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CHAPTER ONE


The girl's ass was soft and luscious, trembling with suspense on Julie Mason's lap. But if the teenage girl hunched over Julie's lap was frightened, it was nothing compared to the fear Julie felt. Because the panting music teacher knew what she was going to do to her gorgeous student. And she couldn't control herself.
"You can paddle me all you like," sobbed the girl, "but please don't report me, Miss Mason!"
The girl had been caught smoking by the music teacher minutes before, in a deserted practice room. The offense meant she would be expelled if she was reported. At this panic-stricken moment, the girl was far more afraid of what her parents might do to her than what the music teacher was doing.
Julie licked her sultry lips, and her fingers trembled as she raised them over the student's hot, naked ass. They were in the deserted practice room, and the door was locked.
Her blood singing in her ears, Julie brought her palm down harshly on Sylvia Watkins' lovely ass-cheeks. The young blonde yelped. A wild tingle of hunger raced through the teacher's lips and tongue. Sylvia's bare ass was hot and softly curved, the creamy ass-cheeks quivering deliciously beneath her slap.
Just beneath where the teacher had rolled her black panties down, Julie could see the girl's shiny pink cunt. The lips were delicate and rosy, fringed by curly golden hairs.
"Don't hurt me!" whimpered Sylvia, wriggling her ass. "But even if you do, don't tell on me!"
The music teacher was new to the small-town high school, but she already had tongues wagging. A tall, ripely curved brunette, Julie had so far turned down dates with a number of eager teachers. She was far more interested in sexy, budding girls like Sylvia. To make matters worse, Julie hadn't gone down on a hot, juicy pussy for almost three months. She'd had torrid sex with a massively hung boy just before coming to town a month ago, but it didn't satisfy her feverish urge.
Nothing but a sweet, delicious young cunt like the blonde's could put out the blaze in her mouth.
Panting fiercely, the brunette began spanking the girl's naked ass in a slow, lascivious rhythm. She didn't really hurt Sylvia, but the girl cried anyway, still frightened that the teacher would report her.
Don't do it! thought Julie, fighting the depraved urge to crane her neck down and kiss those adorable ass-cheeks. She wanted to lick and suck on the hot, lovely flesh before ramming her tongue deep into Sylvia's juicy cunt. Don't do it! she warned herself. The horrible risk…
Lewdly, Julie rubbed her palm over the girl's hot ass-cheeks. She trembled from head to toe, in the grip of the wildest excitement of her life. There was nothing as breathtakingly beautiful as a girl's naked, sexy ass only inches from her face. Unless it was a boy's enormous hard-on, oozing jism.
As if hypnotized, her fingers slid down to Sylvia's throbbing pink cunt-flesh. A deep moan escaped Julie's throat as she slipped a finger into Sylvia's tight, boiling cunt. She wriggled it around, while the blonde student moaned and shuddered, helpless with excitement.
Julie started fingerfucking the girl in slow, lustful strokes, her lips burning madly. "Miss Mason! Unnnng!" panted Sylvia, dazed at the sudden delicious excitement in her throbbing wet pussy. She began oozing trickles of cunt juice over Julie's stroking finger, wild gasps coming from her throat.
Knowing she was in for it now, that she'd taken the first dangerous step, Julie gave in to her wildest urges. She hunched down and kissed the girl's creamy hot ass while she masturbated her, licking the sweet flesh with her long tongue.
Just as the madly aroused music teacher couldn't stop, neither could Sylvia. The plump blonde shuddered as fiery ripples of pleasure shot through her dripping cunt. She clamped her tender pussy fiercely on the brunette's fingers, on the verge of the hottest orgasm of her young life.
Sylvia Watkins was not a virgin. Far from it. In fact, she'd lost her hot cherry to a math teacher. He'd moved away since, but it was not the teacher who had taken advantage of the angel-faced blonde. It was wanton-eyed Sylvia who'd propositioned him.
Julie was well aware of the blonde's reputation as a fast, easy piece of ass with boys. This was at least part of the reason she'd given in to her seething urge to have lewd sex with the girl. Even if she reported it, there was a strong chance Sylvia wouldn't be believed.
But from the way the moaning, feverishly squirming schoolgirl was pumping her boiling cunt on Julie's finger, she was far more interested in coming, in getting her explosive young rocks off.
Sylvia had masturbated countless times since an early age, unable to resist her wild sex drive. She'd also gone down on a great many boys and a few men, having a natural love for cocksucking. But what the sensuous brunette teacher was doing to her cunt was considerably more exciting than any sex experience she'd had so far.
It felt eerie and deeply arousing to be finger-fucked by a sexy woman like Miss Mason – much more thrilling than doing it to herself. Constantly horny since she'd lost her cherry, Sylvia frequently masturbated, even though she had more than her share of wanton sex with boys.
Julie got a taut grip on her overpowering excitement, continuing to work her finger in the blonde's juicy cunt. Soon the girl was whimpering fiercely, on the verge of coming in torrents of cunt honey.
That's the exact moment Julie slipped her finger out. "Oh shit, Miss Mason, don't stop now!" shuddered Sylvia, wiggling her ass frantically on her lap. "I'm gonna come! Ooooo!"
"Get up on the desk," Julie whispered, "facing me."
Eagerly, the girl obeyed. She hoisted her naked ass onto the desk-top. Her panties were still rolled halfway down her plump thighs. Julie faced her, seated in the swivel chair. The brunette quickly slipped off the schoolgirl's shoes and panties. She flung back Sylvia's dress, completely exposing her hot, sucking young cunt.
Julie's mind whirled feverishly at the obscene position.
"Lie back on the desk, honey," she panted. The blonde did, and Julie showered hot, lusty kisses on her moist inner thighs, inching her mouth closer to her throbbing cunt.
Moaning and wriggling, Sylvia locked her legs around the teacher's head. Her heart hammering against her ribs, Julie knew now she was totally safe. The frantic little fox was dying to be sucked off!
Julie pressed one hand on the girl's softly rounded belly, exposing her hot little cunt to the fullest. She had a dainty clit just above her adorable cunt lips, a luscious little clit that now quivered eagerly as her pussy lips sucked.
Holding her breath, the trembling brunette planted her lips squarely against Sylvia's tender hot cunt. She kissed the sweet flesh passionately. A delicious thrill tore through her lips and tongue at the juicy taste of pussy in raw heat.
The lust-crazed teacher now began a feverishly hot blowjob on the moaning schoolgirl. She lapped with greed at the boiling pink flesh, sucking up her pussy juice rapidly. She kissed and sucked and smeared her face in Sylvia's dripping cunt while delirious thrills raced through her blood.
Talk about hot, loving cunt!
As excited as the hungry brunette was, the panting, gasping schoolgirl beneath her stinging lips was frantic with lust. She'd had her pussy eaten a few times by clumsy boys and the teacher who took her cherry. But his mouth had been harsh and brutal, his blowjob crude.
Julie was getting the blonde's rocks off like no one else she'd ever made it with. With such shattering thrills in her exploding cunt, she had to bite her lips savagely to keep from screaming at the top of her lungs.
"Oh God, Miss Mason! Oh my cunt, woooooo!" wailed the frantic blonde. She shuddered her naked ass furiously on the desk-top as she began coming in violent waves, smearing cunt honey all over the music teacher's face. She twined her fingers in Julie's long hair and tugged fiercely to vent her boiling lust. She gasped with intense delight as the brunette suddenly snaked her long, wet tongue up Sylvia's tender, hot asshole.
Julie's own cunt was throbbing wildly now, and she wanted desperately to sit on the girl's face at the same time. It was only three months, but it seemed like an eternity since she'd sixty-nined with an adorable hot pussy.
During those three long months, the sultry brunette had tormented herself with delicious obscene fantasies. She sucked and fucked and spanked and teased countless sexy girls in her blazing mind. She ate so much luscious hot cunt in her imagination, she was nearly crazy with hunger.
For two minutes, Julie sucked eagerly on Sylvia's throbbing asshole. She went back to her squirming pussy, flicking her tongue rapidly across her tiny clit to make Sylvia pant deliriously. Julie was rewarded with a feverish gush of pussy nectar so hot and sweet that she screamed with joy as she gulped it down.
In spite of her frenzied obsession for cunt-sucking, Julie Mason was not strictly girl-crazy. She lavished equal passion on healthy young pricks. At thirty years old, the music teacher loved boys and girls alike, and she gave them both her best with each frantic blowjob.
Suddenly Julie couldn't stand it any more. She tore her lips reluctantly from Sylvia's thrashing cunt. When the girl sat up and protested, Julie hissed for her to be quiet.
The empty practice room was locked, but there were occasional footsteps in the corridor. Classes had let out more than a half hour ago, but there were still students and teachers in the school.
Quickly, the brunette stripped naked. Her ripe, silken tits were swollen with desire. Each mound was centered with a huge, dusky nipple, now fat with obscene excitement. Beneath her narrow waist, Julie's hips were lushly curved. Her curly tangle of dark cunt-hairs glistened with her eager pussy juices.
"Sit on my lap facing me," Julie panted. Wild-eyed with excitement, Sylvia scrambled onto her lap. "Suck on my tits," Julie whispered. "Oh yes, baby – mmmmmm!"
While the girl sucked with burning greed on one naked, tit, Julie rammed two fingers up the girl's tight, juicy cunt and pressed her thumb up Sylvia's puckered asshole. She fingerfucked the moaning girl while Sylvia sucked on her other tit. Julie played with the hot, plump ass, savoring the delicious tingles racing through her own tits.
This was what the passionate brunette needed so badly – the feel of a girl's hot, luscious ass wriggling on her lap; soft boiling lips sucking on her feverish tits; hot, silky flesh rubbing lewdly against her.
"Oh Sylvia, your sweet mouth! Mmmm, baby, that's so wild! Get back on the desk, honey! Have you ever sixty-nined?"
The blonde quickly climbed back up on the desk. She was already drawing up her knees and spreading her soft thighs wide, and undulating her ass.
"With guys, yes," panted Sylvia. "Never with a beautiful woman, Miss Mason! Oh, God, I'm hot!"
Julie climbed up on the desk, her cunt beginning to drip with obscene urgency. She congratulated herself on her crazy luck. The principal had mentioned to Julie when she first arrived that Sylvia Watkins was in the school choir, and that Sylvia raised hell with boys, in class and out of it.
The girl would never report her, Julie felt certain now. From the way Sylvia clutched, Julie's soft hips as the teacher positioned her pulsing cunt over the girl's face, Julie knew the girl would come back for more, every chance she got.
Slowly, the brunette lowered her throbbing pussy over Sylvia's face. At the same time, she burrowed her mouth into the girl's wet, sucking cunt. She clutched Sylvia's sweating hot ass in her fingers and began sucking her off with relish.
A sudden, stinging thrill shot through Julie's inflamed pussy. This was followed by a hotter, savage thrill as the blonde schoolgirl dug her juicy mouth into Julie's aching cunt.
Quickly, the empty classroom became a din of moans, muffled screams and gasps. The naked teacher pumped her ass lustfully as Sylvia kissed and sucked her boiling cunt with the same unashamed hunger the teenager used on stiff, burning cocks.
In less than two minutes, they were coming in thick gushes of cunt juice all over each other's faces, their soft asses swinging furiously with wild excitement. Their hands groped each other's asses, tits and legs as they heaved and thrashed on the desk-top.
Sylvia Watkins had always had what the school psychologist called a "problem" with sex. The blonde's problem was not complex or even psychologically based, as the psychologist pompously claimed.
Sylvia's problem was that she liked to suck and fuck. A foxy girl with plump, curved tits and an ass that made boys crane their heads in school hallways, Sylvia was a healthy, passionate girl who saw nothing wrong with free-wheeling sex. She loved to get her rocks off, because it made her silky young body tremble with wild, breathtaking ecstasy.
Although the eager blonde had screwed a great many boys in school, going down on their throbbing hot pricks with furious delight, Sylvia had never even thought about sex with other girls. At least not until she was spanked, fingerfucked and ravenously eaten by her sexy music teacher.
Because the hot schoolgirl was obsessed with how wonderful sex made her feel, there was.little doubt that she'd end up swinging with girls sooner or later. She had a sharp, curious mind as well as a feverishly tight pussy and hungry mouth.
As the schoolgirl's frantic pussy erupted with still another fierce orgasm beneath Julie's blazing mouth, Sylvia was glad now she'd been caught smoking. Not just glad, but feverishly happy. She'd never gotten her rocks off with such explosive excitement. The wild brunette's tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, up Sylvia's boiling asshole, deep in her spasming cunt, lashing across her clit like a fiery whip of pleasure.
To Julie's wild delight, the blonde took to pussy-eating the way a fish takes to water. The moaning girl was so hot that she imitated every one of Julie's lusty tricks. Her wet tongue snaked deep up Julie's ripe ass to send mad shivers of bliss through her teacher's hot asshole. Sylvia sucked on Julie's squirming pussy with girlish fervor, rubbing Julie's ass eagerly.
Sylvia's first taste of juicy cunt in heat turned her on feverishly. She took to pussy-lapping with the same delighted enthusiasm she showed for cocksucking. Her small, sexy mouth kissed passionately, exploring eagerly as the naked brunette's boiling pussy rubbed and shuddered over Sylvia's face.
If Julie had one regret, it was that she hadn't dared bring her enormous vibrator to school. She was sure that would be an invitation to. disaster. But now, as the panting blonde sucked and lapped her teacher's gushing hot cunt, Julie wanted desperately to try everything with her.
The idea of tying a gorgeous young minx like Sylvia down onto a bed and fucking her relentlessly with a monstrous vibrator, until the girl fainted from sheer happiness, sent Julie into a fever of lust. She wanted to do a number of bizarre and thrilling things to the hotly curved student – tease her mercilessly, kiss and suck every inch of her satiny flesh, fingerfuck her obscenely in the shower…
But above all, the lust-crazed teacher wanted to tie Sylvia down so she could suck and fuck the teenager to her heart's content.
It was obvious to Julie by now that the hot-pussied blonde would try anything. Sylvia couldn't stop coming in Julie's mouth – her delicious cunt spasmed with passionate fury, and her adorable ass swung madly.
For thirty solid minutes the delirious music teacher sucked off the wriggling schoolgirl in a wanton sixty-nine position on top of the large desk. Neither could stop climaxing, but it was Julie who tore her lips free first, gasping for air. She had to forcibly wrench her thighs away from the girl's blazing mouth.
They both panted furiously for a couple of minutes. Sylvia moaned and stroked her own tits, her eyes glazed over with the after-effect of her orgasms.
"Jesus Christ, Miss Mason!" she finally gasped. "Wow! I mean, that was WILD! I never came like that before! And you're so beautiful naked!"
Sylvia's eyes shone with envy on the brunette's luscious tits and ripely curved ass and legs. She felt the kind of envy budding girls reserved for stacked, sexy women, only now it was joined by a new kind of hot appreciation.
It never occurred to Julie that turning on a wanton, sex-crazed girl like Sylvia to cunt-lapping was like letting a hungry kid loose in a candy store, Sylvia had found a new way to get her kicks, and she wasn't the type to sit around patiently and wait to be seduced again by a feverishly hot woman.
These uneasy thoughts finally began to dawn on Julie as she stared at the blonde's wild, gleaming blue eyes. At the same time, though, the trembling brunette wanted to start all over again, to kiss and suck on Sylvia's delicious naked ass between spankings, to fingerfuck her sensuously and go down on her sweet little pussy once more.
And, above all, to tie her down and passionately fuck her with a quivering, huge vibrator.
"We'd better get dressed fast," Julie said suddenly, glancing at the wall clock. "There's a practice session here in another thirty minutes."
"I don't want to leave," Sylvia whispered. She hugged her face to Julie's silky tits and rubbed her cunt lewdly against the brunette's.
"Come on, Sylvia, move it!" snapped Julie. She was all crisp authority now and the tone snapped the girl out of her reverie. But watching the sexy blonde as she put her clothes on, Julie got feverishly aroused all over again. The girl's cute tits, her juicy ass, her plump thighs – everything about the minx brought out the hottest, most depraved urges in the teacher's blood.
When they were both dressed, Julie held her by the shoulders firmly, staring into her eyes. Her voice was dead serious.
"Listen, honey, this has to be kept a secret. Not a word to anyone, not a single word! Understand?"
Slowly, the girl nodded. She licked her lips. "On one condition."
The little bitch was blackmailing her already! "What?" Julie asked anxiously. "We do it again," whispered Sylvia, stepping close so their bellies rubbed. "Oooooo, Miss Mason, what you do to a girl! Can I come over to your place tonight?"
For a minute, Julie was wildly tempted. No, no, she warned herself, don't get too involved! This was a small, narrow-minded town, reeking with gossip. Of course, there was no harm in having a student visit a teacher for private lessons. But she didn't trust Sylvia.
"I can't tonight," Julie said finally. "But later this week for certain, Sylvia. Remember now, we could both get our asses in boiling water over this! I could lose my whole career." "Oh don't sweat it," grinned the blonde, running her fingers over Julie's tits through her blouse. "I won't tell a soul, Miss Mason. See you later in the week then, okay?"
Sylvia went to the door and unbolted it, giving Julie a smoldering goodbye gaze. The door shut behind her.
"Oh Christ," sighed the brunette, sinking into the desk chair. She lit a cigarette with shaking fingers, thinking hard. Had it been worth it?
From the taste of the girl's cunt juice that lingered in her mouth and the fierce glow of happiness in her own pulsing pussy, Julie knew it was worth almost anything.
Utterly sweet, madly sucking little cunt! She may have been a tramp, she may have been cunning and greedy, but the blonde schoolgirl was the hottest, sexiest piece of pussy Julie had ever tasted. Now she wished she'd let her come over tonight. Once Julie had tied her down and fucked her for a solid, nerve-racking hour, the girl would wag her tail for Julie like a puppy.
The teacher sharply reminded herself who she was, and where she was. She was a respectable music teacher in a small-town high school. One didn't go around sucking off schoolgirls in a town like this and expect to get away with it for long.
Julie inhaled deeply on her cigarette, feeling as if she'd taken the first step on a madly teetering high wire. There was no going back now. Besides, to be honest, she was obsessed with the little tramp. Julie wouldn't even brush her teeth tonight so that the fragrant taste of cunt juice would linger in her mouth while she slept.
She stubbed out her cigarette, wondering what to do about tonight. She was still so horny she could scream! Even though she'd spent a wild, obscene hour with Sylvia, that hardly began to put the fire out in her blood. Six or eight hours with a delicious little pussy like Sylvia might calm her down, but their short, frantic session had only whetted her appetite.
A hung, strapping boy would help.
Julie got her purse and headed for her car. Now that she'd given in to her first overpowering urge, she couldn't even look at a luscious girl without wondering what the girl's hot, naked tits would taste like against her lips.
She passed boys wearing tight Levi's, her eyes very quickly glancing at the bulges in their pants, gauging, calculating, wondering how long their hard-ons were.
Driving back to her apartment, Julie smoked nervously. Unless she was foolish enough to try making another girl tonight, she'd have to find a boy. Julie's hunger for one sex only added fuel to her craving for the other. She knew it wasn't a matter of just being oversexed. She liked boys and girls, not men and women. She loved healthy, glowing young bodies, enormous, cum-oozing hard-ons and tender pink cunts – smooth, flowing muscles and luscious young curves.
That's why Julie became a teacher, so she could be around beautiful boys and girls. That's why she was still single and didn't date men. Occasionally, in a pinch, the feverish brunette would go to bed with a man. She could get her rocks off, but it was boys and girls she craved intently.
Julie didn't know why she was obsessed with youth, and she didn't give a damn. She realized her wild sex urges were risky, but she accepted that, too. She'd left her last teaching job in Los Angeles because she'd been caught by the principal fucking a boy in an empty classroom one night. How in the hell was she supposed to know the snoopy bastard would be prowling that night, looking for vandals?
She'd gotten away with her record unblemished because the principal blackmailed her into going to bed with him and his wife. In fact, the hot brunette enjoyed the triangle, but when the principal tried to set up a permanent threesome, Julie quit. Her pussy belonged to her alone, and she cherished her sexual freedom.
She promised herself she'd never fool around with students again. But of course such promises were empty. You couldn't be around lovely girls and massively hung boys all day without getting hotter than a firecracker.
As Julie drove the quiet streets in her neighborhood, she knew who she could get over to her apartment tonight. There was a boy with a bulging crotch in her class who was a serious guitar student and who constantly asked her questions. She had his phone number.
Sylvia felt much, much better until a horrifying. thought struck her. Suppose the crazy blonde tried making it with another schoolgirl? Christ, she could start a chain of depravity in school that might end in a volcanic eruption! Scandals over such sex-rings in high schools were not uncommon, especially in California.
If that happened, Julie's role in it would be bound to come out sooner or later. The brunette bit her lip and told herself she was worrying too much. Sylvia was cool enough to keep her mouth shut and her frenzied lips to herself. For a while, anyway.
But as Julie brooded over the lusty young blonde, she recalled meeting Sylvia's parents once at a choir practice. Sylvia's mother, Julie vaguely remembered, was a sexy but hard-looking woman. She couldn't remember her father too clearly, but there was something unusual about him.
Then Julie remembered, and her fingers shook as she drove.
He wore a uniform.
Sylvia's father was a cop. In fact, she'd heard it rumored that he was the meanest cop in town.
Julie smiled dryly. She'd come to this small, peaceful town so she could get a grip on herself, learn to control her wanton sex urges. She'd done fine, just fine.
So far she'd caught a girl smoking, blackmailed her into pulling down her panties, spanked her hot, naked ass, fingerfucked her, sucked her asshole, eaten her luscious little pussy, had a frenzied session of sixty-nine with her, and promised the girl a wanton encore before the week was out.
To cap the day off, she planned to savagely suck and fuck a boy who was also one of her students.
And the girl's father was the meanest cop in town.
Julie parked her car with a sigh. At least she wouldn't die of boredom in this hick town. The lush brunette unlocked the door to her apartment. If Julie Mason had the faintest idea that before this violent week was out, she would be tied down on her bed and teased, whipped, brutally raped, humiliated, and would almost lose her mind from obscene fury, she would have packed her things that night and run like hell.
Instead, she took a long hot bath and prepared her silken body for delicious, wanton sex. When the shit hit the fan, it would be a hurricane…



