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CHAPTER ONE

CASE HISTORY

HILDA M. is at present twenty-four years old.
She is a very beautiful young woman, with the pale blonde hair and
white skin of the Nordics. She is married to Edwin, a druggist who
is three years older. They have been married for five years and
have no children. Hilda is quite candid about her sexual beginnings
and an early addiction to the sensual ecstasies that her own body
could provide, and she admits that she and her husband were ardent
practitioners of the acts that they enjoyed in that department. She
is also convinced that she and her husband are very much oversexed,
but this is a condition for which they are grateful.



Eddie and I got along well together right from
the very beginning. I was not quite nineteen and fresh out of
school when I met Eddie. I had a job in the same drugstore where he
worked, and we got to be friends and then started dating. I guess I
fell in love with him right away. I know I just liked being with
him and we spent a lot of time together.

I knew very early that I was addicted to sex
because I began masturbating when I was about twelve. I discovered
that the pleasures I could achieve for myself were fantastic, and,
as I grew older, I just became more inventive. I was one of the
smart ones, I guess. I knew about me, I mean the way I was about
sex, so I developed the habit of masturbating before I went out on
a date, so that I would be less susceptible to petting and necking.
But, once I got to know Eddie, I stopped that.

We talked about sex; I told Eddie about the way
I was, and he thought it was funny because he was sure that he was
in worse shape. We laughed about it and thought the whole thing was
very funny. Very fortunate, too, because we knew that we were very
much in love. We decided that we wanted to get married. Eddie had a
half sister, Virginia, who was only a year older than I, and she
was the only family he had out here. He asked me if I wouldn't like
to meet his sister. We felt that we should tell someone that we
were going to get married. You know, it was important to us and we
just wanted somebody to care.

Eddie said that he and his half sister weren't
very close, but maybe we could all be friends. Virginia worked as a
statistical clerk in a big insurance company, and she lived quite
close to Eddie's place. He called her one evening and the two of us
went to see her.

I liked Ginny right away. She was unbelievably
lovely, with big gray eyes and light brown hair and a quick,
flashing smile that made her even prettier whenever she used it.
She was wearing a soft gray dress, and it was quite apparent that
she had a marvelous body. Her legs were simply gorgeous. Her hands
were slender and rather cool, when we shook hands, but she gave me
a drink and we started talking and pretty soon Eddie was watching
television while Ginny and I just gabbed. We were friends right
from the start, and she was genuinely glad that I was going to
marry her brother. When we left her place she promised that we
would be friends and that she would come to the wedding. I asked
Eddie, later, why a beautiful girl like Ginny had never married. He
just shrugged and said he supposed she was waiting for someone very
special; that was all we said about it.

While Eddie and I were going together, we
stayed away from sex. It wasn't because of any silly morality. I
think we both figured we would build up the wanting to an
impossible degree and then have ourselves a wild time on our
honeymoon. But after a while our glands sort of took over and we
decided to get married in a hurry. And we did. Ginny attended and
was my bridesmaid. It was a very small, quiet ceremony and as soon
as it was over, we waved good-bye to Ginny and took off for a
honeymoon beside the sea. We had rented a motel room for a week; it
was a beautiful place with the beach just outside of our rear
doorway. We got there about four in the afternoon, and, as soon as
we got inside the motel, we began tearing each other's clothes off
and when we were naked, we began screwing standing up. That's how
randy we were. The whole business was all over in seconds, which
was a bit of a disappointment to me; Eddie had some ideas about
that. He explained that he was always too quick the first couple of
times, but life was just beginning for us, and I shouldn't worry
about anything. He picked me up while I was still impaled and we
managed to make it over to the bed. He lay down on his back, and I
was on top of him. We began necking then and that got to be a bit
too warm for us, so I got up and went into the bathroom and took
care of myself. Then I took a warm bath, and when I went back to
Eddie I was all warm and glowing from the tub. We started necking
again, and then he was kissing my breasts and loving them and I was
manipulating him and we were both so excited we were shaking.

