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CHAPTER ONE


Lane's cold eyes moved over the casino with a flat, bored expression, but his mind whirred constantly. From his perch, a quiet black throne set six feet high in the center of the gambling pit, he could see everything – the crowded green crap tables, the greedy faces, the rows of noisily clicking slot machines, the fast-moving blackjack tables, the spinning roulette wheels. His eyes darted over to the bar and narrowed. He picked up the phone beside him and pushed a button. Instantly a voice answered.
"Security, sir?"
"See that broad in blue at the end of the bar? She's hustling. Get her ass out of here, but quietly."
"Yes sir."
He put the phone down and watched. Two security guards quietly threaded their way through the crowded casino toward the stacked brunette at the end of the bar. She was talking earnestly to a well-dressed business type beside her when one of the guards interrupted. Her face – pretty but too thick and garish with makeup – became angry and she slammed her drink down. She spoke in a shrill voice, which even Lane, ten yards away, could hear, but then the guard broke in, reached for the walkie-talkie on his belt and she suddenly seemed to sag. She shrugged, picked up her purse and let herself be quietly escorted out of the casino. Lane watched her lush curves move interestingly. He calculated with long experience that she was a fifty-dollar hooker. He didn't object to hustlers working his casino, but nothing less than the hundred-dollar class would do for the Green Wheel. You let the cheap floozies in and the next thing you knew the place would be crawling with them, the plush atmosphere tainted. The guard had threatened to call the regular cops and have her busted, and that always worked since they all had records.
Lane continued his restless search, watching for anything and everything that might lead to trouble. His seat was nearly invisible in the center of the casino because of the harsh lighting over the tables while his chair was in darkness. Lane was the casino manager for the Green Wheel in Reno, and he oversaw the entire operation with the eyes of years of experience. His eyes now glanced overhead at the mirrored ceiling. Fucking guards had better not be asleep up there. Two guards roamed catwalks above, watching everything below through one-way mirrors – not just the throngs of customer but the dealers as well. It was the dealers who suffered from the temptation of handling all that unaccountable cash and chips. The dealers usually did the actual stealing, rarely the customers.
A sharp dealer could take up to five thousand a day from the house in a number of ways, but usually with an agent, an accomplice who was a customer. With deft, practiced movements a dealer could pay off double in the bat of an eyelash, or pretend to pick up a bet but gently flick it back so his – or her – accomplice could palm it and use it again. Lane's eyes now rested with a smolder of lust on one blackjack dealer. She was new – only twenty two or three, with a gorgeous pair of tits, a succulently curvey ass and long legs. And every night when she got off shift she left alone. Interesting. His phone rang softly and he picked it up.
"Hey, honey, bring us home a goodie tonight, huh?"
Shit. His wife was drunk again. "Why don't you ease upon the juice, Vera?"
"Why don't you bring me home a luscious chunk with a boiling pussy?" she giggled. "Something hot and juicy for Vera to suck on while you watch? You know you love that, Lane, you know how it turns you on, stud, hnunmm?"
Bitch. He was getting a fierce hard-on just from talking to her. He had to say one thing for his torrid young wife in spite of her drinking and craziness and screwing around – she was the sexiest piece he'd ever had, with tawny skin and hot, eager lips and plump curves that could trigger an erection just thinking about them. She had the hottest, most insatiable mouth and cunt in creation, like electrifying velvet sockets, like madly sucking animals on fire.
And when she went at it with another girl, Lane was in sheer ecstasy. Vera could tease and torment and arouse almost any woman to the point of utter madness, using her fingers and lips and tits and eternally soaked pussy with frantic lust, until they were fainting or begging for mercy. And then Lane would join the action, his thick powerful cock throbbing savagely in response to their soft hot flesh, getting it up and coming three and four times in succession. But teasing wasn't all that Vera liked to do to luscious young girls. She had a crazy streak in her that could drive her helpless partner into a nut-house.
"Come on, Lane," Vera's husky voice urged now, "Bring me home a hot one, honey. Tonight I want a pair of beautiful big tits, all fat and silky and hot, hmmm! Sprinkle sugar on 'em and lick it off – tease 'em and love 'em and suck 'em 'til they're screaming with happiness and then…"
Lane slammed his phone down. It was useless talking to her when she was this drunk. But the fact was she'd given him an immense hard-on and he was almost tempted to run home for a wild quickie – plunge it in, whip it out, return satisfied.
