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I: AN OLD FASHION VIRGIN


Seventeen year old Janet Tebbleton soaped her ring finger. It was the only way she could get the new wedding band off. The thing was a size too small for her, and she hadn't been able to get back to the jeweler yet in order to have it made larger. One good tug though, with the help of the slippery soap, and the ring came off. She set the gold band down in the soap dish and looked at herself in the mirror. Now she was completely naked.
She wondered if marriage had changed her at all, and that was the purpose of taking off everything, all of her clothes, all of her bracelets and necklaces and the ring. "Well," she thought to herself, "I don't look different, BUT…" The big "but" was on account of the fact that before she married Tom, two weeks before, she hadn't ever had sexual intercourse. She'd petted a lot, in the back seat of his car, and she'd been known to go out with more than one guy, and every now and then she'd allowed a fellow she liked to play with her little slot with his finger, but until her wedding night, she was a virgin. But now, as she inspected her tanned supple flesh in the bathroom mirror, she was far from virgin. Even though she'd only been married for two weeks, fourteen nights, she'd made love with Tom in what she was sure was every conceivable position. They'd done it standing up, sitting down, in the car, in bed, in the tub, in the closet, on the living room floor, in Tom's dark room at the studio, in her parent's washroom, in the apartment house swimming pool, and in just about any place you'd care to name. They'd fucked rightside up, upside down, on their heads, on their backs, on their bellies. Every time was better than the time before. Sometimes she could just think about Tom's big hog and that would be enough to make her sweet young pussy start to drooling. It was so good that she suddenly felt like she had something to live for.
Of course, the first night hadn't been all peaches and cream. No, indeed! It hurt her a lot. She thought she'd die when Tom stuffed that big hunk of penis flesh into her virgin hole. He nearly broke the ribbon with the first thrust. And she'd told him to go slow, too, but there was no stopping him. After all, he'd waited a long time, too, and it was mostly on her account. There was a lot of blood, probably more of that than pain from the big hot meat in her twat, and that was a little frightening. But after that, after that first bursting of the dam, as it were.. Well, from then on, she couldn't get enough of Tom's cock. Actually, she couldn't get enough sex. Period.
She didn't have any inhibitions about licking his joint, about sucking off the big red mushroom head, the spongy tip. She didn't mind licking out his anus or kissing his loins or sucking his balls. She loved it when he ate her, and she even started thinking about having his prick shoved up her asshole. She was willing, eager, to try just about every kind of sex that was possible. And two weeks, fourteen nights, hadn't been nearly enough for her.
But Tom had to go back to work, and the honeymoon, whether Janet liked it or not, was now over. And she'd decided to take a quick look at herself in the mirror. So she stood in the bathroom with her ring finger naked for the first time in fourteen days, and she inspected her body. Her smooth pendular tittles hung down full and ripe as ever. Of course, there was a small heart-shaped hickey on one of her tits, but that didn't matter so much. As a matter of fact, she rather liked seeing that little red splotch there on her otherwise tanned chest. It was like a medal, a love medallion, a lovely little temporary scar, which indicated that she'd been through something. Except for that, and of course, except for the fact that ever since that first night of fucking her titty tips, her big nipples were always on end, she could see no change in her body.
Janet turned sideways in the mirror and took in her profile. Her breasts hung outwards and down. They were full and smooth, nicely sculpted. Her hips were trim and smooth, and the only parts of her body, which were pure creamy white, were her buns and a narrow strip of pelvis. She'd been sun bathing in the nude on the honeymoon in the Islands, and she'd been more than willing, as Tom had requested her to, to bathe nude except for the bottom of her bikini.
Her cunt was different though, but not from the outside. It was something she couldn't quite describe. It was always a little juicy these days. It used to get wet only when a boy stroked her mammaries and fingered her clitoris and the environs. But now, if she just thought about sex, her interior flesh cave began to swell and secrete juices. She liked that.
Her legs were smooth and shapely. The thighs were ample, the flesh of her loins soft and supple, her knees cute, her calves sculpted, and her ankles narrow and slender. She had small feet.
And thus, with her own personal inspection complete, Janet started to reach for her wedding ring. "Well," she was saying to herself, "no sex until Tom gets home from work. But maybe I'll just go and visit him for lunch. I bet he'd like that." She had the ring close to her finger when the doorbell rang. She put the ring back on the soap tray and rushed to her new bedroom to put on her housecoat.
She slipped into the Navy blue silk gar-met. It broke at the middle of her thighs, and the lapels left her big luscious chest wide open. She tried to close it tight, and then rushed to the living room to answer the persistent doorbell. "Hello, already," she said, opening the door.
It was a man in a three-piece suit, a young man, and he carried a brief case. "Good day, Mrs. Tibbleton," he said. "My name is Anchors, and I'm with the Insurance Company? Your husband suggested I speak with you about some sort of maternity coverage."
"Oh, yes," said Janet. "Come in. Come in. I wasn't expecting you so soon."
Janet closed the door behind Mr. Anchors. She led him to the living room sofa and offered him coffee which he turned down. "No thanks," he said, "but if you wish to…"
"Don't mind if I do," said Janet. She came back from the kitchen a moment later and sat in a chair across from him. "Well, Mr. Anchors," she said, sipping her coffee, "the kind of policy Tom wants me to have would include hospital and…" She leaned forward while she was talking and her housecoat fell open to reveal her long, full mammaries. Her titty tips, just as they'd been in the mirror, were erect and fully blossomed. The brown caps were enlarged and heated. Her smooth chest, where normally there would be cleavage, was blushing red. When she realized what had happened, she sat back and pulled her coat around her big titties. "I'm sorry," she said, "I only just got up a minute ago, Mr. Anchors, and.”
"Why don't you call me Rick," said the insurance salesman, his face aglow. "It's better that way."
"Yes, well, Rick," she said, "I only just got up and." She crossed her legs and Rick Anchors couldn't help but get a strictly friendly look at Janet's sandy blond bush. The lips were slightly spread-he was able to tell in the instant he saw them-and there was a bit of shiny juice there as well. But in the next moment the beaver was hidden by soft loin flesh and thigh. He looked up with another bright-eyed expression. "Why don't you come and sit over here, Mrs. Tibbleton, and I'll show you one of your, ahem, policies."
"Oh, yes, of course," said Janet, feeling her own blush begin to work down in her thighs. She stood up and came over to sit down alongside the insurance salesman. Her skimpy garment rose up high on her racy thighs and left most of her loins fully uncovered. There was a snatch of beaver showing just under the hemline. Mr. Rick Anchors brought out the policy. He rested it between the two of them, on her thigh and his. ^You see right here," he said, pointing to the fine legal print, "that you would be fully covered, even for twins. In all regards, this is the best policy…"
The longer he spoke, the more bored Janet grew. She didn't know why Tom had left her with the responsibility of figuring out what insurance to have. She didn't really give a damn. And as far as Rick Anchors was concerned just then, he was having difficulty explaining the policy because he could smell the faint aroma of clit juice, a kind of sweet musky odor, and he was sure that it came from his prospective client's twat hole, only inches from his hand where he held the legal document. A moment later he could no longer resist the temptation to run an experimental finger up Janet's thigh and into her loins.
"Oh, Mr. Anchors," she said, "I thought you'd never do that." She didn't know what she was saying. She was only just married, but the feeling of sex outweighed the fact. She was married too young, she said to herself as she embraced him and kissed him on the mouth. She hadn't had time to experiment with her twat, she told herself as she unbuttoned his vest and his shirt. It was Tom's fault, she said in her guilt-ridden conscience as she worked his belt open. He should have let her give up her virginity earlier so that she would have met a lot of men before her marriage. She worked Rick's pants down around his feet. "I have to get that thing of yours out," she said, stroking at the bulge in his cotton underwear. "I hope you don't think I'm too forward?"
"Oh, God, no," said the salesman. "I rather like it." He watched young Janet, her titties falling forward against his knees, pulling out his joint and stroking at it. She worked it with her milking, squeezing fingers, and then licked it with her tongue. She concentrated on the head of his meat, sucking it up into her face and giving it a good rubbing with her fingers and her hands as she did. Her experimenting hands went sliding under his buns and caressed and fondled his nut nest on the way. When she had his ass cheeks in her kneading fingers, she worked his body around so that he could lie on his back on the couch. She climbed up between his spread legs and continued to suck on his joint, harder and faster. A moment later the insurance salesman jacked off into the young bride's mouth. She swallowed every drop, licked off the tip, and looked up at him. "I think it's better that we get to know each other before you sell me any hospital plans, don't You?"
"Yes," he chuckled. "Quite right." She climbed slowly up his chest and landed her sweet teenage mouth around his manly nipple. She sucked on that and rubbed the top of her long supple thigh against his already firming joint. "I think you can insure me of a good fuck, Mr. Anchors," she said. "I'd really like that. Wouldn't you?" She kissed him on the cheek and on the neck. He rocked his pelvis up against her legs and she quickly reached down to get a feel of his joint. She wanted to know how long it would be before she could use his cock to satisfy her incredibly lusty desires. "Tom would kill me," she said, "if he knew I was fooling around already. But why don't we go into the bedroom. It'll be more comfortable."
Somewhat astounded by the young bride's forward manner, Mr. Anchors followed her without saying a word. She took him by the hand and led the way into the bedroom. There she spread out on her back and pushed her tittles at him. "Do you like my big breasts?" she said. "Ever since I got married the nipples have been up like that. Is that common? Tom says it is."
"I suppose so," said Rick Anchors. "My wife is the same way."
"You're married too?" asked Janet, spreading her loins wide and sliding a finger into her twat. "My cunt is so hot these days. To think that only two weeks ago I was a virgin and now I can fuck all I want just because I'm married. It's amazing." She flicked her clit a little and Rick Anchors climbed up onto the bed. "Don't mind me, Rick," she said. "I just want to stay hot until you get that cock of yours going, o.k?" She didn't worry terribly about what he might have said. She was just beginning to get her little clit meat throbbing, and didn't see any reason to stop on his account. After all, she knew that the fuck would be that much better for them both if she were hot and juicy when he finally got it on to fuck her again. He grabbed hold of her smooth thigh and squeezed and massaged it. Soon he was working his hands between her two loins. He was rubbing her pussy and getting his fingers closer and closer to the slit itself. Before long, Janet removed her own finger from her clitoris and took hold of Rick's hand. She placed his finger on her clit and rubbed it up and down. "I like that so much," she said. "I used to masturbate myself before I got married, and now it's even better when a man does it. I used to lie in bed and stroke my clit alone. It's so much better to have you or Tom or any man stroke my clit. I just can't tell you." She heaved in her chest. She gasped for breath. Her passions were mounting.
Rick leaned down close and took a mouthful of cunt into his lips. He sucked up the little twat-prick. Then he gave a light licking to the vaginal walls. Finally, he flicked the little clit button up and down with his fingers again.
"I'm hot enough," she said. "You can stuff me up good, if you want to now." She spread her legs wide so that he could see how juicy she was. "I'm so damn hot, Mr. Anchors. Go ahead and fuck me now." She lifted one of her smooth thighs and showed him even more of her pelvis. "Come on," she said. "Don't you want to be inside?"
"Oh, yeah, baby," said the insurance salesman. "Coming right up." He mounted her with his long stiff prick. He took her hips in his two hands and rode his joint all the way down her flesh canal. Inside she was as soft as any teenager could possibly be. Her cunt tissue was wet and satin smooth. She had long muscles that went right to work pulsing on his prick shaft and mushroom head. She swayed her pelvis up and down, climbed her way upwards on the meat of his joint. Soon she had the entire thick wedge inside her body. "Oh, God," she panted. "I love sex. I love fucking. I love it, I love it, I love it." She was flipping her pelvis up and down on his rod, bending him in two or three directions at once. Her cunt flesh rolled across his stiff penis. A moment later he was filling her pussy with come.
"Oh, wow," she murmured, "That's the best. You can't jerk yourself off and get come in there, too. That's the fucking best." She lifted her legs and Rick stroked into the back wall of her cunt for the final twitch of his rod. He shot out the last of his jism juice and pulled out. "Nice," he said. "Nice and smooth."
Ten minutes later Janet Tibbleton had signed her first insurance policy. It seemed to go right along with the idea of her first affair.



II: A SPECIAL BOUQUET


Tom arrived home that night with a bouquet of roses for his young bride. She was rosey cheeked and exuberant, happy to see her new groom. He'd had a good first day back at work, and he was quick to tell Janet how much he missed her. Right after dinner he took her in his arms, while she was doing the dishes, and stroked down to her butt. "You know," he said, "there are a couple of things I haven't shown you yet."
"Really?" she said. "Show me now." She put her dishcloth aside and hugged Tom. She stroked his dark curly hair with her two hands. She pulled his face close to hers and kissed him hard on the mouth. She gave him all of her tongue. "It might hurt," he said, pulling away. "Will you mind if it
Hurts at first?"
"Nothing," she said, "could hurt as much as that first night. Nothing." He massaged her buns for another instant and then took her by the hand. "Come on," he said, "I'll show you something new."
In the bedroom they undressed each other. Slowly but surely Janet worked her husband's trousers off. On the way, she kissed his meat on the shaft. Then she sucked on the head of the joint and rubbed it with her tongue. She used her hands to play with his balls at the same time. She stroked his nut nest up and down with her light, young fingers. Finally, she pressed her naked breasts up against his meat and balls. "I like your cock," she said. "I like the way it's big and firm."
He took her under the arms and told her to lie down on the bed. She stretched out on her back. He came over to her with a tube of lubricant. "You won't need that," she said. "Just look." She spread her legs and pointed to her pussy. "See how wet I am?"
He unscrewed the tube and set it on the end table. "Just in case," he said. "Now roll over."
"What?" she said. "I don't get it. You want to do it with me on my belly?"
"Yes," he said, "you'll understand in a minute." He spread her buns out as soon as she rolled over. He was yet to have put his finger in her asshole, let alone his prick. "Tell me if you like this," he said. He applied a digit to her rectum.
"Oh, well," she said, "That does feel rather nice." She shook her ass. "Try going a little harder." He shoved his finger all the way into her asshole, and she screamed in agony. "Oh, God, no, Tom. It's too much."
"We need the juice," he said. He dipped his fingers into her cunt and brought out a supply of ease juice. He flooded her anal crease with the stuff, and just to be sure he applied a thin coating of synthetic ooze as well. Then he greased his cock. "O.k.," he said, "I think you'll like this once we get into it, but you have to give it a minute." He reached under her pelvis, spread her loins from within, and grabbed her clit with two fingers. Then he mounted her anus.
"Oh, Christ," she hollered, "That's hurting me, darling. Please, no, it's killing me. No." But she had to admit that she did like the feel of something stretching out her bowels that way, even if it did hurt at first. It reminded her of her first enema and how it felt like her insides were exploding like a bursting balloon. She couldn't believe how big her husband's penis was. It seemed to be making her feel constipated. She couldn't understand how he managed to cram it all in there. But she had to admit, even though she screamed bloody murder, that the big pecker and his clit stroking was getting her damn hot. "Jesus," she mumbled into her pillow, "I don't know what to make of it."
"Try squeezing your asshole muscles," he told her. "Just give a little tight squeeze, Eh?"
She did as he said, contracted her long anus muscle on his big thick meat. "Like that?" she asked.
"Yeah," said Tom. "That's the way." He stroked down further, filled his teenage wife's bunghole with all of his cock muscle. He could feel her long smooth muscles going to work on his dick head and shaft. It didn't take long for her to get the hang of it. She might have been young, but she was a born fuck artist. She knew how to move, and she liked moving right. It gave her a thrill to know that she was only a teenager and still she could give a man all the sensual pleasure he might want. And it didn't matter to her how old the man was, either. She liked a boner, and she liked it even up her asshole. "God, Tom," she said, "we should have tried this a lot sooner."
"Quick convert, eh?" he said, his prick flying at full mast in her anus. "I guess you do everything right, baby." He stroked out and relaxed for a minute.
"I feel hollow now," she said. "Why'd you stop?"
"Just a little breather," he said. "Maybe you'd like me to give you something else that you might like."
"Like what?" she asked.
"Well, I went by a store on the way home today, and I got you this." He reached down under the bed and brought out a package. "If you get lonely," he said, opening the box, "and I'm not around, you can use this thing to make yourself happy. And if I am around, we can both play with it to get you really hot." He pulled out an expensive vibrator. "Do you like it?"
"I don't even know what it is," she said.
He put in a couple of nine-volt batteries, which he’d also, bought, and clamped the back end of the machine closed. "It's a synthetic prick, darling, and it's going to make all the holes in your body feel good. Spread your legs and we'll try it out." She spread her legs and he stuffed her vagina with the machine. "It's got three speeds. This is the slow one," said Tom, turning the device on. It started whirring softly between Janet's cunt lips. He stroked up to her clitoris.
"Try the high speeed," she said. "I can't… oooooh, God… fuck!" She suddenly started to writhe in passion. Her legs folded all the way closed on the thick piece of shaking plastic. "Jesus," she grunted, "that thing's amazing." Tom stuffed his teenage wife's cunt with the big synthetic penis. She spread her cunt lips with her fingers, now, and managed to show Tom all of her twat. "Oh, Jesus," she said, "married life is the best, darling. Really the best."
While Tom stroked her cunt with the dildo, he also applied a finger to her freshly buggered asshole. He shoved his digit up into the anus while keeping the vibrating phallus rolling in her cunt tube. "Fucking-A," she grunted, "that's the best. You have both holes at once."
"I'm goanna switch now," he said. He pulled the dildo out of her cunt and slipped his finger from her anal crotch. Then he pushed the dildo into her asshole and flicked her clit with his finger. "How's that?" he asked.
"That's big bitchin'," she grunted. "I love it both ways." She shook with chills. Her titties turned bright red, especially the erect nipples. Her chest perspired with fever. She could feel her heart beating hard in her chest. "I'm getting so damn hot, Tom," she said. "I want your prick in me." He took his finger out of her cunt and adjusted his position. He had a bulging penis just from fiddling with her cunt and anus. Now he was going to fuck her smooth twat, and that made him even harder. He jammed his cock down her love tunnel, and she lifted her legs. He kept the dildo going at the same time. Thus he was fucking her with his penis and buggering her anus with the new sex toy.
"Oh, God," she cried out. "Oh, my fucking Lord. Oh, God. Jesus fucking asshole that's bitchin', Tom. That's really tough." She shook her waist from side to side and rubbed his cock with her fleshy interior cave. It didn't take her long to start getting little chills and ready for orgasm. "I'm gonna come," she moaned. "I'm gonna fucking come." She reached around and grabbed his buttocks. She cupped his hairy cheeks and pulled his cock down into her twat tube. Finally, she hitched up her hips and rubbed the ceiling of her pussy up and down on her young husband's dick. She could feel the spongy mushroom head of his joint jamming on her clitoris, and she could also feel him pumping the electric organ into her asshole. "It's gonna be… good… Tom… ooooh.. good…" She could say no more. Her body started shaking. She flooded her cunt hole with fresh ease juice as she sprayed all over his terrific and powerful prick. "I'm coming," she moaned, squeezing on the flesh muscle inside her tube. "I'm fucking coming like a mother-fucking idiot. Oh, God, Lord, please… oh…" The combination of a cock in her twat, a plastic prick in her asshole sent Janet Tibbleton into the land of sexual bliss. She nearly passed out.
Her face blushed when she came back to reality and realized that Tom continued to pound his meat into her pussy. "Oh, God," she grunted, "I can't believe it. I'm still coming." She rocked her hips. He no longer had the joint stuffed up her asshole. He only had his prick in her twat, but that was enough. She gyrated on it, shifted her weight and rolled on it, yelled out that she was the happiest wife in the world, and then came again.
This time Tom shot his wad, too. He sprayed a full load of jism into her pussy cave and pulled out. "There," he said, leaving the teenager shaking with fresh chills. "How's that?"
"Oh, Tom…" she moaned, beside herself with passion. "I don't know how to tell you." She watched him with a red face. She saw him light up a cigarette. "How can you be so cool afterwards?" she moaned. "I'm still fucking hot as a coal." She spied the dildo at the foot of the bed. "Do you mind if I try out the new toy? Just to see what it's like?"
Tom shook his head. "That's what it's there for."
She reached down and fondled the plastic cock as though it were alive. She suddenly took it in both hands and fisted it into her sweltering cunt tube. She turned it on to full speed and jammed it against her clitoris. She went sliding up and down on the technological muscle, giving her body a good steady rubbing and a long even ride. She manipulated the vibrating portion of the thing against her clit, and she made sure that she didn't let loose until her twat-pecker was twitching. "Oooh, God," she muttered to herself. Tom watched her. She was jerking herself off, masturbating herself with the new toy, and loving every minute of it. He was surprised to see how much of the huge plastic shaft her pussy could accommodate. Except for the handle, most of the prick portion of the machine was inside his wife's tube. She had a good hold on the shaking thing, and she had her legs spread wide so that she could manipulate it in several directions whenever she wanted. "I love it,"^ she moaned. "I really do love it."
Tom reached out and squeezed her tit-ties. "Oh, yes," she panted, "that's good too." For just an instant, Tom wondered if bringing home the imitation cock had been such a good idea. Then he realized that it was an excellent idea. She could always work out with the thing, make herself hot, and then he could fuck her. It would save him a lot of trouble, that way, and he wouldn't have to waste a lot of time with foreplay when he didn't want to. He smiled to himself as he continued to fondle her big nipples and soft pendular breasts. Young Janet continued to work the machine in and out of her juicing vagina.
"You want to fuck my asshole again?" she asked softly. "I'd like that. We were just getting started with that when you stopped, you know." She turned her head sideways but kept the machine going in her pussy. "Do you?"
"Yeah," he said. "Good idea." The machine never left. Janet’s pussy. Tom took over and rubbed it up and down in his teenage wife's pussy hole. He could hear it whirring, sending her higher and higher on the ecstasy ladder. Her smooth legs were chilled and blushing. There was goose flesh everywhere. He stroked up and down in her cunt tube until he was sure that she was on the verge of another climax. Then he pulled the machine out of her tube. "Over," he said. "Roll over and let me get this thing in again."
She turned over and showed him her lovely cream-colored moon. He spread her buns and looked at the delightful virgin rectum. He was going to give her the full screwing this time, no stopping, no giving way to her screaming. He applied the dildo from the underside when Janet came up on hands and knees. Then he slammed his cock into her anus.
"Fuuuuuuck," she grunted, "that's too fucking…" He didn't stop. She moaned and complained and wiggled so much that he had to let loose of the dildo. It went rolling onto the side of the bed and continued to whir. Tom didn't pay that any mind. He reached under with his finger and found out his teenage wife's cunt-button. He pressed the clit muscle between his two fingers and kept her pussy juicing that way. His cock, though, was buried deep in ass flesh, exactly where he wanted it. He stroked hard, pushed his pelvis flat against her young soft white buns. They spread out because of his thick meat, and her interior muscle pushed closer around his thick meat. "Oooh, Christ," she hollered, "no Tom. No. I was wrong. It's too much. It's so big. It's too soon. Wait."
There was to be no waiting. Tom jammed hard; He jackhammered his TNT pecker deep into the butt cave. The head of his joint was buried in ass bowel. He had a good hold on Janet, one that she wouldn't forget. He had her neck in one hand, her waist in his arm. He could move her, or prevent her movement, in any direction he chose. "Come on, baby," he said. "Squeeze and bear it. Squeeze that flesh smile of yours." He rubbed hard and enjoyed the tight bunghole flesh on his stiff cock. A moment later he flashed a wad of sticky hot jism into the bottom of her anal basin. He let himself mutter: "I love you, darling," before he let loose of her neck. She squirmed off of his impaling rod, and he fell into a spent heap of flesh. "Nice," he moaned. "Very, very nice."
"That's easy for you to say," said Janet Tibbleton. "I mean really." She scratched her sore rump. "My rectum will never be the same."
"Come on," said Tom with his eyes still closed. "Didn't you say the same thing about your twat about two weeks ago. I mean you said that your pussy wouldn't ever recover. But the next day you couldn't keep your hands off of me. Isn't that right? In the hotel room? You remember? Or downstairs during dinner the next night? You remember that? While we were eating? Well, it's gonna be the same with your asshole. In a day or so you're going to start pumping that prick I bought you up your anus and then two days later you'll be asking me to fuck you up the asshole every chance we get. Now isn't that right?"
"I don't know," she said. "It felt good, but it hurts now." She leaned her head on his chest. "Maybe you're right." She was facing his crotch. "Say, Tom," she said, "Look at your cock. It's getting big again. Just like that."
"I was thinking about our honeymoon," he said. "You know what I mean?"
"Sure," said Janet. "It happens to me, too." She smiled and reached down to her new husband's fresh firming joint. "It's getting so big already. So soon." She stroked it with two fingers. She palmed the head and rolled her soft, silky skin across the spongy tip. It turned red, blushed as it filled with a fresh supply of his passionate blood. "It's getting bigger even. It's expanding," she added. "Wow!" She had to use two hands to get her full of the meat. She leaned down close and used her mouth on the tip of the hog. She sucked it hard and then looked up at Tom. "Do you want to do it in my cunt? Just one more time before we go to sleep?"
"You know I do," said Tom. "No way that I wouldn't." He rolled over and pushed Janet onto her back. "Wait a second," he said, "I think we'd be better off if you were standing up. Get up."
She climbed off the bed and took a position leaning her hands onto the mattress. Her legs were spread and Tom mounted her from the rear in her pussy. He shoved his cock all the way up the channel and Janet started shaking her hips, rolling her buns. He held onto those silky soft bun cheeks, rubbed his hands around and around on them, and then he went sliding his fingers onto the flat of her pelvis. It didn't take long for Janet to get to pumping her body up and down, doing a kind of sexual pushup with Tom's prick high in her fleshy in-sides. "God," she moaned, "I loved it, darling. I love the feel of that big hot penis of yours in my pussy. Nothing will ever make me so happy." She had her eye on the dildo as she said it and she wondered if she wouldn't be spending all of the following day with the big artificial limb stuffed in her cunt. "You know," she murmured, "science has come a long way."
Tom couldn't hear her. He was concentrating on those automatically squeezing cunt muscles of hers. They were sliding up and down on his prick, grabbing it and making him stiffer and hotter than ever. It was a wet, tantalizing rub down for the head of his cock muscle. He knew that in another few seconds he would be spilling out what remained of his come. His nuts would chill and freeze, his cock would throb, twitch, and then would come the moment of blissful silence when his brain would explode with ecstasy, and, finally, the jism would pour out into the contracting flesh chamber his wife called her pussy. "Ahhhhhh, fuck," he moaned when it finally happened, but it wasn't anything like the way he imagined it. When it was over he stroked out.
"Well," said Janet Tibbleton, all energetic and eager for more, "is that all, darling?"
"For now," he said, "that will have to do."
"I see," she said, turning out the lamp on her side of the bed.
Tom smoked a cigarette in the dark. He wondered if he was going to be able to handle his new wife. She was a lot hotter now that she was no longer a virgin than she was before their marriage. There was something about the legal permission to fuck that made his teenage bride hotter, lustier, hornier, and more difficult to satisfy than he'd expected. He'd fucked her three times in one night and still she wanted more. He'd mounted her asshole and she liked it in the end. He'd fucked her cunt twice and she still was bitching for more cock in there. He couldn't figure it out. She must have been one of the horniest wenches he'd ever met. He wondered how much it would take out of him to keep her sexually gratified. A moment later, half-asleep, he felt her hand wrapping around his cock. "Oh, God," he moaned, "please…"