CHAPTER TWO


The meanest cop in town cruised slowly past the house, only his parking lights on. The upstairs bedroom light was on, but the rest of the house was dark.
Good, thought Buzz. One more time around the block, just to make sure. He eased the Dodge Dart around the corner, his eyes scanning both sides of the street.
Buzz Watkins wore a crew cut, the only one in town. No one, however, ever made fun of his short, cropped hair. One look at his steel-blue eyes and thin mouth, and you politely kept your mouth shut, if you knew what was good for you.
He lit a cigarette as he cruised the peaceful street. With only one light on in the house, in the bedroom, it meant her husband was out of town. It meant he was going to get some hot, wild pussy tonight, young and juicy and squealing with delight. It meant his good ole cock wouldn't have to pump away at his own wife's weary pussy, Buzz thought with satisfaction.
He thought he saw something in the shadows behind a tree. He eased up on the gas pedal, his steely eyes alert. His hand brushed his holstered.357 magnum. It would knock a fucking elephant off its lumbering feet at twenty yards. They claimed this was a quiet, peaceful town, but Buzz knew better.
There were hippie-pinko-commie-virgin-fucking bastards in this town. No one really believed him, least of all the chief. But Buzz knew it. Those cocksuckers were lurking everywhere, smoking dope and sniffing glue and raping innocent girls, girls like his darling daughter, Sylvia. She was the apple of his piercing eye, little Sylvia was. A good girl – not like her whoring mother.
Buzz parked the Dodge half a block from the house. He finished his cigarette slowly. There was nothing behind the tree. It was so quiet you could hear a mouse pissing on a lawn. He picked up the mike on the dash and quietly called in his lunch break. The crackling police radio acknowledged his call. He glanced at his watch. It was exactly eight p.m.
The ruggedly muscled cop got out of the car and strolled toward the house, his eyes darting everywhere. His cock felt like a throbbing piece of molten lead in his tight pants. Shit, he was so horny tonight he wouldn't need his magnum to knock over an elephant at twenty yards. He could use his cock.
His muscles rippled smoothly in his uniform. Buzz Watkins did not fuck around when it came to physical fitness. He did three hundred push-ups a day, and a minimum of one hundred sit-ups. He worked out with sweating grunts every morning in his basement. At thirty-eight, he was in superb physical condition. The way he felt tonight, he could screw an assembly line of feverish girls, and go through the line twice without panting for breath.
At the door of the house, Buzz rang the bell.
He listened intently. Footsteps coming down the stairs. The door swung open.
"Come on in, Buzz," she smiled.
He nodded grimly and slipped inside the house. Buzz never smiled. His left cheek twitched when he felt like smiling, which was rarely.
The dark-haired girl offered him a drink, but he scowled at this. "Hey, you know I never drink on duty," he said. "I only got an hour, Linda. Let's haul ass."
The girl nodded eagerly. Buzz followed her up to the bedroom, his eyes raking over her curved ass through her robe. She was twenty-two. Her husband was a salesman who was out of town about half the time.
Linda was a pretty girl, in a cheap, flashy way. She wore too much makeup, and she dyed her hair jet-black, and she swung her ass with comic exaggeration when she walked. Linda was not a bright girl. There were some people, especially her neighbors, who thought she was downright stupid.
But she was sexier than a cherry on a hot cross bun.
Buzz Watkins never thought about whether Linda was bright or not. He had his own problems in that area. She was his kind of girl – quick to obey, passionate in the sack, constantly afraid of him. Buzz liked that. She knew her place in this neurotic, fucked-up world, unlike a lot of trashy girls with too much education.
In the bedroom Linda turned to him, panting softly. She slipped out of her robe, revealing a lush, naked figure. Buzz's hard-on began to seep jism in his drawers. She had especially nice tits, even though they were on the heavy side. Someday they'd sag and be pendulous, but right now they were luscious and creamy, perfect for a wild tit-fuck.
"Aren't you gonna give me a kiss?" she said.
"Yeah, after you give me one on my hot prick," Buzz chuckled, beginning to strip. He did not believe in affection, regarding it as a sign of weakness. Most women feared Buzz Watkins from the start. Some, like Linda, feared him but felt a powerful attraction to him, a deep sexual attraction.
Naked, it was easy to see why. He had a massive, powerful body, with huge shoulders and narrow hips. His prick was immensely long and thick, crimson with lust. He looked like a Neanderthal man with a crew cut, his wife once jokingly told him. He backhanded her across the room for that, and she never said it again.
The kind of girl who felt attracted to Buzz Watkins was almost always not very bright, sexy in a glaring, hotly curved way, and used to being dominated completely by men.
Linda was one of these. Buzz reminded her of her father, who'd violently taken her cherry when she was a teenager. She didn't like her father, but Linda was not sharp enough to see the similarities between her father and Buzz. To her simple mind, Buzz was a real man – tough, ruggedly handsome in his blue cop's uniform, a decision-maker. Linda did not like to make decisions. When Buzz had first fucked her a month ago, he didn't politely ask, or make romantic overtures. He just harshly told her to undress and he climbed on her like a pile driver.
"Kiss it," he commanded now, standing naked. Eagerly, Linda got on her knees and grasped his boiling hard-on in her fist. She licked up the giant drop of jism seeping from his knob. With whimpers of excitement, the young housewife began sucking his long prick.
Linda hadn't been laid for four nights now, and for her this was a terribly long time. A passionate girl, she did everything and anything Buzz commanded. If the strapping cop told her to get on all fours and bark like a dog while he ravaged her tender ass, she would do it without hesitation.
"Hey, use them lips, aaaah!" he groaned, clutching her head tightly in his hands. He swung his hips, fucking her mouth with forceful strokes, sucking in his breath as the girl whipped her churning mouth eagerly back and forth. Buzz had had much better blow-jobs. She didn't know how to use her tongue, but she did work her tight, burning lips with hot excitement.
Buzz let her suck him off for ten minutes. He had no intention of coming in her mouth, not this time. She had a much wilder pussy, and her torrid asshole was deliciously exciting. He liked the pose when she gave him a blow-job, with him standing triumphantly over her kneeling body, holding her head as if she were a trophy he'd just shot in the woods.
"Kiss my balls!" he ordered. Quickly, the housewife moved her mouth down and reverently kissed his thick, hairy testicles. Linda loved it when he gave orders in that fierce, commanding tone. She felt weak and feminine and utterly humble. Because Linda wasn't too bright, she was always relieved when someone told her exactly what to do.
"Don't you want to come in my mouth, Buzz?" she panted, looking up at him anxiously. "I like it when you come in a big flood, honey. Please?"
Buzz appeared to think deeply. He shook his head. "Nah. We'll do it like last time. Get on the bed."
She hurried to the bed and lay on her back, her legs spread so that her pink, luscious cunt peeped from between her silken dark hair. She had a good-looking cunt, Buzz thought. He only wished she were a blonde, a very young blonde.
Like Sylvia, his foxy daughter.
Buzz got up onto the bed and straddled her stomach with his muscled ass. The panting housewife cupped her creamy tits in her hands and began working them around his long, bristling cock, massaging his prick with her silken hot mounds. While Linda couldn't have an orgasm this way, she felt proud that he wanted to fuck her in her tits. A lot of women didn't have enough to work with, she knew, but Linda had more than her share.
"Nice," panted Buzz, lunging softly in the burning valley of her tits. What he liked about tit-fucking was the soft sensuous thrills his prick felt. While normally this wouldn't be nearly enough excitement for Buzz to get his rocks off, Buzz had a secret which enabled him to spurt his boiling jism all over Linda's feverish tits. She would then hoist her tits close to her mouth and eagerly lick up his cum, a sight which always pleased Buzz deeply.
"Feels good," moaned Linda, crushing her slippery tits against his hard-on. "Wish you'd come in my mouth, honey!"
"Quiet," snapped Buzz, concentrating. Goddammit, she was interrupting his secret fantasy. He hunched over, supporting himself on his palms while he fucked her tits to a faster rhythm, delicious tingles rippling through his pounding cock.
His mind was concentrating fiercely on his tender daughter, Sylvia. He was, in his imagination, plunging his long prick in the valley of Sylvia's sweet hot tits, while his daughter gasped and panted with feverish delight. Sylvia had enough for a lusty tit-fuck; she was filling out rapidly. She was such a sexy little thing, so plump-assed and lovingly curved, that Buzz had found it necessary to jerk off a lot lately whenever he thought about her.
Someday he was going to take her cherry. "I think you're gonna come, Buzz!" moaned Linda.
"Shut up, dammit!" he snarled. Sweat dripped off his sinewy muscles as he lunged faster and harder into her silky tits. His prick quivered and grew brick-hard. Thank Christ his beautiful daughter wasn't a tramp like this one. Linda was a hot, sexy tramp, true, but still a loose and easy piece.
Beneath him, the housewife panted wildly, her eyes gleaming on the thick head of his cock. It swelled before her eyes, and Linda licked her lips and whimpered. She rubbed her sweating tits frantically on his pumping prick, wishing she had one hand free to get her own rocks off. Buzz had a blunt, brutal crown on his cock, just like her father's, only the cop's prick was thicker and longer.
Suddenly he was spurting great gushes of boiling jism over her lush tits. Linda eagerly craned her neck down and began lapping up the salty jism. Swinging his hips rapidly, Buzz made furious fucking motions. Only this wasn't Linda's hot, sweating set of tits – it was Sylvia's luscious pair of tits. He was coming all over his own daughter. He hissed and clenched his jaw, his wild lunges slowing down.
Damn, that was juicy!
He climbed off Linda. She moaned, licking up his jism, scooping up the sticky cum with her pink tongue. It felt obscenely wonderful, all thick and gooey and reeking with the heady scent of a male.
Now she knew he would plunge his bristling cock deep into her hot, sucking cunt, so Linda drew up her knees, panting feverishly.
Beside the bed, Buzz stood staring down at her ripe curves, at her lewdly sucking pussy. A flash of anger swept through his blood. What kind of a woman would screw around on her husband anyway? The thought that his own wife might be doing this with some other horny stud made Buzz tremble with furious jealousy.
He'd never caught her, but if the hot-lipped bitch was foolish enough to try something like that-by God, he'd blow her pussy off with his magnum!
Linda watched him with caution as she squirmed her naked ass impatiently on the bed. She became very uneasy when he looked at her like that, as though she'd done something horrible. Buzz had a terrible temper, like her father. It raged up from nowhere, for no reason she could fathom.
But it was the very thing that made the cop so sexy and irresistible to her. Linda had never known sex without violence in some form, except from her new husband.
And he was already boring her to tears. "Turn over," Buzz snapped. Quickly, Linda turned over on her belly, her ripe ass-cheeks quivering. She knew what was coming and she braced herself with a mixture of terror and wild, obscene excitement.
Her daddy used to whip her ass with his leather belt when she did something forbidden, and sometimes even when she didn't do anything bad. Because her father had taken her cherry by brute force one night after whipping her naked ass, Linda always associated that kind of hot pain with a shattering climax. She could actually have an orgasm from the stinging pain on her tender ass with nothing up her pussy.
Her husband wouldn't do that for her, and that was still another reason she found the tough cop so exciting and her husband so boring.
Behind her, Buzz took his thick leather belt from his pants, unsnapping the holster first. His broad chest was heaving with anger and excitement.
Twice he'd been passed over for the chief's position in this town, largely because of his vicious temper. He really shouldn't have beat the shit out of that weird, long-haired bastard he'd caught smoking dope in an alley two years ago. They'd raised such hell about police brutality that his chances for promotion for at least another five years were ruined.
The other reason he'd been passed over was his obsession with pinko-commie-dope-shooting-virgin-fucking bastards, who were everywhere, he was convinced. They were out to screw innocent young girls, like his daughter Sylvia. The current chief of police more than once had listened to Buzz rant and rave and shake his fist with disbelief. Because Buzz had been born and raised in this town, the chief did not try to get him off the force. But he did get him out of his hair by putting him on the quietest beat.
The town was not big enough for a police psychiatrist. But if it had been and Buzz were subjected to an examination, he would have been out on his ear in twenty seconds. The shrink would have elicited the fact that Buzz suffered from paranoia to an extreme degree. There were no pinko-commie-virgin-fucking bastards in this tranquil town.
Buzz was insanely jealous that some younger stud would get his daughter's luscious cherry, which he secretly craved. Not able to face his overpowering desire squarely, deep conflicts raged in the brawny cop – violent, seething conflicts.
He was about to savagely whip Linda's naked ass for her wanton behavior. He blindly ignored the fact that she was only doing what he wanted – sucking and fucking him at his whim.
Buzz Watkins was a dangerous man. His wife knew it. His foxy blonde daughter knew it, which was why she pretended to be such an innocent angel around him. But the trembling girl on the bed did not know it. She only knew she found him intensely sexy, and that she could get her rocks off explosively beneath his long, brutal prick.
Raising the tail-end of the belt high, Buzz brought it down in a sudden arc. Linda screamed as the leather tore across her naked ass-flesh. Again and again he brought the belt down, his eyes blazing. Her milk-white cheeks turned a deep crimson. Within a minute, his cock was pounding with fierce lust, quivering for action.
On the bed, Linda clawed at the sheets, sobbing. She was extremely aroused now, the burning anguish on her ass fusing with the fire in her feverishly sucking cunt.
Panting, Buzz tossed his belt aside and quickly mounted her from behind. He rammed his throbbing cock into her tight hot pussy in one violent thrust.
"Oh, Buzz, fuck me – oooooo!" sobbed Linda, wriggling her flaming ass eagerly beneath him. His cock felt deliciously hot and brutal inside her pulsing cunt, and Linda swung her hips wildly as he began fucking her savagely.
She'd learned to crave the punishment first, because when you got punished for doing something wicked in advance, it meant you paid your dues and could really enjoy yourself! This was an obscene lesson her father had taught her, and, as a result, the young housewife was torrid, starting to come almost at once from the hot friction of Buzz's immense hard-on.
Buzz never kissed a girl when he screwed her, not even his wife. He was a ferocious animal at sex, a primitive fucking machine who could go for thirty minutes without shooting his load, if he willed it. He clutched Linda's swollen hot tits in his fingers and fucked deeply and powerfully inside her spasming cunt. He hissed and grunted and slammed his cock almost to the hilt inside her luscious pussy. Sweat poured off his body and mingled with her perspiration, and the contact of her silky ass against his crotch intensified his lusty pleasure.
"Wild hot cunt, baby," he panted, ripping deep with his massive hard-on. "Keep swinging that ass! Gonna shove it up there too! Agggh, oh juicy pussy – mmmm!"
Wriggling and thrashing beneath him, Linda held her breath as she came in shuddering waves of excitement. He was mean, he was crude, but oh, God, what his long prick did to her feverish cunt! Her husband couldn't make her come like this – not with his timid bullshit!
As water seeks its own level, so did raw lust. For the ripely curved housewife, this was the only kind of sex that turned her on – savage brute fucking. A colossal club of prick meat battering her thrilled cunt. Her pussy was so hot, tight and fiery that Buzz didn't have to pretend she was Sylvia when it came to raw screwing.
"Change position!" wailed Linda. "Wanna change, Buzz!"
He slipped his prick out and Linda turned over to face him. He immediately rammed his bristling cock back in her squirming cunt, grabbing her ass-cheeks harshly. His wife told Buzz he had elephant hide on his prick, which was why he could screw for so long. It was also why she came again and again in convulsions of bliss, and it was why Linda gladly put up with his ranting and raving and unpredictable violence.
Most women would put up with an incredible amount of torment just to get one profound, thrilling orgasm. And in spite of Buzz's wild temper and incoherent raving, Linda found she could get her rocks off with feverish ecstasy beneath his thick, battering prick.
"Ah, Buzz, what a man!" cried Linda, clawing his hard, muscled ass with her nails. "Oooo, stud! Oh God, my pussy is going crazy! Fuck me, honey – deeper – unnng!"
Buzz did not have elephant hide on his cock. The secret of his fabulous staying power was simple. He was out to prove he could fuck like a bull, could outscrew any man in town – maybe in the whole goddamn state. To the vicious, burly cop, it wasn't how big it was or even how you used it – it was how LONG you used it.
He prided himself on the fact that he could make a female zombie come with his rock-hard prick. Once he got it inside their pulsing, juicy cunts, they couldn't get enough of his boiling cock.
This was certainly true of his own wife, Linda, and certain other women in town. But these women all had one other thing in common. They loved to be teased and savagely tormented first. Most women ran from the Gestapo-like stud as if he were poison. Buzz soothed himself by telling himself they were afraid of a real man, afraid of coming all over the place until they were ready to faint with thrills.
"Oh stud, I'm coming againnn!" moaned the frantic housewife, wrapping her legs tightly around his waist and swinging her hot ass. Buzz had buried his face against the pillow so she couldn't slobber kisses over him, so Linda sank her teeth into his bare shoulder instead. Fuck her brains out, Buzz thought as he kept up the battering, feverish rhythm. Pound her hot pussy until she's coming over the walls and ceiling, by God, until the paint blisters off and melts from lustful heat. She was wild pussy – hotter and tighter than his own sexy wife.
Her lips slobbered over his cheek and Buzz twitched his head in disapproval. He rarely kissed women, even his wife, whom he pecked on the cheek in rare moments of affection. Once his wife had asked him to go down on her pussy, early in their marriage, and Buzz flew into a rage and whipped her ass. Men didn't eat pussy, he told her indignantly. Pansies did, and sicko-commie-pervert-women did, but real men didn't put their mouths down there. If God had meant for man to eat cunt, he would have put it on a menu, Buzz raved. You wouldn't catch a bull eating pussy, would you?
Linda was starting to climax again, her cunt gushing torrents of pussy juice over his pistoning prick. She panted deliriously and rubbed his taut ass with her frenzied fingers and churned her cunt with obscene joy.
It was his three hundred push-ups a day that enabled him to screw like a relentless machine. The only reason other men ate pussies, the goddamn perverts, was because they weren't in his tremendous physical shape: If every cunt-lapping pussy out there would follow Buzz's regimen of daily health, he'd be able to fuck like a man instead of a gasping fish trying to suck air. Shit, he wasn't even breathing hard and the feverish girl beneath him was panting madly and whooping with bliss.
"Change," Buzz rasped. He quickly slipped out his hard-on and climbed off the bed. "Dog-style," he snapped.
Linda hurried off the bed and hunched over the arm of an overstuffed chair in the bedroom. Her naked, ripe ass was turned up, and her dripping, hotly sucking cunt wriggled beneath.