His phone buzzed again and he snapped it up.
"Goddamnit, Vera, I told you to sober up!"
"This is security upstairs," a voice broke in.
"Well, what is it?" Lane said irritably, glancing up at the mirrored ceiling.
"I think I got one for you, Mr. Lane," the voice said excitedly.
Suddenly Lane was alert, sitting tensely up. "Who, Goddamnit? Where?"
"The cute new dealer on table four. Well, I've been watching her for about an hour now, and I think she's got an agent – the guy in seat five with the red tie and blazer. She's double-paying him on wins and once in a while not collecting on losses."
Lane's blood was seething now, with a mixture of fury mid lingering lust from his wife's voice.
"Are you sure?"
"Just about, Mr. Lane," the voice said. "I mean, I saw her double-pay four times in the past thirty minutes, all big bets too. I've had the camera on her for almost an hour. You want me to rush the film downstairs for developing?"
"Yeah, right away, pronto. I want to be absolutely sure on this one, you understand? Which guard is this anyway?"
"Name's Johnson, sir."
"Damn good work, Johnson," Lane said, biting his lip. "If you're right about this one, I'll see that you get a hundred-buck bonus. Now move your ass on that film."
"Yes sir."
Lane put the phone back, lighting a cigarette and running his eyes over the new blackjack dealer through the swirls of smoke. Absolutely gorgeous ass and legs to boot. So the bitch was working with her boyfriend, hm? The film was always the crusher, removing all doubt. When they were confronted with slow-motion pictures, they had a variety of reactions. Some would panic and try to run. Some would break down and cry. Some would claim it was a mistake, a series of slips – that's all. The women dealers almost always broke down and cried. The casinos did not call in the regular cops in such cases. It was a private internal matter and they dealt out their own brands of justice. First offense, slap on the wrist, withhold their paychecks and fire them on the spot. You could never trust a thief in this business, never!
Second offense – that became a bit harsher. A blacklist was circulated throughout all the casinos in the state and if their description was on the blacklist it meant they'd been caught before. Second offense meant a nice thorough beating for the male dealers, a brutal slapping around for the women.
And if they'd been caught twice before?
Lane exhaled smoke through his nostrils and raked his cold eyes over the blackjack dealer's lush ass. Third offense could mean hospitalization, but if they'd been caught too many times or especially if they'd stolen too much from the house… Well, the desert was an awfully vast and desolate place. No tombstones, just bye, bye thief. You simply did not fuck with the big boys' money so lightly.
Lane glanced at his watch. She'd only been on shift about an hour or so and still had seven to go. She was so dumb and anxious to steal she didn't even wait to get into her work-shift, the greedy little bitch. He knew instinctively this would be her first offense. For one thing, she'd been spotted too easily and for another, an experienced thief would wait until later in the evening when the action got heavier, so they'd be much harder to spot.
Okay. The film would be done in about five more minutes. But there'd be no gentle slap on the wrist for this juicy little honey. Not while he had this terrific hard-on. Lane picked up the phone and told the operator to get his home. His wife's slurred voice answered.
"Listen, you ripe-titted little slut," Lane muttered, "I want you sober in exactly one hour understand? Nothing but black coffee. And get the ropes and the whip and the dildo out."
Her squeal of excitement rang in his ear.
"Ooooo! You're bringing home something nice, Lane? Something hot and juicy for Vera?"
"Bet your sweet ass," he pinned, watching the young dealer's curves sway as she flicked out cards like a machine. "A real honey, Vera. And she needs a lesson too. Now I want you sober, Goddamnit! It'll be anywhere from an hour to two hours."
"I'll be sober, I swear it!" Vera breathed, alert and urgent with excitement now. "Oh God, honey, I'm so hot! You sure she's pretty?"
"Sexier than a mink in heat, baby. Now get some coffee, take a shower and put plenty of perfume on your wild pussy. This girl is gonna eat her heart out. Move!"