III: GIRLFRIENDS


She had pretty blue eyes and sandy blonde hair. She looked a lot like Janet Tibbleton, and she was just as young if not younger. Her legs were smooth and tanned, and she wore shorts, white cotton ones, as though they were invented just for her. Her name was Sherry, and she and Janet had been school chums ever since either one of them could remember. And she'd stopped by that morning just to see how married life was for her friend.
"Well," she said, sitting down and crossing her long smooth thighs, "what is the inside story on being a wedded lady, Janet?"
Janet smiled. She poured some coffee for Sherry. "I wish I'd had a lot more experience before I tied the knot," she said. "You know what I mean?"
"No, not at all," said Sherry, loosening one button of her blouse. "I thought you were one of the first kids at Dover to do it. No?"
"No way," said Janet. "The first time I fucked was fifteen days ago on my honeymoon with Tom. I've had some experience since then, but that was it."
"Oh, amazing!" exclaimed Sherry. "I thought for sure you were an 'all-around-girl', if you know what I mean?"
"I know what you mean," said Janet, pulling up a chair alongside her good friend, "but I never did anything. But now I've done everything."
"Everything?" queried Sherry, lifting one eyebrow and smiling. "I bet you haven't done quite everything." She had a lecherous grin on her pretty face. "I mean there are some things I've done you haven't, and I'm not even married." She waited to see what Janet's reaction would be.
"Like what?" asked the teenage bride?
"Well, like fucking with a woman," said Sherry. "Frankly." She watched Janet blush. "Don't be old fashion," said Sherry. "I'd be willing to make love with you anytime. It's really bitchin', you know. To sort of feel another woman who's so soft and all, just like you. You know what I mean?"
"Not really," said Janet, considering the idea. "You know what Tom bought me yesterday? A dildo!"
"Really? Can I see it?"
"Sure," said Janet. "Right this way to the dildo chamber." Janet led the way to her bedroom. Sherry followed, keeping a close eye on Janet's swinging soft buns. They were pink and rounded. She'd only just got up and she hadn't bothered to put on more than a pair of panties and a bra. Sherry couldn't help but size up what it might be like to hold those soft cheeks in her hands, to knead that pleasant silky flesh in her fingers. "You know," she said, when they arrived at the bedroom, "you two have a really cute apartment here. It's nice."
"Thanks," said Janet, pulling the dildo out of the bedside drawer. "Look at this thing." She handed the machine to Sherry. "I've used it a couple of times," said the teenage bride, "but I prefer it when Tom strokes me with it. You know what I mean?"
"Can I try it?" asked Sherry. A big smile spread on her face while she waited for Janet Tibbleton's answer. "I don't mind if you watch either."
"O.k.," said Janet. "I guess Tom wouldn't mind." She laughed to herself. "He'd probably love to know that it had been in your cunt, in fact."
Sherry slipped out of her cotton shorts and unbuttoned her loose blouse. She had big melon styled tittles and the nipples were already upright and chilled. Her stomach was flat and tanned, and her hips were wide and smooth. Her long smooth loins were her best feature, though, except for her smooth cunt lips, which were tucked neatly away under a furry sandy blonde bush. She had a tawdry look about her when she was naked, and wasn't afraid to be watched by anyone, least of all Janet Tibbleton whom she intended to seduce. "I haven't used a dildo in a while," she said, spreading herself out on the bed. She lifted one knee, the far one, so that she could get the dildo going at the right angle. She switched the thing on and speared herself with it. "Oh, yeah," she murmured, her face going red with blush and heat, "I like this. I like it… a fuck of a lot." She slipped it all the way in and pumped her cunt up and around the thing. Soon she had most of it buried in her sweet young pussy flesh. "You want to do some?" she asked Janet. "Or just watch?"
Janet undid her bra and let her big pendular titties go hanging down. Her nipples, too, were aroused and blushing. She slipped out of her panties and climbed onto the bed alongside Sherry. Sherry slid over a bit to make room for her friend whose leg went sliding up against her own thigh. "It's a nice dildo, Janet. I like it," she said. She handed the thing over to Janet who said: "I wish we had two of them. I could see us both coming at the same time."
"Let me help you with it," said Sherry. She got up on her hands and knees and took the artificial cock back from Janet. "I'll just push it in and out and you can tell me if it's alright. O.k.?"
"Gee, thanks, Sherry," said Janet. "That's nice of you."
Sherry smiled and started sliding the automatic cock up and down between her friend's blushing legs. She worked it closer and closer to the cunt hole. Soon she had one hand down by Janet's pussy and she pulled the soft lips open and fingered the clit. "I just want to be sure I know where you're at, Janet. Don't mind me." But her face was aglow with passion. She was getting exactly what she wanted. When she found Janet's easy to locate clit muscle, she reluctantly applied the dildo. She'd have much rather, just then, bowed down and put her face into the cunt space. But she decided to bide her time and used the machine instead. She worked the vibrator in and out of the soft, sweet hole, and a moment later she had the machine well inside Janet's willing cunt tube.
"Oh, God," moaned young Janet, "I like the way that thing works. You know just how to use it, too. It must be because you're a woman like me. Tom does it nice, but never like that. Oh, God, that's good." Sherry applied one hand to her friend's smooth thigh. She massaged Janet's loin while she worked the machine in a perfect stroking action on the hot little clitoris. "That's bitchin'," said Janet. "I mean that's really fucking nice." She lifted her legs and Sherry removed her hand from her friend's leg. Instead she applied a fondling digit to Janet's now available bunghole. "Tell me," said Sherry, "if I move somehow that it doesn't feel good or something. O.k.?"
"Oh, God, everything you do-it all feels so nice," said Janet, who appreciated the effort Sherry was making. "I especially like the way you use the dildo. And whatever you're doing to my rectum, well, that feels nice too. I don't have to tell you."
"Good," said Sherry, her big tittles going red with passion while she watched her friend getting hot and stimulated. "I like to see you getting turned on. It makes me feel like I'm a good friend to you." She pushed the machine in Janet's beaver. She rocked it up and down on the clit muscle. She coordinated her efforts at masturbating her friend's cunt and asshole. Her finger penetrated the iris muscle with the same rhythm that the electric cock worked on the clit.
"You know," gasped Janet, "I think I'm getting pretty hot. Let me hold that thing for a minute." She reached down and held the vibrator with her own hands. She worked it in and out of her cunt. This freed Sherry to make what she considered a risky move. She reached up with her now empty hand and stroked lightly at Jane's titties. "Oh, God," moaned the young newly wed, "I like that. I like the way you play with my breast. Sherry. That's smooth and nice." Sherry took advantage of the encouraging words and leaned over Janet's chest. She applied her tongue and her thick wet lips to the big nipple where she began a steady sucking and licking. Her finger remained cramming in Janet's anal twat. "Oh, shit, yes!" exclaimed Janet. "I have it everywhere now. On my titty, in my anus, in my cunt. Oh, fuck me. Lord. Fuck me good and hard!"
Sherry switched nipples. She tongued and sucked the other titty. She gave Janet's pendular chest organs a good mouthing and a steady rubdown. She moved slowly along Janet's chest to her stomach, and from there she went even closer to the most erogenous zone. Soon she was pulling the dildo out of Janet's cunt and replacing it with her tongue and lips. She started sucking off the hot little clit button, and Janet enjoyed that even more than the machine. "Oh, God," she grunted, "do that harder, Sherry. Really lick my clit hard." She laid the dildo aside and rested for a moment while Sherry attacked her clitoris with full strength. The young woman's tongue went scratching about in the pussy space, sliding along the interior walls, licking at the upright flesh prong. "Mmmmmm, good," she said after a minute, "I love eating you, darling, It's so nice and fresh."
"It's bitchin' for me, too," said Janet. "I like it a lot." She rolled her smooth blonde thighs open so that Sherry could get an even larger mouthful. Sherry, for her part, kept her finger going in Janet's anus as she devoured the clit, too. She used her fondling free hand to reach up and stroke Janet's big right titty. Then she slid her hand down and applied a massaging action to Janet's smooth thigh. Sherry, at long last. was getting the lesbian loving going that she wanted. It only remained for Janet to return the favor when she'd had her climax.
"O.k.," said Janet. "It's coming up. It's going to be soon. I don't know how much longer.. Ooooh, God, there it is… there it fucking damn well… oh, bitchin', man, really fuckin' bitchin'…" Her hips quaked, quivered, and she shook with ecstatic delight. She came all over Sherry's quick tongue. Her tube flexed open and closed and she rocked to a dead standstill. "Phew," she grunted, "that was nice." She rolled away from Sherry's persistent mouth and fingers. "I have to rest a bit," she said. "I need to take a little breather." Sherry smiled and lay back on the bed. She would have to wait her turn, it seemed. She hoped that Janet would realize her responsibility to do the same for her.
Sure enough, a moment later, Janet said: "Listen, I think it's only fair, since you did me up so fine, that I give you a little feel, too."
Sherry smiled. "If you like." She spread her handsome thighs. The smooth silky loins were open, and her protuberant bush, already leaking, was slightly shiny. The lips underneath were parted. Her clit could be seen. It was upright and mobile. Janet climbed up between Sherry's thighs and looked down into the pubic forest. "Oh, my," she commented, fingering the flesh gates to the slippery canal, "your pussy is a little larger than mine. And your clit-" She squeezed the little rubbery piece of flesh, "-is bigger than mine."
"That's because I exercise it more than you," said Sherry. Sherry took her own two hands to.her big tittles. She rubbed and rolled them back and forth, then reached down to where Janet was fiddling with her clit and spread the lips of her cunt for Janet. She made sure the flesh tube was wide open and ready for play. "Go on," said Sherry, "and help yourself."
Janet leaned down and started sucking on the clit button. She tongued the clitoris and the flesh around it. She made sure that the inside walls were wet down, and then she stuck her mouth muscle up into the hole. "Mmmm," hummed Sherry, "that's nice, Janet. You really know how to make me feel good." She lifted her thighs, spread her loins and rocked back onto her spine. "Now you can get all the way in there." Janet took to licking her friend's pussy as though it were a big lollypop. Her splayed tongue went sliding up and down, lapping at the furry hole. Soon she had a lather of frenzied juice going around the entrance to Sherry's twat. When it was good and hot she reached for the dildo. "I better get you going with the machine, eh?" she suggested. "If you like," said Sherry. "Why not?"
"If you like," said Sherry. "Why not?" Janet turned the machine on and stuffed the head of it into Sherry's pussy tube. She worked it up and down next to her clitoris and managed to fill the length of the tube with plastic cock. "Oooh, God," murmured Sherry, "that's the way to do it, honey. I like that a lot. Press hard against the clit and I'll be coming in a minute." She kept herself supported on her spine by holding her thighs up and back with her hands. She had her twat wide open and filled with electric penis. "Mmmmm, good," she murmured again, "I love it. That's nice. Ooooh, yes, that's good!" Janet continued to probe the inside of Sherry's twat with the electric cock. After a minute or two, however, she began using only one hand to place the machine up Sherry's delightful beaver. With her free hand she attacked Sherry's open rectum. She stuffed a finger into the little brown hole. Thus she, too, was using the dildo and a finger to get both pelvic holes properly stimulated. It didn't take long for young Sherry to begin moaning and sweating and gasping with passion. "God fucking damn," cried Sherry, "I love it when you do that to me. It's just right. I really do fucking love it."
Janet found herself overwhelmed with passion. She pulled out the machine and she removed her finger from Sherry's pussy.
"What the hell?" asked Sherry? "It was just getting good, Janet. Why'd you stop?" She looked at her friend. Janet had a strange look on her face. Her eyes were glassy and her chest was red and heated. She leaned forward down on Sherry's body. She came closer and closer and then she pressed her lips into Sherry's lips. She gave Sherry her tongue, Frenched the other girl in the mouth. Her hips were between Sherry's soft loins, and her bush was rubbing against Sherry's bush. She reached her hand down to penetrate a finger into the confines of Sherry's hole. She finger-fucked the girl with her own digit. That was why she put aside the dildo. After a moment of kissing like this, Janet used her thumb in Sherry's pussy, and her long middle digit to stroke the open, hot rectum hole. "Mmmm," hummed Sherry, "now I know why you put that machine aside. And I'm glad." She heaved her chest up into Janet's pendular boobies. They rubbed their two bodies against each other, and then Sherry pulled away. "Let me use the dildo on you again, darling," she said.
Janet lay off and to the side. She spread herself out on her back. But when Sherry had fetched the machine she demanded that Janet change sides, lay on her belly. Janet did so, and Sherry took to sliding the plastic cock back and forth between her friend's smooth ass cheeks. She rubbed it up and down and eventually she pushed the head of the device into the hot anus hole. Soon the plastic tip was buried in asshole flesh. It was shoved all the way up inside Janet's shit tube where, on full speed ahead, it vibrated and shook Janet's bowels. "Ooh, God," she moaned, "I love it. I love that fucking thing up my ass. I can't tell you how good that is." Sherry took advantage of the space between Janet's legs. She applied an additional finger to the back of Janet's cunt tube. She rubbed up and down and located the hot little twittering clitoris. She shoved hard against it and started up a paroxysm of chills. "Jesus, fuck, shit, piss," cried Janet, "That's too fucking much. Oh, God, fuck." She shook her hips, tried to get free of the shoving dildo, of the jamming finger, but she couldn't. Sherry had too good a hold on her body. She shook with delight, but it was so severe, so intense, that her excitement
had overwhelmed her. Suddenly, she urinated.
"Oh, fuck," moaned Sherry. "I'm sorry. I didn't realize."
But five minutes later the girls had removed the linen from the bed and they were together in the shower. "I never was so excited in all my life," said Janet. "And to think that only two weeks ago I was a virgin." She reached out under the steamy shower and embraced young Sherry. They pressed their wet soapy bodies together. Sherry slid a finger down between Janet's labial lips and stuffed her digit up against Janet's hot little clit. "There," she said, "we have to get you started again." They embraced under the raining shower, kissing each other's tongues, pressing their lips to each other's breasts, and rubbing their smooth bodies against one another. "I love it," moaned Sherry. "I love the feel of your soft skin against my body. I love your titties." She leaned down and sucked on Janet's big pendular breasts. She rubbed her tongue across the tip of the nipple, and she sucked up the big brown cap. "Oh, nice," moaned Janet. "That's very, very nice. Mmmmmm."
"How sweet it is," said Sherry. "It makes me hot all over again."
"Why don't you bend over," said Janet, "and let me get a little feel of your asshole?"
Sherry smiled and bent over. She spread her ass cheeks and made her anus completely available. The streaming shower cleaned her crack. Janet shot a finger down the delightful groove and ended up at the entrance to the tube itself. She pushed her digit into the brown orifice and filled it right up. She gouged out Sherry's bunghole with her long middle digit. She had all the way in, up to the last knuckle, and she wormed around in there, making sure that she got the entire thing stimulated.
"Oh, fuck," moaned Sherry, "that's nice. I like that." She shook her hips so as to get the most out of the sliding digit in her bunghole. "It's so fucking good to have a woman fucking my asshole like that." She started blushing and getting awfully lusty and horny. "Use your other hand on my twat why don't you."
Janet applied her other hand to Sherry's wet beaver. She worked a finger up and down in Sherry's hole. She found the well-developed clitoris and stuffed it good and hard, along with a lot of the soft flesh in the environs. She worked it up and down, flicked it back and forth, and before long, she had the thing in sliding up and down in a steady twitter. "Fuck," she was grunting, "I love to give you pleasure. Sherry. It's something all new for me. It's not the same as jacking off Tom. It's really different."
Sherry stood up and Janet pulled her fingers from the two holes. "What's the matter?" she asked her friend.
"Nothing," said Sherry, "I just want to look at you." She eyed Janet straight on and then the two women embraced like born lovers. They kissed and tongued each other's mouth and worked their mutual fingers into each other's pussy holes. Finally, they fingered each other's clits and a moment or two later they were both orgasmic. "Fucking asshole, shit, piss," cried Sherry, "it's fucking great!"
Janet moaned in ecstasy as she sat on the side of the tub with the streaming shower water pouring down her body. "I loved that," she said. "It was really fucking nice."
A little while later they had cleaned up and straightened the house. "Best to make sure," said Janet, "that Tom has no idea we've been doing this. I think he might not understand."
"You never know about a new husband," said young Sherry, slipping her smooth ample thighs into her shorts. "You just never know." She buttoned her loose blouse and kissed Janet goodbye on the mouth. "See you soon, kid," she said, "and thanks! I loved every minute of it."
"Me, too," said the teenage bride. "It was bitchin'!"



