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  Sledge Hammer—Private Dick


  


  Chapter One – The Cold Case


  “Damn, Rita, you sure got one more tight puss,” Sledge grunted out as he stood by his desk furiously working his cock in and out of his secretary’s hot, tight cunt.


  “It’s a wonder it’s still tight,” Rita panted, humping herself back at Sledge’s furious assault. “You’d think that it would be stretched all out of shape by your old Louisville slugger.”


  “Ain’t but ten inches long,” Sledge bantered back.


  “But it’s big round as a fucking baseball bat,” Rita grunted as Sledge’s ass rocked back and forth at a furious pace.


  The battered old desk, all its joints loosened and weakened by the countless times it had been abused while being used as a launching pad for one of Sledge and Rita’s frequent fuck-fests, was creaking and groaning like this was finally the one. The big one, the one that was going to put it out of its misery and send it crashing to the floor.


  As she lay on top of the desk grunting and groaning, Rita had her long, curvaceous legs stuck straight up in the air with the backs of her stockinged thighs resting against Sledge’s belly. Her five-inch, stiletto-heeled pumps were rubbing against Sledge’s stubbled cheeks while her sheer, pink panties dangled from one of her trim ankles.


  Sledge’s big peter was sticking out through his fly and sloshing in and out of Rita’s juicy twat as his ass worked back and forth at a furious pace. Panting and puffing like a marathon runner, Sledge was fucking his lovely secretary like there was no tomorrow and this would be his last chance at her delectable puss.


  The sweet, cloying fragrance of Rita’s overheated cunt hung in the stale air like cheap perfume as Sledge’s giant peter plowed in and out of her, splashing her hot juices all over the desk. There was so much of it, there were puddles of it all over the top of his desk, but it didn’t really matter much because the desk was rarely used for anything but fucking anyway.


  Then, just as Sledge was preparing to unload another gooey load of cum into Rita’s ravenous cunt, there was a faint knocking on the door of the outer office.


  “Shit—a fucking client,” Sledge fumed, jerking his ass back and pulling his juice-slathered peter out of Rita’s drooling pussy.


  “Yeah—and I was just about to have an orgy, too,” Rita fussed, resuming her attack on the gum in her mouth as she hopped down on the floor and reached down for her panties.


  Stuffing his rock-hard prick back inside his pants, Sledge watched Rita step back into her sheer, pink panties and slowly pull them back up her lovely long legs. Once they were back up around her shapely hips, she gave the long, lacy garters holding up her nylons a couple of plucks to straighten them. Then she rolled her hips a couple of times and shoved her short, black skirt back down over her panties. Smiling at Sledge, she ran her hands down over her shapely hips to brush out the wrinkles in her short skirt then she picked up her glasses and eased them back onto her nose.


  “After the client leaves, you want to finish dick…tating?” she smiled, batting her long, curled eyelashes at him as she roughly groped his big, hard dick through his pants.


  “Sure thing, Babe…I certainly wasn’t finished dick…tating,” Sledge winked, reaching out and groping her tight, round ass.


  “Well, big boy, you hurry and take care of the client then,” Rita simpered, squeezing harder, “cause I can hardly wait to take some more dick…tation.”


  With a toss of her long, flowing hair, Rita swished across the office rolling her delightful ass like a streetwalker in heat. With the sexy clack of Rita’s stiletto heels still ringing in his ears, Sledge grinned and waited by the door.


  He only had to wait a couple of minutes before the door to his office came swinging open and Rita stepped back inside. As she did, a tall, sultry blond slowly sauntered in behind her.


  “Sledge, this is Nora Cold. She would like to discuss a job with you,” Rita coldly smiled as Sledge threw his hand out at the gorgeous woman.


  Cold? Nora Cold? Damned name sure didn’t fit this broad, he grinned to himself. Hot! Nora Hot, or Nora Sizzling or something like that would work.


  “Mrs., uh, Miss, uh, Cold, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” he grinned as she offered her hand in a limp, weak-wristed, little handshake.


  “Mrs.—Mrs. Cold…at least for the moment,” she icily said.


  “Have a seat—have a seat, Mrs. Cold,” Sledge told her, grabbing his hankie out of his coat pocket and dusting off the infrequently-used chair in front of his desk.


  “Thank you…and you can call me Nora,” she purred, melting down onto the chair as Sledge plopped down on the corner of his beat-up, old desk.


  “I’ll be at my desk…if you need me,” Rita sneered, seeming somewhat incensed at being ignored by Sledge.


  “Thank you, Rita. I’ll let you know…when I need you,” he told her but didn’t take his eyes off Nora.


  As Rita stomped out through the doorway and slammed the door behind her, Nora lifted a gorgeous, shapely leg up in the air and draped it across her other leg. As she did, her short, black skirt rode up her shapely thigh until the dark, doubled band of nylon at the top of her hose was exposed to Sledge’s leering eyes. As he gawked down at her perfectly-shaped gams, he could see that the sheer, black nylons were being held up by long, black garters with tiny, red bows on the clasps. And looking closer, he saw that he could see the frilly lace-edged leg holes of her black panties as they peeked out below her skirt.


  “Sledge Hammer…that’s such an odd name,” Nora smiled seeming oblivious to his leering gawk. “Your parents must have a real sense of humor…”


  “Aye, that they do,” Sledge grinned. “And I’ve got two brothers. Ball peen and Claw…”


  “Well, at least you got the most impressive one of the hammers,” Nora softly laughed, glancing down at the obvious bulge in the front of Sledge’s juice-splattered pants.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Sledge grinned, strangely feeling like he was going to actually going to blush.


  “It would appear so,” she laughed, her melodic laughter filling his tiny office.


  “So, uh, well, Mrs. Cold, uh, Nora, how can I help you?” Sledge mumbled, lifting his eyes up to the two peaks thrusting out against her crisply-starched, white blouse. She either had a very well-padded bra or some of the nicest-sized hooters he’d ever seen. About the same size as Rita’s natural wonders, Sledge woozily surmised.


  “Well, it’s like this, Mr., uh, Mr. Hammer,” she started, slowly kicking her long, shapely leg up and down and making her black, five-inch, stiletto-heeled pump patter up against the sole of her tiny foot. “I think my husband, Ralph is fooling around on me…and I need someone to find out if he is.”


  No idiot in his right mind would ever fool around on this doll, Sledge thought to himself. If she were my babe, I’d never let her out of my sight, much less fool around on her…


  “Uh, I, I can’t see why he would want to fool around on you,” Sledge grinned, running his eyes down her hour-glass figure one more time. “So what makes you think he is fooling around on you?”


  “Well, this is sort of embarrassing,” she purred, batting her frosty, blue eyes at him as a delicate, pink blush spread out across her pretty cheeks. “But he never wants to, to, uh, you know, uh, never wants to do it any more…”


  “You mean? With a babe like you?” Sledge muttered, shaking his head in disbelief.


  “Can you help me?” she asked, resting her hand on her thigh and tracing a small circle on her nyloned thigh with the tip of a long, red fingernail. The silence was deafening as her leg slowly ticked up and down and Sledge stared down at it.


  “You mean you want me to…” Sledge lewdly grinned, staring down at her circling finger.


  “Find out about my husband, Mr. Hammer…” she expressively smiled.


  “Oh, oh, of course…well sure, but it’ll cost you a G,” Sledge told her as she ran the tip of her tongue over her perfect, cupid-bow lips.


  “Money is not an issue, Mr. Hammer,” she said, reaching down inside her purse and pulling out a money clip filled with crisp, green bills.


  Maybe money was more of an issue than Nora wanted to let on, Sledge thought to himself. Maybe she wanted to catch her hubby fooling around on her so she could take him for every fucking penny he had. If that were the case, she would have all the money she could ever want, Sledge thought. Everyone knew that that Mr. Ralph Cold was a multi-millionaire.


  “You ought not be running around this part of town with that kind of money on you,” Sledge told her as she peeled off ten one hundred bills and laid them on his desk.


  “Oh, I doubt that anyone would want to argue with this,” she laughed softly, pulling out a shiny, little pistol and laying it on his desk by the stack of bills.


  “Better be careful with that toy,” Sledge smirked, reaching out and picking up the stack of hundreds and slipping them into the pocket of his shabby coat.