I'd been aware that my new husband would make
love to me anywhere, but when I felt him shifting in the bed and
knew what he was going to do, I got so excited I began having
orgasms of sheer ecstasy. When his mouth touched my sex I just went
to pieces. Cunnilingus was new to me, and I had no idea that it
could be so pleasant. Eddie was a skillful lover and his tongue and
mouth drove me frantic with constant orgasms of increasing
intensity; I was half out of my mind with sensual agony. I was
holding his dick and using my hand to manipulate him, and, quite
without realizing what I was doing, I began kissing it, and then I
began sucking him. Maybe I was a bit too enthusiastic because he
had an orgasm in seconds and when it happened it just made me more
excited than ever. I had no intention of giving up this new
pleasure, and I just kept right on with what I was doing. Eddie
kept right on too, and we just lay there, locked in each other's
embrace, depleting each other like vicious animals but providing
exquisite sensual joys for each other, too; and I discovered that
the more I sucked my husband, the more excited I became. I've heard
it said that many people have the seat of their sensuality or
sexual responses, in the mouth, the lips, and the tongue, and I was
quite certain that I was one of those people. But I didn't bother
analyzing much at the time. I was locked in a state of frenzied
hungers and excruciating sensations, and Eddie was doing things to
my most sensitive flesh that drove all sense of reason from my
mind.

I'm sure we kept at each other for a couple of
hours. Eddie had many orgasms, and I noticed that each time he
experienced an ejaculation I would respond with an orgasm of my own
the intensity of which would be much greater than ordinarily. I was
so happy, so ardent and thrilled by what my husband could do for
me, I was delirious with sexuality and sensuality for a long time.
When I finally became aware of things again, I discovered that
Eddie was in the bathroom and I was lying alone on the bed. I was
conscious of a soreness between my legs, but even that was
nice.

When Eddie came back to me, he kissed me and
told me that I had hurt his dick with my teeth. It seemed that I
had also extracted too much from him. When I asked him why he
hadn't stopped me he just grinned and said that he had no intention
of stopping me. I had pleased him, and that made me very happy.

We were both exhausted so Eddie ordered dinner
for us, and while we were waiting for that, I got into a housecoat
and he put his pants on. When our meal was delivered we sat down
and ate like starving children, but we took our clothes off first
and ate in the nude, just for fun.

After we had finished with our coffee, we went
back to making love again, and it was more of the same. We
discovered very readily that we enjoyed oral lovemaking better than
coitus, so we spent our time at that, keeping it up until we were
just too worn out to do anything but sleep.

We began the next day the same way, and after
we tired ourselves out all over again we ordered some food and had
a leisurely breakfast. We talked and tried to decide about the
things we liked doing best, but there wasn't much question, really.
Later that morning, we tried the sixty-nine. I was on top and when
Eddie touched my anal opening with his fingertip, either
accidentally or on purpose, I almost went nuts all over again. I
had never known that I was sensitive there, but his touch pushed me
into a massive orgasm of remarkable pleasure and when I got the
chance I told him how much I had liked it.

Maybe I shouldn't have been so honest about
things, because later that same day, we tried screwing with me on
my hands and knees and him behind me and after a few lazy motions,
he withdrew and then his cock was touching my anal orifice and it
felt so nice, and excited me so, I just couldn't say anything and
the next thing I knew he was easing it into that opening and I was
shuddering and shaking like a plucked string. I didn't realize it
then, but Eddie told me that I began backing him off the bed in my
eagerness to absorb him. In seconds I was drunk on sheer
sensuality, and when he put his hands between my legs and began
manipulating my clitoris I almost died with sweet, ecstatic
anguish. Inevitably, we both reached the point of explosion, and
when it was all over I was lying on my tummy, crying with the sheer
sweetness of blessed release. I was shivering with extended
reactions and Eddie was worried about me. He turned me over and
began kissing me. I held him tightly, too overcome with happiness
to let him go.

After a while we talked about lust and
sensuality and were quite sure that we were evenly matched and knew
exactly how we would start each day and end it, too.

We went to the beach just once during that
whole week of the honeymoon. All the rest of the time we were
screwing or resting from overdoing things. We were greedy, hungry
lovers, and we were thoroughly hooked on sensuality and sexual
pleasure.

We started housekeeping in Eddie's apartment.
He had a large place, and we decided that we would keep it I gave
up my job and my apartment, and we finally got me moved in and
settled. We were as snug as a couple of lice in a kid's hair.

Ginny came to dinner one night, and we had a
wonderful time. She was so beautiful, so nice, I'm sure I loved her
right from the very beginning. Poor Eddie, it got so that Ginny and
I were so busy gabbing and planning and cleaning up after dinner
that he just had to be content with the TV set. Ginny offered to
come in and help me with the apartment after she got off from work,
and that pleased me very much. She said she'd come by on Saturday
after she got her own work done and help me then, too.