IV: YOUNG LOVE


By the time Sherry left, it was nearly five in the afternoon. Which meant that Tom would be home any minute. Janet fixed up the house a little more and then took off all of her clothes. The work out with her friend had been sexually stimulating, a lot of fun, but basically unsatisfying. She figured that if she met Tom in the raw flesh, he would quickly ravish her body and give her the satisfaction she craved. He would take his jumbo-sized life and blood penis and stick it in her cunt hole; there to rub her clit into the final throes of real orgasm.
So she sat herself down at the kitchen table with her back to the front door, A moment later Tom entered and said into the living room: "I'm home, Janet. Janet?" He turned and saw her nude shoulder, her slender brown neck, and her lovely silky hair. "Hey, hey, hey," he said, "what do we have here?"
He approached her from the back. He slid his hands down over her shoulders and discovered her naked titties. "Well," he said, "seems like someone's been waiting for me, eh?"
She looked up and smiled at him. She took his hands and pressed them around her smooth titties. She made sure that his fingers touched her titty tips. She had him caress her nipples, fondle her belly and work lower into her snatch. "I'm glad you're home, darling," she said. She pushed his fingers down between her soft loins and into her cunt tube. "My clit's been waiting all day for you."
Tom smiled and fingered his wife's adorable flesh button. "I'm glad I married such a young woman, you know that? It gives me something to think about all day long at the studio."
"You're such a stud, Tom, darling," said Janet Tibblefon. She stood up and faced him, worked on the buttons of his shift while she spoke: "You have such a big hot prick, and such a friendly smile, and such nice hands." She picked up his hands and put them on her chest. "Squeeze my titties with your nice hands, darling." He did as she requested.
She worked the fly of his trousers open while he fondled her breasts. She reached into his open pants and played lightly with his crotch muscle. Before long she had his big stiff organ sticking out of his pants. She reached down and took hold of it with both hands. She caressed it, fondled the big spongy mushroom head, and she stroked along the back of the topside. She found his nut nest and gave them a tender squeeze. "Mmmm," she hummed, "it's nice and big today, and your balls are ready, aren't they?"
"You bet they're ready," said Tom. "I been thinking all day about having your pretty little fingers tied to my pecker. It's just what I been waiting for." With no further delay, he took his clothes off. They were both nude, now, and Janet went flinging herself onto his rod. She used her mouth and cupped the mushroom head with her thick wet lips. She stroked across the head of the meat with her splayed tongue. She used her hot wet mouth muscle to make sure every inch of Tom's thick organ was as wet and hot and lusty as could be. When the muscle had turned bright red, she was ready to start sucking in earnest. "Mmmmm, good," she said, inspecting and admiring her work. She pulled the prick out straight by holding by the head. She stroked it with her finger, and then with her wet tongue. She licked it several times in a row, and then she caressed his balls with her tongue. "Oooh, God," moaned her husband, "my teenage bride knows her shit, alright. That's good work, darling. Let's get into bed."
They made there way slowly, arm in arm, kissing and hugging on the way, to the bedroom. They stopped just before arriving at the bed and Tom stuck a finger down between Janet's seventeen-year-old thighs. He worked his digit up into her cunt vessel and stroked her clitoris. The thing was already upright and atwitter with ecstasy. He used his other hand to go gliding in her anus trap. He worked his back finger into her anal hole and filled the sphincter. He spread out the iris curl and made sure that it was ready for a good stretching because he intended to fuck every hole in her young body. He didn't marry such a pretty young girl just to look at her. He wanted to use her body in every way possible, and fucking her asshole and her cunt, at least once a day, was part of that plan.
"Lay down," he said, "on your belly." "Are you going to fuck my rump?" she asked, climbing onto the bed. "Just for openers," he said. "Why not?" "Why don't you get your penis greasy wet by putting it in my twat, first?" She smiled and wondered if he would take that suggestion. "That sounds like a very sexy idea," said Tom. "Let's do that."
She rolled over on her back to make get ting into her cunt easy. He climbed up between her long smooth loins and applied just the head of his jumbo penis to her pussy lips. He rubbed up and down, with his torso glazing her fifties, with his cock head rubbing lightly at her flesh gates. He could feel the gentle flow of ooze sliding on his penis. He liked the feel of the rubbing, and the feel of the oily stuff coating his joint. Soon, he knew, he would be ready to get himself completely lubed, and from there he would go dipping in her asshole for a quick first fuck.
"Alright," he said, "spread wider so I can get all the way in."
Janet leaned back on her spine, the way she'd seen Sherry do it that afternoon, and she allowed her entire pussy to be filled by her young husbands big and powerful joint. The enormous beef spread out her narrow tube. She felt full of life, full of hot cock muscle, and she loved the feel of having her twat split open that way. "That's good, Tom. I like that. That's really hot and nice and all." Tom plunged down deep, gave her the rest of his enormous prick head and shaft, and the thickest portion of his beef spread out her gates at the entrance to her tube. He was all the way in.
"Ooooh, fuck," she moaned, flexing her interior cave muscles on his rod. "That's nice and easy." She contracted around his prick, smoothly rotating her hips at the same time, and she gave his big flesh pole a good sliding. "Nice," said Tom. "Very, very nice." Next, he extracted his beef from Janet's crotch.
"Oh, shit," she said, "I feel so empty." "Hold on," he said, taking her by the hips. Her flesh was warm and heated. He flipped her over onto her belly. "You're going to feel all full up in just a minute." He rubbed his finger around on her anus. He pushed in deep and filled her lusty rear cave with hot finger muscle. He spread out the iris muscle and made sure that the tube itself was smooth and wet, wet enough for his cock to go screwing in it. "There," he said, yanking his finger out, "do you think
you're ready?"
"I know I am," she said. "You just get that cock muscle in there and I'll be really ready." She lifted herself up on her hands and knees. The brown hole opened wider. The sphincter tube was long and narrow. He saw the spread entrance. He pushed forward, applied his mushroom head to the tapered surface, and jammed forward.
"Uuumph," grunted Janet. "That thing is fucking large today."
"You like it?"
"I love it," she moaned. She swiveled her hips and Tom applied one hand between her thighs. He reached up under her pelvis and landed a digit into her cunt. He spread the labial lips and fingered the clitoris. Soon he had her erect twat button twitching and sliding back and forth. He manipulated her pussy with his finger and made sure that the juice flow was profuse. Then he reached up on the outside of her body and landed a hand around her big pendular breast. He squeezed hard and pulled on her nipple.
"Oh, Jesus," she moaned, "it's big and it feels so fucking fine." She meant, of course, the feel of his banana in her anus. She was getting to like anal fucking as much as the fuck up her twat.
Tom pulled his joint out of her anus. "Time for a little break," he said.
"Oh, no," she complained. "That's no good. I'm all empty now." She fell over on her side and complained about how nice it had been to have a penis in her asshole and about how frustrating it was not to have anything in her body right then. "Jesus," said Tom, "just hold on a second. I want it to be good for you and I want it to last for a while. You just have to wait a minute." She smiled and looked down at his erect prick. "Let me wipe that off for you," she said. "I'll give you a little washing."
They went to the bathroom and she took some soap and water and rinsed his prick. She made sure that, every notch of the hefty muscle was clean and sparkling. She used a damp towel, finally, to stroke it clean. When she was sure that his big fuck-stick was nice and ready, she leaned down and leached on the head of it with her thick wet lips. "I like sucking you," she moaned between strokes with her tongue. "It makes me hot just to think about having such a fine thing in my face."
"And to think," said Tom, "that only a month ago I couldn't get you to give me head if my life depended on it. Wow!" He watched her head bob between his legs. She sucked on his stiff member like there was no tomorrow. She applied a big mouth vacuum to the spongy crown and worked the tool up and down under her tongue and between her lips. Before long, his hog was as wet and turned on as ever. She took it out of her mouth and inspected it. "Is it possible," she asked, "that your cock has gotten larger since yesterday? I mean can it grow bigger?"
"I doubt it," he said, looking down at her handy work, "but the way you suck me off and fuck me with your two holes, I wouldn't be surprised."
"I like penis meat," she whispered. "Especially yours, Tom." She licked the head.
"You know what I'd like to do," said her young husband. "I'd like to take you back to bed and grease your channel and give you the slide you've been waiting for."
"Me, too," she said softly. She came up on her feet and stood next to him. She took his joint in her hand while she kissed him on the mouth. She stuffed his face with her tongue while her fingers pressed around his stiff cock head. "I like you a lot," she said.
"I should hope so," said Tom. "You're my wife."
They went to the bedroom and there Tom spread out Janet on the bed. He arranged her long smooth thighs so that they were quite far apart. He spread her hands, too, and made her take hold of the head of the bed. Then he took a tube of lubricant and put a special applicator on the end. It looked like a long flat needle of red plastic. "This thing is especially made for getting grease up the bun tube," said Tom. "I think you'll like it." He stuffed his wife's cornhole with the plastic nozzle. He shoved it up high by holding her smooth round ass cheeks apart, and by plying the sphincter muscle open with the head of the device. He was all the way up inside. As he pulled it out, listening to her delightful squeaking, he pressed the tube with his fingers and filled the channel with a line of worm-like juice and lubricant. "There," he said, extracting it all together. "How's that feel, baby?"
"So far, so good," she moaned. "It's nice and greasy, that's for sure." Tom put some of the left over lubricant on his dick. He spread it evenly around the crown of his joint and he rubbed it up and down on the shaft, too. Then he put the grease aside and slid his prick down along the anal crack. "This first part is just to get us heated up again," he said. "You know what I mean?" He didn't wait for her answer. He went sliding on her buns and pressing his meat into the anal sandwich. Soon he had a good hot ecstasy burn in his prick and he was ready to go fully inside her anal cavity.
"Tom," she said, "will you go slowly? Will you stuff it up there nice and easy?"
"Yes," he said. "Don't worry. Nice and easy."
He applied the head of his spongy mushroom cock to the tapered hole. "Ready?"
"Ready!"
He slid forward with a pump and a grind and a bump from his hips. He could have used several strokes to enter her tube, but instead he used just one. One, that is, to get the head of his mushroom cock into place in her sphincter. He didn't go the rest of the way. He wanted to enjoy the tight feel of her iris muscle squeezing on his joint tip. That way, when he was good and hot, he could go all the way down the channel and fill her completely for the final ecstasy. "How's that?" he asked, reaching a hand around her hips.
"That's so nice," she said. She squeezed her iris muscle open and closed. She flexed it on his joint. It was like a pair of fingers rubbing his crown, making his spear head feel especially good. "I love that," he encouraged her. "The more you squeeze like that the better."
She rubbed her buns from side to side and made sure that her caresses met with his satisfaction. "I think it's time to go a little deeper," he said. "Get ready."
She grabbed on tight to the head of the bed. She braced herself for the enormous thrust of meat whichshe expected from his jumbo cock. "I'm all set," she said. "Go and do it."
He held onto her clit with his pelvis hand and he used his other hand to hold onto her left hanging mammary. Then he shot forward and filled the tube with fuck-stick. "Jesus, Christ, fucking-asshole, shit!" she hollered. "Oooh, God, Tom! Please! It's too big." But she loved the feel, really, and couldn't deny the fact that her juices were flowing especially fast, that her cunt lips were burning with desire and that her heart beat had nearly doubled with the approach of the joint on her bowels. "Wow!" she moaned finally. "You do know how to fuck me, darling. Oh, God, yes!"
"What did you think?" asked Tom. "That I'd only give you half a spear?" He was completely buried in ass flesh. His big piston of flesh was all the way down inside his teenage bride's anus. He had the muscle spread wide in order to accommodate his thick shaft. And he still clung to her breast and her clit with his hands. "It's gonna happen, darling," he moaned, and with that he fired away into her anus. He shot her full of hot jism. The load flooded in with the greasy smooth muscle and jetted into her hungry bowels. He managed to get her delightful rectum shaking by pulling his two hands to her smooth hips. There he rocked her up and down and made sure that her hot little asshole was moving the way he wanted it. "Mmmm," he hummed, "that's the kind of asshole fuck worth having." A moment later he jerked his rod out of her tube and lay off to the side. "Nice," he said. "Very, very nice."
Janet rolled onto her back and stroked her husband's spent meat. "It was bitchin'," she said. "Really fine." She squeezed his muscle and a drop of sperm appeared on the head. She used her palm to rub it off. Then she stroked him lightly, bringing him gently down from his climb on the ecstasy ladder. "Are you happy, darling?" she asked him, kissing his manly nipple, which she continued to stroke his hot meat. "Are you really happy that you married me?"
"Of course I am," said Tom. "I love you." "Oh, God, it makes me happy to hear you say that." She gave him a big sloppy wet kiss on the face in his mouth. She tongued him and crawled up onto his hips. She spread her legs over his rod and pushed the head of his expanded meat into her cunt hole. "Can I do it like this?" she asked. "Are you ready?"
"Try it out," said Tom. "If it goes up, we're ready."
She sat down on his big meat, stuffed it into her ready pussy, and filled her hole with it. "There," she said. "That's perfect." She leaned down on his chest with her big nipples and soft breasts within range of his mouth, and he took advantage of the fact. He reached upwards and applied his fingers around her left mammary. He pulled the hot tip of her titty into his lips and sucked. "Mmm," he hummed, "nice stuff." He licked her breast and kneaded it with his hands while she pumped with her groin, up and down, on his cock muscle. It didn't take long for his joint to reach full strength. Young Janet's swinging hips, her contracting vagina, and her sweet little clit all got together to make him harder and stronger. "You know," she said, "I can feel you getting stiff inside me. It's nice." She pushed downwards and he reached from her chest to her hips. He held her so that she was in an upright position, sitting straight up with her back perpendicular to his body. "That's just right," he informed her. "Now pump up and down."
With his help, his hands on her hips, she moved up and down on his stick of flesh. She gouged herself with the head of his hefty bone-on. It didn't take long for Janet to start panting and sweating. Her face turned bright crimson red, and her tittles bounced with joy. She was getting so hot that she just closed her eyes and panted while she rocked up and down and from side to side, plying her husband's meat in every direction at once. "Oh, Jesus," she gasped, "It's getting so damn fucking hot in there. Oh, God, yes, darling. Do it hard."
Tom started thrusting, banging his cock in her pussy hole. He worked in and out and made sure to get a good slide going against her clit. He was catching the little prong with the rim of his mushroom crown with every fuck stroke. His upward slinging hips took care of jamming young Janet's teenage cunt hole and clitoris.
"Oh, God, Tom," she moaned, "do it to me, baby. Tom, fuck me so hard it hurts. Gouge me out, Tom. Oh, Christ!" She threw her head back and her big luscious fifties went bouncing. Tom reached up and grabbed her breasts, pulled on them for support and shot his wad high in her pussy. He flooded the chamber like a roman candle's flooding the night with sparkles. He set her flame burning and didn't stop pumping in her until she oozed all over his prick muscle. When it was all over, Janet screamed one last time: "FUCK ME!" Then she climbed down and shook with her knees pulled up close to her chest. "Oh, God, Tom," she said, "That was great. It was really the best ever."
"What should we do in the morning?" he asked her. "Can you think of something new for us to start tomorrow off with?" She lay there moaning and sweating out the post-orgasmic cosmic chills, which were climbing up and down her heaving damp chest. "I don't know," she gasped. "God, but I know it's going to be good."



V: BLOOD AND GUTS


The next morning, however, Janet Tibbleton woke up too late to have the privilege of her husband's joint. He'd long since left for work, and she was left empty-holed, as they say, with nothing but a dildo with which to satisfy her morning cave crave. But even the hefty plastic rod didn't do her much good. She shoved it in and out of her twat, got the juices going, but couldn't seem to get a good little clit hard-on. No matter how hard she tried, the plastic penis wouldn't satisfy her the way something made of flesh and blood, a bone-on in other words, would. She tossed the thing aside and moaned: "Fuck, what the hell am I supposed to do." She tried rubbing her tittles, pulling on the nipples and flicking her clit. She tried running two fingers at once up her twat while pulling on her sphincter muscle with another. She tried grease and oil on her body, and no matter how hard she worked at it, she just couldn't get herself to come the way she wanted to. Finally, in the bathroom, she jammed the douche bag nozzle up her anus and filled her bowels with a fresh enema. But even this particular form of self-abuse didn't satisfy her lusty appetite. She tried taking a cold shower to calm herself as well as cleanse herself, but that only left her refreshed, invigorated, and ready for more action.
Rather than dress and sit around the house, however, she thought of an idea. She would put on her bathing suit, a two-piece thin-strapped affair of leopard skin pattern, and would make her way to the beach. There, she hoped, in the early morning sun, she might find herself a good piece of cock, a man willing to satisfy her teenage carnal needs.
It only took her a little while to find the right beach, Santa Monica, and only a few minutes to size up the sunbathers. She saw immediately the young man she wanted, a handsome surfer type, a man not much older than twenty, and he seemed to be on the make himself. She put her towel near to where his board was stuck in the sand and started to spread out on the beach.
"Well, well, well," said the blond youth. "Look what we have here."
"Are you talking about me?" asked Janet Tibbleton, spreading ooze to protect her body against the hot morning sun. "Or what?" She caressed her loins with the suntan oil. A light sheen appeared on her satin flesh.
"You know I am, baby," said the surfer type. "What's your name?" He pulled his towel close to Janet's and sat next to her.
"My name is Janet," she said, spreading the oil evenly on the tops of her thighs.
"You think I could get some of that oil from you?" asked the surfer. "By the way,
my name's Kevin." "Sure, Kevin," said Janet. "Here you go."
She passed him the bottle of oil.
"It would be a lot nicer," said Kevin, "if you'd put it on for me." He showed her his back. She smiled and got up on her hands and knees and took the bottle of oil back from him. "What are strangers for," she asked, "if they can't put sun tan oil on each other, eh?" She spilled some of the oil into her young palms and then applied her hands to the surfer's back. She massaged her fingers into his strong shoulders. Sliding down along his spine and shoulder blades, she applied the oil to the top portion of his back. Her smooth, graceful fingers worked the ooze into his flesh. She rubbed at the base of his spine, too, and curled her fingers around his hips.
"Now for the front," said the surfer, lying down on his towel. "That's where I burn the most." Janet smiled. The surfer thought he was pulling something over on her. In fact, she loved the idea of rubbing his young, strong body. She was getting hotter and lustier all the time, and it was not just from the sun, She spread some more of the sunbath oil on her hands. She applied her open palms to his chest and then down on his belly. She worked her fingers into his stomach am moved dangerously close to his pelvis, When she arrived between his legs, on his loins, she rubbed hard on his thighs.
"That's nice, baby. You ever give professional massages?"
"No, I never did," said Janet Tibbleton, "but I wouldn't mind doing that. I like the] feel of a man's body in my hands. It makes me feel good. It's so sensual and all. And the idea of getting paid for something that makes you feel good, well, I kind of like that idea." She continued to spread her fingers around his thick thighs. Soon she arrived close to his balls, which were hidden in his swimming suit. But the bulge of his cock-that was not hidden. If anything, it was obvious and looming large. "It seems that; your body isn't the only thing that needs a massage, Kevin."
"You're right, Janet. What do you say you and I go over and take a look-see at my! Van?"
"Sure, stud," said Janet with a smile. She stroked across the bulge in his swimsuit. "I'd like that." she said.
He smiled back at her and led the way to his homemade house trailer. Inside were all the accoutrements of home, including a very soft and wide bed. Kevin locked the back of the trailer and quickly slipped out of his trunks. "Well, well, well," said young Janet, the new bride, "it seems like you have something else besides muscles to be interested in." She leaned down between his legs and stroked with her fingers at his big cock. "It's a nice hard flesh stick I'm talking about, surfer boy, in case you didn't know." "I kind of thought that's what you
mean," said Kevin. He reached around her back and undid the top of her scanty bikini. "Just let me get a little feel of those big bosoms of yours, eh?" He tossed aside the strap and went to work on her tittles. He used both hands to roll the hot mammary flesh in his fingers. He used his palms to stimulate just the nipples, and then he pressed her chest down into his naked crotch. Her hot titties went sliding and rubbing and pressing against his joint, along the shaft and up against the tip of his prick muscle. He liked the feel of her friendly flesh rubbing on his joint, the way she pressed her chest against his cock, the way she used her chest on his balls. She knew her way around a cock, that much was for sure. "Mmmm," she hummed, happy to be doing her work on his body. "I like how strong you are all over." She reached up and pressed her fingers into his shoulders while her chest went sliding on his member and his nut nest. Then she slid down to take hold of his cock with her hand. "Do you like to get header?" she asked. "Do you, surfer boy?"
"Sure, baby," he said, "you just go ahead and enjoy yourself."
She leaned down close and started sucking on Kevin's big thick hog. She rubbed the mushroom head between her lips and sucked with her tongue and her mouth. Soon his joint was banging in and out of her oral cavity, stroking in her face. She used all the suction she could to keep it good and tight, to make the seal just about perfect. "Wow," said Kevin, "that's perfect." He reached up around her silky blonde head and pushed her face down tight against his member. She was more than willing to let him cram as much of his hot pecker into her face as would fit.
When she had him hot enough she stood up in the van and undid her bottom strap. It was a cramped quarters and she had to keep her head bent down in order to stand. As a result her big pendular tittles were always hanging forward, ripe and ready for more fondling. "I like your chest, baby," said Kevin, and when he saw her cunt hole, he told her that he liked that, too.
"Just to be sure you like everything," said Janet Tibbleton, "let me show you this end, too." She turned around and kneeled, showing off her smooth rounded buns, her smooth brown groove, and, most of all, her smooth round little anus hole. "There it is," she said. "What do you think?"
"I like all of you, honey. You're just what the morning needed to make the day perfect." He reached out and stroked her naked ass flesh. He rubbed her cheeks from side to side and slid one finger into range of her anus. He popped the ball of his digit up into the hole, into the tube itself, and she let out a holler. "Oh, God," she grunted, "be careful. You don't want to spoil it all at once." "Why not?" asked Kevin with a chuckle?
He jammed his finger all the way up her asshole, and Janet ended up flat on her belly. He reached around and fondled her tit-ties with his other hand. He continued to screw her butt tube with his finger. He had it jammed all the way up the cavity. Her asshole was getting red hot, and her clit was beginning to twitch. If her clitoris had been tonsils, she'd have stuttered with her cunt. She was twitching and getting so hot that her pussy was drowning in fresh ooze, fresh clit juice. She was going to be an easy fuck-Kevin was sure. "Mmmm," he hummed, caressing her titty and working his finger out of her narrow tube, "this is going to be a nice, easy slide, eh, baby?"
"Oh, I sure do hope so," she moaned. "I like you because you're so strong-and so fast, too." She rolled over on her back and spread her legs. "Why don't you eat me for a little while? Just to show how much you appreciate how easy I am, eh?"
He went down on her. He ate out her clit muscle and her vaginal walls. He spread his tongue around her clit area, and he pressed his lips tight on her vagina flesh, He made sure the bush was nice and wet and he kept her legs spread wide so that he could get to any part of her body he wanted. It didn't take much time at all before young Janet started pumping her hips up and down and oozing out so much juice that it was going to be close to instant orgasm. "God," she moaned, "you really know how to eat a girl, Kevin. I never got so much tongue in me at once. I love it."
He smiled, wiped the clit juice off his chin, and climbed up to her tittles. "I think I ought to give your breasts a little of the same, eh?" He sucked up her big pendular cap and rolled it between his tongue and his lips. He sucked too hard at one point, and left a big hickey on her nipple. She complained that it wasn't nice to leave marks, but he just went on his way up to her neck, there to give her a nice smooth French kiss that landed, of course, in her mouth. "Mm-mmm," she hummed on his tongue, "that's really good." She could feel his long hard pecker sliding on her loin. He was getting a good hard rubbing going between her legs. Sometimes she closed her thighs on his meaty prick and gave him a good rubbing that way. Other times she managed to get hold of him with the outside lips of her cunt. Some of the time she was able to make him hot by rubbing her hips, and consequently her pussy, up and down along his joint. But wherever she did it, however she managed it, she was having a great time getting her rocks off. She was hot and young and lusty, and she liked having a big strange meat caressing, fondling her pussy hole. "It's good, Kevin," she told him, "it's really fucking damn good." She pulled his face close to her own and kissed him ardently on the lips. She gave him all of her tongue and pressed her chest up against his. A moment later her smooth nipples and soft tittles were pressing so hard on his body that he could feel every curve, every slope, every breath that she took. "Good," he moaned. "Really fucking good." And then his cock slipped into place, speared Janet Tibbleton's hot cunt vessel, "Oooh, Christ," she cried out. "Oh, good, it's big!" She wiggled her hips, and her sliding pussy contracted around his joint, She bore down hard, rubbed the topside of his phallus with full strength. She tugged on the head with fine, long muscles, which rolled across his dick. "Mmmm," she hummed, "nice."
He pulled back, hitched his hips, and held onto her pelvis with two hands. Then he slammed his flesh pecker into the young teenage twat canal. He filled the back of the vessel with mushroom head, hot spongy excited prick cap. "Oh, Jesus fucking-A Christ!" she hollered. "It's so big and fat, Kevin. I love it. I love that hog meat of yours. Fuck me harder! Fuck me really damn hard!" He kept his surging meat going at full speed inside her twat cavern. A moment later, while stroking in and out of her tube, he reached down and started to fondle her anus. He poked a finger into her asshole cunt and kept his cock going in her front cunt. It was sin city, all over the place, and Kevin and Janet were really enjoying themselves.
"Get ready, baby," he told her, taking her buns in both hands now. "I'm going to give you the works." "Your hot pudding?" she asked, running her nails down his turned-on back. "You gonna come?" "I'm going to flood you with jism, baby.
More sperm juice than you ever had in your life." With that he let loose, filled her tube with come, and didn't stop squirting off for a full minute. He flooded the whole fuck-tube with juice. "Wow," he said, feeling Janet suck it all up with her twat. "That-a-way, baby doll. That-a-way!" He yanked his pecker out of her hole and rolled off on the side of the makeshift van bed.
She smiled and climbed up around in front of him. She showed her big tittles to him. "Did you like fucking me?" she asked.
"Who wouldn't?" he asked her back. "You got big tits and a fine snatch. What more could a man ask for?"
"What about my asshole?" she asked. "Was that fun, too?" She swiveled her hips so that he could see her smooth buns and the little brown hole that was tucked away underneath. "Yeah," he said. "I like all of you. You're fucking A-l!"
He had a big smile on his face. Janet leaned down and pressed her tittles against his chest. She pressed her tongue into his mouth. He sucked it up and gave her some of his own. "You're hot," he said. "Just lose your virginity or something?"
"How'd you guess?" she whispered, kissing his ear and playing with his joint with her little fingers. She stroked the spent muscle into a fresh boner. "You're getting a new banana down there, Kevin," she said. "You going to give it to me when it's ripe?"
"Sure, baby," he said. "I wouldn't deny you another piece of that fruit cake. Not for anything." She squeezed his boner hard, tugged on it.
"Would you give it to me up the asshole this time?" asked Janet.
"Anywhere you want it," he said. "You just point to the hole and I'll stuff it up good. How's that sound?"
She pointed to her anus. "I want it now. We'll see how it sounds if you keep your word." She smiled and crawled into position. "You got any grease?"
"Sure," he said. He pulled out a tube of lubricant from beside the homemade bed; He opened it up and spilled some into his palm. He applied his open hand to the back of her ass. He spread the juice with the same steady concern with which she'd earlier rubbed down his back and legs. He worked the grease into her ass cheeks, into her ass groove, and, finally, into her tender little butt hole. "Mmmm," he hummed, fingering her anal cave, "that's got to feel good." "I sure do have to agree with that," said Janet. "I sure as hell do have to agree with that." She reached back one hand and pulled her cheek open and apart so that Kevin could get his finger further into the oily anus hole. "There," she said, "now you can really pump it up good, eh?" She waited for him to bury his finger in her asshole tube flesh. Sure enough, he jammed forward and managed to get the entire crevice filled with hot digit. "O.k.," she said, "now twist that finger. Really make me feel it." Kevin did his best, and when he tired of using his finger, he pulled it out and started using his cock. He lifted his big fuck-stick up into place. He pushed forward and the mushroom head went packing up into the butt slot. It didn't take long for his big cock meat to disappear entirely into the hot stiff rubbery tube. "There it is," he moaned. "You're tellin' me," said young Janet. "Mmmmm, there it is alright." She reached back and took Kevin's hand. "I need a little prestidigitation up here, too," she told him. She applied his finger to her clit. She worked the hot finger up and down until it was wet on her clit. Then she rubbed it into her hole. The cave pressed closer, just like her anus on his cock, and she had the best of all possible worlds. "Now, fuck me hard," she instructed the boy. "Fuck me really hard." He was older than she was, but she knew better than he how best to gratify her eager holes, her tremendous desires. "Really ram it, man," she pleaded with him. She lay flat and gave him all the room he needed. His flesh banana went flinging with his pounding hips, grinding into her butt cave. A moment later Janet Tibbleton was orgasmic.
It was easy to tell. For one thing she was screaming bloody murder. For another, she puddled juice into Kevin's palm. The surfer found his hand so slippery wet with ease juice that he couldn't tell what part of Janet's pussy he was fondling. She was also quivering and turning red, blushing like a bull in heat. She murmured toward the end-if everything else didn't inform Kevin that she was climaxing-that she was "so hot that she could burst into fuck flames!" Then she rolled her hips and climbed away from his unspent boner.
"Jesus," he moaned, looking down at his naked cock muscle. "I'm still fucking hard."
"Tough shit," said Janet. "I'm had."
"Like hell," he said, and he reached out and grabbed her back toward him. She tried to squirm away, moaning, "Rape, fucking rape, leave me alone, I'm done," but all to no avail. He had her strapped with his arm around her waist and when she squirmed the right direction, he shot his stiff flesh nail up into her asshole and pounded there, stroking and pumping, until he shot off an extremely heavy load of hot jism. Then he let her go, and this time when she crawled off of his hog she ached in her tube and collapsed on her side with her titties going sliding on one another, her stomach sweating with passion, her legs like rubber. "Jesus," she said, "you didn't have to be so violent about it. I would have done it anyway, you know."
"Sure," said Kevin. "Sure. I know your type. You're all blood and guts until it gets down to the nitty gritty. Then it's "Look Maw, No Hands", and you couldn't give a shit about any man alive. Sure, baby. You'd have done it for me because you like me, eh? Ha, ha, ha. That's rich. Get the fuck out of my van." "What?" she complained. "What are you saying?"
"Which word didn't you understand?" he pressed her, throwing her bathing suit at her. "Get-the-fuck-out-of-my-van. Get it?"
"You bastard," she moaned. "I should have known better than to pick up a surfer asshole."
He smacked her hard across the face, "Get out," he said. "I've had enough of your shit. Who needs you?" He watched her dress in a hurry. She quickly put on her top and she kept a steady eye on him. She'd never been hit before and she wasn't sure that he wouldn't do it again. She slipped into her bottom bikini the same way, always watching Kevin to make sure he didn't explode again. Then she backed out of the door he held open for her and she didn't look back as she ran up the boardwalk to her car. "What an asshole he turned out to be," she moaned to herself as she got into her car. "Phew! I'm glad I didn't ask him over to the house or anything."