  Then, with a grin, he dug his hand under his coat, pulled out his big three-fifty-seven magnum and laid it down beside her little gun.


  “My, my, Mr. Hammer…you certainly have a large…uh, weapon,” she murmured, reaching out and suggestively running the tip of her finger down the barrel of the gun as she glanced down at his crotch. Then she looked back up, batted her big, blue eyes at him while she ran the tip of her tongue over her full, pink lips.


  “I’ve never had any complaints…about the size of my…uh, weapon,” Sledge smirked, picking up his gun and slipping it back inside his shoulder holster. “No complaints at all…”


  “How many…how many times have you had to use your…uh, weapon, Mr. Hammer?” she asked with a coy smile on her pretty lips.


  “Use it ’bout every day,” Sledge laughed. “Rita and I take it to the firing range and shoot off a few rounds…just to keep in practice, you know.”


  “Rita is a lucky gal,” Nora chuckled, uncrossing her long, lovely legs and pushing up onto her high heels. Then she took a long, hard look at his tented pants. “Yes, indeed. A very lucky gal to get to use a big, old weapon like that…and every day, too.”


  


  “Be glad to let you shoot it off a couple rounds, if you’d like…” Sledge grinned, pushing up to his feet beside her.


  “Maybe later, Big Boy…” she smiled, making out like she was going to grope his cock, but veering her hand away at the last moment.”…maybe later…”


  Then she dug her hand back down in her purse and pulled out a small, white card.


  “Here’s my card. Let me know when you find something out,” she smiled as she handed him the card.


  Then with a toss of her long, platinum-blond hair, she spun on one of her stiletto heels and went clopping out of Sledge’s small, sparsely furnished office, sweeping out of the office like she owned it, disappearing as quickly as she had appeared.


  “She’s gone…you can put your eyes back in their sockets,” Rita scolded, peeking back in Sledge’s office.


  “Can’t help it. She was one more fine-looking broad,” Sledge muttered. “Almost good looking as you…”


  “You randy old dog, you,” Rita snorted, clopping back into his office and grabbing hold of his hand. “Come on—you got some dick…tating to finish.”


  Sledge couldn’t help but think about how lucky he was to have a secretary like Rita as she slammed the door closed behind them and turned the lock. He didn’t even know why he had a secretary as there was never anything for her to do, except take dick-tating. Then as Rita was unzipping his pants and Sledge remembered why he had a secretary…


  Laughing to himself, he spread open Rita’s blouse and let her big, beautiful tits flop out into the open. She had just about the prettiest set of knockers he’d ever seen, he told himself as he roughly groped and fondled them. They were definitely more than a handful. But even with his hands full of Rita’s delightful hooters, Sledge couldn’t keep from wondering what Nora Cold’s equally-large jugs looked like. Well, one day he’d just have to find out, he told himself as he felt Rita tug his big, hard cock out through the opening of his shorts…


  


  ~~~


  


  Following a discrete two cars behind him, Sledge followed Ralph Cold and watched as the man’s flashy, red convertible pulled into the parking lot of the Crescent Moon Motel. Driving around the block, Sledge pulled into the parking lot and saw that Cold’s car was parked in front of room 69.


  Driving over to the office, Sledge parked in front of it, slipped out of his car and went inside.


  “Howdy there, stranger…can I help you?” the clerk asked, suspiciously eyeing Sledge.


  “Uh, yeah, you can,” Sledge grinned, pulling out a Jackson and holding it between his fingers.


  The clerk’s eyes moved down to the bill and then back up to Sledge’s face.


  “What would the gentleman like to know,” the clerk grinned, making a move for the bill.


  “Mr. Cold, the man in room 69, does he come here often?” Sledge asked, pulling the bill back out of the clerk’s reach.


  “Every Tuesday and Thursday like clockwork. Rent him the same room. Pays up front for the whole month so I keep the room open for him on Tuesday and Thursday,” the clerk said.


  “Does anyone come with him?” Sledge asked handing the twenty to the man.


  “Well, that would depend…” the clerk snickered, suggestively rubbing the twenty between his finger and thumb.


  Sneering, Sledge grudgingly handed the clerk another twenty.


  “Nope. But sometimes he’s joined by a young lady. And sometimes an older lady. And sometimes both of them at the same time…” the clerk grinned, shoving the twenties into his pocket and giving Sledge a knowing wink.


  “A little ménage à trois, huh?” Sledge snickered.


  “Don’t know about that,” the clerk indignantly said. “Man’s got a right to his privacy…”


  “So, how much for a room?” Sledge asked, digging his hand into his pocket and pulling out some more bills.


  “Twenty-five dollars a day,” the clerk grinned, eagerly eyeing the money.


  Sledge slowly counted out fifty dollars and laid the bills on the counter in front of the clerk but kept his hand on top of them.


  “For today…and next Tuesday, room 68,” Sledge told the man moving his hand off the bills.


  “Yes, sir,” the man snickered, grabbing up the money and slapping a key down on the counter.


  Grabbing up the key, Sledge turned and started for the door.


  “I’ll be back later,” he said over his shoulder as he stepped out into the bright, afternoon sunlight.


  “Take your time,” the clerk snorted, shoving the bills into the till of an old, beat up cash register.


  Sledge returned later that afternoon and saw that Ralph’s convertible was gone. Getting out of his car, he stepped up to room 68 and unlocked the door. Pushing the door open, he stepped inside and looked around. The air in the room was stale and smelled of old cigars, cheap perfume and sex.


  Just what he had expected, he told himself looking up and seeing a ventilation duct between the room next door and room 68.


  Pulling a chair over, Sledge climbed up and unscrewed the screws holding the panel that covered the duct. Peering inside, he saw that he could see directly into room 69 through the slats in the panel inside the other room.


  Perfect, he told himself, lifting the little Coolpix camera with the flexible extension and zoom lens up to the duct. Extending the extension out, he eased it up behind the grate in the other room and looked into the viewfinder. The big bed with the rumpled sheets was in perfect focus, he grinned, snapping a practice picture. It would be like taking candy from a baby. Now, all he had to do to earn his grand was show up Tuesday, take some shots and then present them to Nora. Leaving the little camera in the duct between the two rooms, Sledge quickly screwed the plate back on and left…


  


  ~~~


  


  The next Tuesday Sledge arrived early and was already in position as Ralph came tooling into the motel parking lot in his little, red convertible. As Sledge watched, Ralph stepped into room 69, quickly stripped down and crawled up on the bed. Then as Sledge began taking shots, Ralph flopped over onto his back and grabbed hold of his big, limp peter. What? Probably eight, nine inches when it got hard, Sledge told himself as he watched the man whacking his cock.


  Just then, the door to Ralph’s room swung open and a girl came bursting inside.


  “Unkie Ralphie,” the girl giggled discarding clothes on her way to the bed where Ralph lay watching her.


  “Lolita—I didn’t think you’d ever get here,” Ralph snickered as he continued to pound away at his hardening peter.


  “You need some help with that thing?” Lolita giggled, crawling up on the bed beside Ralph.


  “I was just trying to have him ready for my little niece when she got here, but a man can use all the help he can get, so have at it,” Ralph laughed as the girl pushed his hand aside and grabbed hold of his cock with both hands.


  The girl couldn’t be more than eighteen or nineteen, Sledge thought as he watched her jerking her hands up and down her uncle’s rapidly hardening penis. She had a cute pixyish face dotted with freckles and her long, blond hair was tied back in two long, dangling pigtails. Her body was skinny, just starting to fill out as her little titties frolicked about wildly while she frantically whacked away at her uncle’s big dick. Down between her long, willowy legs, her almost-bald pubis was covered with just a hint of kinky, blond fuzz.


  Maybe that was Nora’s problem, he laughed to himself. Ralphie, it seemed, was into little girls, and Nora definitely didn’t fit into that mold. No indeed!


  Lolita finally had her uncle’s big peter primed and ready as it jutted up into the air a good eight or nine inches. Keeping the camera clicking, Sledge wondered how Ralph would ever be able to get his giant cock up the girl’s tiny pussy. But he apparently could, because Lolita wasn’t acting like any virgin he’d ever seen.


  “You ready, Unkie,” Lolita giggled, pushing up to her feet and straddling her uncle.


  “Never been readier,” Ralph snickered, reaching down and grabbing hold of his hard, stiff cock. “You ready to go for a bare-back ride?”