CHAPTER THREE


Buzz gripped her soft ass in his hands and placed his cockhead against her cunt, ramming deep once more. He found his old rhythm, watching with fascination as his red, throbbing cock slid in and out of her lewdly gushing cunt. He spread her luscious ass-cheeks in his hands as he pumped savagely, gazing at her tiny, puckered asshole. Not yet – not just yet. Her pussy felt too good – hot and slippery and throbbing with fierce excitement.
A strange thought occurred to him, arousing his lust to seething proportions. He could ram his magnum up her asshole while he pumped her pussy! It wasn't really dangerous, not if he left the safety on. And it would scare the living shit out of Linda.
But even as bizarre and violent as Buzz Watkins was, that idea struck him as a bit too much. At the moment. He filed it away for future consideration, for some time when he was really angry.
"Oh Buzz, I can't – aaaah! – can't take much more, honey," moaned Linda, grinding her ass back to meet his thrusts. "`Can't stop coming! Your big prick!"
He grinned with contempt as he fucked the sweating housewife harder. Too much man for her, that's all. He'd bet his gorgeous daughter could take it all night, swinging her plump little ass in a delicious frenzy.
Only once did Buzz ever fantasize about eating pussy, and it was Sylvia's juicy cherry he dreamed about. He shoved the thought aside, filed with shame. Men didn't humble themselves by hiding their faces in cute, peeping cunts! His wife had only bugged him once about that, and he'd tanned her juicy ass proper, so she'd never bother him again with such filth.
She didn't bother him again, largely because his wife found others who did like to eat pussy. Not only did they lap and suck and kiss her thrilled cunt, they even treated her decently. They also showed her a few tricks that Buzz Watkins had never heard of.
If Buzz had found out that his sultry wife was having her pussy ravenously sucked off by another person, he would have erupted into a smoldering fury. If he had found out who that person was, he would have been outraged to the point of uncontrollable wrath.
Buzz's wife was having an extremely hot affair with a bookstore owner. But he wasn't just an ordinary bookstore owner. He ran the only adult shop in town, selling sex specialties as well as spicy books. He frequently tried out some of his wanton specialty items on Buzz's wife, which kept her otherwise dull existence filled with wild surprises.
Not only was the cop's wife having a tempestuous affair with the bookstore owner – she was occasionally sharing his daughter with him. Since he was divorced, he'd raised his own daughter, who was now eighteen and fully ripe.
While Buzz Watkins, the toughest, meanest cop in town was savagely fucking someone else's passionate young wife, his wife was getting her rocks off with the local adult bookstore owner and his lewd daughter. Buzz's own adorable daughter had already fucked half the boys in high school, and had just been introduced to sucking and finger-fucking by her hot, sensuous music teacher.
It never occurred to Buzz that it was his own grim attitude toward sex that drove his lusty wife to swing with another man. Or that by constantly warning his daughter about the evils of loose sex and dope-smoking perverts, she naturally fucked like a frantic minx.
As the rugged cop suddenly withdrew his long, cunt-juice-covered cock from Linda's shuddering cunt, and placed the knob against her trembling asshole, Buzz again had that funny feeling he was born at the wrong time. He would have been pure dynamite in the club-swinging days of the Neanderthal man. As it was, he was a confused and dangerous man, trying to cope with a world he didn't understand.
He rammed his thick prick furiously deep into Linda's tender, hot asshole, groaning with relish. She sobbed and clawed the seat of the chair beneath her, her ass quivering beneath the fiery onslaught. She'd already come so many times she didn't object to being raped in her soft, creamy ass. She could climax this way too, and as Buzz began pistoning his huge prick inside her churning asshole, she rubbed her cunt in a frenzy on the arm rest.
"Wild ass!" grunted the cop, holding tightly onto her trembling ass-cheeks. She was hotter than a smoking pistol up there, and he knew he was going to shoot off his rocks in less than two minutes. Which was perfect, because his break would be up about then.
In Buzz's simple, comic-strip world, a man was respected when his prick hung almost to his knees and he used it like a swinging billy-club. Men were real men, not pussy-eating cupcakes or ass-kissing freakos. Women were real women, like Linda here, who did what they were told and hopped to it in terror. They kissed your prick, licked your balls, whimpered with gratitude, and cried with happiness when you shoved your cock up their burning asses.
Simple!
"Burns!" gasped Linda, shuddering her ass in a fever of pain and excitement. "Your hot cock burns, Buzz!"
"It ain't a fuckin' popsicle,” he grunted, shoving his prick deeper and harder to make her yelp. Hot damn, her slippery, hot ass felt sexy grinding against his balls!
Buzz stroked furiously, feeling his cock quiver and harden like boiling steel up her tender ass. She wriggled it lustily, and suddenly he was shooting off his thick jism in wild spurts. He reared back his head and gritted his teeth, his eyes bulging.
Moaning and crying, Linda almost fainted from the searing pressure of his bursting cock up her ass. But the sting of his cum was deliciously exciting in her bowels, making her feel utterly weak, feminine and humble. Her father had fucked her ass too, years ago, and thinking of it brought back sharp, depraved memories.
He pulled his limp cock out of her ass with a sudden wrench that made her gasp. He slapped her on her naked ass playfully, as close as Buzz ever got to affection. Even so, his hand felt like a two-by four.
"Hey there, hot cheeks, gotta go," he said. He was dressing quickly, while Linda gingerly rubbed her ass. She felt fulfilled. Lots of punishment, lots of climaxes, all paid for in fear, sharp pain and violent thrills.
"He's gonna be out of town until next week," Linda said, slipping on her robe. Buzz didn't like her to walk around naked, except when they were actually going at it hot and heavy. He was very strong on decency.
"Yeah, well, I can't promise I'll be back before Friday," Buzz said, buckling his belt. "I'm a busy man, Linda. There's a lot of freako-weirdos out there, you know. Dope-smoking, pussy-eating kinkos. Somebody has gotta protect the public. Me."
"You look so handsome in your uniform," sighed Linda. She wished he would kiss her on the lips sometimes. But his lips were thin and cruel. Linda watched him with shining dark eyes. She felt as close to love as she ever did, a kind of blind worship for the man who told her exactly what to do and then made her come feverishly.
Buzz checked himself in the dresser mirror. By God, he was a handsome fucker! He posed briefly with his jaw grim and his hand resting dangerously on his.357 magnum. Blow their dope-filthy-cunt-lapping brains out, they messed with Buzz Freako-killer Watkins!
"Can I kiss you before you go?" Linda asked in suspense.
Buzz frowned at her. Then he turned his face stiffly sideways and allowed her to slobber on his cheek. Quickly, he wiped it off, waved nonchalantly and strode down the stairs like a storm trooper.
After he was gone, Linda sighed and lay back in bed and teased her glowing cunt lips. She wondered what it would be like to be Mrs. Buzz Watkins.
Luckily for her, she would never know. Back in the saddle of justice, Buzz drove the Dodge slowly through the peaceful, tree-lined streets. He wondered why they never called him on his break, just to check on him. In fact, the chief had issued orders not to call Buzz for anything, figuring the freako-weirdo-perverts were easier to deal with than the brawny cop. If there were any lurking perverts in town, they were doing an excellent job of hiding out. Buzz felt much better now that he'd gotten his rocks off a few times. Still, he was haunted by wild fantasies of Sylvia, her cute ass bouncing when she walked, her plump tits jiggling, her wide blue eyes shining with innocence. Should he take her cherry? She was a teenager now – ripe to bursting, by God. Wasn't it better for her own loving father to break her into the treacherous world of sex than some clumsy, groping kid or worse, a goddamn pussy-eating kinko?
Such tormenting thoughts confused his simple brain. It was against the law to do that, and he was the strong, vengeful arm of the law. But shit, man, some laws were downright dumb. What difference did it make if he did it in the privacy of his own home?
While Buzz Watkins grimly thought about taking his sexy daughter's hot little cherry, a cherry that disappeared long ago in a frantic, sweating tangle with her math teacher, his lusty wife was also pondering the same problem. She wasn't so sure Sylvia was a cherry, though. Nevertheless, having had torrid sex with the bookstore owner's daughter, Buzz's wife now had a smoldering hunger for hot young pussy, and especially for her lusciously curved daughter, Sylvia.
Not only were Buzz and his wife thinking feverishly about Sylvia at this moment. Julie Mason, who was now sucking on a thick young cock in her apartment, recalled her wild clash with Sylvia that afternoon. Even as the boy's hot jism spurted in her greedy throat, Julie couldn't get the delicious taste of Sylvia's sweet young cunt out of her mind. Had she done right by the sexy blonde? Had the music teacher done everything she possibly could to turn the juicy schoolgirl on to her wanton brand of sex so that she'd come back again and again for more?
Julie needn't have worried about that. She'd done such a thorough job of masturbating and cunt-sucking and sixty-nining with the passionate blonde that Sylvia couldn't even begin to concentrate on her homework tonight. She felt hot and sexy and restless, desperately wanting a girl to turn on to. Sylvia picked up the phone, her eyes gleaming.
Beneath the quiet surface of the small, sleepy town, all hell was about to break loose.