VI: A BOWL OF CHERRIES


And so it was that after only three weeks of married life, young Janet Tibbleton had slept in just about every conceivable position with any one of a number of men (and women) other than her husband. And still she was far from satisfied. It seemed that the more she learned about the sex, the more cocks she wanted to experiment with, the more times she wanted her asshole and her cunt plugged, the more head she was willing to give. She'd gone from being an innocent virgin to being a needy, love-starved, nymphomaniac teenage bride. And she loved it!
One morning in the fourth week of her marriage she woke up with such an incredible urge to fuck that she thought she would die. She felt especially open to all sorts of ideas, too, and she found herself trying to climb onto a door handle. She couldn't get her pussy at the right height, however, so she went to the extremes of getting a footstool and trying to get the door handle rubbing against her cunt in that manner. This method, and the dildo, and a carrot, and several other items she found handy throughout the house all failed her. She gave up trying to masturbate her hot little clit and deep narrow tube, and decided instead to find yet another man with which to experiment.
She dressed casually with a short skirt, one that she had left over from high school (only a few months in her past) and with a low-cut blouse which buttoned only so high. It left her titties well-exposed, as she intended them to be, and indicated, without any effort on Janet's part, a good deal of cleavage. She brushed and combed her silky blonde hair and determined to make the sexual aquaintance of the first man who approached her. She didn't care what he looked like, how he was dressed, who he was or how old he was. She was going to ball the first man who asked her to, and to find him, she was going to take a walk on Santa Monica Boulevard.
She parked her car at a side street and casually climbed from the front seat onto the pavement. She hadn't even shut the door to the car when she heard the cat call and wolf whistle of what had to be one of the zestiest men on the boulevard. She turned around and a man in a gas station attendant uniform added to the previous chilling whistle: "Hey, baby, you got what it takes."
"So do you," said Janet back to the gas station attendant. He stood dumbfounded next to the pumps where he was leaning. He smiled and then his smile gave way to a look of odd expectation when he realized that Janet had not only meant her quick retort to be serious, but that she was strutting on her way over to see him. She was eyeing him like no other woman ever had, and, the monkey wrench he held in one hand slipped from his fingers. "Well, I'll be damned," he said to himself as he fell hypnotically into a trance because he was watching Janet's smoothly weaving hips and her protuberant mound get closer and closer to him. "I'll be fucking damned if she's not coming right over here." To himself he added: "And she looks like she means business." "Mr.," she began when she was close enough, "you just must be lucky today. Let me look at you."
The gas station attendant had no idea what to say. He had dark curly hair, he was about six-foot, and he was strong and muscular looking. He had a splotch of grease across his forehead, but Janet didn't mind that a bit. She kind of thought it made him look cute, in fact, and she was ready to say so: "You're not bad looking," she said, putting her hand on her hip and grinding out her thigh in his direction. "If you don't mind my saying so," she added.
"No," he said. "Not at all. I don't mind any woman with legs like that saying she likes my looks."
"I could have done worse," she said with| a smirk. She quickly explained her plan; to him, about how she planned to fuck the first man who made a pass at her that morning. He couldn't believe it. "Now wait a second," he said with concern, "you're just going to throw yourself on me, just like that, just because I whistled at you?” He shook his head and looked around. "What this? Some sort of candid T.V. program or something? Some kind of comedy? What are you talking about lady? You some kind of narc?"
"No," she said, moving up closer to him, inches away from his body. She looked around and leaned forward. "Look in there," she said. "You see those titties? If you say the right thing, if you're nice to me, you can be squeezing both of them whenever you want, provided that whenever is right now, that is."
He looked down her shirt. He couldn't | help but do it. She was right next to him with her titties nearly popping out at him, they were smooth and tanned and pendu-lar and then nipples were upright and fully exposed, cherry red, and her full breasts were dazzlingly beautiful. "What's the right thing?" he asked in a whisper. "What's the right thing I have to say? In order to 'have' you?" "Yes," she said simply. "That's all. Just say 'yes'." "Just yes?" "You said it," she said quickly. "Where can we be alone?"
He didn't believe her, took her to be some sort of a nut, but he also took her by the arm and with a sincere look of concern on his face, and a cautious look around the street corner and the passing boulevard traffic, led Janet Tibbleton into the office. "Now listen, lady," he started to say, but Janet took a seat on the desk and pulled her skirt up around her thighs. "You like the looks of my legs, Bob?"
"How'd you know my name was Bob?" She pointed to his shirt. "It's right there in blue and white, Bob."
"Yeah," he said, "well… Now wait a minute. You mean to say you're gonna ball me just because I'm the first one to talk to you this morning?"
"That's right," she said.
"O.k," he said, "now I'm going to tell you something. I'm going to close down the station here for an hour, and I'm going to take you down to my apartment. It's around the corner. And I'm going to fuck you. And if you don't come through, I mean if you back out of this when we get half-way there or something, I'm gonna be very mean and very extraordinarily pissed off. You read me? Now you can still go out there and…" He stopped talking because she was working her hands up and down on her long stretch of left thigh. "You never did answer my question. Bob," she said softly. "Do you like my legs?"
He grabbed her by the arm, pulled the office sign down so that it read 'Be Back at Noon', and took her out the door and into his tow-truck, which was parked in the lot. He drove with one eye on the road; one eye glued to her hand, which was busily fondling the firming bulge in his trousers. It didn't take long for him to get the apartment, not did it take all that long for him to have somewhat embarrassing tumescence with which to cope on their way in public across the front lawn, up the stairs and into the door marked 203. But once inside. Bob relaxed. "Well," he said, "here we are."
Janet looked around and started unbuttoning what there was of her blouse. She had it halfway undone when she said;
"It's nice. Bob. I like it."
"Yeah, the rent's cheap," he said, taking off his station attendant hat.
"I don't mean that," she said. "I mean this." She moved up along side him and reached down to his trousers,' crotch. She squeezed his joint underneath. "I like this big flesh of yours." She tugged on what could only be the spongy head. "That's what I like, Bob. I like it a lot, too." She rolled her fingers up and down around the buldge. "You want to take your pants off so that we can meet 'head-on'?" She smiled at her own little double entendre, and then she slipped down on her knees. "Go ahead," she heard him say, "and make yourself at home." He watched her with glazed eyes. She undid his belt and worked his pants down around his ankles. A moment later she had his underwear off, and he was sitting on the sofa with her head between his legs, her mouth tied around his joint. She had her big thick wet lips sealing up the rim and her tongue was sliding up and down the shaft. She worked her mouth muscle into position so that she could get a good licking off on the thickest part, on the base. Then she tickled his balls with all ten of her fingers at once. Finally, she massaged his thighs. "I just get so horny," she said, rubbing her fingers into his legs and sucking on his prick at the same time. She let the pecker go flopping out of her face. "Do you know how that is? Sometimes you just have togo out and get a little piece of ass? Does that ever happen to you, Bob?"
He nodded trancelike. "Sure," he said, "that's happened to me, but…"
"But you're a man," she continued, "So it's different, eh?" She worked her hands down between his loins and underneath his buns. She came up with his buttocks in her palms. She stroked at the inside of his anal crotch, and she worked a finger up close to his anus. Soon she had a poking digit inside his asshole and his cock in her face. "Mmrn-mm," she hummed, "mmmmmm, good." She let his cock go flopping again and pulled her hands out from under his butt, "That was nice. Bob," she said. "Do you like the way I do things?"
"Yeah," he said, "you're not bad. I still don't believe it, but you're not bad at all,"
"Thanks," she said, and she stood up and removed her skirt. "May as well get ready, eh? What about you?"
"Yeah, me too," he said. "I suppose I should too." He stood up and removed his shirt. He couldn't take his eyes off the teenage bride's smooth body. Her delightful little nipples, her big brown caps, her smooth pendular titties, her lovely trim stomach and smooth hips and long supple thighs-all his, and all so hard to believe when only a few moments before he was dreading a day of pumping gas. And now he would soon be pumping that perfect unbelievable pussy. "Mmmm," he said, "I think I'm a lot more ready for this than I thought I would be." He smiled and looked down at his huge erection. "Yeah," he said. "I'm sure of it."
Janet was completely naked now. She looked at his boner. "I think you're ready, too," she said. She slid a hand around his prick and reached her other hand around his neck. She pulled his face down close to hers and French kissed him. She gave him all of her tongue and something more, too, a tight little tug on his wet hog. "There," she said, "aren't you glad you whistled at me?" "I sure am, honey," said the gas station attendant. "I sure as hell am." He kissed her shoulder and then her titty, her hefty left breast. He rubbed his lips around the cherry bud nipple and stroked with his tongue on the hot surface of her breast hillock. It didn't take long for Janet Tib-bleton to begin breathing hard, rubbing her chest back and forth, from side to side, so that her smooth titties and agile nipples could get the best possible feel from Bob's willing. sexy mouth. "Mmmm," she hummed, "I like the way you treat a girl," she said, using both of her hands to hold his head between her hefty mammaries "Makes a girl feel loved." One of her hands slipped down in front of Bob's face where he was sucking on her other titty.
"Hey,'he said, taking her hand in his, "are you married?"
"Oh, yes," she said. He'd seen her ring. "I just got married about four weeks ago. It's nice being married."
"You're kidding," said Bob. He nearly passed out. When he regained his composure he said: "Well, I guess it's all legal that way, eh?"
"You bet," she said, and she wrapped her teenage loins about Bob's strong thigh, they were still standing up and she had a good hold with both of her legs. Bob used one finger to slide around between Janet's | smooth buns, there to enter her anus with a probing finger which stroked up into her asshole tube and bowels. "Oh, God," she moaned, "that's fucking nice," and she leaned up and kissed him on the mouth, in the mouth, with her tongue. "Nice," she said, "as my husband says: 'Very, very nice'."
"It doesn't hurt?" asked Bob. "Well, it does and it doesn't," she said, sitting down harder in his palm. "Maybe we should lay down someplace."
He took her to the floor in one smooth move. He was strong enough that it was no problem for either of them. He ended up between her legs, his hips rocking automatically up and down on her pelvis. His joint went sliding into her damp bush. "You're wet already," he said, sliding a finger into her fresh narrow twat slit. "Nice and wet."
"I've been wet since I woke up this morning," she said. "How about that?" But she didn't wait for his answer. She reached down and tugged on the head of his hot hog. She pulled it within rang of her pussy. Then she opened her flesh gates with two fingers. She found the cock head again and slid it into place. "Come on inside me, Bobby," she said, and to make sure he did, she wrapped both of her palms around the backs of his ass cheeks and pulled the virtual stranger's cock into her cunt. "Ahhhh, nice," she moaned, "that's just the way it ought to be."
"Don't you get enough at home?" he moaned, sliding his prick all the way into place. "Or what? Are you some kind of nymphomaniac?"
"Maybe," she said, "but who gives a shit?" She rolled her hips up and down and, consequently, went sliding her hefty pussy muscles along his firm prick. It didn't takelong for Bob's flesh banana to get hotter and lustier than it was a moment before, He shoved down hard, tacked Janet to the living room floor, and pushed her back on her spine. Her legs went sliding out to the sides and his joint went pounding down deep inside the slippery velvet interior of her tunnel of love. The juice started slipping up and down his pole as it was secreted from her inner walls. The flesh there was soft andsucculent and juicy, and the muscles were tight and grabbing. She held onto his big stiff trunk like a cat climbing a tree, only instead of claws, she was using slippery soft pussy flesh, flesh that grabbed him like the tentacles of an octopus and wanted never to let loose. "M. mmm, good," she hummed and then she picked off one of his manly nipples with her mouth lips and sucked on it and tongued it, "I love a strong man like you, Bob, one with a big joint and knows how to use it and all. Mmmmmm." She kissed him on the chest again. He rolled down deep, stroking again and again in and out of her slender wet tube. It was hot and juicy in there, and she enjoyed having that space filled the way Bob was willing to do it. "I'm a lucky girl," she said. "I could have ended up with anybody, and yet I ended up with you. You're so nice." He kissed her on the mouth and held his tongue in her face while he filled her twat with hot come. "There," he said, squirting out his load, "I think you got what you were looking for." A moment later he pulled his joint out from her pussy and climbed off her smooth, supple body. He lay aside and grabbed his shirt, from under the coffee table, and searched out a cigarette. "I've licked your big fifties, lady, and I've played with your clit and fingered your asshole and fucked your vagina, but I still don't believe any of it. You know that? Not one bit of it." He lit up his cigarette. "I guess I never will." He took a long drag on the fag, and then while he exhaled, he asked: "Will I ever see you again?"
"Hey," she said, "you talk like I'm leaving right now. We're not done yet, you know." She smiled and ready for more sex, she reached down to his hefty rod. She pulled it up. "I think you got more of that hot pudding for me in there. No?"
"Yeah, sure," said Bob. "Sure. Why not?" He shook his head. He couldn't believe the dumb luck of the situation. "I got plenty more," he added. "Why the hell not?" He put the cigarette out and lay back on top of her. He reached around and grabbed her warm smooth buns. "You sure are young," he said, feeling her soft flesh. "I mean really young. What, sixteen? Seventeen?"
"Seventeen," she said, sliding her hands down around his ass cheeks. "Seventeen and enjoying every minute of it." She slid her finger between his buttocks and felt up his anus. Then she reached between her body and his and found his joint. "You're not hard enough, yet," she said. "Why don't you come up here?" By 'here' she meant and indicated between her breasts. "I think you'd like it," she added.
Bob didn't need much convincing. He climbed up onto Janet's chest and pushed her meaty rod up and down between her tittles. He used his joint and her titties to make a special flesh mesh there. He rubbed his spongy and slightly wet mushroom head up and down along her smooth breast skin. It was satin smooth, tanned brown, and the nipples were up and ready for more of the same. It didn't take him long to get hot enough, and hard enough, too, to get his joint ready to fuck her in the cunt tube. He climbed back down along her belly, giving the underside of his rod a special little thrill, and landed between her thighs. Then he pushed his prick into place in her cunt tube.
"There," she moaned, "I like that there." He had, apparently, rubbed at just the right angle to make his prick crown catch hold of her clitoris. By rubbing up and down he was able to stimulate the hottest part of her sweltering twat. The little button went slipping up and down, caressed and fondled by the head of his meat. He then stroked all the way into her sweet canal and felt up folds of pussy flesh that she'd never known existed.
"Oh, Bob," she sighed, "you do have a big prick. Even the second time around it's big. Bigger even than before." She swayed her hips from side to side, pushed her tube along the top of his penis, and then she grabbed hold of his member with all of her strength. She used her muscles inside her pussy to give both of them a first-class thrill. "Oh, God," she cried out. "Oh, God, Yes! Yes, fuck me, yes! Yes I love to fuck me yes, yes, yes!"
Bob kept his rod stiff and rolling. He hammered away at the inside of the sliding narrow tube. Everything was nice and wet, heated and squeezing. Her oozing tube was gripping the head of his meat, kneading and milking it. "You do good, baby. Really fucking good."
"Yesterday," she said, moaning and tossing and turning her hips, "a surfer boy slapped me. I fucked him three times and before the third time, up the asshole, he slapped me. Do you believe it?"
"I don't like to," he said, "but after today-" He grunted a time or two. "-after today, I have to believe anything." He slid forward and the mushroom head of his meat plowed into the back wall of her vagina. He gave Janet Tibbleton a start because she not only wasn't expecting the spear to go sliding into her that way, but she also wasn't expecting the simultaneous arrival of his finger in her anus. He shoved it up into her asshole tube at exactly the same instant as his prick pounded sharply at the back of her pussy. "Jesus fucking Christ?" she hollered. "I may be odd, but you have to be careful. You nearly fucking killed me with that one. Jesus!"
He couldn't hear her. He was well on his way into the land of bliss. His meaty prick head, hot and sensitive from the first fuck, was now entering the throb stage. Any moment now he would ejaculate a second time, and for a second time he would flood the vessel with hot come. He wondered what it would be like to fuck such a horny beautiful piece of flesh every day. He stroked her titties and worked out on her asshole with his finger. He used his tongue on her breasts and his hand, too, and his finger on her asshole, and his cock in her vagina. "Jesus," he whispered in her young ear, "you really do have what it takes. I love your body, Janet. I love the shape of your belly and your hips." His hands slid down around her waist and he rocked her just the way he liked her twat to move, across the length of his thick shaft, up and down on the spongy mushroom head of his joint, and then back again. "Mmmmm," he hummed, "oh, yeah, you are supple, baby. Your body defines the meaning of the word." He slipped in another impossible, inevitable inch. His prick seemed to get bigger, the head expanded, and then he let loose, twitching off with all sorts of jism with which to fill Janet Tibbleton's hot vaginal reservoir. She swooned with delight when she felt the hot pudding fill her cunt mold, and she sucked all the juice up as if it were manna from heaven.
When it was all over, the gas station attendant pulled his prick clear of the precious labial gates of flesh. He rolled back on his back and lit up the same cigarette he'd earlier been smoking. He took a long drag on the butt and closed his eyes when he exhaled. "How sweet it is," he sighed. "Life ain't so bad, you know that? It ain't so bad at all."
"You're tellin' me," said Janet. "Life is damn good, if you ask me. Damn fucking good."