  “Wouldn’t think of ruining it all by putting a nasty, old rubber on it. Would you?” she asked him, bending her knees and lowering her tiny, pink pussy down toward the bloated head of his jutting penis.


  “Hell, no. Don’t like taking a shower with no raincoat on,” he grinned at her.


  “Me, either,” Lolita giggled, dropping her pussy down onto the tapered tip of her uncle’s peter.


  Clicking away, Sledge watched on with fascination as the girl’s little, pink lips slid down over the giant, purple head of her uncle’s cock. Then, with an almost audible pop, her pussy slipped down and gulped up the head of his cock.


  “Damn, Unkie Ralphie, how come you got such a big, damn peter?” Lolita grunted, straining to push her pussy down the shaft of her uncle’s cock.


  “How else could Unkie Ralphie please his sweet, little niece? He knows how much Lolita likes a big, hard cock,” Ralph grinned, reaching out and groping his niece’s tiny, jiggling tits.


  Grinning like a Cheshire cat, Lolita continued to slide her pussy down her uncle’s fuck pole as he roughly tweaked and pulled on her nipples.


  Wonder what Nora’s gonna think about her hubby when she sees the pictures of him fucking his niece, Sledge wondered. Catching him fucking another woman was one thing, but fucking his own niece. Yes, indeedy, Nora Cold was going to be one more rich broad, Sledge snickered to himself…


  Pretty soon, Lolita was bouncing up and down on Ralph’s big peter like a bareback rider at a rodeo. Ralph had dropped his hands from her wee tits and now had them wrapped around the girl’s tiny waist.


  As Ralph jerked his niece up and down on his cock, Sledge could see the effort etched in his sweaty face. They were fucking so hard and fast the old, battered air conditioner humming away in the front window didn’t stand a chance and sweat was flying everywhere.


  “Unkie—Unkie—I’m gonna—I’m gonna—” Lolita squealed, bounding up and down even faster as her long pigtails slashed the air behind her.


  Sledge could see that the girl was tottering on the edge as Ralphie furiously jerked her up and down on his big, juice-slathered prick.


  Clicking away, he heard the girl give out a loud groan, slamming down on her uncle’s cock the one last time, her legs flew out and began to kick while she ground herself down against her uncle’s hairy groin.


  “Oh, Unkie—Unkie—Unkie—” she groaned as her arched back began to uncurl and straighten while Ralph groped and pawed her tiny tits.


  Suddenly the front door came swinging open and a tall, good-looking woman with dishwater blond hair came clacking into the room.


  “Mother…” Lolita gasped staring at the woman as the pretty woman closed the door behind her.


  “Eunice…” Ralph snorted, watching the woman as she clopped over to the bed where the fornicating pair lay watching her.


  Uh-oh, Sledge thought. Mommy’s caught Unkie dipping his wick in his niece’s little twat. And his niece was apparently the woman’s daughter. There’ll be hell to pay for that.


  “Well, I see you couldn’t wait…you had to start without me,” the woman smiled, reaching down and unbuttoning her short, black skirt.


  “Sorry, Mom,” Lolita grinned, “but I have a class to catch and couldn’t wait…” Lolita told her, pushing up and letting her uncle’s big, wet cock come slithering out of her little pussy. As Ralph’s big, stiff prick slapped down onto his fat belly, Lolita shuffled over to the edge of the bed and hopped down onto the floor.


  Turning his attention back to Eunice, Sledge filmed her as she unbuttoned her blouse. He saw that she was wearing a pair of sheer, black nylons held up by a little, black garter belt with little red bows on the catches. And over her garters, she wore a pair of bluish-purple, bikini panties. As she spread open her yellow blouse, Sledge saw that she wasn’t wearing a bra and that her daughter definitely didn’t get her bra size from her mother. Lolita’s mom had a gorgeous set of hooters hanging down from her chest. They were at least the equal of Rita’s magnificent pair if not even bigger as they happily jiggled and bobbled with every movement she made.


  The big, ripe melons hung down heavily as Eunice bent down to slip her panties down her long, shapely legs. Then Sledge saw that her pussy was shaved bald as a baby’s butt as she stood back up and tossed her panties to Ralph.


  “Ummmmm…” Ralph grunted, lifting her panties up under his nose and sniffing them. “Love the smell of smoking hot cunt…”


  “Well, you really oughta love the smell of those then, cause this pussy of mine is on fire,” Eunice grinned, running a finger down the slit between her fat pussy lips.


  “Well, old Unkie Ralphie’s got a fire hose to put it out,” he grinned, tossing her panties down on the bed.


  Just then, Sledge heard Lolita call out from the doorway.


  “Sorry I have to fuck and run, Unkie Ralphie, but I got a class to catch. See yah on Thursday,” she giggled, opening the door and stepping outside.


  Her daughter was hardly out the door before Eunice was on her back with her legs spread apart.


  Watching Ralphie struggle up to his knees between Eunice’s long legs, Sledge just kept on filming…