He slammed down the phone. The dealer was glancing around, looking for her relief now. They get a twenty-minute break every hour, to keep alert. The girl was tapped on the shoulder by her relief dealer. She swung smoothly out of position while she was being replaced and began taking her apron off as she moved toward the velvet ropes that separated the gambling pit from the rest of the casino. Her tits strained proudly at her white blouse and her ripe ass bounced with heavy silken promise as she moved. Lane felt a drop of cream ooze out of the head of his throbbing prick. He watched her go into the coffee shop. A few seconds later her accomplice in the red tie and blazer surrendered his seat at the blackjack table and followed her. Dumb, Lane thought with contempt, really dumb, both of them. Her boyfriend would get a working over, but not too harsh, just enough to make him think profoundly before he ever tried to screw the house again.
The girl had better enjoy her brief coffee break and get as much rest as she could, because she'd sure as hell need it when his crazy wife started in on her luscious young flesh. And the girl would be willing enough, trembling with fear, but begging to please. Because she knew about the casinos' brand of justice, they all did! It was a calculated risk. No one ever took the house! Lane thought furiously. Didn't these dumb bastards ever learn? The house had eyes and ears and cameras everywhere, spies threading among them like customers, other dealers making a specialty of spotting thieves for a generous bonus.
No one ever took the house!
But even Lane should have known there was a first time for everything in this relentlessly moving world. At that precise moment more than a thousand miles away in a peaceful suburb of Omaha, Nebraska the wheels of destiny were churning into motion, sparked by some wild, tempestuous fucking and lavish promises. When the wheels finished grinding in less than two weeks time, the Green Wheel Casino would be taken for more than one hundred thousand dollars in cash in one of the most ingenious capers in history. No camera would be capable of recording the take. No hawk-eyed guard or spy or dealer-informant would have the faintest idea of what was going on.
Not even Lane's sharp, cynical eyes would be able to catch it in time.
And what would come to be known as The Great Blackjack Rip-off would quickly be followed by one of the most diabolical double crosses in history, fiddled with sex and fury and sheer icy vengeance.



CHAPTER TWO


There was a humid blanket of heat in the cheap motel room that left the naked couple on the bed in a seething, dangerous mood. It was an unusually hot summer day in Omaha, and without air-conditioning it could be pure torture.
They lay side by side watching the ceiling, lost in their own thoughts. The man was powerfully built and handsome, with sleek good looks. There was a hint of cruelty around his mouth. The woman had a hard face that had seen too much of the harsh side of life, but her body was classically beautiful, with velvety skin and high, perfectly rounded tits, and a curved ass that made eyes turn after her on the street with naked hunger.
"Just one," Sally said to her husband pleadingly. "Come on, honey, just one Goddamn quickie." She put her hand on his long limp prick and hugged it lovingly as she began to stroke it with passion.
"Lay off," Jack told her irritably. "You've gotta leave in ten minutes anyway, so get up and get your hot ass dressed."
Sally sat up, biting her lip. It was too hot to get laid anyway. She just wanted some reassurance. After all, he was her husband and he was screwing that fat-assed blonde right in their bed, and Goddamnit, in spite of the blonde's overripe tits and dumb expression, she'd be hell on wheels if she ever lost weight and got sharp with clothes and makeup.
"How is she?" Sally asked anxiously. "In the sack, I mean. She looks clumsy, like a cow."
Jack grinned up at his wife, a dazzling, charming grin any woman would be a complete idiot to trust. There were a great many complete idiots around.
"You'd be surprised," he told her softly. "That country pussy ain't nothin' to knock, believe me. Nice and tight and juicy, not as clumsy as you'd think."
"You son-of-a-bitch!" Sally hissed her beautiful naked tits heaving with anger. "I know you have to screw her but do you have to make a fucking production out of it? It's business! Just like when I…"
Her voice trailed off and she looked away, her face burning.
"Like when you were hooking when I met you," Jack finished dryly. "And still do, when we need bread." He sat up, his muscles rippling smoothly, and glanced at his watch. "Let's cut the crap out, Sally. She's due soon. We've got to be packed and ready to leave this dump by morning. Remember, we've got a tight schedule for the next two weeks."