VII: MIDNIGHT TONGUE


If Tom Tibbleton knew about his teenage bride's infidelity, he certainly didn't let on, He would come home from a hard day's work at the photo studio, and, no matter what he was thinking and no matter what suspicions he might have harbored, he took one look at lovely seventeen year old Janet's tanned body, eyeballing especially her smooth hanging boobies and her silky vagina and those ample thighs-and he
couldn't resist telling her how much he loved her.
"Come on, baby," he'd say after dinner, "let's go for a roll or two. Or three or four," And he'd take her in tow by the elbow and kiss her all the way down the hallway until they arrived naked in bed. And there he would slam his joint so hard into her splendid pussy that he would forget that he ever even heard of the word cuckold.
On one particular occasion, he became so fascinated with Janet's asshole that he very nearly ate it out with his tongue. But at the last minute he gave way to merely massaging the perfect iris sphincter, poking it with his finger, kneading the flesh of her cheeks with his hands, and then lightly kissing the ass cheeks once or twice.
"I like that," said Janet, blushing with every touch to her rear end. "My rump is very sensitive," she added. "It turns me on when you touch me there."
"Good," said Tom. He stroked her again and then rolled her over on her back. "I want you to do some sucking tonight, darling. Just to make sure you're still in shape, haven't forgotten how to give my prick a good licking. You know what I mean?"
"That's a challenge if I ever heard one," said Janet with a big joyful smile. And she attacked his rod with full strength. She wrapped her tongue around the head, went sliding down on the base, and nearly ate his rod right off of its socket. When he was good and wet and ready, she told him to lie on his back and get set for a first class mounting. She spread her tender loins and sat up onto his joint. She reached under her body to place him, up between her slippery wet lips, and pulled his prick into the right angle. Then she went hopping up and down, like a frog, jamming herself with his hefty fuck-stick. It didn't take long to get Tom coming inside her, shooting off his works in her tube. "Wow," he said, "you're better than ever."
"Practice makes perfect," said young Janet, climbing off of her husband's, temporarily spent penis. "Do you want to wait a little while for more?"
"If you don't mind," he said softly. "Why don't you work out with the dildo, get yourself really hot, and then I'll fuck you again."
"Sure," she said. "Good thinking." She picked up out of the drawer the electric cock and switched it on high speed. "This thing amazes me," she told Tom. "I like the (way it looks, too. Just like a real penis." She lay back and unfolded her legs. She spread her smooth brown loins and applied the head of the vibrator to the inside of her snatch trap. She pressed it up against her clit meat and that felt especially good. She could get herself going quickly in this manner, so fast, in fact, that Tom didn't realize that she was already coming when he next looked at her. "Wow," he said, seeing all the juice around the egg-beater, "you're really getting hot, babe. How you doing there?" "Oh, fuck," she gasped, her eyes barely open, "this thing works sometimes, you know that? It really does fucking work." She pushed it down deep in her bush. Her loins shuddered with the thrill of a little orgasm. She continued to rub her insides with the long pussy stimulator, and she used her free hand to pinch her titty. Tom watched with his eyes carefully taking in her every move. He wanted to see if she did anything to herself that he didn't do to her. That way he could be sure to give the teenager the kind of fucking that she would enjoy. "Jesus," she moaned at one point, "I wish there was a human cock that worked this way. I mean a real prick is much better, but this thing moves so much that you can't compare the two. Of course, the flesh and bone of a real penis is much better than any piece of plastic could ever be, at least for me, but sometimes I wonder if you can't get a good lay out of a dildo. But you know what? Sometimes, and this is a secret, Tom. Sometimes I stroke myself in the morning with this thing and I can't even get wet. You know that? Isn't that amazing? It must be because you're here now that it works. Just knowing that real penis of yours is going to be inside me again makes this thing work that much better in my vagina. You know what I mean?"
"Sure," said Tom, fascinated to see the huge plastic rod going in and out of his wife's oily hole. "Sure I know what you mean." But really he was watching the magic wand disappear in and out of her tube. It was floating in cunt flesh, dipping along the inner walls of the canyon he loved to fuck and eat out. "Amazing," he sighed. "Just fucking amazing. The guy who invented that thing must have been some sort of mad genius." He pulled the machine out of her hand.
"Say," she said, "what'd you do that for? I was just getting hot, Tom."
"I've got something better for you, honey. The real McCoy." Just watching her do it to herself he'd gotten hard. He set the machine aside and put his cock down inside Janet's sweet young tube. He filled her up with his cock muscle, with his hard penis, and the mushroom head on the end of his flesh banana went zooming down to the bottom of her passion pit. He fucked and
stroked away inside the delicious little tube.
"Oh, good," she cried to him in a soft little girl's whisper, "good, good, good." Her encouraging words came in contrapuntal rhythm to his entering strokes. On the out strokes she took deep breaths, and on the in strokes she swore about how much she loved him, about how good a fuck he was for her. "You screw like Ceaser," she moaned. "You fuck me like you're the king of the fucking world. I nominate you for the President of the United… oooooh. ahhhhh… shit, Tom, you fuck me so fucking good, I love you for it."
She opened her young loins and spread them high up above his head. She used her cunt to mount his rod just as much as he used his cock to nail her pussy. It was a mutual sensual delight for their hot organs. "What about trying it from the other side?" she suggested. "Now?" asked Tom, his meat buried in her vagina. "Yeah," she said. "Right now. I just want to get a little feel of it coming from the other direction." She pulled away and before he could say anything, the young bride had turned over, reached back, grabbed his hog, and placed him once again in her hot wet vagina tube. "Oh, yeah," she said, "just go and grind away in me now." He had her buttocks in his hands and her pussy on his joint. "It is rather nice this way," he said. He pumped her a couple of times from this rear mount position and then he added: "And I thought I was the aggressive one in this family."
"You are," she said, squeezing on his crotch muscle. "You really fucking are, Tom. You know that." She started tugging with her long smooth cunt muscles. She pulled his rod up higher inside her pussy. He reached around the front of her body and she adjusted her chest so that her draping boobies would fall directly into his palms. Her nipples were upright and highly rubable, and her breasts were hot and bothered. She wanted him to be rubbing them as much as he wanted to be doing it. "Wow," he moaned, getting two handfuls of big titty. "I always forget how big your chest is and then I get your boobies in my hands and I love it. I remember everything. So soft and so firm, at the same time." He tweaked off the two nipples and tugged lightly.
In response, Janet swung her hips from right to left, whipped his cock back and forth and bent him up and down, too. Her soft interior flesh went sliding around and around, revolving on his joint. She secreted enough juice to keep him going. Her clit continued to rub on his cock tip, and every time he stroked out of her, he could feel the hefty knob of twat-muscle getting flung back into its more natural position. "I get chills when you do that, she told him. "All up and down my spine." He kissed her on the nape of her neck. "Mmmm, good," she hummed.
He reached between his pelvis and her ass. There he found her open rectum, and thus, while wailing in her pussy, he also fingered her anus.
"That's perfect," she said, "really fucking perfect, Tom. I love that. When you get both holes at once, I go… ahhhhh…
Oooooh. crazy! It's bitchin''!"
He smiled and probed deeper in her asshole. "Shit," she cried. "Be careful." But before she could say another word, Tom had switched holes. That is, he had withdrawn his finger from her asshole and replaced it with the head of his prick. "Oh, Tom," she pleaded, "I don't think that…" But against his superior will and strength, she didn't have much of a chance. His hefty cock wedge pounded up her rear cave, filling her buns with an ache of agony, a pang of ecstasy. She both craved the anal fuck and hated it at the same time. She couldn't tell why. All she knew was that it hurt her, but it also made her feel good. "Jesus, fuck, shit, piss, Christ!" she yelled. Tom felt glad that he had locked the front door and closed the bedroom windows earlier that night. He was sure that if he hadn't the police would have been there pigging it up because of the hollering. He slammed his meat even harder when Janet started wailing like that, though, because he liked the sound of her moans and groans as they matched his hefty stroking in her butt tube. "You have a good tight little asshole," he whispered in her ear. "It's long and soft and firm and hard. And you know just how to squeeze it, too."
"Oh, Tom," she moaned, "you say the cutest things." She reached out and grabbed the bed posts to give herself some leverage. "You're so nice, I'm going to give you a good bouncing." She took hold of the head of the bed and stretched her legs out far behind her. Tom's joint, of course, was buried deep in her ass flesh, in her long anal tube. She made her body into a trampoline and started bouncing up and down. She gave him a good long steady ride, bouncing him up and down on her rump and back,
"God fucking damn!" gasped Tom. "That's a terrific trick, baby. Oh, baby, that's great. Don't fucking stop now!"
She continued to bounce him up and down in her asshole, on her back, with her legs spread and stretched out, her hands holding on tight to the head of the bed. She worked her body up and down and held onto her around her big titties. His cock went streaming, shooting off in her contracting asshole muscle. The jism flooded the cave and that took care of Tom's load for the time being. But Janet kept bouncing her supple body up and down and Tom could hardly pull out just then. He reached down to her vagina and found her clit.
It was throbbing and wet. He flicked it up and down in cadence with her steady pumping and grinding and bumping ass flesh. "Oh, Jesus," she moaned, "now you got me. Now you got me good, darling. Don't you stop. Please don't stop. Flick it good. Flick it hard. Make me come, Tom. Make me come all over the place." He worked his finger in and out of her vagina and stroked against her clitoris as he did. Soon she was juicing like a goose, spreading ease juice into his palm. She was oily and her pussy was contracting a mile a minute. She was so hot that she started gasping for breath and moaning at the same time. Finally, Tom pulled his joint out of her asshole, flipped her over on her back, and continued to massage her active twat with his two hands, especially with his fingers. Before his teenage wife could complain about anything, he had her clit firmly under control, vibrating it vigorously with his several fondling fingers.
"Oooh… ahhh… oooh, yes." she said softly. "That tickles. Oh, that's hot. Oh, yes, that's nice. Oh, yes, more of that. stroke me hard now. Oh, yes, more of that… more… more… MORE!" And she came. He let loose and she curled into a fetal flesh ball. She lay there panting and between breaths said: "Oh, Tom… thank you… thank you so much… oh, that was nice. I love you, darling. I love you so much." She unfolded and spread her arms and legs and brought him close to her. She kissed him passionately on the lips, in the mouth, and gave him all of her tongue. She caressed him with her hands in wild abandon. She stroked up and down his body with greatfulness. She was so pleased with his fuck ability that she couldn't tell him how much she appreciated it. "I love you, darling," she kept saying. "I love you madly."
Soon she fell off to sleep in his arms. He had to gently remove her from the top of him in order to get comfortable himself. He turned down the lights and lay in bed next to his young and pretty teenage bride. He still thought of her as his new and virginal bride even though they'd fucked their brains out for several weeks now. He considered her to be the finest piece of ass that God ever created. He stroked her while she slept, worked his hands along the backs of her thighs and inspected her butt. He put a small lamp on in order to watch her sleep. He loved the shape of her eyes, the way her mouth was cute and friendly, and the way it could swallow up and suck on the head of his mushroom joint.
He lightly caressed her sleeping anus and buttocks. He worked his hands down between her loins and spread her out. At one point it looked like she might wake up, but he kept working his fingers around between her thighs. He turned her over and though she opened her eyes for a moment, she quickly went back to sleep. He fingered open her twat hole and inspected the smooth wet leaves of her entrance. He screwed a digit into place in her sleeping pussy tube. Then he flicked her clit a couple of times. She moaned in her sleep.
Finally, he went up to her chest. He pulled the sheets all the way off of her so that he could get a full open view of her hot little nipples. The buds were small, perhaps, he considered, but the pendular breasts themselves and the mushroom colored caps were large and sexy. He couldn't get over how lucky he felt to have a teenager for a wife. She wasn't only young and sexy, she was pretty and intelligent. He liked the shape of her tittles and the form of her hips and the style of her mound. He'd fucked a great many women before he married her, and he knew that he had a bargain in having such a fine body for his own pleasure. It made him wish that he never had to leave bed, that he would only have to stay there and fuck her day in and day out, all night long, all day long. She was that good, as far as he was concerned. After a little while Tom grew tired of stroking his wife's sleeping body and he lay back to go to sleep. But it wasn't long afterwards that he woke up because he felt something stroking at his prick. He rolled sideways toward the stroking. He didn't know what it was, but he liked it.
He opened his eyes and for a moment he thought that the bed space next to him was empty, that his lovely teenage bride was nowhere to be found. But then he realized that the stroking was her 'midnight tongue' busily preparing the head of his meat, and the shaft, too, for another fuck session. The stroking was the beginning of Janet's special head. She was working his cock into a fresh bone-on, and in another minute he would have the erection she so obviously wanted. He waited and slowly woke up with the feel of her mouth muscle stroking up and down his penis. When he was stiff and wide-awake, he reached down and held her head by the face. He worked her on and
off the head of his joint. She sucked him off hard.
Then she climbed up on his rod and placed him inside her tube. She sat on him in his sleep. He was awake, but only half-conscious of what was happening. Another minute later she was sitting entirely on him, her big smooth fifties hanging down in his face, available for sucking and licking if he so desired. He caressed one of the familiar teenage nipples and sucked it into his face. "Oh, Tom," she whispered in the dark, "I love you." She had his hot shaft high up in her body, and she. said she loved him. She squeezed with her slippery pussy muscle and leaned close to his face so that she could kiss him with her tongue. She spread his mouth open with her two hands, gently, and applied her mouth muscle to the inside of his face. She pulled away and smiled in the dark and even though he could not see what she was doing he knew that she was smiling at him with his boner up her cunt tube. She rocked slowly but surely back and forth on his hot and hefty banana flesh until she began to moan softly in the dark, moan and gasp and become very hot.
Then she leaned down and rode him like a jockey. She was preparing for the finishing laps around the track, for the final paddling that would send her across the line, from lusty excitement to gratified sexual bliss, all on account, of course, of Tom's hefty meat bone-on. "It's gonna be good," she whispered. He couldn't tell where her face was until she whispered. Then he could feel her hot breath stroking across his face, down past his ears, and then he could feel her hot mammaries rolling across his chest. "You're sweet," he said. "You're a good fuck and you're very nice to me."
She rolled her hips and got ready to juice off on his joint. "Are you going to come?"
she asked softly. "Tell me when you're ready to come."
"Sure," said Tom. "In a minute." She could feel her clit, as could he, getting hotter and harder. It was rubbing on his mushroom crown and going into a steady, impulsive twitch. It would soon be working automatically, regardless of whether or not Tom's stroking prick cap hit it. She was quickly losing her breath and tightening her hold on his cock with her pussy flesh. Her canal flexed closed. He reached down and jabbed her with a finger. He sent the digit spear up her anus, filled her rump with yet another probing sensual feel that she would never forget. "Oh, Tom," she moaned in the black night, "give me your come, darling. Give me your jism, baby. I want to feel you shoot off inside me."
He took her by the hips, gave up his feel of her asshole, and rocked her up and down on his joint. She was sitting just right on his phallus and every stroke of her hips was a stroke to his big hard penis. She moved up and down on the rod, just the way he liked it and he said: "O.k., it's going to be soon, darling. It's going to be… very… very… NOW!" He thrust his hips, and his joint, up high, into her cunt, where the head of his meat exploded inside the teenage pussy hole. The jism went splattering into the back wall of her hole where it streamed up the inside of her tubes.
"Oh, God," she cried, "here. Take that." She reached down and grabbed his chest as hard as she could. She held onto his manly chest with one hand and onto his shoulder with the other. She pulled on his back and cinched up her face, contorted her mouth and concentrated so hard that had he seen her just then he would have thought he'd gone to bed with a different woman. She was concentrating in order to get over the last bit of the climb into orgasm. A moment later she gave way and for just an instant, bore down hard again, and returned to concentrating for one last squeeze and tug on his rod. Then it happened. She shook like her body was in the middle of an earthquake. Her flesh chilled and quivered. She rolled her pussy up and down and juiced all over his rod.
"Oh, fuck," she whispered, taking a last pull of his joint with her interior muscles, "that's the climax I've been looking for all night. That was really fucking it, Tom."
He smiled, and though she didn't see it, she knew that he was happy to have serviced her in this manner. She climbed down off of his pelvis and stroked her fingers across his wet joint. "You're going to be all sticky," she said. 'I’ll go get some tissue,"
She tiptoed off in the dark and he saw when she turned on the hall light, her lovely teenage body. Her smooth cheeks shined in the bright night-light. There was a hint of damp between her legs, coating her lovely loins. Her sculpted calves were rounded and shapely. When she returned and flicked off the light again, he could see just her shadow moving gracefully across the room. She arrived unseen at the side of the bed and pulled the sheets back as she sat down along side him. "I want you to feel good in the morning," she said, applying the tissue to his cock. She dried off his meat and his balls, rubbed his thighs and his loins with the tissue, too. She made sure that he was spit shined and polished before she put the tissue aside and climbed back into bed along side him. "You're very nice | to me, Tom," she said. "I like that."
"Well," said Tom, rolling back over and starting to go back to sleep, "you're easy to be nice to, Janet. Especially considering you're just a kid." He chuckled to himself and drifted back to whatever dreams he'd been having before he woke up to his teenage wife's midnight tongue.



VIII: LOVE LETTER


Maybe she was a little overactive, and maybe Bob, the gas station attendant, was right when he said that Janet was probably some sort of nymphomaniac, a teenage bridal nymphomaniac at that. But that didn't stop her from going out and having the best time she possibly could. After all, what's a horny, recently married teenage wife to do when she feels that morning vaginal crave creeping up on her? Sit at home and be restless and lusty all day long? That just wasn't Janet Tibbleton's style.
So, even though Tom was giving her all the orgasmic loving he could, Janet still took it upon herself to go out every now and then and land herself a new or different kind of fling. Of course, going out in public wasn't always necessary.
For example, there was the time when the postman had a special delivery letter for which Janet had to sign.. She answered the door in her silky housecoat, the one that ended at mid-thigh and left her luscious legs fully exposed. She held the door open with one foot and rested the package, and the clipboard, on her bare knee. "Do you have a pen?" she asked the mailman.
He graciously handed her a pen with which to initial the space indicated on the sheet. She leaned forward, partially if no completely on purpose, to expose her(breasts (and sign the paper). The posting could hardly keep from noticing those huge pendular knockers and the lovely nipple) the tips. "Is that coffee I smell?" hinted I young civil servant.
"Why yes," said Janet. "Can I offer you a cup?" She handed him back his pen.
"Well," he said, eyeing her smooth leg and her open lapels, "I really shouldn't-' He looked around behind him and saw that no neighbors appeared to be watching him, "-but I guess one quick cup couldn't hurt anything, eh? If it's not too much trouble, that is." He smiled cordially.
"No trouble at all," said the teenage wife. "In fact," she said, leading the way into the kitchen, "I'm kind of lonely for company at this hour." The mailman shut the door behind him and left his pouch on the first available chair. He listened to Janet Tibleton; as she prepared the coffee and mugs, "My husband leaves early in the morning and by the time I get everything done around here, it's only eleven or so, like to day, and there's nothing to do until five o'clock. You know how boring that can be?",She smiled and, seeing that the coffee was hot enough, she poured a cup for the mailman. She pulled up a chair for him, alongside her own, and sat down. "Have a seat. Anyhow, I like having someone to at least talk to in the morning. Even," she added, "if it's only for a little while. Say,
what's your name?" "Arnie," said the mailman. "Arnie Blake. What's yours?" He blushed. He knew her name well. "I'm sorry Mrs. Tibbleton, I know your name. I just slipped-" "Call me Janet," she said, patting his thigh. "I understand exactly what you mean." "Aren't you going to open that letter?" he asked. "Most people get something special delivery and they want to see right away what it is." "Oh, I'll open it later," she said. "I have a pretty good idea what it is." She smiled and put the letter aside. She let her housecoat go loose against the table so that Arnie would get a better look than he had before at her big smooth tittles, or at least at the tops of them, anyhow.
"Good coffee," he said, sliding one hand down near to Janet's thigh. He took a big chance and stroked just the top of her leg. He got himself a quick little feel of her smooth flesh and blushed before he could get his hand away. He was about to apologize when he felt Janet's hand grab hold of his and press it down closer between her loins, closer, that is, to her pussy. "I kind of liked that," she said. "It makes me feel like we're friends." She smiled and waited for him to say something.
"I know what you mean," he said. He let her take his hand where she wanted it, which was, of course, up high in her crotch and against her bush.
"Do you like wearing a uniform?" she asked. But she really didn't care how he answered. She took his finger and pressed it against her clitoris.
"It's alright," he said with a deep breath.
"Why don't you take it off," she suggested, "so I can see what a male man really looks like."
He used his free hand to take off his cap. He started unbuttoning his shirt and tie. "How rude of me," said Janet. "Let me do that for you." She stood up and the loose housecoat fell all the way open. "No sense," she said, pulling the coat back behind her, "in your not seeing me, too, eh?" He was eye to eye with her hanging breasts. She continued to work on his shirt and soon she had the tails out and the buttons completely undone. "There," she said, "but if I'm going to really get a good look at you, you're going to have to stand up." Arnie stood up. Janet reached from where she was and undid his belt. "Let's see what the government calls good meat, shall we?" She pulled his pants down and then his underwear. "Well, well, well," she said cagily to the postman, "isn't that a fine state of affairs. My male man has a rather big penis!"
"Let's see what this particular letter receiver has in the way of a pouch," said the postman. He reached forward and slipped his finger into Janet's open twat. He favored her clitoris with a quick flick, and then he screwed his digit up into the flesh of her cunt. "Nice," he said. "You could get two or three special deliveries in there if you really wanted to." He smiled and pulled her close to him. His joint caressed against her belly, against her smooth brown stomach flesh. "Nice," he repeated himself. "Very nice."
She wrapped her arms around him and pressed her big mammaries close to his body. She rolled her chest against his masculine torso. She gave him all the room he would possibly need to move in for the time being, and he took advantage of every inch. He used one hand to fondle her luscious tittles, and the other continued to dabble between the flesh gates leading to her splendid teenage pussy. He rubbed and probed the insides of that cunt hole, and he did so until there was enough juice to indicate a job of another sort. "I think we better lay down someplace," said the postman. "What do you say?"
"Sure," she said, fingering his cock. "I think it would be nice." She rubbed her palm across the head of his pecker. The tip was as spongy and red and expanded as could be. "You're awfully fast for a civil servant," she said. "I wonder why I always have to wait so long in line at the downtown office when I want to buy stamps? If everyone was as quick as you are, the post office would be working at a profit."
"Very funny," he said. "Where's the bedroom?"
"Right this way, sir," said Janet. She led him with her wagging ass to the bedroom. He kept his eyes on that swinging orb all the way into the king-sized bed and when they finally ended up totally nude and next to each other it was with the mailman's hands wrapped around the teenage bride's buttocks. "I guess you know exactly what you want," said Janet Tibblettn with a big luscious grin on her face.
"Sometimes," he said, pulling her body close to his. "And sometimes I'm just as confused as anybody."
"And now?" she said, reaching down and fondling his prick.
"Now," he said, "I wouldn't mind a little header to get me started." He watched her smile get bigger, broader and then her lips spread open as she arrived at his joint. "Let me help you out on that score," was the last thing that Janet said before she sucked his big cock head into her oral cavity. She used her tongue to wet the spongy surface of the mushroom tip first, of course, but everything else was pure wet suck. "God damn," moaned Arnie, "that's the way, honey. That's exactly right." He watched her blonde head go bobbing back and forth on the end of his flesh spike. Her lips kept a good sloppy seal around his crown. "Alright, alright," he said finally, "I believe you. I get the idea." He pulled her up out of his crotch. "I like sucking penis," she said as if that explained everything.
"I'm glad," he said softly. "I just want to be sure I get a little of everything, if you know what I mean, eh?" He smiled, too, and then he pulled her chest up around his face. He kissed her mammary glands, one by one, and then sucked her nipples off. They were erect and cherry, as was the teenager's tender clitoris to which to postman next applied his glad mouth. "Mmmm," he humed on the little tip of the clit muscle. "Nice stuff, this." He referred, naturally, to the aromatic smell of Janet's sweet wet flesh.
"I'm glad you like it," she said, rocking her hips so that his tongue would go sliding against her clit. "I'm very glad you like it," she added with a deep breath afterwards. Then she opened her legs all the way and Arnie went to work at full speed. He licked and sucked and ate everything there was to have in that splendid flesh pouch. It didn't take him long to get Janet huffing and puffing. She was soon juicing profusely and puddling under her little butt balls. Arnie slipped his hand under her rear end and lifted her up the way a kid eats pie. He tongued out the entire hole before he gave in to yet another ardent desire: to fill her asshole with his finger.
He turned her over and peeled her tender teenage buns open. "Just a little look-see to make sure the government is delivering to the right box, eh?" He fingered her anus with his long middle finger. The tube opened for him, to his surprise, and the iris muscle remained flexed open until he had his digit all the way up the asshole tube. Then the sphincter closed down, on his knuckle, and tugged at the artificial joint.
"Jesus," he moaned, "I never saw anything like that before in my life! Utterly amazing!"
"Would you like to see that again?" she Asked.
"Sure," he said. "I'd have to see something like that twice before I could believe it." "I'll do it again," she said, "but I certainly don't want you to use your finger." She looked back over her shoulder to see if Arnie got her point.
"I get the picture," he said. "But first maybe we should go for a little dip on the front side, just to be sure, eh?" He rolled her back over so that she was stomach up. Her smooth hips, her fine long mammaries, and her big nipples-everything was ripe and hot. He climbed onto her pelvis and pushed his joint about in her loins. Eventually the head of his meat arrived at her clit space, and she wiggled in affirmation that he was in the right spot. "Come on," she said, "and go in. Don't fuck around any more. Remember your route!"
"Yeah, you're right." He pushed forward and filled her cunt canal with his thick member. He gave her a single long stroke with which to get accustomed to the feel of his beefsteak, and then he began hammering away.
"Oh, God, yes," she cried out. "That's what I've been needing all these mornings. That's exactly the special delivery message I've been waiting for. And you're the postman I've been wanting to deliver it." She lifted her legs and made her hole deeper and more passionate. The juice secreted from the walls filled her passionate pit along with his solid flesh banana. "It's good, Arnie," she moaned, "that you happened by… when… oooh… you did!" She rolled her hips in order to feel up and squeeze the hot hog. It didn't take her long to get her legs open wide enough that he could finger her anus and fuck her twat at the same time. She even reached down and showed him exactly how she wanted to be serviced in this manner. She took his finger, between gasps, and applied it to the inside of her anus. "Maybe we'll get another squeeze on a finger yet," she said. And with that her anal track sucked up his digit the same way her cunt was working out on his cock. She had it from both ends at once. Then she used her free hand to tickle the postman's balls.
"That's terrific," he told her. "What do you do for an encore?"
She bent her body backwards, so that her belly and her pelvis curved upwards. He was held up off the bed by her supporting flesh shape. She was giving him one of the best tricks he'd ever had. When she got up all the way, she started bouncing him in and out of her pussy. She didn't go too hard because she was worried that his cock would go flying out of her cunt. The postman held onto her by the hips while she rocked his crotch cradle in this manner. It was a moment later when he started shooting off in Janet Tibbleton's vagina that she hit full steam. She bounced him high on her flesh platform, and his cock went jamming in and out of her tube, up and down and in and out vigorously while he squirted off his first load of come in the adorable little housewife's willing twat.
"Fuck," she whispered to him, letting her body collapse for the time being. "Fuck me good, Arnie, because I love it. I love fucking. Will you make me a regular special delivery on your route?" She squeezed his penis with her long cunt muscles. She tugged out every drop of his jism, and she made sure that he was completely satisfied with the service she was giving before she released a hold she'd taken on his buns. "Promise me you'll see me again," she said, and he whispered: "Any time you want it, honey. Any time at all." She let go and he pulled his temporarily spent hog out of her flesh pouch. "That's what I call a good fuck, baby. You know your stuff. I'm surprised that someone so young as yourself is such a good ball."
"Me, too," she said with a big smile. "Me, too, Arnie. Isn't that odd? And only a couple of months ago I was nothing but a virgin fiancй! How about that?"
"Amazing," said the postman, stroking the big titties, which had lured him into the house in the first place. "I can't believe that one woman is so well-endowed, either," he added. He teased her nipples with a pair of lightly pinching fingers. He pulled and tweaked them. Then he massaged the hefty mammary glands, gave them each a special little rubbing with the palm of his hand. "You got big tickets, baby," he blurted out. "Really fucking big knockers, honey. You know that?"
"Don't you just love them?" she said, jumping out of bed and running to the mirror to get her own look-see. "Sometimes," she said, "I try to pull them up around my face just to see what a privilege you men have when you get to play with them." She lifted her titties up in the mirror and tried to get her face close to them. "They're just not that big though," she said. "But they'll do, I suppose." She smiled and came back to bed with him. "Do you want to rub your cock on them? Or between them?"
"Yeah," he said. "Not a bad idea at that." She lay down alongside him and he climbed up between the big soft knockers. His joint went sliding like a flesh skier up and down the slopes of Janet Tibbleton's teenage wonder breasts. He rubbed around with the underside of his joint, and every now and then he missed and actually speared one of the two titties. Janet soon located his exactly between her chest appendages and squeezed the mammoth mammaries closed around the shaft of the postman's joint. He rubbed up and down in the relatively dry slot until his cock itched for something a bit more like the real thing. "You know," he said, "I can only take some of this rubbing at a time. I think maybe I better get back down to where it counts or I'm going to squirt jism all over that pretty tanned face of yours, and then where'll we be?" "I don't think anyone ever did that to me," she said. "It might be nice sometime. But I think you're right about today. "Why don't you go down there and cream around in my twat some more." She smiled and spread her long smooth legs. She might have been a teenager, but she was definitely all-young woman.
He climbed down to her cunt hole and pulled the lips apart with his fingers. Then he jammed the head of his aimed prick into her slot. He went deep, even on the first stroke filling up the tube, and finally he managed to sock it to the back of her cunt space, a move which caused Janet to holler out: "Oh, God, good. Fucking good. Do it harder!" She loved the feel of a jumbo-sized joint, and that was what the postman had, fucking her tube full of beef. "It's great," she continued to encourage him. "Absolutely fan-fucking-tastic. Bitchen', too!"
She rocked her hips around and around. She weaved a gentle pattern of sensuous rubbing up and down the mailman's cock muscle. Soon she was squeezing him with her long interior flesh muscles, grabbing on and holding tight to his anus cheeks with her hands, and kissing him from lip to lip with her tongue and mouth. She even bit him a little. She spread her legs wide, made her trough deep, and demanded that he spray off inside her before she come on him.
"No way," he said. "I want to feel your passion pit fill with juice before I give you my pudding."
"I was just testing," she said, and with that she started bobbing her hips up and down, sliding her cunt over and over again on his cock, until, finally, she was all juice and lust and orgasm. "Fuck me hard, now, Arnie. Really go in tough as nails, please. Really fuck the shit out of me. Come on and do it."
"What makes a young girl like you so hot," said Arnie, "I'll never know." But he kept sliding his prick up and down, making her as many times as she needed to be made with his big stroking joint, and the more he fucked her the hotter she got. Finally he gave in to his tremendous passions and let loose with his remaining come. He literally flooded the chamber with juice. There was pudding everywhere inside of Janet Tib-bleton's young sucking cunt tube. Still, though, the hole was tight and soft as satin. When it was all over the mailman pulled his prick out of her vagina and said: "You're going to get all your mail early in the morning from now on, Mrs. Tibbleton. I guarantee it."
"Not too early," she said with a smile. "My husband doesn't leave until eight-thirty a.m., you know." She climbed off the bed. "Want to take a quick shower before you go back out there into the rough and tumble world of being a postman?"
He nodded and once again followed that delightful set of flesh cheeks, this time to the bathroom and into the shower. They washed each other and dried off with a soft towel. The postman dressed in his uniform and prepared to leave. On the way out he couldn't resist asking Janet Tibbleton about the special delivery letter. "Are you sure you don't want to open that letter and see what it is? I mean people don't often send something special delivery unless it's urgent, you know."
"Well," said Janet, "this was urgent." She smiled and winked at the postman. "I sent this letter special delivery myself." She opened it and showed him that it was empty. "I didn't have much to say to myself, but I knew that you did." She smiled and wished the postman, who she'd been eyeing for the previous week, a good day.