CHAPTER FOUR


Ever since she had left her music teacher, the delicious hot glow in her pussy sent tingles to every inch of her silky flesh, and Sylvia Watkins could hardly contain herself. It was as if she'd just discovered a fantastic, new and exclusive secret about sex. Sylvia's sex glands hummed away like a lusty dynamo – a restless throbbing hunger that craved constant action. Naturally horny to begin with, her first experience with a hot, sultry woman sparked an immediate desire for more.
Sylvia went home to an empty house. Her father was on duty, alert for dope-smoking pervert kinkos. Her mother was only Christ knew where. Sylvia suspected her mother was fucking around, and she hoped her mother would be damned careful. Both feared Buzz Watkins' violent temper.
Sylvia made herself two huge sandwiches and wolfed them down with a glass of milk. Wild sex always made her ferociously hungry. Then the blonde took a long, hot bath and tried to concentrate on her homework.
She gave that up as impossible after just ten minutes. Her mind could only see Julie Mason's lush tits and burning, wet thighs. In spite of her tender age, Sylvia had a knack for immediate decision.
She flung aside her notebook and picked up the phone. Fifteen minutes later she hung up, a deep excitement racing through her blood.
One of her closest friends was another teenager, a slender, dark-haired girl with huge, lustrous eyes and a sweet, ripe mouth. The girl, Cindy, had a crush on Sylvia. There was nothing sexual in the crush, at least so far. Cindy shyly admired Sylvia's brassy tactics with boys and adults both. She had a bashful, mousy personality in spite of her pretty face and budding figure.
Cindy was a cherry.
Sylvia knew this for a fact, because Cindy confessed she was saving it for her wedding night. She was that simple, and that sweet.
The girl was coming over in a few minutes to help Sylvia with her homework. The blonde had terrible grades, while Cindy was very smart. But that depended, Sylvia thought slyly, on what subject you were smart about. Cindy didn't know her pussy from an apple fritter when it came to sex. On that subject, Sylvia was doing post-graduate work.
Sylvia wore a T-shirt and jeans, stark naked underneath. As usual, Cindy wore a dress. Cindy almost always wore a dress, because it made her feel properly feminine.
Both girls settled on Sylvia's bed in her room, with a stack of books. Cindy did not smoke, but she always watched Sylvia puff with fascination.
"The world is divided into chickenshit watchers and brave doers," Sylvia told her, casually blowing smoke in Cindy's face. "You want to be a chickenshit all your life, Cindy?"
The dark-haired girl smiled shyly. "I don't mind. Honest, Sylvia. I guess I'm a mouse."
"Yeah," Sylvia giggled, "but a cute mouse. A sexy mouse. I'm an alley cat." With the hottest mouth and pussy in town, Sylvia added silently. Looking at someone like Cindy was now tremendously arousing to the blonde schoolgirl. They'd known each other since they were brats playing together. But for the first time, Sylvia noticed how ripe and sensuous Cindy's lips were, how luscious her tits looked filling out her dress, what smooth, silky skin she had on her slender legs.
Because Sylvia had always been the dominant one, she could talk Cindy into doing almost anything but double-dating with her and having sex with boys. She could not get her to smoke, either.
But she could trick her.
"Hey, that's a neat dress," Sylvia said, fingering the material. "Can I try it on?" "You're heavier than I am," Cindy said doubtfully. "Okay, but don't split the seams."
Quickly, the girl stripped out of her dress, while Sylvia took her T-shirt and jeans off. Cindy wore a white bra and panties. Her dark curly nest of cunt-hairs was visible through her sheer panties. Sylvia had only wanted to get her halfway naked. Now for the hard part.
"Listen," Sylvia said, talking fast the way she did whenever she wanted to persuade Cindy against her will, "I got this dumb psychology test coming up. I've got to tie someone down for a couple of minutes to get their reactions – see? Only for two minutes, Cindy, okay?"
Cindy shook her head, baffled. "Say that again?"
Patiently, Sylvia repeated it, gesturing at her bed. She hadn't bothered to put Cindy's dress on and she was stark naked, her tawny tits panting softly. As she expected, Cindy resisted at first. The blonde began to fire her complete arsenal of emotional tricks. She cajoled, coaxed, demanded, even threatened not to talk to Cindy anymore. Tears filled the shy girl's eyes.
Whenever Sylvia got like this, Cindy just couldn't refuse her. Except for sex with boys and smoking, of course. What Sylvia now wanted seemed weird, but harmless enough to Cindy.
Nervously, Cindy lay back on the bed. Earlier, when she'd been plotting, Sylvia had cut some lengths of clothesline. She also got her mother's vibrator from its hiding place, in the bathroom towel cabinet. Sylvia frequently borrowed it when her mother was out of the house. It was nine inches long, tapered, with thick ridges along the lower half.
Sylvia wondered more than once if any women ever actually used them for their complexions. She figured there were millions of women around the country fucking themselves furiously every night with vibrators. She also wondered curiously what women used before vibrators came along. Candles – bananas – cucumbers? While pumping fingers were the old standard, you just couldn't convince yourself a puny finger was a huge cock when you were feverishly masturbating.
"Now you just trust me, Cindy, 'cause this is only gonna take a minute or two," said Sylvia, tying her friend's wrists and ankles securely to the bedposts. The blonde opened the drawer of her bedside table. Inside was the vibrator and a roll of wide adhesive tape, and scissors.
"If you tickle me, I'll hate you forever!" Cindy told her, straining slightly at her bonds. She trusted Sylvia, even though her best friend was a little crazy. That's why Cindy adored her, because she did such wild things so casually, while Cindy was so timid and shy.
Sylvia turned her back on the bound girl while she quickly cut off a strip of adhesive tape. She moved fast, suddenly pressing the strip down hard over Cindy's mouth.
Cindy's eyes grew wide and she issued a muffled scream. She jerked helplessly at the cords.
Panting, Sylvia sat on the bed, rubbing her fingers over the girl's softly rounded belly. "I'm not going to hurt you, Cindy – honest," she said in a husky whisper. "But I've just gotta do this! Right now you think it's a dirty trick, but just wait and see, honey. You're going to love it! You'll see…" With her wrists and ankles tightly bound, Sylvia had to cut off Cindy's bra and panties with the scissors. The dark-haired girl screamed in her throat and jerked violently, her eyes filled with terror now.
Sylvia tossed the mangled underthings on the floor. Cindy was naked now, her soft tits throbbing feverishly with fear. Each tit was tipped with a lush pink nipple. Between her satiny thighs, Sylvia could see Cindy's juicy moist cunt. A fierce tingle of anticipation shuddered through the blonde's lips and tongue.
A cherry!
There were two things Sylvia was absolutely sure about as she began her long session of torment and frenzied thrills with her best friend. First, she was positive she could turn Cindy on with the same lustful fervor the music teacher had inspired in her blood.
Second, no matter what happened, Cindy wouldn't tell on her. They'd been as close as sisters since they were six or seven years old. The tape was necessary to keep her from shrieking in panic. Later, Cindy wouldn't need it. Unless she got so hot she screamed out of sheer joy!



CHAPTER FIVE


If the naked, hotly curved young blonde suffered from anything, it was brassy over-confidence. She knew she could inspire a frantic lust in her teenage friend using the same cunning tactics the music teacher had wantonly used on her. But she couldn't really know how shattering an effect it would have on the innocent girl.
Her blood singing wildly in her ears, Sylvia lay on top of Cindy. She showered kisses on her friend's throat while she rubbed her lush tits against Cindy's hot breasts. She made gentle, obscene fucking motions, her cunt pressed on Cindy's virgin pussy.
For five minutes, Sylvia did nothing but kiss and caress the terrified schoolgirl, creating a delicious friction in their throbbing cunts by lewd rubbing.
"Won't hurt you, promise," Sylvia panted, sliding down. She cupped one of Cindy's burning tits in her hands and sucked lustfully on the nipple. It was sweet and fleshy. Moaning deeply, Sylvia swirled her tongue around the naked tit, then went through the same sultry ritual with Cindy's other tit.
Trembling with excitement, the blonde slid further down. She kissed Cindy's soft hot belly for a minute, a wild suspense building in her blood. While the music teacher's lovemaking had been urgent and frantic, Sylvia wasn't about to rush things. There was no worry about being caught. Her father was on duty until midnight and her mother seldom came home before eleven. She could tease and caress and suck off the slender girl's luscious hot cherry for hours.
Tears streamed down Cindy's cheeks and she jerked fiercely at her bonds. She knew Sylvia was crazy, but this obscene act shocked her. After the first five minutes, though, she realized it was useless to scream.
Even though she trembled in panic, the virgin shuddered with unwanted excitement when Sylvia kissed and sucked on her sensitive tits. By the time the blonde had hunched down between Cindy's velvety hot thighs, Cindy wanted to scream. Mad tingles raced through every inch of her naked flesh. A fire was kindling deep in her loins, unlike anything she'd ever felt before, an excitement so overwhelming she was dazed.
Cindy's parents were strict and religious. As a result, Cindy was not only a "good" girl, refusing to pet with boys or even kiss them on the lips, but the innocent virgin had never even finger-fucked herself. The evils of masturbation were driven home to her by her grim mother before the girl had even had a decent nest of pussy-hair.
The feverish tingles coursing through her tender cunt were totally strange to her. She vaguely realized her best friend was doing something forbidden and guilty to her, but Cindy was helplessly tied down and gagged.
Between Cindy's trembling thighs, Sylvia showered kisses in a teasing circle around her friend's juicy cherry. She was in a frenzy of excitement now, stroking Cindy's thighs lustfully, gazing hungrily at her tiny wet cunt. Determined to give her friend the deepest, wildest orgasm of her life, so that Cindy would always remember her with love, Sylvia began a hot, lascivious blowjob.
The very first contact of the blonde's tongue against her quivering cunt-lips brought a feverish moan from Cindy. She arched her back sharply, thrust out her tits, and shook from head to toe with disbelief. A series of maddening thrills began tearing through her boiling virgin cunt, an excitement so profound that it seemed to come from her blazing soul.
But Cindy's muffled screams could barely be heard against Sylvia's wild groans of hunger. Sylvia wanted to take her time and be poetic about it, but her first taste of Cindy's sweet, ripe cherry sparked a ferocious hunger in her throat. Caught in the grip of an over-powering, depraved excitement, the blonde started sucking Cindy's pussy with feverish laps of her tongue. She rammed her curved tongue as deep as she could and wriggled it around in the silky hot flesh, scooping up the sudden gush of sweet cunt juice.
Delirious with lust, Sylvia paused to dip her nose in Cindy's fiercely sucking cunt. Then she smeared her friend's cunt juice all over her face. She resumed her frantic sucking and lapping, reaching her hands up to squeeze Cindy's tits. Her own ass shuddered wildly with tremors of delight. She clutched Cindy's naked ass in her hands and lifted it off the mattress, ramming her mouth savagely at her feast.
Cindy shook her head from side to side, dazed by the delicious, shocking thrills racing through her frenzied cunt. She no longer wrenched at her bonds to escape. She jerked at them violently to express her excitement. For the first time in her life, the slender schoolgirl was having an orgasm, and it exploded in her spasming cunt with breathtaking fury.
Her mother had sternly warned her that she would go directly to hell if she had sex outside of marriage. Cindy had also been told horrible pimples would cover her face if she started masturbating. But, not once did her mother ever say anything about having sex with another girl. It was taken for granted that a sweet, wholesome girl like Cindy would never even consider such an obscene act. She hadn't. Her best friend did.
But if sex was so terrible, why did it feel so fantastic? These scattered thoughts whirled through the virgin's shocked mind as Sylvia sucked at her cunt with inspired passion. Another orgasm shuddered through Cindy's wildly sucking cherry – hotter, more convulsive and nerve-racking than the last one.
Just when Cindy thought she would lose her mind from excitement, Sylvia stopped.
But it was only to lick her lips and gasp for air. The rush of crazed hunger suddenly passed. Sylvia got down to the poetry now. She resumed her cunt-sucking, but not with uncontrollable lust. There was an artist buried in the wanton blonde, and it danced to the surface now as she began the most lascivious, sensuously hot, madly teasing blowjob she could give.
She began by tenderly kissing Cindy's juicy clit. The clit quivered before her eyes, and Sylvia flicked her tongue at it. Cindy screamed in her throat and her ass trembled feverishly in Sylvia's hands. For a minute the blonde played with the luscious clit-sucking, kissing, teasing, sending delicious hot thrills through Cindy's cherry.
Sylvia shifted her attention down to her friend's tiny asshole, burrowing her mouth deep into Cindy's silky burning crotch to reach it. She tickled her dainty asshole with her tongue for a few breathtaking moments, then slammed her tongue deep inside the churning shitter.
The dark-haired girl almost passed out with bliss. Wet, delicious tingles rippled through her tender ass, shivers of pleasure she had never dreamt existed. For almost five minutes, Sylvia sucked passionately at Cindy's tiny asshole, then shifted her mouth back up to tease the helpless girl's juicy cunt-lips.
By gradual, thrilling degrees, Sylvia's torrid blowjob got hotter and wilder, until Cindy was once again on the verge of a fierce, molten climax.
That's when the blonde sat up, panting furiously, her tongue darting out to lick up the cunt honey on her cheeks. Her eyes smoldered wildly.
"Oh Cindy," she sighed, rubbing her tits, “you are so delicious! Jesus, you turn me on! We're gonna have to start sleeping over with each other so I can suck you off all night. Now it's your turn, but if I take the tape off and you scream, it goes right back on! Do you want it off?"
Cindy nodded frantically, her pussy shuddering uncontrollably.
"Gonna hurt," Sylvia warned. She tore it off in one swift jerk. A sharp yelp escaped Cindy. Her eyes blazed on Sylvia's tawny naked flesh.
"Can't believe it!" she gasped, shaking her head. "Oh Sylvia, what did you do to me? It was so beautiful! Oooooooh, Lord, I'm so hot, so crazy! Finish, Sylvia! Finish what you started or I'll lose my mind, hurry!"
"Okay," panted the blonde, "but you haven't got the only hot pussy around here! You've gotta eat me too, Cindy."
Sylvia decided she didn't want to untie her just yet. She trusted Cindy, but she found it far more exciting with her sexy girlfriend helplessly tied down. This way, Sylvia had a sense of strange power over Cindy.
Oddly enough, Cindy loved it too. Her original panic had turned into a delicious, wild ecstasy as Sylvia went down on her cherry with frenzied passion. Tied down, she couldn't resist the fierce thrills in her tender cunt. Naked and hotly panting, Cindy watched excitedly as the blonde climbed up to the head of the bed. Sylvia crouched over Cindy's face, putting her folded knees on each side of the girl's ribs.
Slowly, she lowered her dripping pussy over Cindy's face. As Sylvia's ripe hot ass closed in on her, the dark-haired virgin trembled with guilt and maddening excitement. It occurred to Cindy that if she was going directly to hell, her lusty blonde pal would go with her. It didn't seem like such a terrible fate.
It was a hell of a lot better than having her mother go with her!
Awkwardly at first, Cindy kissed the squirming, hot cunt lewdly rubbing against her mouth. Sylvia tasted like pure sex in heat, her throbbing pussy oozing with sweet pussy nectar. Wild moans coming from her throat, Cindy began sucking and lapping eagerly, craving more of the juicy pleasure.
Sylvia had gotten so aroused from eating Cindy's ripe cherry that she began coming in a minute from Cindy's lashing tongue. Her naked ass shuddered with delight and her mouth slammed down on Cindy's pussy again.
Both frantic girls started to come – hot trickles of pussy juice flowed into each other's mouths. Cindy's face was quickly smeared with Sylvia's jizz, an obscene bath that fired her lust intensely.
Although she was still a cherry, the tied teenager was racked with convulsive thrills as she plunged wantonly into her first sixty-nine. Both girls heaved and shuddered on the mattress as they locked their lips to each other's boiling cunts in a fury of excitement.
The only regret Cindy had now was that her hands weren't free so she could squeeze Sylvia's hot, beautiful ass in her fingers. She made rapid fucking motions with her slender hips as she fed Sylvia's mouth, while the blonde's luscious pussy smothered her face.
As sexy and torrid as Sylvia's music teacher had been, she was tame compared to the excitement of Cindy's tender flesh and delicious cherry. There was no more poetry or delicate thrills in Sylvia's fierce cunt-sucking now. She ate Cindy's cunt ravenously, giving her a maddeningly hot blowjob while she came in spasms over her best friend's face.
The change in Cindy was astonishing. Normally shy and awkward, she assaulted Sylvia's juicy cunt with savage delight. She didn't hesitate for a second to slither her tongue up the blonde's searing wet asshole, sparking a wild new orgasm in Sylvia's shuddering pussy.
After she'd come for ten solid minutes with breathtaking joy on Cindy's feverish mouth, Sylvia raised her own mouth and gasped for air. She'd eaten the virgin's cunt so passionately and for so long that her own dips felt like a throbbing pussy. She sat up, still rubbing her exploding pussy lewdly against Cindy's face. She reached in the open bedside drawer and took out her mother's vibrator.
But Sylvia didn't use it just yet. She hunched back down and crammed a finger into the girl's tight hot cunt. She managed a second finger, although it was extremely cramped, and began finger-fucking the helpless girl with rapid, lusty strokes.
Cindy screamed with violent excitement. Blood oozed onto Sylvia's fingers, and she slipped them out of Cindy's spasming cunt. Cherry-blood! Sylvia licked it off her fingers, thrilled at the sweet-salty taste.
The blonde rammed her mouth once more against Cindy's gushing pussy and licked up the blood in a wanton fury. She was coming in one continuous wave as Cindy frantically sucked her pussy.
Still lapping, Sylvia groped for the vibrator switch and turned it on. It hummed in her fingers. She tore her lips from Cindy's gushing pussy. She eased the long vibrator in.
Cindy went mad with excitement, trembling violently, lapping furiously at the blonde's pussy. Her ass gyrated on the mattress while Sylvia pumped the quivering cock lustfully into her friend's spasming cunt. She worked the vibrator lewdly, churning it deep, giving Cindy a series of wild thrills that made the tied girl delirious.
Cindy's tiny clit remained exposed. Sylvia put her lips on it and sucked fiercely as she rammed the vibrator in and out of Cindy's pussy. The orgasm exploding in Cindy's loins made her lift her ass high off the bed and quiver from head to toe.
An hour before, Cindy had been a shy, innocent virgin. She was now a lust-crazed, madly wriggling animal, unable to stop coming as the blonde schoolgirl fucked her savagely with a huge vibrator. Her mouth became so frenzied and harsh on Sylvia's pussy that Sylvia had to jerk her dripping cunt away for safety.
She scrambled around and knelt between Cindy's spread thighs, pistoning the humming cock faster and deeper in Cindy's juicy cunt. God, she wished she had a prick of her own just now!
When a low, eerie wail escaped Cindy's throat and she trembled so fiercely that the bed shook with her, Sylvia quickly slipped out the blood-covered vibrator.
"Can't-aaaaaaagh!-can't take anymore, Sylvia!" cried Cindy, shaking her head. Panting, her tits glossy with sweat, Sylvia put the vibrator aside. She untied Cindy's bonds. Even though she was now free, the feverish ex-virgin continued to hold her wrists and ankles in the spread-eagled position. Her orgasm subsided by twitching degrees. Slowly, Cindy rubbed her chafed wrists. Then she reached out for Sylvia, hugging her blonde friend fiercely to her.
Moaning, Cindy slid down to suck on Sylvia's hot, silky tits. She was still hot with passion. She nudged Sylvia over onto her belly and hunched down between the blonde's thighs. She showered frantic kisses and lusty bites on Sylvia's naked ass, rubbing the ass-cheeks lustfully in her fingers.
Eagerly, Sylvia crouched on all fours, her luscious ass upturned. Cindy crushed her face to the burning cheeks and snaked her tongue deep into the blonde's sexy ass. She tongued her asshole for five minutes before dipping her mouth down to her soaked pussy, which she kissed furiously.
Not a word was spoken between the two feverish girls all this time. They moaned and gasped and panted, exploring each other's hot, sexy flesh with everything – lips and tongues and fingers and swollen tits.
Cindy picked up the quivering vibrator. She lay on her side facing Sylvia. The blonde twined one leg around her ass. While Sylvia kissed her torridly on the mouth and played with Cindy's silken, heaving tits, the dark-haired girl lewdly worked the vibrator inside Sylvia's sucking cunt.
It was Sylvia's turn to scream and gasp as Cindy fucked her with loving, lewd, hotly sensuous lunges of the long mechanical cock.
This was the position both deeply aroused girls were in when all hell broke loose. They were facing each other, kissing each other's frantic lips, Sylvia's leg raised and hugging Cindy's naked ass. The blonde played lustfully with Cindy's tits and swung her hips as the other girl fucked her with delicious wiggles and thrusts of the vibrator.
They were totally wrapped up in each other when Sylvia's father, the meanest cop in town, walked into her bedroom.
Buzz Watkins stood in the doorway. His eyes bulged and his jaw dropped. He stared in shocked disbelief, wondering if he was in the right house – his house.
Both girls were so hotly immersed in each other's lips, tits and pussies that they hadn't heard Buzz slip into the house and creep upstairs.
"Sylvia?" Buzz whispered hoarsely. "Is that my little girl, Sylvia?"
The blonde abruptly stiffened, even though she'd started to come in hot torrents of cunt honey beneath the pounding vibrator.
She hoped, she prayed with all her heart, that she was imagining it. Slowly, painfully, Sylvia turned her head toward the doorway. Her face turned a ghastly white.
"Oh my God," she whispered. "Holy shit!"
Cindy's fingers froze on the humming vibrator. She turned her head and saw Sylvia's father, but she was so dazed with lust that it took a few seconds to register.
She saw the blue cop's uniform, the shiny black belt and holstered gun. She blinked her. eyes at the angry, brutish face above the brawny shoulders.
Everyone in town knew who Buzz was, and a great many townspeople wished they didn't. Cindy was now one of these unfortunates. "Oh, Lord," she gasped.
Seething with rage, Buzz Watkins slowly closed the door behind him, his eyes blazing on the two naked, embracing girls.
That's when it hit the fan, with a vengeance.