Suddenly the brunette stood up. She watched her husband as she slipped on her clothes. There were times when she hated the handsome bastard more than she loved him, but after all, tonight would be the last night he'd romp in the sack with that corn-fed farmer's daughter. Then it was off to Reno. And then, after a few tense harrowing days of furious action, it would be off to Acapulco, Hawaii… wherever a hundred thousand in cash would take them. The plan was perfect, a masterpiece of flawless, cunning thinking, just like Jack himself. And that silly blonde cow would be left hanging, jilted at the church, just like the famous song. The thought brought a vengeful laugh to Sally's ripe mouth.
"I'd love to see the look on her face a couple of weeks from now," Sally said, zipping up her dress. "Fat, moon-faced bitch waiting desperately for the handsome bridegroom, while the truth hits her like a sledgehammer."
"Don't rub it in," he said sharply. "I don't mind being a bastard once in a while, but let's keep it pure business. There's too much money involved here for any of that jealousy crap."
"You love being a bastard," Sally whispered, leaning down to kiss him goodbye. She brought her lips quickly down to his long rod and licked it lasciviously, feeling it quiver in response. She shivered. "Save some of this good stuff for your wife tonight. Okay, honey? Remember, I'll be out picking up a few bucks for us in the meantime."
"You do your job, I'll do mine," Jack said. "Now split."
In the doorway, Sally paused to stare at him. She hated having to hook again, to sell her lush body, but they really needed the money this time, for the gambling stake. Still, she couldn't control the jealousy seething in her blood.
"Just do me one favor, will you?" she told him sharply. "Just before you split with her to the warehouse, fuck her one more time. In the ass! And shove home every hot long inch, Jack, for me."
She went out the door with a slam.
"Oh God," Carol Shaw moaned ten minutes later, trembling wildly from head to toe as she flung herself passionately on Jack's naked body. "Oh Lord, I'm so terribly aroused!" She began smothering him with kisses, the fierce tingle in her cunt spreading rapidly outward through her loins like a prairie fire. The sight of his muscled naked body and huge cock triggered a violent lust in her. "Missed you," she moaned, squirming her soaked cunt frantically to his rising cock. "Went crazy thinking about you, honey, oh, Jack when we getting married?"
Her pussy was throbbing and sucking madly now, soaking her panties as Jack slid his hands up beneath her dress and squeezed her asscheeks. And in spite of her suffocating kisses, his prick was hot and ready now, urgently pounding. The blonde was sobbing and shuddering as if she were coming already. She crushed her swollen tits feverishly into his chest and rubbed her hands deliriously over his broad shoulders.
"It's too hot and sticky this way," Jack rasped. "Let's take a shower, Carol."
"Yes! Oh Jack, give it to me in the shower!"
He couldn't repress a grin as she climbed off his naked body and unzipped her dress, her huge tit-mounds heaving, her blue eyes blazing as they honed in on his long red cock and swollen balls. She still hadn't worked up the nerve to use the word fuck, he thought dryly. And again he was amazed at the change in her when she unpinned her long blonde hair, took off her thick glasses – the lenses were practically binoculars – and stripped naked.
Carol Shaw was a farmer's daughter, with a rosy complexion, sun-bleached hair and twenty pounds of smooth baby fat still clinging to her flesh. She didn't look her twenty-nine years at all. Her massive creamy breasts thrust out in pink-tipped mounds, sloping down to a surprisingly narrow waist, plump hips and smooth silky thighs. Her curly golden nest of cunt-hairs was drenched with her hot juices, and Carol trembled fiercely as Jack got off the bed and guided her to the shower by stroking her heavily curved ass and pushing gently. She grabbed his surging rod in her warm fist as they stood outside the shower while he adjusted the spray.
"This is my first time in the shower, darling," she whispered, licking her lips. She thrilled at his immense hot prick throbbing in her fingers. "My first time!"