IX: LOVE THOSE CARROTS


The grocery boy was a constant source of amusement to young Janet. Sometimes, just to see him blush, she would answer the door with only her panties and bra on. She knew that he had a crush on her from the first day he arrived with the delivery of bags packed with market goods. He nearly spilled one bag trying to keep from staring at her big tittles and firm ass cheeks. She always made a point of asking him, just to try and get his goat, if he was married or not. Any fool could tell that the youth didn't even have a girlfriend-his face was covered with nervous acne, and his hands were always a bit shaky-and it was a mean streak as well as a kind of curiosity which made Janet Tibbleton persistent in taunting the lad. On occasion, as he brought the groceries into the kitchen and bent over to set down the heavy bags, Janet would purposefully graze his butt with her thigh or her passing hand. She, of course, would say nothing, but she would watch with intense excitement as the boy's face filled with a blush. He was too timid to do or say anything else. His face turned crimson and he would ask if there was anything else she needed done, and Janet would say, "No, thank you," as curtly as possible. She treated him, in those short intense moments, like a slave. Deep down inside she resented him for some unconscious reason.
One time he showed up short one bag of groceries. Though it was not the youth's fault, Janet took advantage of the market error to scold the boy severely. She reprimanded him in an even-pitched stern and relentless voice. "Jack," she said, "I'm ashamed of you. You come here daily, sometimes, and you look at my body, and you think nasty, wicked thoughts about me, and now you've forgotten a bag of groceries." She pushed her chest out at him to make the punishment that much more difficult for him to take. "Well?" she said. "Well, don't you have anything to say for yourself? Are you just going to stand there and be ashamed? Is that it, Jack? You're ashamed because you're so nasty and stupid like an oaf?" The teenager nearly burst into tears as he ran from the Tib-bleton household. Had his feet not been carrying him so quickly back to his delivery truck, he'd have seen the blonde teenage bride standing at the window watching his ass cheeks run away while she laughed at him out loud. She enjoyed having just one person to humiliate, and the grocery boy served well as some sort of whipping post and scapegoat for her own psyche.
On another similar occasion, after she'd scolded him for something minor like not wiping his feet off before he stepped on her freshly waxed kitchen floor, she added insult to injury by taking him aside in the corner of the room. She backed him up against a cupboard and put her hand down between their bodies. It was a moment that the lad dreamed of, longed for, in some sense or other, and he knew full well that Mrs. Tibbleton was tempting him very close to the line over which he would only regretfully cross on his own. Her fingers were less than an inch from his crotch, and her fifties were fully pressed close to his face. If he had had the nerve to take a deep breath, he'd have pressed up against her just by filling his torso with fresh wind. She stood there with her hand close to his cock, nearly touching it, and then backed away. Sure enough, just the proximity of her young supple body near his had brought his cock to attention. "Look at you," she said, "cowering there like a scared pussy cat. Are you chicken, Jack? Is that it? Are you a little chicken shit boy? What is it, Jack? Afraid to come to Janet with your real feelings?" She hesitated and then changed her voice. "Of course you're afraid. Because you think only rotten dirty things, you stupid ugly adolescent. You have no idea what's pretty in the world and you come here with your filthy notions of how to deliver groceries to a married woman. Isn't that right, Jack?!" He took a deep breath and finally stood up to her; "You have no right to say those things to me, Mrs. Tibbleton. I may be a little younger than you are, but I have feelings, too."
"Of course, you do, Jack," said Janet, coming up close to him. "Of course you have feelings." She put her arm around his shoulder. He was shaking like a frightened beast. "It's just that your feelings, Jack, are not very natural. They're strange. Jack. You get a boner, don't you, just from thinking about me sometimes. Isn't that right, little Jack?" She caressed his face and unbuttoned the top button on his shirt. "You think nasty thoughts and you get a nasty little hard-on. Isn't that right?"
He blushed severely and didn't know what to say. She was confusing him. He didn't think that getting a boner was a bad thing to do, but he liked her in an innocent enough manner and passionately enough that if thinking that it was nasty would make her happy, he would do that. "I don't think it's nasty," he said, risking everything in one quick sentence. "I don't think it's nasty at all. I think you're beautiful and it turns me on to see you." With that he ran again from the house. This time Janet didn't laugh about the boy as he left. She knew he'd come into his own.
She quickly picked up the phone and dialed the market. Before Jack even returned to the store the order was ready for him, one bag of carrots, to the Tibbleton household. Jack begged his manager that he be excused from that delivery, but his boss said that Janet Tibbleton specifically said to send "that very nice boy Jack back" to her house with the delivery, that "no one else would do." Reluctantly, fearing the worst, Jack picked up the bag of carrots and made his way back to Janet's address. He paced outside the door, considered leaving the parcel and ringing the door bell and running. Janet watched from the window as the young man tried to come to terms with himself. She wondered what he'd have decided had he known right then that she stood completely nude on the other side of the door. Luckily for them both, Jack decided to deliver the package in person. He rang the bell, and before his eyes even registered the warm glow on Janet's face and her fresh nude body, her titties and her naked cunt and her long smooth legs, he blurted out: "Here's your package, Mrs. Tibbleton and don't you treat me rotten any more!" When his brain finally accepted the image of what his eyes had instantly perceived, he muttered: "Oh, God. Oh, God."
"Jack," murmured Janet, grabbing him by the arm and pulling him into the house before any neighbors might see that she stood there in the buff, "it's time that you and I decided to get along a little better."
"Oh, God," moaned Jack. "I, ah, oh. God." He stood there trying not to look, trying to avoid seeing the beautifully gently heaving chest full of mammary flesh, the lovely damp pussy. He averted his eyes and leaned against the door which had been slammed shut and locked behind him. "I don't know what to say, Mrs. Tibbleton. I don't know-"
She took him by the chin. "Look at me," she said. "Look at me. Jack."
He looked her in the eye. "You're beautiful," he said. "You're really beautiful."
"Now, now," she said, "take it easy and we'll have a little fun together. Isn't that what you really want?"
He looked down her body and then at her face. "I hope you're not teasing me again." He sensed, though, even as he said this last, that she was no longer teasing him, that she was willing to gratify his sexual needs and his terrible lust for her. "Sorry," he said, "I know you're not teasing, but you've treated me awfully-"
"That's all in the past," she said, unbuttoning his shirt. "I was just amused by you before, playing my little games." She rubbed her smooth palms under his shirt and up along his young shoulders. "I wanted to know if you were really interested in me, or if you were just trying to get some sex from a poor young housewife." She smiled and started on his belt. "You know how it is, young Jack. There are lots of men not so nice as you who want a girl to do things for them and then they don't care about the girl at all." She had his belt undone and she was stroking his cock, manipulating his virgin meat up and down between her long fingers. "Do you understand that I was just testing you, young Jack?"
"I guess so," he said. "But-"
"No more buts about it. My husband will be home in an hour so we don't have much time. You are a virgin, is that right?"
He nodded shamefully.
"Now, now, we're going to take care of that right now," she said with a gleeful smile. "I was once a virgin myself," she said. "Not so long ago, as a matter of fact." She indicated to him that he should remove all of his clothes. "We can't get into bed with our shoes on now, can we?" he shook his head, smiled broadly and quickly removed all of his clothes entirely.
"Good," she said. "That's much better." She took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom. She had him lay on his back. It was, for Janet, like having her own special flesh dummy with which to do everything she wanted. But she really did like the boy, and she liked the idea of having someone young to teach everything she knew. Of course, she'd have to pack all of the lesson into one or two quick fucks, but that was better than no fucking at all.
"First things first," she said bowing down over the boy's joint. "I'm going to give you a little header. Do you like that idea?"
"Well, yes," he said. "Sure." He watched young Janet Tibbleton take her lips to his mushroom head. He was already quite hard and she had no trouble at all getting a good firm hold with her sealing lips on his mushroom crown. She stroked her mouth up and down around the head of his cock. "Now," she said, taking the young prick muscle out of her face, "I think you should do a little tasting in my cunt, just to be sure you know what that is all about. O.k.?"
"Sure," said Jack with a big smile. "Good," said Janet. "I'm glad to see you know what that is." She lay back and spread her legs and Jack leaned tentatively down to her pussy. He splayed his tongue out and licked a couple of times at Janet's hole. "You have to get the clitoris. Jack. Do you know what that is? The clitoris?" The boy had heard of such things, but he did not honestly know for sure what it meant, where it was, and what purpose it served. But he didn't want to risk a scolding so he nodded his head and pushed his tongue further onto the mound of Janet's pussy. "Oh," she moaned, "do you ever know what a clit is! That's perfect!" He accidentally hit the clit on the button, and having discovered this little disk of flesh and its ability to go erect, he would never again doubt his knowledge of it. He smiled in his heart to have been so lucky. He lapped at the clit muscle several times in a row and knew that he was well on his way to losing his virginity. He started to loosen up, too, using his hands to stroke Janet's splendid thighs, his fingers to knead her loins. He reached up to her titties and kneaded the flesh there. "Well," she sighed, her chest beginning to heave with desire, with real lusty passion, "I guess even a virgin knows some of the tricks that make a woman hot, hey, Jack?"
He continued to do what came natural to him. He worked her tittles up and down and pressed his tongue along the edges of her hungry twat hole. He used his hands to manipulate her thighs and her breasts and to rub her stomach. Before long he could sense her aroused passions, her well-developed heat. He noted the fact that her breath was coming faster, that her titties had turned a deeper red and that her face was flushed. He even thought he saw a bit of perspiration on her lovely upper lip. But most of all, he observed that her hips were swaying up and down, shivering as he continued to stroke her twat with his fingers and occasionally with his tongue. "You're getting hot!" he said. "You're getting really hot!" This alone was a victory of the first order for young Jack for he'd often doubted his prowess with women, especially with one so pretty, so comely as Janet Tibbleton.
"That's right. Jack," she said. "You've made me hot. And there's something else you can do for me that will make me very hot. Would you like to do something else for me to make me hot?"
"Anything," he said. "You just name it, Janet."
"Well," she said, "it seems a shame to let that whole big bag of carrots go to waste out there. I was thinking that maybe you might bring them in here and we could…"
"You want to eat at a time like this?" he said, somewhat naively.
"Oh, no," she said. "You just go get the carrots and I'll show you what we can do with them." The boy had a perplexed look on his face, but he slid away from the bed and raced out after the bag of orange sticks. He came back in a flash and opened the bag as per Janet Tibbleton's instructions. "Here," he said, handing her one of the things.
"Now watch what I do, Jack. Watch carefully." The youth could no more have taken his eyes off Janet just then than he could have made his erection go down. She took the carrot and stroked with the pointed end at her clitoris. She rubbed the roughly hewn vegetable, especially the ridges, up and down along her pussy. The corrugated surface of the natural stick gave her a special thrill. She winced at one point because it was so intense a pleasure. "See how I do that?" she said. "Now you try it." She handed him the carrot. He took it in his hand and looked at it, and then he looked at Janet's open beaver. "Are you sure?" he asked.
"Come on. Jack," she said. "We don't have much time, remember?"
He nodded and climbed up onto the bed. He positioned himself alongside Janet's comely thigh and placed the carrot exactly as she had, deftly against the cunt-prick. He stroked up and down and watched Janet begin to writhe in ecstasy. "Oh, God, Jack," she moaned, "you do that just right. You learn really quickly. You're really very bright. Oh, yes, that's nice, darling." He blushed when he heard his "crush-lady" call him "darling". It inspired him to stroke her even more vigorously. Since she liked it so much he used one hand to stroke her with the carrot and his free hand to retrieve another. He put the second one into the vagina itself. "That's it. Jack. That's just right. You know what to do all on your own now. Just keep doing that." He continued rubbing the artificial peckers at Janet's pussy. They were, after all, organic organs, so to speak, and no naturalist could ever disagree with that. Jack continued to probe in and out of the hefty cunt space with the vegetable. But suddenly overcome with his sexual fever and ardor, he tossed the two orange sticks aside and smiled:
"That's enough of that, baby," he said in his deepest voice.
Janet opened her eyes and said: "What the hell?" But before she could say another work, young Jack, the humble, humiliated grocery delivery boy, had jumped up onto her body and had stuffed his own stiff-meaty stick into Janet's tube. "Oh, God, Jack, I had no idea. Oh, Jesus, fuck! That's good. Oh, God" He crammed his rod in and out of her vagina, scraping along the ceiling, making sure to get a lot of the kind of sexual stimulation that he wanted. And it seemed to work even better for Janet. The more Jack moved the way he himself liked it, the better Janet appeared to enjoy the screwing. In and out he stroked his stiff meat. He went slowly, he went quickly, he went deep, shallow, to the walls, the ceiling, up and down. He revolved his hips, he pumped his groin flat with hers, he led like a dancer and sometimes he followed. But his body began to sweat, no matter what he did, and his ass began to pound like a jackhammer in cement. Only instead of cement his steely rod went flinging down, gouging out, penetrating far into the pussy cavern of Janet Tibbleton. "Ooooh… ahhhhh… yessssss," he heard her sing out, and these moans were music to his young ears, as stimulating as the rubbing in her cunt was for his cock. "Jesus," she cried, "I love to fuck. I love a good young meat. I love it. Yes, Jack. I love it and it's not nasty at all. It's the best thing you can do."
It was, coincidentally, just then that Jack burst out from his penis with a load of hot jism which splattered inside of Janet's hot beaver cave. He squirted for a full thirty seconds, his virgin load of come flooding the flesh chamber, filling it with hot sperm juice. "Ahhhhh, fuck," he moaned. And he felt Janet's long smooth interior muscles contract and squeeze around his hog. She wrapped her fingers around his buttocks, too, and that was an additional thrill. She squeezed and kneaded the flesh of his ass, something he'd always dreamed a woman would do to him, but something he'd never dared to hope for. "Oh, God," he muttered. "Oh, God that's the best ever."
She smiled and pulled his face down close to hers. She kissed him hard and came all over his joint. She jacked her hips up and down and bobbed him like a toy ball. She heaved her chest into his torso and rubbed her smooth tittles against his adolescent flesh. She was only a year or two older than he, but it meant all the difference in terms of experience. She was able to toss him about and still give him the kind of fucking he could enjoy. It might have been his first time, but it was far and away probably one of the best he would ever have. His hard-on lit up a second time without even taking it out of her cunt. He just came moments before, but now he was hard all over again, as hot and stimulated and ready to blast off as the first time he ever saw Janet Tib-bleton. He reached under her buns and cupped them, just the way she had his cheeks, and pulled her crotch up and down so that his penis meat would enjoy the flesh thrill of her pussy chamber juicing and flexing and bumping and grinding. "Fuck," he murmured. "This is it. This is what life is really all about, isn't it?"
"Oh, yes," she murmured back to him, not having even heard his question. "Yes, Jack. Fuck me. Yes. Fuck, fuck." She rolled her hips in one last massive contraction and came a second time. He, too, set off another roman candle, this time moaning as he did, "Ahhhhh, gooooood!" Then he fell down flat on her comely chest and lay there catching his breath. She was in some kind of temporary post-coitus stupor, but when she came out of it, Janet told Jack that he must very quickly get dressed. She'd looked at the clock and it seemed that it was going to be a very close call between when Tom, her husband would arrive home, and when the delivery boy would be out of the house. So while Jack gathered up his clothes, Janet picked up the carrots and made the bed. She kissed him goodbye at the doorstep and told him that there would be plenty of other times when they would be able to spend a leisurely afternoon together. Just to make sure that he remembered her well, she gave is crotch a last pet. "Oh, my. Jack," she said, "you're going to have to come again for sure. Or is that a carrot in your pocket?"
As was his style, he blushed and ran off to his delivery truck. He was a very happy young man.
Xi MADE IN SCANDINAVIA
Tom hadn't been married six months to his teenage bride when he landed one of the biggest projects of his career. It was a job that entailed the full use of his studio and his talents, and it naturally generated a great deal of income. It didn't take him long to decide that he and his young wife Janet needed a new and larger home to live in. They picked out something nice in a wealthy section of town, and along with it, he decided to get a maid. Naturally, he left the choice of a woman to do domestic chores entirely up to his teenage bride. Janet Tibbleton interviewed several women for the job, and none were to her liking. But one day, as she sat in the over-stuffed couch in her livingroom waiting for a young Sweedish woman to arrive, she decided that she'd better make her mind up pretty quick before Tom took back his generous offer. The doorbell rang and when she opened the door she couldn't have been more pleased with what she saw. "You must be Tilda," she said to the statuesque blonde who stood in the door.
"Yes," said the young woman. She had big tits and long muscular legs. She was wide in the hips and she had big blue eyes.
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up the carrots and made the bed. She kissed him goodbye at the doorstep and told him that there would be plenty of other times when they would be able to spend a leisurely afternoon together. Just to make sure that he remembered her well, she gave is crotch a last pet. "Oh, my, Jack," she said, "you're going to have to come again for sure. Or is that a carrot in your pocket?"
As was his style, he blushed and ran off to his delivery truck. He was a very happy young man.