CHAPTER SIX


Shortly after Buzz had left the salesman's wife, he'd driven toward his own neighborhood, even though it wasn't his official beat.
Sometimes he did this to check and see if his wife's car was there. Not that she'd ever screw around on him, of course, but the cynical cop in his blood would never let him rest. She'd been gone a lot at night lately, but she was always visiting friends, gossiping and playing rummy. She played one hell of a lot of rummy these days, Buzz noted. She played so much rummy that he was beginning to wonder why she wasn't the world's champion at it.
Her car wasn't in the driveway, but he saw Sylvia's bedroom light on. A good girl, Sylvia was probably sweating over her homework. But, dammit, she'd left the kitchen light on. He frowned at this and parked the police car at the curb.
Fucking electric bills were so high nowadays, they'd be better off living by candlelight. How many times had he told his daughter to turn off all the lights in the house except her own?
Buzz entered the house quietly and started toward the kitchen. He paused in the living room, cocking his head. He stared upstairs. Strange, wild sounds were coming from Sylvia's bedroom. It wasn't her stereo either. Moans and low screams and sharp gasps.
Never quick-witted, Buzz frowned and thought about this for a minute. It sounded to him like someone was screwing up there! That wasn't possible, of course – not with his little girl.
Slowly, he crept up the stairs, listening intently. Buzz's home was his castle, and someone was violating his castle. Maybe Sylvia was letting one of her girlfriends use her bedroom for a hot date. He'd have none of that freako-pervert shit going on in his house, by God.
Outside Sylvia's bedroom door, the sounds were very loud. Buzz's face became grim. He wondered if he should whip out his.357 magnum, kick in the door with the heel of his boot, and leap in ready to shoot.
Even for Buzz's comic-strip mind, this seemed a little heavy under the circumstances. Who could be using Sylvia's bedroom?
Very quietly, he turned the knob. He crept into the room. What he saw left him stunned. There were two naked young girls on the bed. The one with her back to him looked like Sylvia. Her hot, plump ass was swinging eagerly. She was squeezing the other girl's tits in her greedy fingers. The other girl was doing something to his daughter's pussy, if it was his daughter. Buzz couldn't see what, though, from the angle he was at.
The realization struck him like a giant fist. By God – that was Sylvia!
Along with the deepest rage of Buzz's life rose the hottest excitement he'd ever felt. His long prick leaped violently in his pants. His throat was hard and dry when he tried to speak the first time.
When he did manage a strangled question, Sylvia whirled her head around and went chalk white. The other girl looked at Buzz with horror, too. He recognized her now, facing the impossible once more.
It was Sylvia's best friend, little Cindy Smith.
Buzz shook his head in stunned disbelief. Jenny Smith's little girl, the pride of the Sunday school Bible class? Naked in bed with his daughter? He saw now what Cindy had in her hand. It was a quivering vibrator, wet with cunt juice.
Shaking with rage, Buzz closed the bedroom door behind him.
His whole world came tumbling down in those few shattering seconds.
If there was any hope for this fucked-up, degenerate, weirdo-kinko, dope-infested, virgin-fucking-bastard sick society, it lay in sweet young girls like his own precious daughter, and gospel-singing Cindy Smith.
That fervent hope had just keeled over and died with a whimper.
"Now you girls," Buzz said hoarsely, striding to the bed and towering over them, "you girls just tell me what's going on here. What the fuck is this?"
Cindy burst into tears and buried her face in a pillow. He might as well shoot her now, because once her mother and father found out, going to hell would seem like a girl scout picnic.
"I said," Buzz roared, eyes bulging on his daughter's naked, trembling flesh, "what the fuck is this?"
Whatever else Sylvia might be, she was not chicken-hearted, and she would never betray a friend.
"It's my fault, Daddy," she whispered, her eyes wide with fear. "I did it – Cindy didn't do anything! I tricked her into letting me tie her down, and then I – well, I ate her pussy."
Buzz's jaw dropped again. "Ate her pussy?" he echoed. "You ate her pussy?" Sylvia's heart raced in her chest, making her luscious tits heave with fright. She nodded. "That's right, Daddy. I ate her pussy. Then I fucked her with Mommy's vibrator." "Mommy's vibrator?" Buzz didn't even know his wife had one of those kinky whoppers! "You screwed her with Mommy's vibrator?"
Sylvia nodded, thinking desperately. It was glaringly obvious to her that her father had an enormous hard-on. The sneaky bastard! It bulged in his uniform pants like a throbbing, obscenely massive hump.
The blonde was sharply aware that she and Cindy were in deep, serious trouble. Maybe she couldn't save her own ass, but the least she could do was try to save Cindy's. She knew her father's terrible temper, and she also knew he was slow-witted. Making a snap decision, Sylvia turned to Cindy and shook her roughly by the shoulder.
"Cindy! Go into the bathroom and stay there for ten minutes. Go, dammit!"
She slapped the sobbing girl viciously on the ass, and Cindy jumped. Hiding her face, she rushed to the bathroom and bolted the door.
Buzz watched all this with a gaping jaw and bulging eyes. It happened so fast all he saw was a blur of cute ass-cheeks bouncing frantically. He didn't even get a good look at her tits!
The blonde now spoke and moved rapidly, spurred by sheer desperation. She sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She unzipped her father's pants as she talked, and took out his long, throbbing cock in her fist. She began jerking it rapidly.
"Listen, Daddy," she rushed, "I know how upset you are, and I don't blame you. I mean, you come home and find your daughter having sex with another girl, and that's terrible, isn't it? But gosh, Daddy, it's not the end of the world! I did it because I was thinking about you, and that's the truth! I mean, a girl has to find out about sex somehow, and it's not as bad as screwing a whole lot of boys, is it? Two girls just playing together – we weren't hurting anyone!"
"Ate her pussy?" repeated Buzz numbly. "You ate her pussy?"
His dazed mind was still clinging to that one, even as his eyes raked over Sylvia's luscious, silken curves. He tried to picture his tawny blonde daughter going down on Cindy Smith's little pink pussy. The image made his massive hard-on quiver wildly in Sylvia's hot fist.
His mind was also trying to register the astonishing fact that his naked, sexy daughter was jerking his cock in her fist. Things were moving too fast for Buzz Watkins. His mind was torn between rage and seething lust for the gorgeous young girl playing with his cock. At the same time, he was trying to understand what she was saying.
"Yes, I ate her pussy," admitted Sylvia, stroking his prick faster. She had to keep talking, keep his attention off Cindy! She knew what Cindy's parents were like. She could handle her father, she was sure. She'd conned and manipulated the rugged cop since she was a little girl, and although she knew he was a dumb bastard, as she secretly thought of him, Sylvia loved him in her own way. After all, he was her father.
He also had the biggest prick she'd ever seen, shaming the teacher who took her cherry and the countless boys she'd eagerly fucked.
"Oh, Daddy, you've got a monster here! I'll suck you off on one condition – just one condition."
"Suck it off," whispered Buzz. A giant drop of jism had oozed out of his flaming cockhead.
"One condition," repeated Sylvia patiently. "You don't say a word about Cindy to her parents. Not a word, Daddy! And you can have me any time you want."
"Cindy," echoed Buzz. "You ate her pussy!"
Sylvia was growing exasperated, but she had to be patient, had to get his promise. "Not a word to Cindy's parents, Daddy! Her whole life would be wrecked, and it was all my fault, too. Just because Miss Mason ate my pussy this afternoon, and… and… "
Oh shit! thought Sylvia with despair. Her father suddenly seized her by her hair and jerked her head back, his blazing eyes holding hers.
"What? Miss Mason ate your pussy? Miss Mason?"
"The music teacher," sighed Sylvia, close to tears now. She blew it! Every time she used the magic words, "eat pussy" his attention jerked to life. But better to sacrifice the sexy brunette teacher than her best friend.
"It was Miss Mason's fault!" Sylvia rushed on, clutching at the straw. If someone had to take the blame, better the hot-lipped teacher than poor Cindy. "Miss Mason did it, Daddy! She went down on me this afternoon and she turned me on, and the next thing I knew I was doing it to Cindy! That's the truth, Daddy. Will you let Cindy go now?"
Buzz released her hair. He struggled to remember what the teacher looked like. He'd met her once at choir practice. The memory of the tall, hotly stacked brunette came back vividly to his mind. That pervert freako bitch!
Suddenly Buzz whirled on his heel. With his crimson hard-on looming out obscenely from his pants, he picked up the phone and quickly dialed.
Sylvia trembled, holding her breath. But he was only calling in to the police station to tell them he'd run into a little domestic trouble and would be off the air for an hour or so. Maybe the rest of the night, he added, his eyes drinking in Sylvia's naked curves.
While he was still on the phone, Sylvia rushed to the bathroom door. She pounded on it and called Cindy's name until the panic-stricken girl opened the door.
"Get dressed and get out, fast!" Sylvia told her. "But wait until I'm keeping him busy, understand? He won't tell – don't worry, Cindy, I'll fix it. I swear it's okay. Got it?" Frantically, Cindy nodded.
The blonde girl went back to her father, who was hanging up the phone. Sylvia clutched his quivering cock in her fist and gently pulled him back to the bed.
Quickly, Sylvia put her burning lips on his prick. She sucked up the drop of thick jism. She began whipping her mouth back and forth on his boiling hard-on, putting everything she had into this one fiery blowjob.
Everything depended on it.
The feel of his own sexy daughter's burning lips churning feverishly on his huge cock blotted everything else from the cop's mind. Her blazing mouth felt tight and hot and wild on his cock and when Sylvia swirled her tongue around his cock-head, Buzz groaned and gripped her head in his hands.
He was barely aware of Cindy moving urgently in the bedroom. Wide-eyed with panic, Cindy slipped her dress on, leaving her mangled bra and panties on the floor. In less than a minute, the terrified girl was rushing down the stairs and out of the house.
At first, Cindy was afraid to go home. Suppose Buzz called her parents tonight? She told herself she had to trust Sylvia. The fast-talking blonde would save them both, if she just trusted her. Cindy went home, praying fervently all the way.
In Sylvia's bedroom, the schoolgirl sucked feverishly on Buzz's enormous hard-on. Her fear was quickly giving way to a deep, wanton excitement. She'd gone down on so many boys with such frenzied eagerness that cock-sucking was one of her greatest skills. But her father's cock was monstrous!
While she worked her lips and tongue expertly, Sylvia used her hands to unbuckle her father's belt. She pulled his pants and drawers down, not missing more than one stroke with her lips as she freed his shorts. She did this for two cunning reasons. First, if she got him at least halfway undressed, he wouldn't be able to rush out of the house seeking vengeance on the music teacher. At least not for a little while.
Second, Sylvia wanted to caress and kiss his balls, which she now did with lewd effect, holding his long, thick cock up with her fist. It was important that she give him a terrific blowjob with the lusty promise of more to come.
It was hell when you had to bribe your own father by going down on him! Sylvia thought. As Sylvia sucked him off furiously, Buzz panted and groaned under the juicy onslaught. Always self-conscious about his appearance, he felt ridiculous wearing only his shirt, with his hairy legs protruding beneath. Besides, he didn't want to come in Sylvia's boiling mouth, not yet.
He wanted to take her cherry first.
The fact that he'd caught his daughter having sex with another girl only convinced Buzz more deeply that she was a cherry. After all, if she was fucking boys, she'd have had a boy with her, not a girl. To his simple mind, this was living proof that Sylvia's precious virginity was intact.
Buzz suddenly stepped away from the panting blonde.
"No, Daddy! I want you to come in my mouth!"
He glared down at her, taking off his shirt to proudly reveal his massive, hairy chest. "You're still a virgin, aren't you?" he demanded.
Sylvia was about to ask her father if he was kidding. Seeing the look on his red face, she realized she'd already made her blunder for the night. She nodded furiously.
"Yes, Daddy, I am! And I want you to take my cherry!"
That pleased Buzz. His rage was temporarily forgotten as he sat on the edge of the bed and hoisted Sylvia over his lap roughly, for a spanking. Her lush, naked ass-cheeks trembled, with her pink cunt sucking lustfully beneath.
"You did a bad thing with Cindy Smith," he rasped, "and you gotta be punished. Now hold still!"
He brought his hand down brutally and Sylvia yelped and wriggled. With a shock, she realized he was really hurting her, not like Miss Mason, who'd played with her luscious ass obscenely. Again and again Buzz brought his rough palm down in a vicious arc, until the sobbing girl's ass was bright crimson.
His hard-on was now immense with excitement. He was dying to suck on her tits, so delicate and plumply curved compared to Linda's gross tits, but Buzz felt this wasn't manly. He also wanted to fuck her face-to-face, but the meanest cop in town was too embarrassed to show such tenderness.
In fact, the truth was Buzz desperately wanted to go down on her rosy little cunt, to ram his harsh tongue deep into her dimpled pussy and slobber up her cunt juice like a starving wolf. That's why the magic words "eat pussy" made him repeat himself dumbly over and over, like a recording.
But he couldn't face that yet, either. Would he be any better than those pinko-freako-commie-cunt-sucking perverts who infested this peaceful town like parasites? Macho men didn't eat pussy – they clubbed it with their big cocks.
He lifted his sobbing daughter by her hips and flung her onto the bed.
"Get on all fours," he snapped.
Trembling, Sylvia obeyed. Buzz knelt behind her, holding her hips tightly. He placed his burning cock-head against her small cunt lips. He rammed forward, his hiss of wild pleasure drowned out by Sylvia's sharp cry of pain.
"Too big, Daddy! Ooooo, slow down, easy!"
Damn, he forget she was a cherry! Buzz pulled half his throbbing cock out and tried to piston gently, but it wasn't easy. Sylvia's cunt was juicy-tight, shuddering with electrifying thrills on his long cock. He squeezed her burning ass-flesh while he pumped his prick lustily in her dripping pussy. He rolled his eyes and gritted his teeth to keep from shooting his rocks off. His fabulous staying power deserted him completely, because shoving his huge cock inside Sylvia's tender slit was like sticking it in an electric socket.
"Hot-damn, that's, mmmmmmmmmm! That's wild pussy, Sylvia! Hey, baby girl, that's goooooood!"
Sylvia forgot the searing pain on her ass. She wriggled and thrashed her cunt in a rising fever of lust on his pounding hard-on. Her father was mean, and he was godawful stupid at times, but what a cock!
Besides, she'd just started to come deliciously from Cindy's sensuous vibrator-fucking when he'd interrupted, and now the moaning blonde was hotter than ever.
Buzz peered down to see if there was cherry-blood on his cock. There wasn't. A sullen suspicion arose in his dim mind, but then the bright thought occurred to him Cindy must have taken her cherry with the vibrator.