  


  ~~~


  


  “Yes, Mrs. Cold, uh, Nora, we’ve obtained the evidence you wanted…yes, I have them at my office if you’d like to drop by…Yes, this afternoon would do fine…One o’clock…I’ll see you then…”


  Smiling, Sledge returned the receiver back to the phone and glanced down at his big, silver wristwatch. Ten-thirty, he told himself. Two and a half hours to kill before she would get here.


  “Was that Mrs. Cold?” Rita asked, standing in the doorway, leaning against it as she filed her long, white-tipped fingernails with a nail file.


  “Yeah, she’s gonna come over at one to look at the pictures I got of her old man,” Sledge told her, eyeing her with that special look in his eyes.


  “One o’clock, you said?” Rita smiled, grinning back at him. “Two and a half hours…”


  Pushing off the doorframe, Rita closed the door, spun the lock and clacked across the room to where Sledge sat grinning up at her.


  “Want me to take some dick…tation?” she smiled down at him as she leaned down and pulled open one of the drawers on his scarred-up, old desk.


  “Yeah, Doll, you read my mind,” Sledge grinned, reaching down and unzipping his fly.


  As Sledge dug down inside his shorts and drug out his big, hard prick, Rita pulled out a half-empty bottle of rye whiskey and two shot glasses. Then, as Sledge sat running his fisted hand up and down his peter and watching her, Rita slapped the glasses down on the desk and twisted the cap off the bottle. Tipping up the bottle, Rita filled the glasses with the amber liquor before twisting the cap back on the bottle and pitching it back in the drawer.


  Picking up the glasses, Rita handed one to Sledge and then gently tapped her glass against his.


  “To us,” she murmured then tipped her head back and swallowed her drink down in one quick gulp before she set her glass back down in the drawer.


  “To us…” Sledge said, mimicking her and tossing his drink down, too, then returning his empty glass back to the drawer.


  Then, with the grace of an alley cat in heat, Rita crawled up on the rickety, old desk and rolled over on her back.


  Stumbling up to his feet with his cock sticking out through his fly, Sledge shuffled around to where Rita’s tall, spiked high heels hung over the edge of the desk. Curling his fingers, he ran his hands up under Rita’s short, tight skirt. Quickly finding the waistband of her bikini panties, her gave them a tug and pulled the wispy panties down her long legs until they were wrapped around her trim ankles. Slowly easing them off over one shoe, he left them dangling down from her other ankle where they could be easily retrieved in case they were rudely interrupted.


  The moment Rita’s shapely legs were free of her panties, they sprung apart like they were spring loaded. Then sliding her beautiful, round ass across the desk, she scooted down until the big, purple head of Sledge’s giant cock was brushing against her pussy lips. Wrapping her long legs around Sledge’s thick waist, Rita locked her ankles together and dug the tips of her spiked heels into Sledge’s ass.


  “Careful, Doll…you could put a man’s eyes out with those things,” Sledge snorted, leaning forward and slipping his big penis down into the hot clutch of her pussy.


  “I don’t have them aimed at your eyes,” she laughed, giving him another little nudge. As she did, Sledge’s ass jerked forward and all ten inches of his big, hard cock went sliding down into his secretary’s hot, tight pussy.


  “Old Giuseppe still slipping it to you?” Sledge grunted, jerking his cock back down the seething, tight channel of her hot cunt.


  “Ain’t no cause to bring up my husband is there?” Rita muttered, thrusting back against Sledge as he began to pound his big, long peter in and out of her pussy.


  “Just wondering if he knew his pretty, little wife was getting her pretty, little pussy plowed every day by her boss,” Sledge grinned down at her as he unbuttoned her blouse.


  “No, he doesn’t…and what he don’t know ain’t gonna hurt him,” she smiled back up at him slowly chewing on her gum. “Just because he ain’t the man he once was and can’t get it up as often as I would like ain’t no cause for me to go wanting…is it!”


  “Hey, am I complaining?” Sledge grinned down at her spreading open her blouse and digging his hands down in the cups of her lacy brassiere.


  Then he found Rita’s big, knobby nipples with his fingers and thumbs and began to roughly twist and tweak them.


  “You got about the biggest old nipples I think I’ve ever seen,” Sledge praised, pinching them.


  “Well, you certainly know how to make them hard,” she fussed, kicking her heels into his ass again.


  The hands on the old clock on the wall slowly crawled around its face as the old desk sang its song of protest one more time and before they knew it, it was one o’clock and there was a knock on the door.


  “Damn it,” Rita complained, scooting back and letting her boss’s big, juice and cum-coated peter slither out of her overflowing pussy. “I was just about to have another orgy…”


  “What’s wrong, five times ain’t enough?” Sledge asked her, backing away and stuffing his cock back inside his pants. “Give old Giuseppe a valium when you get home…”


  Quickly buttoning her blouse, Rita pulled her panties back up and left his office in a huff whispering over her shoulder, “Better clean that puddle off your desk before your fancy Mrs. Cold sees it.”


  As Rita departed, Sledge pulled out his handkerchief and made a couple of swipes at the puddle of cum and juice before he pulled out the envelope of pictures he had taken earlier that morning. Twisting the little, brass clasp open, he dumped the pictures into his hand. He’d only printed out some of the best ones, but he was sure that they would be more than sufficient for Nora.


  Just then the door to his office came swinging open and Rita came leading Nora inside.


  “Have a seat, Mrs., uh, Nora, have a seat,” Sledge told her indicating to the chair in front of his desk. “Uh, Rita, Dear, why don’t you take the rest of the afternoon off. I’m sure that Nora and I can get along without you. And I know that you have that gift you want to give to Giuseppe tonight…”


  “Yes, Mr. Hammer…” Rita icily said, spinning on her stiletto heel and departing his office with an angry slam of his door.


  Stepping around beside Nora, Sledge leaned down and placed the first picture on his battered, old desk and then one by one turned them over for her.


  “Oh, my…why that’s my niece, Lolita…my, my…oh, goodness…oh, for heaven’s sake…that’s my sister, Eunice…how could he…how could she…oh, goodness…how could they…what are they…no, they didn’t do that…” Nora went on and on as he showed her the pictures one at a time.


  Viewing the pictures with her had a rather telling effect on Sledge as was evidenced by the noticeable size differential in the bulge tenting out against the front of his pants. And it seemed to be making a similar impression on Nora as her big nipples were peaking out against the thin, satin blouse she wore. And the way her tits were wiggling and jiggling, it was fairly obvious they weren’t being held up by any brassiere.


  “You took all these pictures?” she asked him as he finally turned over the last picture.


  “Yes, I’m afraid that I witnessed the whole sordid affair,” Sledge frowned, trying to feint disapproval of Ralph’s actions. But deep down in his heart of hearts, Sledge knew that he would have done the same thing Unkie Ralphie did if had the opportunity. In a heartbeat! Sledge was afraid that they were both ruled by the same loathsome god. The god of Cock…


  “Well, Sledge,” Nora smiled, glancing down at his tented pants before glancing back up at his face, “I think you’ve made me a wealthy woman…Ralph’s infidelity alone will bring around fifty million…but with his niece—that’s gotta be worth at least twenty more…”


  “I’m glad I could be of service,” Sledge grinned at her, slipping the pictures back into the envelope and handing it to her.


  “I’d like to show my appreciation, Mr. Hammer,” she smiled, slowly clacking over to the door, reaching down and twisting the lock.


  Then, as Sledge gaped on in hopeful expectation, she began to slowly, sensuously unbutton her thin, satin blouse.


  “Uh, what did you have in mind,” Sledge grinned.


  “What would you like, Mr. Hammer?” she asked him, slowly peeling her blouse back and exposing just about the prettiest set of jugs Sledge had ever laid his tired, old eyes on.


  For one of the few times in his life, Sledge was speechless as he stared down at the perfect, round globes of soft, jiggling tit-flesh.


  “Do you like them, Mr. Hammer,” Nora purred, running her fingertips over the dangling treasures as she stepped in closer. “You should, they certainly cost Ralph a pretty penny.”


  “Worth every penny…prettiest ones I’ve ever seen…” Sledge was finally able to choke out.


  Then with a smile that could have melted the balls off a brass monkey, she dropped her hand down on her hip and unbuttoned her short, pink skirt.


  As Sledge watched on in a euphoric fog, Nora rolled her hips and the little skirt dropped down her long legs to land in a puddle around her high heels. Her gorgeous gams had more curves than twenty miles of bad road, Sledge giddily thought as Nora stepped out of her dress and stepped in even closer.


  Then to Sledge’s delight, she reached down and pinched the zipper tab of his fly between her finger and thumb.


  “Are you carrying your ‘big’ weapon today, Mr. Hammer?” she asked him as she slowly unzipped his pants.


  “Yes, Ma’am…but better watch it because it’s cocked…” he grinned, watching her as she dug her fingers down inside his pants.


  “My, My, Mr. Hammer—” she gasped as she pulled Sledge’s ten-inch peter out through the opening in his pants. “That’s no pistol—that’s a fucking cannon…”


  “Wanna fire it?” he grinned, clenching the muscles around its thick, hairy base and making it twitch up and down.


  “Most definitely…” she smiled, running her fingertips down the big barrel to the fleshy sac hanging down below and cupping his big balls in the palm of her hand. “Maybe I can fire it twice…since you have two cannon balls…”


  “You can fire it off as many times as your little heart desires,” Sledge laughed, admiring her big tits as they hung down over the top of her flower-print corset.


  “Well, then…if you don’t think it would be to forward of me to ask, would you be a gentleman and help a lady off with her panties,” she murmured.


  “It would be my distinct pleasure, Ma’am,” Sledge snickered, wrapping his hands around her tiny waist and lifting her up onto his beat-up, old desk.


  As she sat on the edge of his desk, leaning back supporting her weight on her straightened arms, she watched Sledge with her smoky, blue eyes as he ran his hands up her soft, smooth thighs to her rounded hips.