Janet knew one thing for sure: she might not hire this woman, but she sure as hell was going to try and fire her up. She invited the domestic woman into the house with a cordial salute: "My name is Mrs. Tibbleton and I'm going to interview you for the job." "Yes, Mam," said Tilda, coming into the new spacious living room. "It's a lovely house you have."
Janet shut the door quickly. "Let's be frank, Tilda," said Janet. "I want something special from a maid who will be in the house. "You'll not be screwing my husband, but you will have to perform certain extracurricular chores for me. Do you know what I mean?"
Tilda smiled. "I'm very experienced, Mam. I have excellent references and I am willing to work quite hard to please you."
"Come with me," said Janet. She took Tilda by the hand. "And we shall see what we shall see." She led the prospective maid into the bedroom. "I want you to pretend that it is an ordinary day. You've finished the house cleaning and-" As she spoke Janet slowly but surely undressed. She took off all other clothes and spread herself out in the big bed that went with the big new house. She spread her legs and her cunt was wide open, the lips spread. She was still a youngster, a teenager, but her labial lips had thickened from the hefty amount of fucking she'd been doing, "-so now here I am and you are there and you've finished your domestic work. What do you do now?"
"Well," said Tilda, "perhaps Madam would be interested in a massage?"
"That's good for a start. I like that. Let's try it."
Tilda stepped toward the bed.
"First undress. If you get the job I'll want you nude a lot of the time. Except when I have my guests. You know what I mean?"
Tilda smiled again. "Of course, Mam." She slipped neatly out of her jump suit. She folded it and her big mellon-shaped titties hung forward. Janet appreciated the expert display of such a fine pair of titties. "Well, well, well, that's a good start indeed. Come over here now and begin the massage." She eyed Tilda's fine cunt. It was bigger than her own, and it looked like it had been fucked many times. "I like your pussy, Tilda. You may just have yourself a job. If you can give a good massage."
Janet rolled over on her belly and let Tilda begin. The domestic worked her fingers up and down Janet's back. She rubbed softly at first, and then with more energy. Soon she was leaning all of her weight, and some of her breast flesh, into the chore. And then she lay down flat on Janet's back. "More and more," said Janet. "I think you know what a maid's jobs really are. “She spread her legs and indicated that the applicant should try her skill at satisfying her prospective employer's anal needs. "Shall I lick you, Mam?" asked Tilda.
"Just a little fingering will do for now. This is only the interview."
Tilda reached a finger down to the slender slot between Janet's firm ass cheeks. She rubbed her digit up and down in the groove. Then she stuck her finger into her own twat, there to lubricate it, and finally she returned to playing with Janet Tibbleton's rectum. She slipped her finger into the iris hole and shot the digit up high.
"Oh, God, yes! You do know some of your chores already!" moaned Janet. "That's nice." She squirmed around and around on the maid's hefty finger. She flipped her hips up and down and managed to get even a little more of the drilling finger into her anus. She loved the feel of anything phallic poking around in her butt, and really the interview was just an excuse to get a little extra sex. It crossed Janet's mind that they might also have to hire a butler, just to take care of really important chores, like her cunt.
"Now, Tilda," she said, "let me roll over."
Tilda pulled her finger out of young Janet's asshole. "Yes, Mam," she said cordially. "There you are, Mam." Janet rolled over. "I want you to fondle my tittles, Tilda. Show me how you would do that at the end of your day." Tilda leaned forward and pressed her hands around Janet's hot breasts. She stroked lightly up and down. "I would try, Mam," she said as she worked along the smooth slopes of Janet's chest, "to treat you as nicely as I would have *a maid' treat me." She smiled and leaned forward to suck up one of Janet's hot nipples. She used her tongue and her soft wet lips to caress and fondle Mrs. Tibbleton's titty tip. Then she kissed the firm pendular flesh of the mammary gland itself. Finally, she sucked up a good mouthful of breast and licked it inside her mouth. Then she lifted up her entire body and climbed between Janet's spread thighs. She rubbed her mound against Janet's mound and reached down between Janet's legs with her hand. She began to flick the ready clitoris meat there. She rubbed it up and down and kissed Janet on the face in the mouth. She gave her tongue and licked around inside the younger woman's oral cavity. "Mmmm," hummed Janet, and when she broke away, she said: "That's very nice. That's a good beginning. So far you have the job, but one must be sure." She reached, still on her back, for the bedside drawer. When she couldn't quite make it, Tilda assisted, reached into the box-like drawer, and pulled out a plastic dildo. "Is this what you wanted, Mam?"
"Mm, yes," said Janet. "That's what I wanted. Do you know how to use it?"
Tilda smiled demurely, flicked the dildo to full speed, and slid it down slowly to the entrance to Janet's pussy. "I will give you as much of this as you want."
"I want all of it," said Janet. "Don't mess around. Just push it in there and make it hot and hard." The maid went ahead and pushed the hot prick machine into place as directed. She rubbed up and down and especially close to what she knew was Janet's clit. At the same time, she pressed her Swedish mammaries against her American counterpart's hot breasts. The two sets of breast flesh meshed in a pretty sight. The two women embraced, and Tilda let loose of the dildo. It was securely placed and there was little chance of it coming free from Janet's hungry teenage twat.
With her hands free, Tilda was able to work her way down around Janet's anus again. She massaged the hot butt flesh and worked a finger up into the asshole tube. She jammed up hard, cramming as much of her digit into the space as possible. A good deal of sap from Janet's cunt made the going easy. Tilda worked her finger in soft circles inside the sphincter tube until Janet started moaning and groveling. The dildo slipped free and the maid had to relocate the thing. She pushed it in deeper, and the girl on the bottom began to moan: "Oh, God, Tilda, that's nice. That's very nice, sweetheart. I like that. Keep your tittles against my chest. Keep fucking me with that stick. It's all so fucking nice."
"Yes, Mam," said the maid in her best professional voice. But she, too, was beginning to get hot. She wrapped her thick thighs around one of Janet's legs and pressed. She wanted a feel for her own cunt, too. She rubbed up and down and got her own clitoris going in that manner. Then, with one hand fisting the dildo in Janet's hole, she used her free hand to rub her own cunt. She reached down between her labia lips, found the clit, and pinched it off. A moment later, Swedish Tilda was so hot and bothered, so lusty, that she completely forgot about the work she was supposed to be doing on her prospective employer. She lay off to the side of the bed and scrubbed her own cunt with her finger. She left the dildo in place between Janet's thighs and left the younger girl to fend for herself. Meanwhile, Janet was so carried away with passion that she climbed up toward Tilda, took the dildo out of her own snatch, and placed it against the Swedish girl's pussy. "Oh, God," moaned Tilda, "I love it, Mam. I love that stick in me. Don't stop."
Janet pressed the machine deep inside the young Scandinavian's pussy. She worked it around until it was fully placed, buried in Swedish cunt flesh. Then she crammed it hard against the girl's clit.
"Eeeeeeee. ahhhhhhh… gooooood, Mam," said Tilda in a gasp. Her big smooth blond chest heaved upwards and her nipples took on the color of fresh red rose buds. Her cunt seethed with ease juice, with clean oily sap, and her ample thighs spread themselves, seemingly automatically. Her knees came up high and her anus was clearly revealed.
Janet reached one hand down and fondled the open rectum. "I don't mind giving you a little pleasure once in a while, Tilda, but if I hire you, it won't be very often that you get such a good treatment, you understand."
"I understand, Mam," murmured Tilda, obviously on her way to sexual oblivion. She was so hot and bothered that she probably didn't understand much of anything just then, except, of course, for the finger screwing in her anus and the dildo fucking in her cunt. "I understand everything," she said, juicing profusely from her twat lips. "It's so simple to understand," she muttered. "Doesn't it seem that way to you, Mam?"
"Well, I suppose," said Janet, fisting the machine harder and rubbing it faster into Tilda's clit.
"In just a moment more," said Tilda, "I will understand the universe."
"Fuck," said Janet. "I want nothing to do with that." She pulled the machine out of the Swedish woman's twat. "And besides, you're supposed to be fucking me, not the other way around, eh?" She smiled and lay down again.
"Yes, Mam," said Tilda. "Quite right, Mam." She took the dildo and pressed it between her possible employer's legs. She rubbed it up and down along Janet's smooth loins. She worked it eventually up to the dense wet pubic forest, and there she pushed it through, still vibrating, into Janet's hot hole. "Ahhh, yes," moaned the girl with the stick in her cunt, "that's much fucking better. I like that a lot better. It is after all your job, and not mine." She closed her eyes and lifted her legs. "Another fingering in the anus, please, Tilda."
Tilda dutifully applied her available index finger to the rectum hole. She forced her finger up the smooth tube of anal flesh. Soon she'd penetrated the asshole corridor and could feel bowels. "Shall I go further, Mam?" she asked.
"Oh, God, yes," said Janet. "Go all the way. Both at once. Please, hard; don't stop, no matter what I say, not matter how I scream. It'll be hard, but just keep drilling, o.k.?"
"Yes, Mam," said the Scandinavian maid. She pushed her finger and the thick plastic cock as hard as she possibly could. Both went flinging into Janet's two holes, filling her up entirely. "Jesus, fuck," moaned Janet. "Oh, God, no. Stop. Stop. Please. Stop."
But Tilda was following the earlier command, that no matter how hard she complained, Janet wanted the fucking in her two holes to continue. Tilda speared Janet with full force. She even went so far as to attempt to spread Janet's dangling legs even further apart so that there would be an even more vulnerable asshole and pussy tube. Then she jammed in harder for several quick strokes. Janet nearly passed out, and when she came to, she was orgasmic.
"Fuck," she grunted, "that was something. That was terrific."
"I'm glad that Madam is pleased," said Tilda. "I take it that I have the job?"
"What makes you say that, you wench," said Janet. "I told you to stop and you didn't?" Janet got up off the bed in a huff. "If you can't follow directions, well, after all, how can I possibly hire you.”?
"But Mam-" protested Tilda. "You said-"
"Are you being insolent already, Tilda. Or are you wanting to make an excuse of some sort about not understanding English because you are Swedish." Janet had thoroughly confused the Swedish woman who promptly started dressing. "Let me just have one more feel of your tittles, Tilda, just so that I will be able to make a good judgment about whether or not to hire you." "Never," said Tilda. "Not in a million years." "Now, Tilda," said young Janet, "that's no way to act."
"You have no idea how crazy you are," added the Scandinavian woman as she slipped into her heels. "You are a nut, as you say in your country. I don't understand you Americans." She shook her butt and made her way out of the house.
Janet laughed to herself. "Well, I suppose I was a little hard on her." She lay down on the bed and picked up the dildo. She spread her loins and then her cunt lips and she stuffed the machine into place inside her smooth groove. "Maybe a little more probe and I'll be orgasmic again."
A moment later she heard footsteps coming back toward the bedroom. She looked at the clock and realized that it was no doubt Tom. She put the machine away and crawled under the sheets. When Tom entered the bedroom he quietly undressed and climbed into bed with Janet. "How's my teenage bride?" he asked softly. "I saw one of your maids leaving. Did you hire her?"
"I haven't decided yet," yawned Janet. "Did you like her?"
"She's got big tits, but she's not as pretty as you are, darling." Tom reached down into his wife's snatch. "Say," he said on discovering her wet pussy, "what have you been up to?"
"I was thinking about you, Tom. About how nice you are to me, about how much I love you." She spread her legs and took his hand by the wrist. She stroked herself with his finger in the same manner she'd used the machine a moment or two before. She pushed his digit up against her hot little twat-cock. "I love it when you touch me there, you know that?"
"Mmm," he nodded. Then he climbed on top of his teenage wife and fucked her with his cock. He slipped right in to the now familiar territory, and speared the back of her tube. "You know," he said, "no matter how many times I get my penis into this tunnel of yours, it always feels nice to me the next time. You know that?"
She pressed her loins closed around his hanging balls. "Do you like that?" she asked. "When I close my thighs on your nut nest do you like it?"
"You bet I do," he said, reaching under her buttocks and grabbing them open so that he could thrust a finger into place in her rectum. "I like every damn thing you do with my body." He pressed his hips against her groin, and he enjoyed the feel of her comely thighs working, sliding on his scrotum. She moved smoothly, gracefully, up and down and back and forth on his genitals. She had his prick in her vagina, and his nuts between her legs. He kissed her titties every now and then, especially her nipples, and then he poked around some more in her anus. "I get a kick out of you," he said. "My little adorable teenage wife." He pressed his face between her big pendular boobies. "You get so hot so fast," he said. "What more could a man ask for?"
She pressed her lips against his mouth then and gave him a long healthy French kiss. Then she started bumping and grinding, getting full use out of his flesh tool. "Fuck me, Tom," she said. "Fuck me really hard so that I don't think about anything."
He pressed down hard, pulled her legs open so that he could get more meaty beef into her hot cunt, and jammed into her. "There you go," he said, starting to swing his hips. "Is that how you like it, baby? Really fucking hard?"
"Oh. Yeah, Tom. Just like that." He was stroking powerfully, in and out of her tube. His enormous joint was splitting her open, easily as wide as the dildo machine would have and did. He could feel her long smooth muscles going to work on his cock, grabbing it and holding onto it. She had the smoothest cunt muscles of any woman he'd ever fucked. He could remember plenty of girls with nice juicy, oily pussies, some with tight muscles, some so big you'd have to tie a board on your fanny so as not to fall in, but this one cunt, Janet's pussy, was so smooth, so tight, he could think of none other that so satisfied his aesthetic feeling for "the vagina." He rubbed his meat softly back and forth between the thick lips of her twat hole, enjoying every inch of her sliding, bouncing orifice.
"I'm going to come," she moaned. "I'm going to come all over the place, Tom. Do you want that?"
"Of course I do," he said. "What do you think?"
She pounded her hips upwards, into his crotch, and shot out lots of juice all over his thick hog. He continued to pump her full of his mushroom head. Then, he, too, started coming. He flooded her juice pit with sperm spray. A few seconds later it was all over. He rolled off of his teenage wife's supple and comely body. She was blushing and shaking all over.
"Jesus," he said, "are you still coming?"
She didn't answer but breathed hard and fast, long and ardent breaths. Her chest heaved and her loins quivered. "Janet? Janet?" he asked. "Are you o.k.”?
"Oh, God," she moaned. "I think so." She was stupefied by her own climax. It had left her exhausted and shaking. She was temporarily unaware even of where she was. Her smooth thighs, her neat tittles, her lovely snatch were all melting together with the continuing chills of orgasm. "I just lost my bearings," she mumbled trance-like. "I'll be alright in a minute." She climbed into her husband's arms and shuddered for a long time until he had to return to work at the studio.



XI: CHOCOLATE FOR CHARITY


When Troup 113 came soliciting at the Tibbleton household, selling chocolate for charity, there were eight young men in their group. And no one noticed-because things happened pretty fast-that when they left the doorstep there were only seven of them. Those seven pubescent boys went marching on their way to the next house, but one of them-to Janet's way of thinking that afternoon, the handsomest member-stayed behind, inside the house.
"Well," she said, putting her arm around the young man, "tell me about yourself."
"Hey," said the boy, "where'd the rest of the guys go? I'm supposed to be out selling candy with them!" He looked back in the direction of the front door, which was quickly disappearing behind him as Janet led him through the long hallway and into the living room.
"You'll catch up with them, Stan. I just want to get to know you a little better. I'm new in the neighborhood and all, and I just want to get to know you. I mean after all, you are a neighbor now, aren't you?"
The boy looked up at pretty Mrs. Tibbleton. "Yeah, gee," he said, "I guess I can always sell candy. Say," he said, taken by surprise by the large room they'd come into, "this house is big, isn't it?"
"It certainly is," said Janet. "And I'm all alone in it, all day long. It makes me sad." She sat down on the sofa and hitched up her skirt so that a healthy portion of smooth thigh was available to the boy's view.
"Ah, don't be sad," he said, coming up and sitting along side her. "My Mom's all alone. Hey, maybe you could call her sometime and you two could talk and all. I mean she's all alone and-"
"You're so sweet, little Stan," she said, ruffling his curly dark hair with her hand. "I bet the little girls at school really like you a lot." She smiled and waited for the boy's response.
"Ah, shucks," he said.
"Tell me about them," said Janet. "Do you ever play kissing games and things like that?" She eyed the boy's crotch. She was worried that she might have chosen too young a lad. "I mean I remember when I was your age, and it wasn't so long ago-" She put a maternal hand to his leg and stroked his thigh lightly, "-and we used to play all sorts of kissing games. Post office, and spin the bottle, and.”
"I'll tell you a secret," said the boy. "If you promise not to tell anyone else."
"Honor," said Janet, holding up her free hand. "Stick a needle?"
"O.k.," said young Stan. "One time a couple weeks ago I fingered Tina Davis." Janet giggled. "No, really. Honor. I did." Stan held up his small hand.
"Was it fun?" asked Janet. "Did you like it?"
"I don't know," pondered the boy. Janet stroked his thigh again. "It was kind of different. I never did that before. And I don't even know why she wanted to have me do that to her. I guess it didn't matter much to me."
"How old is Tina?" asked Janet. "Twelve," said Stan. "But I'm going to be thirteen next week."
"Well," said Janet Tibbleten, still wondering just how pubescent the boy was, "you're nearly a grown man, aren't you?"
"That ain't what my Mom and Dad say." He looked impatiently around the room. "I better get-"
"Don't you like kissing Tina?" interrupted Janet. "I mean didn't it make you feel good?" She turned and faced him, the way a little girl might show special interest in something, excitement in an effervescent manner. She felt she had to play that role. She could feel chills climbing her spine as she began to imagine what it might be like with the boy if she had her way.
"Well," he said, taking her hand in a friendly manner and playing with it between his two hands, "it was kind of funny. I was just touching her, you know, and not even thinking about it, and all of a sudden-" He leaned forward and whispered in Janet's ear.
"No!" she exclaimed. She leaned forward and asked him in a slightly louder whisper:
"How big did it get?"
He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know. I had my pants on."
"I wonder, though," said Janet, "really if you did feel that way or if you're making it up." She felt for sure she was on the right path. "Honor!" he said. "I wouldn't lie about that!" "I bet," said Janet. "I bet if we kissed right now it wouldn't happen at all."
"What do you want to bet?" asked the innocent boy. "You name it."
"O.k.," she said, ruffling his hair again. "I bet that if I lose, if it gets big, you can make me do anything you want."
"Anything?" asked the boy.
"Anything!" exclaimed Janet. And to keep her side of the facade going she said:
"If it gets big, though. Not otherwise."
"It's a bet," said the boy. "Come here. Now we have to kiss for a minute or two, and you'll see then."
"How can I see?" said Janet. "You have your pants on."
"If you promise not to tell my mother," said Stan, "I'll take my pants off and we'll kiss and if it gets big you have to do what I say. Alright?"
"O.k.," said Janet, beginning to blush already. "Go on."
Stan stood up and unbuckled his belt. He let his trousers fall down around his slender legs and ankles. Then he clumsily pulled his underwear down and lifted up his shirt so that it would be out of the way. Janet quickly inspected the boy's young crotch. She found what she was looking for, the hint of pubescence, and was willing to continue the game in order to see if she would win a very special bet of her own. "Alright," said Stan, "let's see." He leaned forward and shut his eyes.
Janet had to lean down to be on his level. She kissed him with her open mouth and at the same time slid her hand onto the boy's thigh and wrapped her long fingers around his curled member. Though much of his crotch was bald, there was enough pubic hair that she felt sure he could get an erection. She fiddled with his penis while she kissed him and a moment later the boy's hog was at attention. "There!" he exclaimed, pulling away from Janet's mouth. She had slid her hand back from its fondling position, though the boy knew full well that somehow, maybe accidentally, Mrs. Tibbleton's fingers had slid into his crotch. "Look at that," he said. "See? I told you."
"You won the bet," said Janet. "What do you want me to do?" She eyed the stiff young phallus.
"Ah, gee," said Stan. "I don't know. If I was Tina and I had a cunt I'd make you touch it. I know. You can kiss my thingy. How's that? You kiss that and that will make it even, o.k."
Janet's heart skipped a beat. She'd hoped for exactly that. She leaned down and said:
"Alright, but only once, o.k." Stan nodded. She wrapped her lips tight around the boy's erection and used her fingers to guide the base of the pole. She sucked long and hard in one long kiss which the youth was reluctant to admit was much more than he'd properly won in the bet. "Wow!" he moaned. "I feel something this time! You really know how to kiss, Mrs. Tibbleton. Wait until I tell Tina about that!" He watched the teenage woman-his elder by four or so years-continue to "kiss" his cock head. "Gee," he moaned, "I never felt that way before." Janet went licking around the base of the boy's prick. She held his nut nest in her hand and rolled the scrotum. Her goal was to get him so hot that he wouldn't let her stop. She kept close to his penis because she figured she had only one kiss to do it in, to get him so excited that she could get anything from him. She kept her tongue lapping up and down his stiff member. "Gee," he said, "that's some kiss you do there Mrs. Tibbleton. I mean really. Honor! No one ever.. ooooh, wow!" He lay back on the sofa and let the blond teenager continue to work on his member. "Wait until I tell Dad about this!"
"Now, now," said Janet, sitting up, "I don't think I'd go and tell anybody that I kissed you there. It wouldn't be right. It was a private bet. You know? And if you want me to kiss you some more on your thingy, you'll have to not tell anyone at all. O.k.? Honor?"
"Sure," he said. "But you won't kiss me any more now, I bet." He looked dejected.
"If you want me to I will," said Janet. "But we have to go in a different room. I'm tired of this one." The boy smiled and agreed to go to another room. With his pants dragging along the floor, he held onto Janet's hand as she led him to the bedroom. There she had him undress completely. He had no other pubic hair, except for a smattering under his arms. She had him lay down on the bed with his legs spread. She undressed: "Because I get hot when I kiss," she told the child. "You don't mind, do you?" "Naw," said Stan. "I seen my mother plenty of times."
"You can call me Janet," said the teenage wife. Then, naked, with her titties hanging, she climbed between the boy's smooth white legs and landed her tongue down on his prick again. The muscle hadn't shrunk an inch. It was big and sturdy and Stan was ready for another "kiss" on the head of it. "I like that kissing you do, Mrs.-I mean, Janet. It's nice." He watched her swoop down on his pubescent member. She worked out on the boy's cock for a moment or two and then she sat up. "Did you ever, ah, pull on your thingy?" she asked him.
"No" said Stan. "My mother told me not to."
"Oh, said Janet. "Then you might be in for a little bit of a surprise. Don't worry though. It'll feel very nice." She didn't say any more. She went back down on the boy's hog and sucked hard. She could tell that he was getting a lustier erection than before. She could see the blood pumping on the topside of the shaft, filling the expanding mushroom head, and she knew that soon his pecker would be hard enough to ejaculate or to fuck with. She momentarily decided to show the boy yet another kind of kissing.
"I'm going to kiss you very hard, now," she said. "So you get ready, alright?" she said. "Are you ready, Stan?" His face was blushing a full crimson and he was perspiring at the brow. He nodded and she smiled at him. Her own face was quite flushed. She was heated and her tittles were pressing lightly along the child's thighs which made her even hotter. She went down on his hog and sucked especially hard, extremely vigorously, and she heard the boy moan in ecstasy: "Oh, oh, oh, Mrs. Tib-bleton!" She didn't bother looking up. She knew what he was moaning about because she was swallowing his squirting jism. "Oh, oh," he sighed, relaxing suddenly, "no one ever kissed me that hard before."
Janet sat up from his crotch. Not a drop of jism showed. "That's called a suck kiss, Stan," she told him. "Or a blow job."
"Wow," he said. "How'd you learn to kiss like that? Maybe you could show Tina Davis how to do that?"
"I know another kind of kissing," she said, feeling the leak of clit juice in her pussy. "Would you like to learn another kiss?"