He didn't mind that so much. Hell, at least it wasn't some clumsy kid or fucking pervert! As far as he was concerned, he was getting Sylvia's hot cherry, because only a real prick could do that.
And even Buzz would concede he was a real prick.
Sylvia was emitting low screams of excitement, coating his cock with a spray of cunt honey as she started to climax in furious spasms. Buzz clung fiercely to his control. Macho men didn't come in two minutes flat, by God, they screwed like precision pile-drivers, like enraged bulls.
It was getting harder to hold his load back, though. In his entire life, Buzz had never had what you could call a genuine fox. The closest he'd come to it was his wife, when she was younger, and even she couldn't hold a candle to his adorable daughter. Watching Sylvia's tawny, silken flesh shudder beneath him, feeling her ripe ass quiver in his fingers, hearing her wild moans of bliss, Buzz could feel the knot of jism in his loins threaten to burst.
He took his mind off Sylvia's juicy, hot cunt thrashing feverishly on his cock by thinking of Julie Mason. Rage started to smolder, mingled with his lust, and he slammed his immense prick harder and faster, sparking a fierce new orgasm in Sylvia's pussy.
That kinko-pervert-bitch! Sucking his daughter's pussy, by God – going down on sweet little girls! Buzz Watkins was by nature a man of vengeance, dealing it out most of the time when it wasn't even warranted.
He'd fix her, by Christ. He squinted as he fucked Sylvia's silken cunt savagely, trying to recall exactly what the brunette looked like. Sexy bitch – tall, big tits was all he could remember right now.
There were two magic phrases that excited Buzz intensely. One was "eat pussy," which sent him into a combined rage and frantic desire, and the other was "big tits" which conjured up a picture of enormous, creamy tits hugging his hard-on lustfully.
The more Buzz thought about it, the madder he got. But along with his seething anger was a tremendous excitement, a raw lust. His mind produced a picture of the naked, hot-breasted brunette going down on Sylvia's plump thighs, and that image was enough to trigger his load of thick jism.
"Aaaaah, oooooo!" Buzz snarled, ramming his spurting cock brutally inside Sylvia's searing cunt. "Eat, eat, eat pussy! Eat pussy! Big tits, unnnnnnng!"
Sylvia was utterly baffled by his shouts, but she was too immersed in her own wanton frenzy. She wriggled her ass wildly, her father's boiling jism stinging and tickling her pussy.
Heaving for breath, a rare event in the rugged cop's life, he slipped his dangling cock out of Sylvia's spasming cunt. He felt much better, toward his daughter anyway. The thought that he'd gotten a juicy young cherry inflamed his macho image of himself.
If Buzz had known the truth, that he was only one cock in a long chain of pricks that had sampled Sylvia's wild pussy, he would have been a very dangerous man at that moment.
Sylvia collapsed on the mattress, moaning and panting.
As an afterthought, he stared at his daughter with concern. "I didn't hurt you, did I, baby girl?"
"Oh Daddy, it was wonderful!" Sylvia said, rolling over onto her back and stroking her tits lewdly. "But your cock is so big!"
"Don't talk dirty or I'll tan your hide again," warned Buzz. "I don't like that kinda filth."
"I'm sorry," Sylvia panted. "I meant your penis."
Buzz stared down at his long prick. "Yeah, it is a killer, ain't it?"
Towering over the bed, Buzz had two mad, lust-crazed urges. He wanted to eat Sylvia's hot little pussy first, then he wanted to ram his enormous cock up her tawny ass.
But there was something else he had to do first, an urge that took priority over everything. The icy feeling of vengeance soared in his blood as he picked up the phone book.
"What's her first name!" he barked. "Miss Mason!"
"Julie, I think," whispered Sylvia, frightened again. "What are you going to do, Daddy?"
His jaw muscles rippled ominously as he began leafing through the phone book. He suddenly flung the book aside. He wasn't going to call her. He was going to surprise the pervert-freako-bitch, in person.
"Get your clothes on," Buzz told Sylvia. She got off the bed, trembling. "Daddy, what are you going to do?"
"I'm gonna teach her a lesson," he said softly.
Chills ran up Sylvia's spine. Her father hardly ever talked softly, which meant he was in a terrifying mood. Sylvia felt badly about telling him Julie's name, but as she hastily dressed, along with her father, she realized that protecting Cindy was much more important: Miss Mason would have to take care of her own ass, since she was an adult.
Besides, she started the whole thing, anyway.
But why did he want Sylvia along?
Sylvia was a very sharp girl, and as she dressed she studied her father's face, trying to read his thoughts. She saw rage, and savage lust. She knew her father had been deeply aroused at the sight of her and Cindy naked in bed together. It didn't take much effort to put two and two together.
As long as Cindy was safe, Sylvia would submit to anything. The closest her vicious father had ever come to really hurting her was the rough spanking he'd given her a few minutes ago. Her ass still burned and she had to walk gingerly.
Sylvia had a hunch that the sexy brunette music teacher would be very, very lucky to get off with just a few hard slaps on her gorgeous naked ass.
The blonde thought quickly. She could manage to get a quick phone call to Miss Mason to warn her. They were leaving the house now, walking to the parked cop car in grim silence.
Sylvia could say she had to go back and pee for just a minute. Her father would be too dumb to catch on to her intentions. But the more Sylvia thought about it, the more she was convinced she shouldn't interfere.
Julie Mason had started the whole chain of violent events, hadn't she? Besides, if Sylvia warned her, she'd leave her apartment and possibly hide out somewhere. That would not be good for her father's mood. He wanted his money's worth in sex and violence and vengeance.
Better to have the showdown tonight and get it over with, Sylvia decided.
The police car burned rubber as it lurched away from the curb.
Poor Miss Mason, thought Sylvia with a sigh. She wouldn't want to be in her panties right now for anything.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Julie Mason was in bed by ten p.m., but not asleep. For more than an hour she'd sucked and fucked her guitar student, then sent him on his way with the usual vow of secrecy.
In the darkness of her bedroom, the ripely curved brunette felt deliciously relaxed. It had been a damn near perfect day, with both sexes. First Sylvia's hot, luscious little pussy and then a boy's long, thrilling cock. Her lips and cunt still tingled from that one.
But it was the tawny blonde that really turned her on.
What kept the music teacher awake were vivid images of Sylvia tied down on a bed, shuddering and moaning as the naked brunette sensuously fucked her with her enormous, custom-tailored vibrator. While Julie did this in her imagination, she sucked on the girl's hot tits and played with her ass and worked herself into a frenzy.
Then Sylvia would do the same for Julie, only the blonde would remain tightly bound, the dildo strapped on her hips and vibrating massively in the air. Julie would straddle her hips and ride the cock like a saddle of ecstasy.
The reason the lusty brunette loved boys and girls over adults was their sweetness and innocence. Julie didn't like roughness, or violence in any form. She liked telling them what to do and being obeyed.
But as she lay in bed, smoking and thinking, Julie realized her act was getting very risky. Sucking a hot schoolgirl off in an empty classroom! If she kept that sort of craziness up, she'd end up getting caught for certain. Like her last job. It seemed that she no sooner got settled in a new place, got some wild, steady young action on the side, than she had to pack up and leave again.
Not any more, Julie was convinced. She'd cool her act, starting right now. No more wanton sucking and fucking on the school grounds! Not ever again. No more obsessive greed, either.
One hung boy and one juicy little girl would be plenty. Sylvia would be her steady piece on the side, but Julie hadn't decided positively on which boy yet. She wanted one suitable for a threesome, for a wild, torrid tangle of tits, pussies and cock.
These lewd, restless thoughts kept the brunette tossing and turning and getting aroused all over again.
The reason Julie was so constantly hot, aside from her normally passionate nature, was that she avoided sex with adults as much as possible. Only hung, strapping boys and lushly curved girls could satisfy her profound sex needs. And that entailed a lot of risk.
Julie was finally drifting off into a deep sleep when her door-buzzer jarred her awake. She frowned, slipping on her robe. Who in the hell could that be? She'd made it a strict rule not to let anyone come by her apartment without calling first. She didn't want to be caught making it with a student.
She peered into the tiny peephole lens in her door, and her heart began singing. It was Sylvia!
Eagerly, Julie opened the door.
"Darling! What are you doing here this time of night?"
A cop loomed into view then. Buzz had been pressed against the wall so she couldn't see him through her peephole.
Julie felt her knees tremble and her mind begin to whirl with sheer panic. She only vaguely remembered his face, but she knew who he was, all right.
"Oh Jesus," Julie whispered, her face turning pale. She gulped, her eyes swinging from the brutish red face of the cop to Sylvia's face. Sylvia looked sorry for her.
He knew.
Quickly, Julie tried pulling herself together to bluff it out.
"What seems to be the problem, Sylvia? Who is this?"
Reality then gave the brunette's horrified mind a brutal backhand.
"Cut the shit, lady," snarled Buzz. He walked into her apartment, dragging his daughter in by the arm. He shut the door and bolted it. He turned to Julie, his eyes blazing fiercely, hands on hips. The wild thought occurred to the music teacher that he looked just like the Gestapo.
"You can't bust in here," Julie began.
He slapped her on the face, once, a vicious blow that sent Julie reeling. She held her hand to her cheek and her eyes filled with hot tears.
"The fuck I can't," snapped Buzz. "You cunt-lapping pervert! You ate my daughter's pussy!"
"I'm sorry, Miss Mason," mumbled Sylvia, looking away from her gaze. "I had to tell." Julie nodded miserably. "It's okay, Sylvia. Everyone had their day of reckoning. I suppose this is mine."
"Ate her pussy," Buzz repeated. His tone made Julie look at him, startled. What she saw in the brutish cop's eyes sent icy chills racing up her spine. His cold, furious eyes were running up and down her curves through her robe. Being looked at that way was nothing less than rape. And more, Julie realized with panic.
"I suppose you're going to arrest me," she whispered.
Buzz didn't hear her. His red face had a sheen of sweat. His chest heaved with rage and he kept caressing his gun handle. Julie suddenly realized she might be better off in jail.
"I'll get dressed," she said in a shaking voice, and started to turn away. His huge hand grabbed her wrist like a steel vise. The brunette gasped in pain.
"No," he rasped. "You won't get dressed. You'll get UNdressed!"
Julie's mind raced, assessing the situation rapidly. He wanted to have sex with her, that was painfully obvious. If he did, he'd compromise himself and couldn't arrest her! It was also clear to Julie now that if he did bust her, he'd have to drag his daughter into court. Being a cop, he wouldn't do that.
But, staring at his raging face, Julie knew with dread he wasn't going to just hop on and off and forget it. He had other things in mind – weird things. But why did he bring Sylvia along?
"Oh," gasped Julie. The light dawned in a blinding flash. You could see from his crazy, blazing eyes what he had in mind.
He wanted a hot three-way.
One glance at Sylvia confirmed this suspicion. Just looking at the trembling blonde, she knew he had had sex with her already. Julie's sharp instincts could read his mind like a comic strip. Every violent thought registered on his harsh features.
She nodded slowly, biting her lip against the fierce pain in her wrist.
"All right," she said in a low voice, "if you'll stop crushing my wrist, I'll get undressed."
He let go of her wrist. "In the bedroom," Julie said. They followed her to the bedroom, where Julie switched on the bedside lamp. She took off her robe.
Buzz made a low animal sound, forgetting about Sylvia completely. Kee-rist, what a body! Gorgeous, creamy tits, sexy curved ass, stunning legs. His cock throbbed in his pants eagerly. She was class – pure class from her lush nipples down to her delicate, silky cunt-hairs.
She must be lust on wheels with Sylvia. Buzz turned to his daughter. "You strip too. I wanna see exactly what she did to you. Exactly. Everything you two did together, understand?"
Flashing a wry smile at the naked brunette, Sylvia began to undress. This didn't surprise the blonde at all. She knew what her father wanted from the beginning.
"Recreate the crime, right?" Julie said sarcastically.
"Yeah," Buzz said, nodding. Sarcasm went over his crew-cut head like a rocket missile. While Sylvia stripped, he began opening dresser drawers, peering in the closet. If the hot brunette said one word about her rights being violated, he'd give her a violation she'd remember for a long, long time.
You never knew what these perverts kept stashed away. They were so kinky, you could find a closet full of dope or obscene pictures. The prospect of lusty pictures spurred Buzz to snoop in every corner. In the drawer of Julie's bedside table, he found some large silk scarves. He also brought out a gigantic dildo. His lip curled as he held it up. It was very long, curved sharply upward, with an enormous knob. Huge pimples covered its length. He turned the switch on the bottom of it and it leaped and hummed in his hand. A harness was attached to it.
"A kinky cock!" exclaimed Buzz. "The real thing ain't good enough for you, huh, lady? What's the scarves for?"
"I like to dress up when I go to bed," Julie said.
"Shit!" Buzz snapped. He tossed the dildo aside. He noticed the scarves had knots toward the end. His eyes swung to her bed-frame. Julie had carelessly left one scarf tied to a corner of her bed.
"You tie girls down with these?" Buzz said. "You tie them down and suck them off?" Julie didn't answer. Her eyes were riveted to Sylvia's tawny curves, and in spite of her fear a wild throbbing started in her lips and pussy. She decided she might as well try to enjoy her last night in town.
Because if she survived this night, she'd be moving in the morning – fast. She wasn't about to hang around with a maniac like Sylvia's father hounding her.
First she had to survive the night.
Buzz was half-right about the scarves. Julie did use them to tie girls down, although she hadn't had a chance yet in this town. The scarf already tied to the bed-frame was a hopeful preparation for what she planned for Sylvia.
She also used the scarves another way. By tying a series of tight knots in their length, you could wad one up your tender asshole, leaving a tail-end sticking out. If you jerked it out when you were coming, you felt an incredible searing thrill in your asshole and loins.
She wasn't about to tell Buzz this.
But shivers ran through her naked flesh when he laid all the scarves on top of the bed-side table, ready for use. She knew she was going to be helplessly tied down, at the mercy of a crazy cop. And his sexy, delicious daughter. Sylvia would obey him, Julie knew. She had to, poor girl. The brunette had no idea that Sylvia had sacrificed her to save her friend Cindy, or that Sylvia had been caught making it with the other girl.
As Buzz stared at the teacher's ripely curved flesh, then at his daughter's naked tits and plump, juicy ass, every wild urge in his blood boiled to the surface.