Eddie and I drove her home that first time, and
when she got out of the car she bent to lean in and plant a swift,
warm kiss on my lips, which made me very happy. Driving home again,
I told Eddie how much I adored his pretty half sister and that
pleased him, I know. He was glad that we were to be friends and
that she would help me get our home squared away. For some reason,
that night when we went to bed we were absolutely insatiable with
each other and the bed was wringing wet, and I had to change the
sheets before we could go to sleep.

Ginny began coming in after work and staying
for supper. We seemed to become closer and closer. I loved her
dearly and just couldn't get over how beautiful she was. I loved
watching her move around as we worked, and she was really something
to see. After we were finished with our work, either Eddie or I
would drive her home. The first Saturday she came over about ten in
the morning, and she was wearing shorts and a halter. I took time
out at one point to have a cigarette, and she was working at one of
the windows, trying to make the new drapes hang just right. I was
looking at her long, perfect legs, the delicately fashioned thighs,
and then I was looking at the firm, high breasts barely concealed
by her halter. I noticed after a while that I was trembling. I was
sure that I had been working too hard or maybe Eddie had stayed too
long at his favorite task, and I had overtaxed myself. Ginny was
looking at me for an opinion about the drapes, smiling. I just
grinned at her, too overwhelmed at the moment to say a word. She
turned back to her work after I nodded my approval, and her plump
bottom was clearly outlined beneath her shorts. It was a lovely
behind, beautifully shaped and tapering into her thighs almost
imperceptibly. When Ginny looked at me again, I was shivering. I
was suddenly so aroused sexually, I was actually ill. She smiled at
me again and asked if I'd like some coffee. She was going to fix
herself a cup. I was only able to nod. She went off into the
kitchen, and I sat trembling, trying to understand why I should
become so aroused sensually by just watching a pretty girl hanging
drapes. I calmed very quickly, deciding that my own oversexed
nature was getting the best of me and that Eddie had drained me too
completely.

Ginny and I had some coffee, and we talked
about Eddie and his work. She thought it was awful that he worked
on weekends and had to take his days off during the week. I just
didn't care one way or the other, just so I had him home for a few
days anytime.

Ginny had dinner with us that evening, and she
promised that she would come again on Sunday and finish with the
drapes. I was grateful to her for that because she seemed to have a
quality of deftness. She could put her hands on curtains or drapes
and they just seemed to straighten out and hang perfectly. I had a
hell of a time with them.

She came early on Sunday morning. I was sitting
in the kitchen having a third cup of coffee when she arrived. She
joined me. Again, she was wearing shorts and a halter and looked
unbelievably beautiful. When we had finished our cigarettes and
coffee, she helped me clean up the kitchen, and then we began
scrubbing the kitchen floor. That took us a long time. When we were
done, she looked at herself and laughed. She was really filthy. She
asked me if she could take a shower, and I told her of course. I
went with her into the bathroom and laid out towels and washcloths;
then I went back to the kitchen and emptied the pans and rinsed out
the things we'd been using. I was a mess too, and I decided I'd
better also take a hot shower. When I went into the bedroom, Ginny
called to me. She was apparently finished in the shower. I went
into the bathroom. She was standing on the rug, stark naked, and
she was the most gorgeous thing I'd ever imagined. She was toweling
herself dry, and I just stood staring at her beauty, trembling
again, feeling faintness sweep over me. I had to sit down in a
hurry. She was smiling at me as she used the towel, and I couldn't
take my eyes off her. Her breasts were fabulously beautiful; firm,
thrusting like bullets; the nipples, tiny pink things, the rosettes
a deeper pink than the rest of her. She had a tiny waist, and her
lush hips flared out into heart-shaped curves, flowing into
exquisite thighs and even prettier legs. I looked at her pubic
area. It was hairless, as bald as an egg. When she saw my surprise,
she laughed and explained. She said that she loved wearing the
skimpy bikinis at the beach, and she had simply removed the hair
from her person. Besides, she said, she hated hair growing anywhere
on her body. She kept smiling at me, her eyes soft and
affectionate, and I was shivering, swamped by a wave of sensuality
too strong to imagine. She stepped close to me, the subtle
fragrance of her body cloyed in my nostrils, and when she lifted
her leg to dry it I almost fainted with an excess of sexual frenzy.
I was at a loss to understand why I should be affected by just
looking at her nudity. She was unbelievably gorgeous, of course,
but why should that affect me? She was looking at me and her smile
was sympathetic as she stepped closer to me, placed her arms around
my head and hugged me against her naked stomach. The texture of her
skin was smooth and warm. I slid my arms around her hips, I hugged
her, and then I was sobbing uncontrollably against her belly. Her
smooth, sleek skin was slippery with my tears.