"Sure," said the boy. "If it's like that one-"
"It's better, Stan," she said. "It's even better." She lay down beside the child and reached down into his crotch. "First your thingy has to get big again. I'll get it big by playing with it with my fingers. Alright?"
"Sure," said Stan. "That's nice, too." She watched his member grow larger again. It only took the sex starved pubescent child a minute to get a full erection. She had the head hot and steamy in no time at all. The spongy mushroom cap filled up and blossomed after a minute or two. "Alright," she said, "now this is just like what you did with Tina, only instead of using your finger, you use your thingy. Do you understand?"
"In you?" he said, disbelieving.
"Yes," said Janet with a pleasant smile.
"But how?" he asked. "It's over there and-"
"Like this," she said, taking the boy by the arm and indicating that he should lay on top of her. "Come on up here." He climbed up onto Janet's comely flesh. He was hanging down between her legs, between her smooth loins. "Gee," he said, "you're awfully nice to touch."
"Thank you, Stan. Now you have to get your thingy into my slot there. Can you do that?" He nodded and reached down to Janet's hole. He picked up his cock muscle, his child's pubescent meat, and pushed it toward the flesh gates which led into her channel. He didn't know for sure what he was doing, but he knew that it would be somehow as enjoyable as the earlier "kissing." He soon had his cock headed in the right direction. Suddenly, he stopped. "Oh, oh," he moaned again, "that's not kissing. That's much much better, Janet. Much better." She reached down and cupped his small undeveloped buns. She pushed his groin down into her wide pelvis and filled herself with his prick. "No," she said beginning to fade into the land of flesh and bliss, "you're right. This is much much better than kissing."
Young Stan looked at Janet's eyes. They were closed and her mouth was open. She was licking her lips. He decided to press his lips against hers. He gave her a big wet kiss and she chuckled to herself, but then she decided to take the youth seriously. After all, pubescent or not, he was fucking her and that's the most she would expect from any man, no matter how young or old. She squeezed on his buttocks, then, and pulled all of his meat into her vagina, and simultaneously she kissed him in the mouth, showed him how to use his tongue.
She pumped her body up and down under his, under his youthful frame, and managed to get more and more of his hot young banana floating in and out of her twat. Soon she had him at just the right angle, and though his body was much smaller than a mature man's, Janet could notice no difference in the ecstasy she felt when his prick stroked in and out of her cunt against her clitoris.
"I like your boobs, Janet," said Stan. "And I like this, this kissing we're doing, too."
"Do you want to kiss my breasts? You can, you know."
The child leaned down and inspected the big nipples. "They look like my mother's a little. Only yours are bigger." He then put his young mouth over her nipple and sucked it. "Mmm," he said, "this is nice." He had his young prick in Janet's hot twat, and he had a mouthful of cherry red nipple to suck on. He couldn't have been happier, really, though he had no idea how blissful a state he was in compared to what it would be like without the opportunity with Janet Tibbleton. "Mmmm, good," he hummed again, beginning to get into the swing of the kissing and the love-making. "I think it's gonna happen again," he said.
"Oh, no, Stan. Not just yet. Just wait a little while longer. Can you do that? Can you keep moving arid wait a little while longer?"
I’ll try,” he said.
"Count to a hundred," she said. "Count out loud or to yourself. Just think about the numbers." She adjusted her angle and prepared to get the most out of his present erection. She doubted she would be willing to risk the time it would take her to get him to have yet another erection. It would have to be now or never. She stroked her pussy hard on the top of his joint. She squeezed her teenage cunt hole tight around his young penis. She could feel the swollen mushroom head, expanded as it was in her back cavern, and stroking, as she made him do, against her clitoris. "Are you counting, Stan?"
"Thirty-two, thirty-three, thirty-four, thi-"
"Good," she said. "Isn't that nice that way? You don't have to answer. You just keep counting to yourself." She pumped her cunt up and down against his stiff pecker. If he could count to about sixty-five, she figured, she would have herself an orgasm from his piece of pubescent cock. That was all she wanted. As for other times, and other erections, she would worry about that later. What she wanted now was a good little climax from the hot young beef. She was fairly sure, too, that if she could get him to wait for another twenty numbers, she could then make him come on her command, and that would make for perfect timing. So Janet Tib-bleton kept swinging her hips up and down, rocking the cradle under the boy, and making sure that her clit got the stimulating sexual rub down from his young penis that she wanted. She could feel the hefty mushroom head, thanks to her accurate gyrations, rubbing on her clit, and she knew that she was very nearly there. "Oooh, God, Stan," she moaned, "you're doing just fine. You're doing super, little boy. It's just going to be so fucking bitchin'!"
"That's what we're doing, isn't it," said Stan. "Fuckin', I mean. Not kissing. Fucking."
"Yes, darling. Yes, little darling," she said, combing his curly dark hair with her fingers.
"It's better than kissing will ever be," said the boy with a big smile. "Much, much better."
He began pounding his meat, swaying his own hips, and whether he was just plain lucky or what, Janet never did find out, but his each and every stroke went sliding along her clitoris and bouncing into the perfect position inside her twat tube. She loved the feel of his young meat caressing her like that, and she was willing-now she knew-to risk all sorts of consequences in order to get what she wanted out of the child. So what, she decided, if the boy's mother found out? So what if her husband discovered her fucking a twelve year old kid? So what if she got her jollies from playing in the cradle? If it made her happy… but she didn't have to take any risks, because the next instant saw her cunt contracting in the involuntary throes of climax. Her long pussy muscles flexed around Stan's young penetrating rod and she came all over his equally vibrant (ejaculating) squirting prick.
"Oh, oh, oh," moaned the little boy again. "Oh, God… I… ah… it's fucking! It's not kissing! It's fucking!" He finished shooting his wad and enjoyed thoroughly the pressing cylinder of flesh which he called Janet's cunt. It squeezed out every last drop of whatever it was that was coming out of his joint. He liked that, and he liked the thing called fucking, and he knew that even before he climbed down off of Janet Tibbleton's luscious teenage bod. "Wow, Janet," he said, "you sure are nice to be having me do this kissing and stuff with you."
Janet took a deep breath and gasped one more time before she said: "Stan, it was my pleasure, little boy. Completely my pleasure." She thought about that for a minute and then she said: "I guess it was pretty nice for you, too, hey little man?" The boy smiled and clumsily started dressing in his uniform.
Five minutes later he was with the rest of his troop going up the block, door-to-door, selling chocolate for charity.



XII: TOM'S SECRET PASSION


It didn't take long for Janet Tibbleton to acquire a rather lengthy list of lovers, men and woman of all vocations and walks of life, who were quite willing, even on such short notice as a telephone call, to come running to her bedside in order to make the really futile effort to satisfy her truly insatiable carnal appetite. As a matter of fact, by the time she'd been a teenage bride for no less that the term of a pregnancy- and it must be remembered that when she began her marriage she was virgin and pure as the driven snow-she'd developed the stamina of a bull. This or that man, cordially invited to the house in the absence of Tom Tibbleton, found his departure courteously (and sometimes rudely) requested when screwed weak and dry after a remarkably short period of time.
Naturally, Janet had her favorites, her special men and lovers who made sex for her pure joy. Suck was the case with the lad Stan, and on occasion, with the grocery clerk, Jack. But when she analysed the facts of the matter Janet discovered that her real love, and thus what satisfied her about these partucular men, was not their fortitude but their youth. It was, as they say, a purely emotional issue. Though she herself was a "child bride," married at seventeen, her real love was not for men in general, she was discovering, but for men in puberty. As with every generalization, there was one exception: Tom Tibbleton. There was no avoiding it. She couldn't understand why, but no matter who else she fucked, no matter what male, what female, what masturbatory tool she might have used, nothing satisfied her quite so much as her very own husband. Call it romance, call it Tom's dumb luck, call it nonsense-whatever it was, Janet Tibbleton felt like hell if she didn't get her daily dose of Tom's thick meat. This is not to say that Tom alone could have quenched his teenage wife's incredible sexual cravings. Not by a long shot. I?ut the combination of any two men which did not include as one of the choices her husband, resulted in frustration. And so it was that she patterned her love life in accord with this mystical formula. She would fuck a boy in the afternoon, and Tom in the evening. Or, vice versa: she would fuck Mr. Tibbleton in the early a.m., before he went on his way to the studio, and later that day she would finish off the inevitable vaginal crave with a quickie from some pubescent boy in the neighborhood. Often times she would have the two affairs lined up like bowling pins. She'd time the event of her sexual intercourse in such a manner that as her husband left via one door, a twelve-year-old little girl came in the back door (for the obvious purpose). The proximity of the two fucks aided in her sexual excitement in two ways. One, she was still hot from the previous fucking, and, two, there was a certain sense of danger involved. Or, so she believed until one very, very strange day, a day, which made all the difference in her future love life…
It happened that Tom had missed a night. He'd not been in the mood for fondling his pretty wife's teenage titties, and he'd gone soundly to sleep without so much as a kiss to her clit. Though it had long been his habit to at least provide her a quick "go" in the late evening, on this particular evening, dead tired from his work, he no sooner hit the sheets when he was fast asleep. And every effort to wake him for even a token effort toward sex failed miserably.
The next morning, when Janet finally woke-she'd slept late because without her sex she'd tossed and turned until the wee hours-Tom had already left for work. She paced the room dialing one number after another to seek a quick little climax. Somehow, it was just one of those days, and she was unable to track down batteries, even, for her dildo. She ended that tool by tossing it in abject frustration against the back wall of the bedroom where it shattered a mirror to a thousand pieces.
Nude, angered, no longer able to enjoy exotic combinations with vegetables and pencils, disinterested in even a steaming enema, unmoved by the notion of rubbing her pussy on a door handle, exhausted by her own pacing, she lay down on her bed and wept until her eyes hurt. "Oh, God," she cried, "what's a teenage bride to do?" Her cute little ass even looked red with-frustration instead of its normal creamy white, as if her rectum had been crying. She pounded her pillow until her fists grew tired, and then she rolled onto her back, big pendular titties following her over, and tried one last time to prestidigitate her cunt-prick to life. She rubbed her finger across the unusually cool button, and discovering it dry, applied a bit of spittle to her fingers and repeated the effort. But it was, as she suspected, no go.
Drained of all emotion, she calculated logically that she could run down her list of lovers one more time, call them all again, and see if just one of them might be available. She nearly didn't call young Stan, her twelve year old lover, but at the last minute, despite the risk involved, dialed the child's home number. To her surprise and delight, the boy himself answered. "Listen, Stan," she said softly, trying to hide her sense of panic, "how would you like to come over and kiss a little with me. Just for a little while. Would you like that?" There was a long pause on the other end of the line, and then she heard Stan whisper:
"I'll sneak out in about a half-hour." Janet started to say, "I can't wait a half-" But the line went dead. She hung up and did things to keep herself busy.
She took a quick shower, arranged the bedroom sheets so that they were neat and clean and crisp, powdered and perfumed her supple flesh, and spread herself out on the bed. The child, through previous such encounters, knew how to let himself into the house through the backyard, and Janet was betting that he would follow this procedure on this occasion, too. Sure enough, no sooner had she stretched her twat lips open with two fingers, when she heard the steady roll of the boy's feet coming down the hallway. "Oh, God, at last," she moaned. The boy entered smiling and happy to see his naked teenage lover. "Hi, Janet," he said, stripping quickly. "You horny?"
"Oh, yes, Stan," she said. "I need you a lot to kiss me today." She eyed the child's member. Even since she'd met him a couple of months before, his gentials had grown larger, his pubic forest more dense. "You're getting to be quite a young man now," she told him. She anticipated that the youth would fuck her quickly, would hold her over until Tom arrived home, and that would take care of the day. She began to breathe easy as the child climbed up onto her body.
"Where should we start?" she asked. "Do you want a liitle kiss on your penis?"
"You mean a blow job?" said the boy in imitation of what he thought a man should say.
"Now, now," said Janet, "don't be nasty. A kiss on your penis is what I meant." She rolled over and pressed her lips to the youth's hot muscle. It was nearly erect by the time he got up onto the bed, and now, with a few licks, the entire mushroom head was twitching spasmodically at full strength. Not wanting to waste the child-man's enthusiasm and jism, she released his prick from her face and asked him to eat her for a bit. He smiled and cordially went about the task she'd so painstakingly taught him to do. He licked her clit up and down, rubbed it with his tongue, ate out the center of her hole with eager fever. He rubbed his nose, even, in the clit juice pie. He sucked up the clit meat and the environs and she began to bounce with glee. "That's it, darling," she moaned. "That's just perfect. You're my favorite lover of all time. You do that so well, it's the best ever."
The boy smiled, wiped his face clean and dry, and climbed up on the teenage woman's chest. His kissed her big nipples and she reached down to play with his well-developed bone-on. "I like your penis, Stan," she said. "It's big and hard today, and it's always growing just a little bigger, it seems to me."
"Thanks," said the boy. "I like that." Then he took his rod in his own hand and shoved it between young Janet's twat lips. He pierced down to the core of her slender hole and enjoyed the superior soft flesh of her sweet cunt tube.
"Oh, yes," moaned Janet. "That's the way. I like that. Yes, Stan my little one, that's just perfect." She rolled her hips up and down and jerked the boy's hefty prick muscle with her interior pussy girp. She tied herself onto his joint with a quick slide and tug. She made sure that she got all of his hot poker into the back of her flesh cave where it would fill her up the most. And as for his stroke power, she was sure to use up every inch of his sliding rod in a steady caress to her excited clitoris. "Mmmm," she hummed, "now you've got me going, little one. You've got me hot and bothered. It's going to make the day very special."
Young Stan, not yet thirteen, could feel the pressure in his nuts getting tighter and tighter. He was just about ready to explain to Janet that his prick would soon explode inside her when she stopped rolling her hips altogether. "Did you hear something?" she asked.
"No, Janet," said the child. "You're so turned on you think you hear things, eh?"
"Don't be nasty to adults, Stan. I thought I heard something. Like my husband's car."
"Would he care if he found out you were balling me?" asked the boy, his prick still deep in Janet's cunt.
"Oh, yes. He certainly would. He doesn't know about you or any of my lovers."
"Oh, I see," said Stan. He started pumping harder and faster, giving young Janet her nymphomaniac's fill of hot beef. A moment later he shot his terrific wad of jism all the way into her tube. The soft flesh of her cunt squeezed and milked the rest of his jism from his twitching young rod. When it was all over for the both of them, he climbed off and asked Janet if she had a cigarette handy. "It's not good for a little boy to be smoking," she said.
"Ah, forget it," he said. "I'll get one at home." He dismounted from the bed and dressed as quickly as he'd earlier undressed. "I'll see ya whenever," he said.
"Yeah, bitchin', Stan," said Janet. "And thanks a lot. I was really depressed until you did that for me."
The child smiled and left as he'd come. But Janet was not entirely convinced that she hadn't heard some sound a moment or two before. And she went to the front door just to be sure. There she saw, standing on the street, her husband in conversation with a neighbor. "Phew," she moaned, "that was close." She rushed to the bedroom, fixed the sheets, and then hopped into the shower. She didn't understand what Tom was doing home already, and come to think of it, she couldn't figure out why young Stan was not in school that day. She put both things out of her mind and scrubbed her sweet little twat and her lovely brown anus hole. Then she climbed out of the shower ready for the finishing touches to her combination fuck sequence: she'd had the child, now for Tom-the day would be complete.
Tom came in a moment later, just as she was drying her lovely supple body in the bedroom. "Darling," he said, "I'm sorry about last night. I'm going to make it up to you right now." He took her wet tittles in his hands and squeezed them. Then one hand went sliding smoothly down to her cunt. There he fingered her clit into a twitching frenzy. She worked her pussy up and down to let him know that he was giving her a first class treatment, the kind of work out that she most enjoyed.
From that upright position the couple proceeded quickly to the bed. Tom undressed in a hurry and jumped down between his wife's spread loins. He gave the teenage girl a good solid piece of meat to work out on. She humped his joint with furious fervor. Her cunt ceiling, and consequently her stiff little clit-prick, went sliding up and down on his pecker. Her interior walls contracted vigorously, and her cave secreted profusely. There seemed to be no end to the intensity of this particular fuck session. She was getting all of her body heated at once. Tom was stroking her titties with his hands, or rocking her hips just so, or sliding a finger up her anus. She could feel her heart pounding, her blood surging in her brain as she began to search for the climax which would completely satisfy her young, comely body. She concentrated and grunted, she hitched up her legs and hung her feet so that they dangled above Tom's head, and she murmured:
"Oh, Tom, I love you, darling. You fuck me the way I need it, lover. You fuck me so nice that it's like the first time every time we do it."
"Mush," he said, paying her no mind. He went sliding his joint in and out of her willing twat as hard and as fast as he could. His mushroom prick muscle was giving her a top-knotch screwing. He was tacking her down to the bed with the enormous stroke power of a jackhammer. His bronzed prick was slamming her full of passion.
"O.k.," he said a moment later, "It's time for the other side." He rolled her over before she knew what hit her.
"Oh, yes," she cried. "Yes, Tom. Do it there." She reached back and held her buttocks apart. She gave him access to her anus hole. He shoved forward and split her body in half. He gave her all of his hot beef rod at once. "It hurts a little," she moaned. "It doesn't just ache like usual, darling. It hurts. Please slow down."
"No way, Janet," he said. "Too late for that now." He had his cock buried in her teenage asshole flesh, and he couldn't even consider the notion of giving up that tube, that smooth tight ride. He was only a stroke or two from the perfect tender teenage orgasm, and he saw no reason to deny himself the pleasure of a good juicing in her rump crotch. "Baby," he told her, "hold on because I'm going to give you all of my pudding right… fucking… ahhhhhh!" He shot off, squirted into her squeezing cavern, filled her bowels and flooded the butt cave with so much juice that her entire sphincter muscle suddenly went loose. He yanked out of her and said: "That was a nice little butt fuck, baby. You teenagers are the best fucks in the world. Maybe you're special, darling, but I think it's how old you are sometimes, you know that?" She smiled and said that the fuck was "bitchin'," but that she wanted more.
"A quick shower," said Tom, "and all you want after that, eh?"
They showered together, soaping up and making each other as slippery and hot as possible. It didn't take long for Tom Tib-bleton to get another monster erection with which to fuck his young wife. She stroked him with her tongue once she saw how big he was getting, how attractive that muscle was, and then he did the same for her. Finally, hot and lusty and ready for more sex, they climbed out of the shower and quickly dried each other.
"We have to get into bed right away," said Janet. "I'm so damn horny again. Come on."
Tom smiled and followed his teenage wife's buttocks toward the bedroom. He climbed up onto the bed with her and palmed her big brown tanned boobies. He gave her cherry nipples a fondling, also, and then he kissed her stomach. "No," she complained, "I want that hog. I want that joint in me, darling. Please let me have that prick meat of yours now?"
He couldn't stand to hear her beg, and in fact he liked to know he was so much in demand. He shoved his pecker into place between her twat lips and thrust the mushroom muscle to the rear wall. "Uuuuuuhh… ahhhh…shit!" she cried. "Oh, yeah, that's good! Darling, that's delicious!" He pounded with his hips, rocked with his pelvis, and he did all of this work in an effort to get the perfect slide going in her pussy hole. He worked slowly but surely into a kind of steady, steam roller rhythm, a cadence which made Janet Tibbleton hotter with every new stroke. Her clitoris went sliding against his mushroom crown, across the rim, and flicked back into place with each new thrust.
"Oh, Jesus," she cried. "Tom, fuck me hard. Fuck me. Fuck me harder than ever!" He slammed his rod into place, grabbed her buttocks and peeled them open, slapped a digit up into her little brown hole, and wormed around in there. His finger gouged out her anus while his cock worked steadily on her pussy tube. A moment later she was starting into orgasm. She was making the last climb up into the bliss of sexual ecstasy, and it looked to be one of the best fucks ever. Their bodies slapped against one another, and Tom's prick muscle could feel every squeeze, every milking tug, each and every fold that worked on his joint in stimulating unison. "Fuck," he grunted, "you're such a good piece of ass, honey. You're so fucking smooth and slick."
She smiled and kissed him on the lips, but she never stopped sliding her hips in undulating circles beneath his groin. She kept her legs propped high, her asshole open for his occasional fingering, and her breasts, her chest, heaving. She gasped for air and pulled his mouth close to hers. She filled his oral cavity with long hot tongue and got the same in return. Then, suddenly, as if out of nowhere, the cosmic chills of climax startled her body into a flesh rattle. She shook, quaked, and shivered like a malaria victim. Her entire comely frame went blushing red. Her smooth skin turned damp as though every pore oozed ease-juice.
"It's… coming… soon," she grunted. "It's… gonna… be fucking… damn… ooooh… ahhhhhhh… yes, Tom!" He shook her hips, as if they could move any faster, and rubbed his prick with her pussy lips and with the flesh tunnel coasting up and back on the mushroom crown of his joint. He fired off and triggered the final explosion in her teenage hole. She nearly fainted as her body contorted with ecstasy.
A moment later they lay side by side panting for breath. "Well, oh, that was something very special," said Janet, her face still flushed with heat.
"Yes," said Tom Tibbleton, "in more ways than one."
Janet paused for a moment. Something clicked in her mind. She didn't know what it was. "How's that?" she asked. "More ways than one?"
"It was our last," said Tom.
"Our last what?" asked his teenage bride.
"Our last everything," said Tom. "I don't know how to tell you this, darling, but I've fallen in love with another woman."
"What?" she asked. "I don't understand. Another woman? But Tom, who? How? You can't? Tom? We've known each other since high school and-"
"And I married you for sex, now that I think about it," said Tom. "And the sex has been fabulous, but I've met someone who…"
"Someone who what?" asked seventeen year old Janet Tibbleton, soon to join the ranks of divorced. "Someone who what?"
"Well, darling," said Tom, "I don't know quite how to put it. She has pretty legs just like you, and fine big breasts the way you have, and, believe it or not, this girl-I thought I'd never find one like her-she has a sexual appetite like yours. Why, she may even be a nyphomaniac-I don't know."
"But if she's so much like me," complained Janet who saw her sex life suddenly going up in flames, "why are you interested in her instead of me?"
"Well," said Tom Tibbleton, "the fact is, darling, that she's, well, she's…"
But Janet knew the answer without having to hear it from her soon-to-be former husband. His new love was younger than Janet, and there was no way, she knew, that she could compete with a girl like that. "Just for the hell of it," said Janet, "how old is she?"
Tom started picturing all the fun he was going to be having balling his new insatiable teenage bride. Just the thought of it made him go crazy with desire.
"Well?"
"Well what?" asked Tom Tibbleton.
"How much younger is she? I want to know! How old is she?"
"Oh, I'm sorry, darling," said Tom, coming back from his reverie. "She's, fifteen. You do understand, don't you? I just couldn't pass up the opportunity and…”
"Will you screw me just once more?" asked Janet Tibbleton, the seventeen-year-old has-been. "Just for old times sake?"
Tom smiled. "Of course, my dear. Of course." He climbed up between her supple thighs and began what Janet would remember as her last coitus with her first husband.
Years later when she reminisced with an old girlfriend she recalled it as "one hell of a good fuck."
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