He wanted to tit-fuck the luscious brunette before ramming it to her silken pussy and hotly sensuous ass. He wanted to do so many obscenely exciting things to both naked girls that Buzz was confused, like a sailor running wild in a whorehouse.
For years he'd screwed anything he could get, usually women like the salesman's wife, Linda. Hot, eager pussy, but easy stuff – tramps. At his fingertips, he now had a sultry, wildly sexy brunette and a foxy, hot-pussied young blonde, his own daughter. And they would obey his every word, because he was the Law, and they'd committed a crime. He had them both by their curly cunt-hairs.
For the first time in his life, Buzz nearly shot off in his pants out of sheer excitement.
"Start," he rasped. "Just like it happened before, every single thing. Move it!"
Sylvia lay down on the bed, spreading her legs. They both knew Buzz couldn't possibly know what they'd done before, not in detail. Sylvia also knew the magic words that turned her father on, "eat pussy."
When Julie lay down on top of her panting flesh, Sylvia whispered in her ear. "I had to tell him because he caught me in bed with another girl! I had to save her, Julie. He wants to see us eat pussy, so you'd better go down on me!"
"I knew you wouldn't betray me unless you had a good reason, darling," murmured Julie. "We might as well enjoy ourselves while we can. But I'm getting the hell out of town as soon as he leaves!"
"Good idea," whispered Sylvia. "I'll be all right, I think I can handle him. Just hang in until he gets his rocks off."
The brunette kissed the trembling blonde girl passionately on the mouth, snaking her tongue deep. They rubbed their hot, silky tits together and Julie made lewd fucking motions with her pussy, starting an obscene friction in their cunts.
After a minute, both girls forgot completely about Buzz; The original fierce attraction that brought them together was rekindled feverishly.
Buzz slowly undressed, hypnotized by the lusty spectacle on the bed. He'd never seen two sexy girls kissing and feeling each other's tits and asses, and his pounding prick oozed jism like a dripping faucet. The stark contrast of their bodies fired his deep excitement. The ripe brunette's skin was creamy, while Sylvia's flesh was golden-hued. He kept his eyes on Julie's lush, naked ass as the brunette slid down and started sucking on the blonde's panting tits.
Naked, Buzz sat on the edge of the bed so he could get a close-up view. His crimson cock quivered between his hairy thighs. He started feeling Julie's silky ass when she crouched on her knees between Sylvia's wide-spread thighs.
The teacher ignored him, concentrating all her inspired attention on the blonde's pink, hotly sucking cunt. She moaned as she teased Sylvia's juicy cunt lips with the tip of her tongue. The delicious taste of Sylvia's tender pussy sent a hot thrill through her lips and tongue.
She began sucking off the moaning, panting girl with deep lashes of her tongue, losing herself completely in the juicy fragrance of young cunt in heat.
Buzz's jaw dropped and his eyes bulged. Sylvia was gasping furiously, and she raised her knees high to dig her bare heels into Julie's shoulders. She twined her fingers in Julie's hair and tugged as she fucked her mouth savagely, starting to come in hot torrents of cunt-juice.
"Oh God, your hot mouth!" panted Sylvia, no longer giving a damn about her father's presence. "Oh my wild pussy! Ooooooo, I'm cominggggg, unnnnng!"
Torn between fury and obscene fascination, Buzz watched his naked daughter spasm and shudder in a frenzy of bliss. This was it for him – the ultimate sin – a sexy, feverish swinger giving his own daughter a torrid blow-job before his eyes. If he hadn't been so lewdly riveted to the depraved sight, Buzz would have gotten his thick leather belt and whacked the brunette's creamy ass.
It occurred to his inflamed brain that from the wild sounds coming from Sylvia and the passionate way the lusty music teacher was devouring his daughter's pussy, it must feel terrific for both of them. It had to taste juicy and thrilling, or the brunette wouldn't be digging her mouth down there so frantically. Buzz was now in a raging dilemma. He wanted to shove the brunette roughly aside and burrow his own mouth down to Sylvia's hot pink cunt, to satisfy his overpowering curiosity. But at the same time, he knew only freako-weirdo-kinko perverts ate pussy. That would make him a pussy-eating pervert. Only these two would know, but suppose Sylvia went around town telling everyone her rugged father, the toughtest cop in town, was a dainty cunt-lapper?
A strangled sound escaped Buzz's throat. He never could handle mental conflicts, and this was his toughtest problem. A man of action, only forceful action could solve his seething conflict.
He got up on the mattress, behind Julie's naked, ripe ass. He seized her hips. He placed his boiling knob against her fiery cuntlips. With a brutal thrust, he slammed his long hard-on deep into her silken cunt.
The brunette shuddered, and the breath pushed from her lungs from the force of his piercing prick. Instantly, hot thrills tore through her pussy. Whatever else you could say about Sylvia's gorilla-father, he had the biggest, hottest cock she'd ever hugged fiercely in her slippery cunt.
It was especially exciting after the slow, dreamy session of screwing she'd had with her hung guitar student. Although Julie feared violence, she was so deliriously aroused from the sweet taste of Sylvia's squirming cunt beneath her lips, she actually welcomed Buzz's savagely throbbing prick ripping hotly inside her.
Julie's pussy was every bit as hot and wild as it looked, Buzz was finding out. He dug his harsh fingers into her soft, ass-flesh as he fucked her relentlessly. He watched the feverish brunette suck his daughter's rosy cunt while he pounded his prick in her boiling flesh. Maybe, Buzz thought hopefully, just maybe the feel of a real stud's whopper prick inside her madly sucking pussy would cure the perverted music teacher.
Whatever else she did, Buzz didn't want Julie cured too soon. Not while he was fucking her, anyway. Because watching the sexy, hot-assed teacher going down ravenously on his naked, frenzied daughter was exciting him to a blazing peak of lust.
It was Sylvia's first three-way too, and as crude and brutal as her father was, the shuddering blonde couldn't take her eyes off him. He was so primitive and raw as he pumped his thick crimson cock deep in Julie's thighs, like a caveman raging with lust. Sylvia rubbed her dripping pussy with violent excitement to the brunette's burning mouth.
Julie started climaxing from the battering of Buzz's cock. She screamed in her throat and sucked at the blonde's sweet, gushing pussy with wanton greed, her face smothered with steaming cunt juice.
Buzz could see both naked girls were coming wildly, and for the second time that night he felt the jism being sucked from his loins with electrifying passion. The teacher's tight cunt was a mass of silken wet fire, spasming and flexing on his prick. Buzz groaned and held his breath. No one made Buzz Watkins come when he didn't want to! No one.
Except his luscious daughter. And now, the creamy-assed, madly thrashing brunette.
All three of them were coming at once, and the mattress heaved lustfully beneath their jerking bodies. Julie was sandwiched between daughter and father. The wildly panting blonde raped her mouth with her fiery cunt. The naked, grunting man behind her spurted his load deep in her thrilled cunt.
The cop pulled his limp cock out, gasping for air. There were a lot of things Buzz was doing he had never done before, he had noticed angrily. He was heaving for breath, which he hardly ever did. It used to be his claim that he could screw the stable of an entire whorehouse without panting once. Those days were obviously gone forever.
They were making him come now against his will, too. Their greedy, fiercely sucking pussies were getting control of his cock, by God!
Well, at least they didn't have him cringing on all fours, eating pussy like a freako-pervert. Not yet, anyway.
The meanest cop in town didn't know it, but his castle was on a very shaky foundation. His wife had been fucking around for years behind his back. She was even eating hot young pussy, the greatest possible sin besides smoking dope and fucking virgins.
Of course, he told himself quickly, he'd taken his daughter's hot cherry, but that was different – a father's duty, in this particular case. What made it special was that Buzz feared someone else was going to beat him to it. They had, long ago, but he was blissfully ignorant of that fact.
As Buzz climbed off the bed and watched Sylvia continue to grind her honeyed pussy in lusty gyrations against the brunette's frantic lips, he felt a new stab of anger.
He'd caught his daughter being lustfully fucked by Cindy, using a vibrator. If he'd come just a few minutes earlier, he was certain he would have seen both sexy, naked girls eating each other's pussies. Goddamn, he'd missed that!
It still hadn't occurred to Buzz's dim mind that the depraved acts he raved against most were the very ones he yearned desperately to watch. He was also mercifully unaware that his precious daughter smoked and fucked virgins. She'd taken Cindy's cherry with her mother's vibrator, the same one Buzz had caught Cindy twisting obscenely in Sylvia's hotly sucking cunt.
The complex and startling patterns of human sexual behavior had always baffled and angered Buzz Watkins. He didn't understand why all men didn't do exactly as he did, rap out orders to 'em, fuck 'em brutally dog-style, whack their asses the minute they got out of line, and fuck their ripe tits, coming all over the naked mounds and forcing them to lick up the come.
In Buzz's harsh, jungle of a world, men were men, not pussy-eating kinkos. Men got on top, never on bottom. Men showed their affection with a hard slap on the ass, not mooning and slobbering kisses all over the place. Macho men used their pricks like swinging nightsticks, not teasing feathers.
Society was crumbling before Buzz's horrified eyes nowadays, where men wore their hair down to their shoulders, like simpering girls. They got on the bottom, ate pussy, smoked weed, and were mortified at the thought of whacking a woman's ass when she gave you lip.
Buzz didn't understand any of it. It just didn't occur to his infuriated brain that if a girl could give a man a feverishly exciting blowjob, the man could do the same for the girl. Or that, if he didn't, someone else would, as was the case with his wife, who, after fucking a number of men on the sly, found one who not only liked to lap her fiery pussy, but shared his young, horny daughter with her.
Yet Buzz was almost in that same position, watching his beautiful daughter get hungrily sucked off by a passionate woman. Had someone foolishly pointed out to the cop that he might be a hypocrite, Buzz might have drilled him right between the eyes with his hefty magnum.
Buzz also observed that the cardinal sin, pussy-eating, had to have something strange going for it, because the moaning, eager brunette still had her mouth locked to Sylvia's cunt, and his frantic daughter was still sobbing and coming and jerking her soft hips in wild shudders of ecstasy.
Buzz's long cock rose again as he watched. The teacher suddenly sat up, her tits heaving furiously. She licked her lips. Buzz noted her eyes were glazed and her face was coated with cunt honey.
More than ever, Buzz wanted to go down on his daughter's tawny pussy. And more than ever, he didn't dare. One of these nights, though, he'd sneak in Sylvia's bed and dip his tongue down there, real fast-like, just for a quick whiff and taste, that's all.
"Go wash your face;" he told Julie with contempt. "You got pussy all over it."
"Try it yourself sometime," Julie retorted. "You might be crazy about it."
His eyes narrowed on her lush curves as she headed for the kitchen. By God, that one needed a hard lesson. No simple whack on the ass was going to fill her with respect. Buzz's eyes went to the scarves on the bedside table, then to his massive leather belt.
Buzz loomed over Sylvia, who lay panting and twitching with her lingering thrills.
"Get up," Buzz told her ominously. "When she comes back, we're gonna tie her down. I'm gonna teach her a lesson about respecting the law."
Sylvia opened her mouth to argue and quickly shut it again. She'd only enrage him further, and he'd take it out on poor Julie. Sylvia tried bribery instead.
She got up and clutched his throbbing prick in her hot first. Jerking it gently, she rubbed it to her soft belly, feeling his sticky jism oozing out onto her flesh. She rubbed her naked tits against his chest at the same time.
"Don't hurt her, Daddy," she whispered. "Why don't you leave her alone? If you do, I'll be good to you, every night. When Mommy's asleep, I'll be waiting for you in my bed, okay?"
"You'll be waiting anyway," rasped Buzz. "Don't worry, baby girl, I won't hurt her. I just want to scare her so she won't pull that kinky stuff again, see?"
Sylvia wisely refrained from pointing out that she'd just pulled that kinky stuff at his command, and that it had excited her father to the point of savagely fucking the brunette while she was going down on Sylvia.
Julie came back to the bedroom, her face scrubbed clean, Buzz saw with satisfaction. "Get on the bed on your belly," Buzz ordered. "Spread out your arms and legs. You're gonna get crucified," he chuckled.
Julie did exactly as she was told, trembling as Buzz used the silk scarves to bind her wrists and ankles tightly. Julie was frightened, but she knew there was justice in the wind.
She'd made a hasty phone call while she was supposed to be washing her face.
The brunette had too much fighting spirit to take her brutal rape lying down. Using the phone extension in the kitchen, Julie dialed Sylvia's home phone number with trembling fingers. On the third ring a woman's voice answered, "Mrs. Watkins here."
"Listen," Julie whispered hoarsely, "your husband and daughter are having an orgy with me. My address is 121 Sutton Drive, Apartment 3. I'll leave the door unlocked. Hurry!"
She hung up the phone and quickly padded to her front door, which she unbolted. Then Julie came striding back into the bedroom, quiet satisfaction humming in her blood.
No matter what the crazy bastard did to her now, he was going to have some very heavy explaining to do. To his own wife. And whatever else happened, Julie would be off the hook long enough to pack her clothes and run. Because the meanest cop in town was going to be very busy explaining what he was doing with his naked daughter and another sexy woman, who was tied down on her own bed.
The scarves were tied so tightly to her wrists and ankles that the trembling brunette gritted her teeth. She twisted her head to see him grimly unsnapping his holster and removing his thick belt from his pants. Julie took a series of deep breaths to brace herself. Now it all depended on how long it took for Buzz's wife to get over here. If she came.
Of course she'd come! Julie thought frantically. No woman in the world would ignore a phone call like that. The beautiful part of it was that Sylvia was off the hook, too. A schoolgirl her age wouldn't be responsible for a lewd orgy like this. Even the truth sounded ridiculous!
To distract her from the torment that was coming, Julie imagined Buzz trying to explain the situation. His daughter confessed that she'd had sex with her music teacher. As a result, Buzz, an officer of the law, took his daughter to the offender's apartment, where he had both women strip and recreate the crime! He then proceeded to brutally screw the offender, after she'd eaten his daughter's pussy again.
The dumbest woman in the world wouldn't buy that one.
Buzz, keeping his burning gaze on the naked brunette's creamy ass and long legs, wrapped the belt buckle around his fist, leaving a long leather tail. Sylvia watched with wide-eyed fright as her father approached the bed. Instead of lashing out with the belt on Julie's helpless ass, Buzz surprised them both.