  Easing her curled fingers down under the elastic waistband of her flower-print, bikini panties, Sledge began to slowly pull them down off her hips. As he did, Nora pushed up on her hands and lifted her perfect, round butt up off his scarred, old desk.


  As her panties slipped down over the Y of her belly, a perfectly-trimmed, little triangle of blond curls came into view pointing the way down to the two soft folds of pink satin below it.


  “Now that’s the purtiest, little pink pussy I think I ever saw…” Sledge praised as he continued to pull her panties down over her creamy, white thighs.


  “Really?” Nora smiled, reaching down to her pussy and rubbing its tip across the little, pink pea sticking up out of its fleshy sheath.


  “Really!” Sledge exclaimed, slipping her little panties off over her high-heeled pumps.


  “Would you like a little taste?” she asked him, slowly spreading her long legs apart as a mischievous, little smile played across her full, pink lips.


  “Would I!” Sledge snorted, dropping to his knees between her legs.


  Then as Sledge buried his face down between her legs, Nora lifted them and draped them across his shoulders and let her perfectly-proportioned calves brush against Sledge’s back.


  Sledge didn’t think he’d ever smelled a hotter pussy as he breathed through his nose to capture all of the aroma of the rich, fermenting juices seeping out of it.


  Then he flicked out his tongue and began lapping up the sweet liquor oozing out of Nora’s overflowing pussy. He’d never tasted a pussy that tasted so sugary sweet, he giddily told himself as he hungrily lapped and licked at her pussy. It was like drinking a fine wine, compared to Rita’s rye whiskey.


  “My clit…don’t forget my clit…” Nora panted, rubbing her clit against Sledge’s nose.


  Moving higher, Sledge quickly found her jutting clit with his tongue. Nora’s big clit was at least twice the size of Rita’s and stuck out at least half an inch as Sledge began to worry and tease it with his long, rough tongue.


  Must be a lot more sensitive, too, he thought as Nora groaned and writhed under his flicking, licking tongue.


  Nora proved him right and moments later a cataclysmic orgasm wracked her body.


  “Oh, my, I’m sorry,” she gasped, trying to catch her breath. “I don’t remember ever coming that hard…that quick—”


  “No apology needed, Ma’am,” Sledge grinned, standing up and stepping back out from between her legs.


  Then he watched Nora slowly roll over onto her belly and push up to her hands and knees.


  “Damn, what an ass!” Sledge grunted, reaching out and gently running his fingers over the smooth, round perfection of her ass.


  “You certainly have a way with words, Mr. Hammer,” Nora giggled, waggling her ass at him.


  “Never seen a prettier one,” Sledge muttered, stepping in closer and clutching hold of the firm, round globes of jiggling flesh. Digging his thumbs down into the soft, giving flesh, he slowly spread them apart to expose the pucker of her little, pink asshole.


  “Looks good enough to eat…” Sledge groaned, leaning down and licking his tongue all the way from her dripping pussy to the top of the crack of her exquisite ass. Then, licking downward, he stopped when he found the pout of her cute, little asshole with the tip of his probing tongue.


  “Oh, Mr. Hammer is such a naughty, little boy,” Nora giggled, thrusting her asshole back against Hammer’s insistent tongue. This went on some ten or twenty minutes before Sledge decided it was time to spend some time on the firing range.


  “Think it’s time you learned to fire my weapon, don’t you?” Sledge asked her, letting the cheeks of her delectable ass clamp back together.


  “I thought you’d never ask,” Nora murmured slowly crawling back toward him until her knees were on the edge of the desk. Then moving one knee off the desk, she extended her long, shapely leg until her high heel touched the floor. As Sledge watched on with eager anticipation, she balanced on her foot and hands and dropped her other foot onto the floor where it landed with a loud clop.


  Standing beside his desk, Nora straightened her legs and spread them to bare her bald pussy as she leaned down over the desk.


  “What do I do now?” she asked him, looking over her shoulder and batting her long lashes at him.


  “First, since there is a weapon involved, I think I’d better frisk you,” he snickered reaching around her and grabbing hold of her big, droopy tits. “Never know where you’re going to find a hidden weapon.”


  “Well, yours certainly isn’t hidden,” she giggled as the big, purple head of Sledge’s rock-hard cock nudged her in the ass.


  Sledge groped and pawed her big tits as she curled her arm around behind her and grabbed hold of Sledge’s jutting prick.


  “Are you going spend all day frisking me…or are you going to fire your weapon?” she asked him, grinding her ass back against the head of his cock.


  “Just making sure…” Sledge grinned, letting go of her tits and grabbing hold of his cock.


  Bending his knees, he lifted his peter up to the big, fat pussy lips dangling down between Nora’s long legs. Rubbing the head of his dick up and down between the juice-smeared lips, he coated it with her slippery juices.


  “Stick ’em up,” he snorted, jerking his ass forward and ramming his cock up into Nora’s cunt all the way up to the hilt.


  “Oh, my, Mr. Hammer, that big, old peter of yours certainly hit the spot,” Nora giggled, squeezing her hot, tight pussy down around Sledge’s buried dick.


  “Damn finest little pussy I’ve ever had the pleasure of fucking,” Sledge grunted, jerking back and ripping his cock back into her as hard as he could.


  “Goodness, Mr. Hammer, you’re touching places in my little old pussy that have never felt a peter before…” Nora cooed, shoving herself down on his cock.


  “Tightest little cunt I’ve ever fucked,” Sledge groaned as he began to pump away in and out of her tight hole.


  “I’m afraid it isn’t going to be tight when you get through with it,” Nora panted as her big tits floundered up and down wildly. “You’re stretching it all out of shape with that big, damn weapon of yours.”


  “Just like Rita…she’s always complaining about how big it is,” Sledge snorted, humping her even harder.


  “Well, a girl certainly knows a big cock when she gets one,” Nora laughed.


  “Yeah, it is bigger’n most I suspect,” he grunted.


  Arching his back, curling his hips upward on every thrusting lunge, Sledge continued to rip his cock into the clutching tightness of her cunt. As he did, her gasping pants were coming faster and faster while at the same time, the muscles around her pussy began to constrict down around his pistoning peter, squeezing tighter and tighter.


  Then all at once, he felt her pussy begin to spasm around his cock, clutching at it, milking it furiously as Nora’s whole body went stiff as a board and began to shake and quiver.


  “Goddddddddddddddddddd…” she gasped, straining down on him and trying to force him even deeper into the strangling depths of her convulsing cunt.


  It was too much for Sledge and couldn’t hold back any longer. Once he relinquished control over to his cock, he felt a seismic shockwave tear through it as the first surge of fiery cum spewed up out of his balls and out into Nora’s spasming cunt.


  “Fuckkkkkkkkkk…” Sledge cursed, arching his back, curling his hips upward and driving his erupting peter even deeper into the depths of Nora’s tight, clutching cunt.


  Sledge didn’t know how long it lasted, but it seemed like hours before he was done firing.


  “Fantastic…” Nora whispered back over her shoulder as she leaned down over the desk.


  “Best ever…” Sledge panted, feeling his prick already retreating back down the cum-filled socket of Nora’s overflowing pussy.


  As his big cum-covered weapon flopped out of Nora’s pussy, Sledge stumbled backwards a couple of steps.


  Turning around to face him, Nora reached down swept up her tiny, flower-print panties while Sledge ogled her pendulous breast as they shook and rolled while she pulled her panties up her long, shapely legs.


  “Leaving so soon?” Sledge grunted, stuffing his limp dick back inside his pants and jerking his zipper up. “I thought you wanted to fire both cannon balls…”


  “Another day, Mr. Hammer,” she softly laughed as she pulled her little, pink skirt up over her panties. “Perhaps at my house. I’m afraid that your hard, old desk would not be kind to my soft, little ass and I’m afraid that I have a lawyer to see.”


  Pulling her blouse on over her shoulders, she quickly buttoned it up much to the disappointment of Sledge.


  “Shame you have to cover them things up,” Sledge frowned as she leaned over and swept up her purse.


  “Well, Mr. Hammer, I am truly sorry that I have to fuck and run, but I must see my lawyer as soon as I can…” Nora smiled, leaning over and giving him a soft peck on the cheek.


  “Well, it was nice while it lasted,” Sledge grinned, reaching down and giving her ass a gentle but firm grope.


  “Well, keep your powder dry,” she giggled, reaching down and squeezing his cock through his pants before turning and heading for the door.


  Another case solved, Sledge smiled to himself as he watched Nora’s tight, little ass twitch from side to side as she left his office. And another satisfied client, he laughed as Nora had left his office a much wealthier…and presumably happier one than she had been when she entered…
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  After Nora left, Sledge sat down at his desk and pulled open a drawer. Reaching inside, he pulled out his bottle of rye whiskey and poured himself another glass. Then he pulled out another envelope that was the twin of the one he had just given Nora. Opening it, he dumped the pictures out onto his desk. Grinning, he reached down pulled out his cock as he pored over the pictures, whacked his peter and sipped his drink. Slowly, he worked his hand up and down his cock as he studied the pictures of Lolita, Eunice, and Ralph. Lifting his hand up to his nose, he took a sniff. He could still smell the lingering fragrance of Nora’s aromatic pussy on his fingers as he fondly thought back on their afternoon together.


  Slipping the pictures back into the envelope, he dropped it into his pocket and picked up the telephone. After dialing, he lifted the receiver up to his ear.


  “Hey, Rita,” he spoke into the receiver when he heard her voice on the other end of the line. “Given Giuseppe his present yet…oh, calm down I was just joking…I just called to let you know that I’m going to see a couple of clients tomorrow so I won’t be in…yeah, I know, me, too…we can make up for it on Thursday…yeah, I know, but it’s only one day…cool your jets…okay, see you Thursday …”