“Poor baby,” she said, softly, “so upset. So
worked up and with no idea of why.”

She held me very tightly, and I was suddenly
aware that I was experiencing delicious little climaxes, that the
urge to kiss her delicate skin against my cheek was irresistible. I
twisted my face, and then my lips were against her skin. I was
kissing her. She moved backwards a little, and I simply slid to the
floor. Time and space ceased to exist then. I was aware only of the
scent of her sex and the sweet, plush buttocks under my palms. She
lifted a leg and her sex was practically in my face, and the
shivering, shuddering spasms I was experiencing became worse and I
just didn't know what to do. She shifted her hips toward me and I
felt the flat of her hand forcing my mouth against her cunt and I
shivered anew with a fierce emotional reaction. The urge to taste
her sex, to feast upon it was too strong for me to resist. The
moment I tasted the sweetness of her sensual flesh, I began
experiencing massive orgasms and their fierce intensity delighted
me as nothing else ever had. She was being affected, too, and was
having one climax after another, and she just couldn't take it. She
pushed me away and I resisted her, viciously, stubbornly, in my
determination to enjoy her.

“Take it easy, honey,” she said. “Let's get on
the bed and then you can enjoy yourself, and so can I. Come along
now.”

She took my hand and led me into the bedroom;
then she was on top of me and her cunt was in my mouth and I was in
heaven and pulsating like a live wire. Suddenly I felt her mouth
dealing with my own sex and that was the end of sensibleness and
reason for me. I went absolutely ape, and I think she did, too. How
long we made love to each other is something that I don't know, but
there was a time, finally, when I was alert again and knew what I
had done. I just couldn't understand it. She was lying beside me,
smoking a cigarette and smiling at me with a quizzical expression.
For a long while, I was too astonished to say anything. I was
having trouble getting my breathing apparatus to work right. She
lit another cigarette and placed it between my lips. I puffed on
it, trying to get myself under control.

“You didn't know, baby?” she asked gently.

I shook my head. “I had no idea,” I said, and
then I began to cry. She sat up and pulled me into her arms. As my
cheek touched her lovely breasts, I began to feel again the faint
stirrings of the overpowering desire, and I pulled away from
her.

“I don't want to be like that,” I said,
idiotically. “I love Eddie. I'm his wife. I don't want to be a
lesbian. I won't be a lesbian. I won't.”

“Sure, darling,” she said, soothingly. “We'll
start on that tomorrow. But let's not waste today.”

We didn't waste the day. After a short while,
Ginny put her cigarette out and began making love to me. Any
reservations I might have had went off somewhere, and we began
making love like animals, at first, but then there was an element
of indescribable tenderness and sweetness. It was a beautiful
thing, quite unlike the frenzied times I had had with Eddie. Ginny
was skillful and ardent, and she discovered places in me that were
so sensitive I almost screamed when her tongue touched them.

We made love for hours on end, and when we were
finally sated, we talked and Ginny told me that she had guessed
that I was susceptible to girls when she had watched me get so
worked up the previous day. She had noticed, and she had been
pleased, because she would have tried to seduce me in any case. She
was candidly a lesbian, and she worked at it. She enjoyed her life
and the way she was. That's why she had never tried marriage. When
she said that, I realized that I was in a hell of a mess. I loved
my husband, but I loved his beautiful sister, too. Now what?

Ginny had answers for me. “Don't be an idiot,”
she said. “You love Eddie, and you enjoy your life with him. And
you love me, and I love you, too. We can have our cake and eat it,
too.”

That sort of thinking appalled me, and when she
saw that I wasn't going to buy that, she became angry. “You fool,”
she said. “Does Eddie deserve to have his heart broken just because
you happen to be the type of babe who goes both ways? Does he have
that coming from you? And do you want to live without him?”

I just shook my head, knowing that she was
right. I began to cry again, and when she pulled me into her arms
and started kissing me sweetly on the lips, her dainty tongue
[...]
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