CHAPTER EIGHT


He climbed up to the head of the bed, placing his back to the wall. He placed a foot on each side of Julie's ribs, with his knees drawn up and his enormous red hard-on looming directly in front of Julie's face.
He gripped her long hair and jerked her head up sharply, so that she faced his prick. "Now listen, you pussy-freak, we're gonna play a game," Buzz said. "I wanna see if you're as nice to a big cock as you are to a hot little pussy. You're gonna suck me off, lady – use those hot lips as if your life depended on it. Every time you disappoint me, you're gonna get one of these."
He suddenly brought the leather belt down over her naked ass-cheeks in a sharp, stinging blow. Julie yelped and her ass quivered madly, turning red.
"Ready?" Buzz asked. His eyes were on her sultry lips, wet and parted. Julie seized his long prick in her fiery mouth. She started her blow-job with fierce suction, cutting out all the fancy frills.
"Jesus!" Buzz exclaimed. After Linda, even after Sylvia, the feverish brunette's boiling mouth was like wildfire on his cock. She knew how to use her slithering tongue, too, churning it around his knob to make him gasp with intense pleasure.
She was trying to suck up his load as quickly as possible to avoid prolonged punishment. Buzz had come so many times tonight, between the salesman's lewdly hot wife, his own feverish daughter and, finally, up Julie's silken, wild cunt, that he figured he could hold out for at least fifteen minutes.
Not from the way she was whipping her juicy mouth right now, he wouldn't. No wonder Sylvia went crazy with delight! Her tight, luscious lips sent mad tingles through his prick.
She wasn't disappointing him in the slightest, but just to prove how mean he was, Buzz brought the belt down savagely on her naked ass. The brunette moaned painfully, but kept right on sucking his cock with furious lust.
Julie was growing profoundly excited, not only from the searing mass of cock ramming her mouth, but from the stinging pain on her ass-flesh. Julie adored beautiful asses on girls, and she loved to spank them before kissing and sucking on the hot flesh.
But she was getting a harsh taste of her own medicine, and to her astonishment she liked it! She even began to like the feel of being helplessly tied down, of feeling weak and humble beneath the cop's brutish prick.
But Christ, would he ever come? She sucked with all her wanton power on his burning cock, wishing she had at least one hand free to jerk it as well. A few drops of jism seeped into her eager mouth, and Julie moaned hotly and worked her lips faster, craving his whole load. Standing at the foot of the bed, Sylvia watched with heaving tits and wide eyes. Poor Julie! For a minute she hesitated to interfere. Then she decided to hell with her father, she couldn't stand to see the lush brunette suffer so horribly.
Sylvia sat on the bed, beside Julie's tits. She kept a cautious distance from the flailing belt. She slid her hand underneath the bound teacher's body, down to her throbbing wet cunt. The blonde slipped a finger into her juicy cunt and began lewdly finger-fucking Julie, making her shudder wildly. At least if she came, it would help take her mind off her torment.
But Julie was enjoying her punishment immensely, although she didn't know why. Possibly it was because Buzz's massive hard-on ramming her mouth held the lusty promise of a wild load of jism, and the sensuous brunette loved thick, creamy cum almost as much as she loved sweet cunt honey. Julie was crazy about oral sex – with both sexes.
Being tied down aroused her wildly, too. She was growing a little weary of constantly manipulating and dominating innocent boys and girls, always secretly anxious about being caught. She'd finally been caught, and there was a deep relief from the endless tension. Now someone was totally dominating her, and she was beginning to crave it.
Every time the thick leather belt tore down on her tender ass, Julie felt a strange bliss mingle with her white-hot pain. She'd always associated spanking with sex, because she loved sexy hot asses. What the brutal cop was doing to her was wilder than any spanking, but there was a delicious thrill to her punishment, an eerie ecstasy beneath the pain.
Buzz's long cock was quivering suspensefully in her boiling mouth, growing bigger and hotter. Julie sucked to a torrid rhythm on his cock, her cunt starting to gush juice fiercely as Sylvia's finger pumped deep. She also noticed that every time Buzz brought the leather belt down on her naked ass, her asshole flexed savagely, which caused her pussy to spasm.
She began to come in great, shuddering waves that made her creamy flesh tremble from head to toe.
Buzz watched his daughter masturbate the helpless brunette with a confused torrent of emotions. He wanted to eat the naked blonde more feverishly than ever now. She was disobeying him, dammit!
But, Jesus, they were sexy together! Suddenly Buzz didn't want to come in the brunette's boiling mouth. He jerked his cock away, leaving Julie moaning and gasping. A wild new urge had sprung up in the cop's blood.
He wanted to ram his enormous dick into Sylvia's luscious, tawny ass. That had to be a cherry, for sure.
He got off the bed and tossed his belt aside. Sylvia continued to eagerly finger-fuck Julie and suck on her tits.
Buzz jerked her up roughly by the arm. With an effort, he summoned the magic words. "Go down on her!" he ordered his trembling daughter. "Eat her pussy!"
His prick, coated with Julie's shiny spit, leaped even higher when the blonde eagerly scrambled between the teacher's creamy wet thighs. Sylvia lay on her belly, spreading her silken legs out. First she showered hot kisses on the brunette's naked, tormented ass, as if apologizing for her father's cruelty.
Then the madly aroused girl crushed her face to Julie's ripe ass and slithered her tongue deep into Julie's pink sucking cunt-flesh.
Buzz realized he'd gone all the way now. He'd ordered his daughter to go down on another girl's pussy, but he told himself sternly this did not make Sylvia a kinko-hippie-pervert. She wasn't doing it of her own free will, she was doing it because he ordered her to!
Ignoring the twisted logic of his inflamed brain, the wildly aroused cop stood at the foot of the bed. He hoisted Sylvia up by her silky thighs. She kept her mouth eagerly locked to Julie's squirming hot pussy.. Buzz banged his cockhead clumsily against her ass-crack, probing for her tiny asshole.
Because Sylvia was wriggling her plump ass feverishly, he didn't make contact with her juicy asshole until his fifth try. When his knob was securely against her tender asshole. Buzz lunged forward with brute power.
Sylvia lurched and screamed, her cry muffled against Julie's spasming cunt. The blonde trembled madly, feeling as if someone had rammed a boiling baseball bat up her delicate asshole.
But the more she wriggled and tried to escape, the more agonizing it became. For a minute, Buzz simply held his cock firm in her boiling asshole, feeling it throb and quiver with delicious pleasure.
The triumph singing in the cop's blood was, unfortunately, based on fiction. He was convinced he was getting Sylvia's ass cherry. As he was with her hot pussy, he was wrong again. Sylvia had been fucked in her tender ass more than once, first by the man who took her cherry, the high school teacher, then by a number of eager boys.
The difference was that her father was much bigger than any of them, and that he'd caught her by surprise. Sylvia recalled that if she tried to relax and went along with the savage ass rape, it wouldn't hurt nearly as much. After a while, she'd get her rocks off this way, especially because she was eating Julie's delicious wild pussy.
As Buzz began thrusting powerfully, Sylvia wriggled and fought to catch her breath. Each savage lunge sent flashes of fire through her tawny ass, but the exciting taste of the brunette's gushing come in her mouth eased the pain.
In her panting bliss, Julie twisted her head around to see Buzz ravaging his daughter's naked ass. The bastard! Where was his wife! She should have been here by now, Julie thought furiously. If only she came now, how perfect it would be!
She would find her naked daughter eating a strange woman's pussy, at her father's command, while her husband was raping his daughter in her tender ass.
Julie moaned and trembled, coming again in Sylvia's eager, stinging mouth. The blonde's sucking was so feverish and hot, Julie's pussy was getting numb. Where was she!



CHAPTER NINE


By nature, Velma Watkins was not a suspicious woman. But after living with her husband for sixteen years, she was not only suspicious – she was paranoid.
A voluptuous blonde with striking large tits and an ass that was almost comically sexy, Velma had peered into Sylvia's bedroom when she got home. There she found a bra and a pair of panties on the floor, both cut with scissors. She knew for a fact they were not Sylvia's underthings.
She knew this because she often poked around in her daughter's underthings, looking for soiled panties. When she found a pair with traces of Sylvia's cuntjuice in the crotch, Velma lustfully sniffed and licked them while she pumped her vibrator deep in her hot pussy, until she came in fierce gushes of pussy juice.
Velma often fantasized taking Sylvia's cherry with her vibrator, after going down on her for an hour or two, of course. She'd just recently discovered the strange joys of pussy-eating from her boyfriend's daughter, who was no match for Sylvia when it came to sexy curves and a pretty face.
In her daughter's bedroom, Velma also found her vibrator, lying on the soiled bed-sheets. As if this weren't enough, there were lengths of nylon cord tied to the bed-frame.
What the hell was going on in this house? Buzz's wife made herself a stiff drink and sat down with a cigarette, thinking deeply. Something had obviously happened to Sylvia. Should she call the cops?
She was married to one, she recalled with disgust.
All sorts of lurid and frightening possibilities raced through Velma's mind.
Hardly a genius, she was nevertheless smarter than her husband. Glancing at her watch, Velma realized he would be off duty in another thirty minutes or so. Should she wait or call now?
Her dilemma was solved for her when the phone rang. Velma quickly answered. A woman's husky voice spoke rapidly and hung up. For a few minutes, Velma sat, blinking her eyes, gulping a fresh drink and wondering what the hell was going on.
The woman said Velma's husband and daughter were having an orgy with her. Now what kind of weird bullshit was that? It just didn't sound possible, not with Buzz Watkins, who believed that all freako-perverts who had orgies should be lined up against a brick wall and shot down with sub-machine guns.
Velma herself had just come from a swinging three-way, and in fact she was a trifle pissed because she'd had to cut the delicious triangle short in order to be home before her husband arrived.
But the woman sounded dead serious. Velma shook her head and made herself still another stiff drink. Was it a trap? Did her violent ape-like husband know about her lusty affair with the adult bookstore owner and his daughter?
It smelled suspiciously like some sort of trap to Velma. But if it were true, then Velma's hot lust would be on easy street.
Because she'd catch Buzz in the act with Sylvia and this unknown woman. With that kind of leverage, Velma would end up having sex with her gorgeous daughter, too. It sounded just too good to be true. It just had to be some sort of cunning trap on her jealous husband's part.
But what about the mangled bra and panties upstairs, and her vibrator and the ropes on the bed? Had Buzz flipped his lid finally and tied Sylvia down and raped her with the vibrator?
That didn't make sense, either, not with Buzz's enormous prick. In spite of his crazed vendetta against freako-pussy-eating-perverts and dope-infested-virgin-fucking-bastards, Buzz Watkins could do anything her vibrator could do, and better. She had to say that for the maniac.
Velma gulped her drink down, trying to decide. If she hadn't been so paranoid and feverishly cautious from living with Buzz for so many years, she would have shot out the door the minute she got the phone call.
But what did she have to lose by checking it out?
"Nothing," Velma said aloud. And if it were true, oh wowwwwww! She would, after all these frustrating, madly exasperating long years with the raging pervert-smasher, have him by his big, hairy balls.
He would have to share Sylvia with her. And, to cap it off, Velma could continue her hot action on the side with her horny boyfriend and his daughter.
What was she waiting for?
The address! Was it 123 Sutton Drive, Apartment 1? Or 121 Sutton Drive, Apartment 3? She should have written it down!
After living with a man who made all her decisions for her for so many years, including when to wash her pussy and wag her overripe ass, Velma was not big on efficiency.
But when she finally moved, it was with grim-jawed purpose. She'd check both addresses out!
First, Velma had to stop at a gas station and get directions to Sutton Drive. She carefully wrote them down. Then she drove to 123, which had to be it, because his car was parked at the curb.
Velma strode up the stairs, wishing she'd had one more stiff drink before she'd left. But she'd face him on his own raw terms this time, if it wasn't a trap.
She pressed her ear to the door of Apartment 3. She heard low screams and a growl she definitely recognized. Softly, Velma opened the door. She slipped inside the apartment. She headed toward the obscene sounds – the bedroom. The door was open.
She stepped in the doorway, focusing her eyes.
What Velma saw made her lusty breasts heave and her sultry mouth open wide. It was Buzz, all right, and he was screwing Sylvia. In the ass! Tied down on the bed was a beautiful, long-legged brunette. And Sylvia was eating her pussy!
Velma could only stand and gape in shock. After all the years of listening to her husband rant and rave about pussy-eating perverts, after being savagely back-handed by the gorilla for hinting that he might go down on her pussy, it was the most beautiful sight Velma had ever seen.
She did not know what the term poetic justice meant, but it was what she witnessed. She took a deep breath. "Buzz Watkins!" she roared, coming up to the bed. "Buzz Watkins, you are a pervert!"
Buzz's jaw dropped open and he jerked his head, astonished. He stopped in mid-stroke in Sylvia's hotly wriggling ass. His lips worked without sound. His ordinarily red face turned ghostly white.
"It's Velma," he finally whispered. "Holy shit in a puddle – it's Velma!"
Sylvia raised her face from Julie's madly sucking cunt. Her eyes widened in shock, too. "Oh Christ, it's Mommy," she gasped. "Yes, it's Mommy," Velma said quickly, pushing her husband back roughly. His prick had gone completely limp at the first shock of his wife's voice and it now slipped easily out of Sylvia's churning asshole.
In sixteen years, Velma had never even thought of striking her husband, not if she valued her life. But when she'd shoved him away from Sylvia, he winced and drew back without a word.
"Poor girl," crooned Velma, hugging Sylvia's naked curves tightly to her body. Velma's sharp eyes, however, were on the brunette's pink, dripping pussy. God, she'd love a whiff of that! A few hundred laps would be fine, too.
"How did you find out we were here?" Buzz asked timidly.
"I passed your car outside," Velma lied. Whoever the stacked brunette was, Velma didn't want her blamed. Not if there was a chance the lust-inspired blonde could get a piece of that later on. Lucky little Sylvia!
"How do you explain this?" Velma demanded, glaring at her naked husband. It was the first time she'd ever seen him at a complete loss for words.
On the bed, Julie heaved a deep, trembling sigh of relief. All she had to do now was get the whole wacky crew out of here so she could pack her stuff and leave town. There was no possible way she was going to live in the same town as Buzz Watkins, not even for his sexy daughter's sake.
"Well," Buzz stammered, thinking desperately. His brain lumbered fiercely, finding nothing.
"Well, Velma," he whispered, "it ain't easy."
"I would deeply appreciate it," Julie said from the bed, "if someone would untie me. And if you would all leave my apartment, before I call the police."
Buzz was about to roar that he was the police, but he felt ridiculous. How in hell was he going to explain it all to Velma? He got it then, and his face brightened. Christ knew he'd heard the expression often enough around the police station.
"Temporary insanity!" he said. "Yeah, that's what I've got, Velma – temporary insanity!"
His wife curled her lip with scorn as Sylvia freed herself from her suffocating grasp and untied Julie.
"Temporary bullshit," snapped Velma. "Let's get out of here and go home and talk. Well, dress!" she ordered Buzz.
His brain churning in deep thought, Buzz wasn't even aware that she was ordering him around. He dressed with mechanical fingers, still frantically searching for something that sounded halfway reasonable. Should he tell her about Julie and Sylvia? And Sylvia and Cindy? But how in hell would that explain what he was doing screwing Sylvia in the ass, while their daughter was sucking off the brunette, who was tied down?
When Buzz and Sylvia were dressed, Velma herded them toward the door. She had the upper hand now, and she seethed with victory. It might not last, but it felt glorious while she had it.
"Wait," cried Sylvia. She ran back to Julie and kissed her passionately on the lips. "Please write me!" she begged. "I want to see you again."
"I will," Julie promised.
While this happened, Velma sidled over to the bedside table. While Julie was hugging Sylvia, she quickly snatched the giant custom-tailored vibrator Julie had such high hopes for, and stuffed it down in her large purse. Her boyfriend had a few of those in stock, but she intended to use this one tonight.
On Sylvia.
Buzz didn't see this. He was absorbed in deep, tormented thought. How do you explain something like this? he wondered furiously. Of all the chickenshit coincidences, having his wife spot his cop car outside the apartment!
They all left Julie's apartment in grim silence. Velma hugged Sylvia's shoulder to her. "You'll sleep with me tonight, darling. For your own protection."
Buzz's face turned beet-red. His bleak mind searched for one bright spot in all this, and he finally found it.
At least he wasn't caught eating pussy!
He was about to tell Velma this, when he decided that sounded pretty dumb, too. After all, She'd caught him, screwing Sylvia in her luscious ass.
As Buzz drove home, Sylvia realized her mother was gently caressing her thigh – not really sexually yet, but working up to it.
Sylvia sighed and looked out the car window. Oh well, she wasn't really surprised. Her mother was actually pretty sexy, in an overblown way. She wondered if Julie would write her. She'd miss the striking brunette.
But she had sweet Cindy to console her. "I'm sleeping by myself tonight," Sylvia announced suddenly. "By myself! I need a rest, dammit. Everybody wants my ass." There was a stunned silence in the cop car. Buzz coughed and spoke up. "Well, you gotta admit, Sylvia, it's a pretty cute ass." For a smoking, virgin-fucking little girl, thought Sylvia dryly.
In her apartment, Julie packed calmly. Damned if she would spend another night in this town, not with that crew cut maniac, his leather belt and enormous prick! Julie realized how ironic it was that she'd come to a small, peaceful town to straighten her lusty act out, and the whole thing came crashing down in one wild day.
She decided, as she packed, that she would head for a city this – time San Francisco. No more small towns for Julie, no more sweet country pussy and crazy cops for her. There were sexy girls and strapping boys in big cities, too.
But every time, from now on, whenever Julie would see a cop, she would get a funny feeling in the pit of her stomach, and a strange urge to be punished.
And she would wonder if, just by chance, he had a wide-eyed, hotly curved, golden-haired daughter…
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