  ~~~


  Rolling out of bed, Sledge gave his cock a couple of whacks just for the fun of it.


  “I think you and I are going to have a busy day today, my friend,” he grinned down at his big, limp dick. “I think I might be able to convince a couple of ladies to join us for a little ménage à trois, so you’d better be ready.”


  As if his cock heard him, it began to swell and grow.


  “That’s my boy,” Sledge laughed, heading off for the shower.


  After a shower, a breakfast of coffee and rye whiskey, Sledge was off to pay a little visit to Nora’s sister, Eunice…and her daughter, Lolita …


  Turning in between the big rock columns with Crest Haven Manor emblazoned across them, he drove down the street between rows of posh houses, looking for 444 Palm Valley Street.


  Finding it, he drove his beat-up, old Studebaker around the curved driveway leading up to the front of the house. He was actually torn between calling it a mansion and a house. His old Studebaker stuck out like a sore thumb sitting in front of the house as he crawled out of it and headed for the front door.


  There was definitely some money in the household, he thought as he reached up and rapped on the door with heavy, iron knocker shaped like a lion with a ring in its mouth. Sledge felt like a fish out of water standing in front of the ornate door in his rumpled, fifty-dollar suit.


  A few moments later, a portly woman wearing a maid’s uniform opened the door.


  “May I help you?” she asked, looking down her nose at him as if he had just stepped into a pile of cow shit or something else equally disgusting.


  “I’m here to see Eunice Grissom,” Sledge told her in the gruffest voice he could muster up.


  “Is she expecting you?” the woman huffed as if it were below her station to even speak to Sledge.


  “No, but you tell her that I’ve got something she needs to see…now!” Sledge exclaimed.


  “Stay right there, and I’ll go tell her …” the old woman haughtily snorted, closing the door and waddling off toward the back of the house and the patio.


  Standing in front of the door like some school kid waiting for his first date, Sledge dug his hand down into his pocket and pulled out the envelope with the pictures in it.


  About five minutes later, the ponderous door slowly swung open and Sledge found himself face to face with a very scantily-clad Eunice Grissom. She was wearing one of the tiniest string bikinis that Sledge had ever seen on a woman. It was more like two pasties and a band aid, he thought as he leered at her.


  “Yes?” Eunice muttered, her voice tinged with anger and impatience.


  “Hello, Mrs. Grissom, I’m Sledge Hammer. I’m a private dick and I have some pictures that I thought you might like to see,” Sledge told her, unable to keep his eyes off her big, jiggling tits.


  “Let me see them,” Eunice ordered, reaching for the envelope Sledge held in his hand, sending her big tits into a paroxysm of wiggling in so doing.


  “I think it would be better if I came inside first,” Sledge grinned, jerking the pictures back away from her darting hand.


  “How do I know that you won’t come in and rape me or something?” Eunice asked him.


  “Guess you’ll just have to take my word for it,” Sledge grinned, sneaking another glance down at her gorgeous tits, “or not see the pictures.


  Nervously glancing up and down the street, Eunice finally stepped aside so Sledge could go inside.


  “Come in, then,” she indignantly snorted as Sledge stepped inside.


  Once Sledge was inside, Eunice slammed the door shut, turned to him and stuck out her hand again.


  “Now let’s see them,” she haughtily demanded.


  Smiling brashly, Sledge opened the envelope and dumped the pictures out into her hand.


  A soft gasp escaped her pretty lips as she gawked at the pictures in open-mouthed shock.


  “Where—where did you get these?” she mumbled, flipping through the pictures.


  Just then, Lolita came strolling into the room wearing a black two-piece swim suit and high heels.


  “Who’s the guy, Mom?” she rudely interrupted, stepping up to where they stood.


  “Look…” Eunice mumbled, numbly handing the pictures to her daughter.


  “Wow!” Lolita exclaimed flipping through the pictures just as her mother had done. “Where’d he get these?”


  “Took them myself, yesterday down at the Crescent Moon Motel,” Sledge grinned, taking the pictures back from Lolita and slipping them back in the envelope. “It would be a real shame if they fell into the wrong hands, wouldn’t it?”


  “How much do you want?” Eunice snorted.


  “It’s not so much a question of how much I want as it is… what I want,” Sledge smirked, glancing down at Eunice’s big, quivering tits.


  “What? What do you want?” she growled.


  If looks could kill, Sledge would have been lying dead in the middle of the floor with a hole in the center of his forehead the way Eunice was angrily glaring at him.


  “Oh, just a little of what good, old Unkie Ralphie had yesterday,” Sledge grinned, glancing down at the tiny triangle of black material that hid her juicy cunt from view.


  “What? You expect me—you expect me to—” she complained.


  “No, not just you…” Sledge grinned, turning his head and looking over at Lolita who was staring back at him with a blank look on her pretty, young face.


  “You mean that you want to fuck me, too?” Lolita brazenly shot back.


  “Well, your uncle did say that you liked big cocks, didn’t he?”


  “Huh?” Lolita snorted, the look of disdain on her face turning to a look of curiosity as she glanced down at the big bulge in the front of his pants. “How big?”


  “Big enough,” Sledge smirked, reaching down and squeezing his hardening cock through his pants.


  “No! How big?” Lolita demanded keeping her eyes locked on Sledge’s fly.


  “Bigger than Unkie Ralphie’s,” Sledge sneered, slowly unbuttoning his pants and unzipping them as both women stared down with curious anticipation.


  “How big?” Lolita adamantly shouted.


  This spoiled young lady was certainly used to getting her way, Sledge grinned to himself as he let his big, hard, ten-inch cock spring out into the open.


  “Ten inches!” he snorted as Eunice and Lolita gawked down at his cock in reverent awe.


  “Wow!” Lolita exclaimed. “It is bigger than Unkie Ralphie’s…”


  “Most definitely…most definitely…” Eunice mumbled, the look of anger in her eyes slowly changing to one of lust.


  “So, ladies, what’s it to be? Giving away a little of those hot, little pussies or letting your husband have a gander at what his two, little angels do on Tuesdays and Thursdays?” Sledge asked, letting go of his pants and letting them drop to the floor.


  “Oh, My Heavens!” they all heard from across the room where the matronly maid stood gawking at them like she had just seen a ghost.


  “Uh—uh—you, you can leave early today, Mrs. Anotole…” Eunice said, stepping in front of Sledge to hide his huge cock from the maid’s gawking eyes. “Mr. Sledge just had a little accident. His zipper broke…”


  “Yes—yes, Ma’am—” the maid exclaimed, her face the color of ripe beets as she spun on her heel and disappeared.


  “Why’d you do that?” Eunice asked, turning back to Sledge.


  “Lolita wanted to know how big it was…” Sledge indignantly snorted.


  “You could have scared that poor, old woman to death by waving that damned thing around in front of her. Why I’m a little frightened and I’m used to seeing big cocks…” she grinned back at him. “Now where were we?”


  “I think we were just about to retire to your bedroom and ensure that the pictures remained out of certain hands…” Sledge grinned, dropping the pictures back in the pocket of his frumpy old coat.


  “Why, yes, I think you’re right. That’s where we were at…” Eunice smiled, reaching down and wrapping her hand around Sledge’s big, stiff peter. “Come Lolita, let’s show Mr. Sledge to the bedroom…”


  “Yes, Mommie Dearest,” Lolita giggled, reaching down and grabbing hold of Sledge’s cock just above her mother’s hand as Sledge stepped out of his pants.


  Grabbing up his pants, he followed the two women as they made their way back toward the bedroom, shuffling along like some kind of weird, kinky sex train with the women playing the part of the locomotives and Sledge playing the part of the caboose.


  “Careful girls,” Sledge complained. “Won’t do you any good if you pull it off,”


  “Silly,” Eunice snickered, slowing down ever so slightly.


  As they stepped up beside the big, king size bed, Sledge quickly pulled off his tie, coat and shirt, then reached down and slipped his shoes off while Eunice was peeling off her minuscule bikini. But Lolita beat both of them and was naked, lying sprawled out on her back in the middle of the bed before Sledge and Eunice finally made it to it.


  Lolita moved her hand over her crotch and slowly slid her fingers up and down between her youthful, almost childish pussy lips.


  As Sledge rolled onto the bed, his giant penis announced its presence as it stuck straight up into the air like a flagpole.


  Rolling over between Sledge’s hairy legs, Eunice licked the tip of his dick, tasting the thick, oozing goo that was gathering there. The touch of her tongue made Sledge’s big cock give an involuntary twitch.


