it in her mouth."
Hank grinned. Hell. It was a great idea. His cock had hardened up by just watching the fucking going on. "What about you?" he asked. "You're ready too. What are you going to do, jack off?"
"No way." Tom grabbed the bottle of mineral oil and poured some on his large, reddened prick. "I'm going to stick this up ma's ass while Chuck is in her cunt. She-likes it that way. Go on, have sis blow you." Tom set the bottle down and was rubbing the oil over his prick as he walked to the bed. "She'll love it."

Grace did! When she saw Tom coming to her side of the bed with his oil-gleaming prick standing straight out in luminous deliciousness, she hunched her pelvis until she tipped Chuck on his side and offered her resilient, ravenous ass globes for Tom's tremendous sceptre.
When Tom was in position and had positioned his heated prick against her ardent, aroused ass-hole, she bore down as if to shit so Tom's scintillating, sensuous slammer would slide into her craving cavern with splendid, lascivious ease. When Tom's torrid, thick, long cock was completely in her ass-hole, Grace closed her eyes to the ungodly, enchanting deliciousness.
In all her years of fucking, this was the greatest of all. Tom and Chuck worked as a team. As Chuck withdrew his monstrous, glowing, lustrous cock, Tom would plunge his sensuous, tremendous piston into her ass-hole. Then as Tom withdrew, Chuck would pump his lust cannon into her insatiable labyrinth depths.
It was a mind-boggling carnal experience. Cascades of shining, luxurious, erogenous ecstasy bathed her body and soul as the two boys staccatoed unprecedented, majestic cum-rapture throughout her body. She was babbling in lustful delirium and didn't care. It was ungodly good! "Oooohhhh fuck me, boys! Fuck me! Harder! Faster! OH GOD, FUCK ME!"
Hank caught Trudy's head as it flailed back and forth across the pillow, and tipped her face until her mouth was open and gaping. "Don't bite!" he cautioned, then slid his throbbing prick into her salivating, fervent mouth. Shit, it was wonderful! The further his cock went into her satin hot, saliva-slick mouth the better it felt. He had just finished fucking Grace's ass not more than ten minutes ago, yet his balls reacted to Trudy's gulping, sucking mouth as if he hadn't been fucked for a month.
He couldn't stop plunging his prick into Trudy's enchanting oral cavern. His excited, craving prong slipped past her teeth, and plunged into the gripping, swallowing, satin throat masturbation of her velvet throat. He didn't quit pushing until his pelvis was pressing against Trudy's pouting, fervent lips. Then his nuts exploded and erupted great gobs of rapturous cum down her throat. It had been the shortest blow job he had ever had, but the greatest.
Harold couldn't control himself either. When he first cut off the initial orgasm he thought he would be able to fuck for an hour. But after entering Trudy's scorching, unbelievably tight but sucking womb, the gratification of a charring hot, cum-slick cunt-tube that was his daughter's was too much for his raging balls. He gripped both of Trudy's voluptuous, perspiration shimmering, resilient breasts and tried to rip and tear the sensuous insanity that her body was giving him from the quivering, submissive globes.
Harold tried to stop his volatile, exquisite orgasm but he was helpless in the lascivious ecstasy that one more plunge promised. He backed his thunderous monster completely out of her grasping, precious, raging womb and thrust savagely back into the carnal, magnificent, mind-blowing lust pool. That did it! His balls erupted in a raging, glorious, ecstatic burst of carnality amplified, straining frenzied and roaring cupfuls of salacious, glorious jism into Trudy's surrendering, lascivious cunt.
Trudy's mind, body, and soul were, a twirling, whirling maelstrom of rapturous fuck insanity. The dual, boiling hot, delicious jism of Hank and her daddy were too much for her tender years. Just prior to their Gumming, her whole body had been racked and twisted, propelled and ripped in a delirious cascade of orgasmic plethora. She had never reached such heights. It was a rapturous, frantic fog, an exquisite, excruciating fuck-harvest of unparalleled bliss. Then when both her loved ones shot scorching, succulent cups of ecstatic love-juice into her body, it was like pouring oil on a fire. She was consumed in luxurious, salacious splendour and her inexperienced emotions could not handle it. She surrendered to the masochistic plethora of orgasmic rapture and passed out.
Trudy opened her eyes to a grinning five some. Her mother was stroking her forehead. Tom, Chuck, her husband Hank, and her daddy were all standing beside the bed, naked and with their assorted-sized pricks reddened and half hard.
"Well now, baby," her mother said, "I guess you liked it?"
Trudy hugged herself with her emotions. "Oh yes!" she said. "It was� was�? "
"Just the start." Tom grinned down at her. "Now we change partners. Chuck and I get you, while dad and Hank pleasure ma! Is that all right with you?"
Trudy looked at her wonderful family and at all those wonderful cocks. God! Why had she waited so long to enjoy fucking? And now that it was all out in the open, she could admit the truth her mother had told her. There was no sense in pretending any longer. She was a nymphomaniac and loved it!
"Why wouldn't it be?" She smiled up at her grinning brother. "It's me and mother against you men." Trudy looked over to her mother. "Right, mama? We'll fuck them into the ground!"
Her mother laughed and scooted to the other side of the king-sized bed. "That's my daughter," she said. "Come on, boys. It's all even now."
Trudy splayed her glistening, wanton thighs for Tom. Now that she had finally admitted who and what she was, life was going to be beautiful. Fucking beautiful! "Come on, brother," she hunched her damp, eager pussy at him, "give it to me!"
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