  “Niceeeeee…” Sledge groaned out as Eunice slowly twirled her hot, little tongue round the bloated head of his cock.


  “Is it good?” Lolita asked.


  “Ummmm-huhhhhh…” Eunice murmured, a strand of clear goo joining her lips to Sledge’s cock as she slowly twirled her tongue around her lips to break it.


  Then she slowly leaned forward and eased her lips down over the head of Sledge’s cock. Then as she began to suck, Sledge looked over at her daughter.


  When he did, Sledge saw that she was actively groping one of her tiny, cone-shaped breasts. The other hand was still roughly rubbing against her pussy.


  Eunice released his dick with a soft, lingering kiss.


  “Unkie Ralphie loves to eat pussy. How about you?” she grinned.


  “Oh, yeah,” Sledge smiled, watching her push up to her feet on the bed. Scrambling around up onto his knees, Sledge found himself facing her wet, juicy pussy. Leaning forward, Sledge kissed her slit, inhaling the rich, pungent fragrance of her juices.


  Lolita was momentarily forgotten as Sledge turned his full attention to her mother.


  Sledge could feel her fine curls on his lips and he could smell the richness of her arousal. Tentatively pressing his tongue into her slit, he parted her lips as his hands cupped her firm, round ass. Then he started licking up between her lips. She was wet, really, really wet. Bringing his hands back around in front, he used his fingers to part her lips fully so he could get his tongue into her steamy hole. The smell and taste of her juices was pure sex. Her hot, juicy cunt was actually fuming as it poured its juices out into his mouth.


  Slade felt Eunice’s hands on his head, not pressing against her, but pulling up on him. Sledge looked up at her as she looked down at him.


  “I need you to fuck me. Now,” she muttered, her voice husky with desire.


  Dropping down onto her back, she slid backwards onto the bed until her head was resting on the pillows at the head of the bed. As Sledge leered down at her, she spread her legs for him letting him crawl into position on top of her. Reaching down between her legs with her hand, she guided Sledge’s dick to the moist, slippery opening of her pussy. Sledge moved lower, onto her body easing his dick into her warm, moist channel. Just then, Sledge caught a motion out of the corner of his eye. Looking over, he saw that Lolita was now leaning against the frame of the bathroom door. Her legs were spread a little and one hand was between her legs. And she was holding her other hand behind her back, hiding something from his view.


  Eunice was all curves. Soft, round curves that caught and held a man’s eyes, but there was something about Lolita that brought out the dark side of a man. She was young, trim and blonde. She was a girl! Lolita saw Sledge watching her and smiled.


  “Fuck me!” Eunice whispered, her hands moving on Sledge’s hips, trying to kick it into gear.


  Still watching the girl, Sledge began to work his hips back and forth, much to the delight of Eunice.


  “Yeah, Baby, slip it to Uny’s hot, little pussy…” Eunice giggled, kicking her long legs up into the air and driving her heels into Sledge’s bounding ass.


  As he fucked her mother, he watched Lolita move back over to the bed. Then she crawled on it and settled into a spot right next to them. She put a pillow against the headboard, then leaned back against it and spread her legs. Then Sledge saw what she had been hiding behind her back. It was a dildo. A very big, black dildo. It looked like it had to be at least a foot long and almost as thick as a man’s wrist. Sledge slowed his attack on her mother’s hot cunt to watch as Lolita positioned the rounded tip of the dildo down on the tiny, oozing slit between her little, pink pussy lips.


  “Don’t you need some lube with that?” Eunice asked as she had apparently been watching her daughter as well.


  “Not a problem. Watching you two has me all wet and slippery,” Lolita smiled, looking down at her pussy. Then she reached down and stuck her finger into the little hole. Twisting her finger around inside it, she pulled it out. As she did, a strand of thick, stringy goo stretched from her finger back down to her oozing pussy.


  “See…” she laughed, raising her finger up to her mouth and licking it clean.


  Turning back to her pussy, she pressed the latex head against her lips and moved it around a little to wet the tip. There was something so sensual about watching the big, black peter slowly disappear down between the girl’s tiny folds of pink satin skin. Sledge didn’t know how she could take the giant black cock, but he hadn’t believed she could take her uncle’s oversized penis either.


  The dildo was even bigger, and longer that Ralph’s enormous organ, but she didn’t pause until she had all but a couple of inches of the black monster shoved up inside her little pussy.


  Then she began to work the atrocity in and out of her pussy while she attacked her clit with her finger. Her head thrown back against the pillow, she began the thrust her skinny hips up as she fucked the dildo


  Sledge felt Eunice’s hands on his ass as she dug in the tips of her long, pink fingernails. Feeling the pain, he knew he’d better pay more attention to the woman he was fucking and less to her daughter who was doing a fine job of taking care of her own needs anyway.


  “Aren’t you going to fuck me?” Eunice blissfully smiled.


  “I was just looking.”


  “Okay, but now back to work, Big Boy…” Eunice cooed, squeezing her pussy down around Sledge’s embedded peter.


  In answer to her order, Sledge began to pump his big cock in and out of her more vigorously. He was humping her so hard, he was causing her to grunt every time he pumped into her.


  Wanting to last a long time and impress the woman and girl with his stamina, Sledge slowed the beat just a tad.


  As he fucked her mother with deep, penetrating strokes, Lolita watched him with her twinkling, blue eyes. She was making soft moaning sounds as she continued to work the big, black dildo in and out of her hot, little pussy. As nice as Eunice’s tight, little cunt was, Sledge was definitely looking forward to getting the little girl’s tight snatch wrapped around his peter.


  Then all of a sudden, Lolita’s head flew back and she gave out a loud, choking gasp. Sledge and Eunice both looked her way. As they did, they saw her shove the dildo deep inside her pussy and hold it there while her other hand became a blur rubbing back and forth across her clit.


  As Lolita’s orgasm consumed her, her body shook and trembled while she kept shoving the fake cock in deeper and deeper until there was only a little black nub of the monster protruding out from between her pink pussy lips.


  The fascination of watching the young girl come did something to Sledge and suddenly triggered his own eruption. All he could do was thrust as into Eunice’s hot cunt as deep as he could and let go as his peter began to squirt out its gelatinous load of semen into Eunice’s pussy. Reaching down under her, he dug his fingernails into her ass cheeks and pulled her up against him as he came and came.


  “Aw sheit,” Eunice whined when she felt Sledge’s giant begin to spurt out its gummy load into her pussy, “I didn’t get to finish.”


  “Sorry—don’t what came over me…” Sledge lied, looking down at her.


  “Eat me!” Eunice smiled, a malicious twinkle in her eye.


  Sledge could tell that she probably wasn’t far from finishing by the way she was breathing as he quickly backed his big, cum-coated peter out of her drooling cunt. Dropping down between her long legs, Sledge immediately attacked her cum-smeared pussy.


  “Ummmm…” Eunice moaned out as Sledge found her bulging clit with his tongue.


  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Lolita slowly easing the glistening black dildo back out of her oozing pussy. When all twelve inches of the big black cock cleared her puss, she tossed it down on the bed and turned to watch. To watch Sledge eat out her mother.


  What a pair this mother and daughter team were, Sledge giddily thought as Eunice began to moan and move her hips. Sliding his hands under her ass, he pulled her pussy against him as he ravaged her clit with his slashing tongue. Looking up over her bald mons, Sledge could see that her face was grimaced as she fought toward the finish line.


  Suddenly, her legs slapped against his cheeks as her ass lifted off the bed and she gave a loud, drawn out groan. Her hands flew down to the back of Sledge’s head and shoved him against her spasming, spewing pussy. She was out of control as she came and came and came. As she did, Sledge kept his tongue working back and forth across her hard, twitching clit. Suddenly her hands stopped pressing his face and pushed him away.


  “No—No—No more—too sensitive,” she gasped, trying to catch her breath.


  “Damn, Mr. Hammer, you give great head…” Eunice groaned when she had finally caught her breath. “That was good.”


  “That was awesome, Mom,” Lolita murmured, still lying on her side watching them. “You made me so wet, my poor, little pussy is still drooling.”


  “I want to watch.” Eunice smiled, pushing up onto her butt, pulling her long legs up and tucking them under her. “I want to watch you fuck my daughter, Mr. Hammer.”


  “I would have expected nothing less, Mrs. Grissom,” Sledge snickered, looking over at Lolita who had a happy, lusty smile on her red lips.


  Eunice moved to the side and Lolita quickly shuffled up in front of Sledge. Thrusting her tiny tits against Sledge’s chest, Lolita gave him a deep, probing kiss. She may look like a girl, Sledge giddily thought, but she kissed like a woman. As her hot, little tongue probed his mouth, Sledge could feel her little, hot nipples digging into his chest.


  Jerking her lips away from his, Lolita grinned and clutched at Sledge’s big, jutting peter.


  “Let’s fuck…” she giggled, sliding down onto the bed until she was lying where her mother had lain just moments before. Sledge saw that she was lying with her cute, tight ass lying in the wet spot that he and her mother had just made. Smiling up at him, Lolita slowly, sensuously spread her legs apart to bare her little, pink pussy. Grinning down at her, Sledge moved over her and positioned his dick at the tiny opening of her girlhood. Although her sweet, little pussy looked like a girl’s pussy, it was a cock-killer. And Sledge had just watched it consume a dildo that was even bigger than his own oversized organ.


  Holding his cock by the shaft, Sledge slowly rubbed its big, rubbery head up and down between her soft, pink lips to gather lubrication. Staring down between them, Sledge’s eyes were riveted on the sight of the head of his peter working up and down between her pink, satin pussy lips. Finally, seeing that the head of his penis was glistening wetly, Sledge seated it down in the slippery opening.


  Then, just before he was about to plunge his cock down into the little girl’s pussy, Sledge felt Eunice’s hot hand curl around his dangling balls and give them a rough squeeze.


  “Do it, Hammer. Do it. Put it in my daughter’s hot , little pussy and fuck her with it,” Eunice whispered. Sledge gave out a soft grunt and pushed forward. Surprised at the tightness of her little pussy, at first, he thought it wouldn’t fit. The opening of her pussy was smaller and tighter than Eunice’s even though she had just had the giant, black dildo inside it.


  Pushing harder, Sledge felt the opening begin to spread as it stretched to accept him. Then, suddenly, the opening parted and gave way to his invading cock. Marveling at the tightness of the girl’s hot, tight cunt, Sledge slid deeper and deeper into the wetness of her womanhood. Lolita was a lot smaller inside than he expected, but she was so wet he slid right in. She must use some kind of exercise to keep herself that tight, Sledge giddily thought. She was tighter than her mother, her aunt, and even Rita. But she was also a lot younger, too, he reminded himself.


  Staring down between them, he watched his dick disappearing down between her delicate, pink pussy lips. Stopping with only half of his cock buried down inside her, he reversed his course and slowly pulled back only to see that the shaft of his cock was already glistening wetly with her abundant juices.


  “God, what a cunt,” Sledge marveled, feeling Eunice’s fingers squeeze his balls harder.


  “Deeper…” she whispered when the head of Sledge’s cock was almost out. Pushing in again, Sledge went deeper, knowing that it would take several penetrations to stretch her wide enough to accept his entire penis.


  Eunice stayed right beside them, holding Sledge’s big balls and roughly squeezing them as she watched him slowly start to fuck her daughter. Every stroke was going a little deeper and finally Sledge’s dark pubic hair meshed with Lolita’s fine, blonde curls.


  Then Eunice eased back, letting go of Sledge’s ball as she sat back on her knees watching.


  “Fuck her, Mr. Hammer…fuck her so I can watch you fuck her with that big, damned cock of yours,” she cooed.


  Sledge began to rock his hips back and forth as he fucked his big, hard peter in and out of the girl’s hot hole. Within moments, Sledge was pumping into her pussy like a jack hammer, making the bed squeak and shake under them all.


  As he fucked her, Sledge could see that her little tits were so firm and perky, they barely moved in reaction to their fucking . Glad that he had just come, Sledge knew that Lolita’s tight pussy would have already sucked out a load by now if he hadn’t.


  Keeping his ass jerking back and forth, humping his cock in and out of Lolita’s pussy, Sledge looked over to see Eunice had the big, black dildo shoved up her pussy and was working it in and out of it in rhythm with their own fucking. Turning back to Lolita, Sledge leaned down and swept up her long, skinny legs and pushed them down against her tiny, quivering tits. Now, with her legs pinned against her chest, her hips were tilted up and Sledge could reach even deeper into the tight depths of the girl’s clutching cunt.


  The new position must have made an impression on Lolita as evidenced by the higher pitch of her moans and whimpers.


  It was strange watching his dick sliding in and out between Lolita’s soft, small pussy lips. It was so different from seeing his cock working in and out between Rita’s big, ruddy lips. Fucking the girl was fun, but fucking Rita was different. They shared a bond. A bond akin to but not quite love, he told himself.


  Sledge had lasted longer than he had expected, but he could feel the burn begin down inside his flopping balls as they began to scrunch up against the base of his pistoning peter.


  Sledge’s rhythm changed, fucking her faster now. The creaks and groans of the bed grew louder as the girl’s hot hole began to tighten down around Sledge’s pistoning penis. Sledge knew that both of them were on the brink of coming as he pumped her harder and harder.


  “Are you gonna come?” Eunice whispered, still pumping away at her pussy with the monster dildo.


  “Almost,” Sledge groaned out, knowing he was only seconds away from dumping his load of hot, creamy cum into Lolita’s hot, sucking hole.


  Still pumping away at her own fuck hole, Eunice moved closer to them. Then, using her other hand, she reached around behind Sledge and grasped hold of his scrunched balls once again. Gently digging her long, sharp fingernails into his balls, she pulled at them. The effect was instant. Her touch on his balls triggered a massive explosion inside them and sent Sledge skittering over the edge.


  “You’re coming…you’re coming in my daughter’s hot, little pussy aren’t you…” Eunice whispered, squeezing his balls harder.


  All Sledge could do was nod his head as his cock continued to pump out its fiery load of cum into the girl’s pussy. The first spurt must have triggered Lolita’s own orgasm as her hot, tight pussy collapsed down around Sledge’s spurting, squirting penis.


  Looking down at the girl, he saw that she had her head thrust back against the mattress as her whole body shook and strained up against him.


  Then Sledge looked over just in time to see a gush of Eunice’s hot juices ooze out around the buried shaft of the big, black dildo. Simultaneous, no make that a trimultaneous orgasm, Sledge laughed to himself.


  Eunice finally let go of Sledge’s balls as they hung down under his rapidly deflating peter. Grunting, Sledge pulled back and let his big, limp, goo-covered cock slurp out of the girl’s tight, little hole. As he did, Eunice slowly pulled the glistening, black dildo out of her goo-smeared pussy. As it came slithering out of her with a loud, vulgar slurp, it was followed by a stream of thick, clear juice.


  Tossing the drenched dildo down onto the bed, Eunice looked over at Sledge and grinned.


  “Well, Mr. Hammer, was that sufficient remuneration for the safety of the pictures?” she asked, reaching over and wrapping her hand around Sledge’s goopy, cum-covered cock.


  “More than sufficient…more than sufficient…” Sledge grinned, rolling over and dropping his feet down onto the floor.


  Leaning down, Sledge picked up his suit jacket and dug his hand down into its pocket.


  “Enjoy,” he grinned, pitching the envelope down onto the bed between Eunice’s long, shapely legs.


  “Thank you, Mr. Hammer…for the pictures…and for the fuck,” Eunice laughed as Sledge slipped his shirt on. Then as Sledge dressed, Eunice and Lolita thumbed through the pictures, giggling and pointing.


  “Well, ladies, I’m going to leave you to your own devices,” Sledge snickered, glancing over at the big, ebony dildo. “It has been a pleasure…”


  “If your ever you get lonesome and you’re in the neighborhood…why don’t you drop by and Lolita and I’ll see what we can do to take care of that for you,” Eunice told him, dropping the pictures back into the envelope and closing it.


  “I’ll certainly do that,” Sledge grinned, clomping across the bedroom to the door.


  “Bye, Mr. Hammer…” Lolita smiled, waving as Sledge stepped out through the doorway.


  Well, the Cold case is closed, Sledge told himself. He had successfully extracted all the pay and pussy he could from it as he briskly stepped down the sidewalk toward his beat-up, old Studebaker…


  

  The End
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