"We'll have plenty of 'em, baby," he said smoothly, grinning his easy smile down at her. Poor kid, he thought, if she only knew…
They stepped inside, under the cool spray and Jack picked up a bar of soap and began sudsing her heaving tits as she faced him. He gently rolled the fat nipples in his fingers until she threw her head back and shuddered and moaned. She clung to his long cock with both hands now, jerking and stroking, teasing her trembling cuntlips with delicious thrills. She screamed softly as his fingers dipped down and rubbed soap over her pussy-flesh, darting inside the juicy heat for a moment to tease her.
"Oh Jack! Jack! I could come right now, honey ooohh!"
She's so hot she's ready to explode, he thought. Christ, what a difference the last few days have made in hr appearance! She would be fabulous if she lost a few pounds and threw her ugly glasses away – a stunner in fact. His wife was right for being jealous. And Carol wasn't really dumb at all just a naive girl, a simple mind and heart – and a fantastically juicy hot cunt.
With a deep moan, Carol suddenly dropped to her knees in front of him and rammed four inches of his burning prick into her mouth. She began sucking in a frenzy of uncontrolled excitement, battering her throat with his boiling knob, jerking his rod in her fist, aching for the taste of his gushing jism. Groaning, Jack cupped her head in his hands and began fucking her in the mouth under the cool spray. She was wasting her time trying to make him come in her mouth, because his stamina was his best point. He could screw for an hour if he really wanted to, letting a woman come again and again until she was heaving deliriously and screaming her lungs out. No matter what they all said about that bullshit called love, he thought sarcastically, it all boiled down to a big stiff cock that pounded in their sucking pussies until they fainted with joy. Then after they came a dozen times in a row they got all mushy-eyed and called it love, because their cunts were tingling with so much happiness they didn't know what else to call it.
"Ahhh, that's good, Carol, hey, that's good, honey!" he gasped, clutching her head firmly as he fucked her wildly whipping lips to a steady rhythm. She was crying and jerking his cock furiously in her hunger for his cream, but all she was really accomplishing was exciting herself to a frenzied pitch. What the hell, Jack thought, let the poor kid enjoy herself while she could. After tonight, she'd have nothing but memories anyway.
Actually, she was giving him a fairly good blowjob. Nothing to compare with his own wife's expert and experienced mouth, but she got an A for sheer effort. She was learning a few tricks now too, whirling her long tongue around the head of his big dick, ripping her teeth gently along the surface of his meat, carefully squeezing his balls as she'd sucked. Jack had had so many girls and women lavish eager blowjobs on him, he was beyond being impressed. But it was his own wife, Sally, who could give him the most artistic, diabolically thrilling blowjob in creation. She was also the hottest, wildest piece he'd ever had, working her searing cunt on his long prick like blazing velvet glove – wheedling, coaxing, sucking his jism out of him faster than any woman ever had. It was really the only reason he'd married Sally. That, plus the fact that she supported him with her sexy body when times got tough – or when Jack got lazy, which was all too often.
But his plan would fix all that, once and for all. No more hustling for either of them after this caper. Easy Street was just around the corner, and the thought so cheered him he almost felt like giving the blonde on her knees before him a break and shooting off in her anxious hot mouth. Jesus, she really wanted it now! She was moaning fiercely and sucking his huge rod in a fury of lust, bobbing her head up and down, then whipping it from side to side, using her tongue like a whip of mad passion on his knob. But then the cold business part of him took over and he decided to hell with that kind of generosity. In the first place, he had to keep his wife satisfied and if she didn't get it twice a day, in either her mouth, pussy or ass, she became frantic. And in order to ensure that the blonde kept her mouth shut for the next two crucial weeks he would have to fuck her until she was raving with happiness, which meant two solid hours right there.
So he might as well get started now.
He tugged at her armpits. "Come on, Carol – stand, honey. Gonna give it to you where it really feels wild, baby. Come on – hey, come on, for Chrissake!"
She clung to his prick with her mouth as if it were the last one in the world, but he finally managed to get her to stand up. He whirled her around so she was facing the tiled shower wall. He had to remind himself in his furious impatience that even though she was twenty-nine she didn't know a Goddamn thing about screwing. In fact, he'd just gotten her cherry two days ago, which was at least half the reason she was so crazy about him now. And why she was willing to do what had to be done tonight for the caper.
"Okay, put your hands up against the wall like this," Jack showed her. He positioned her as if she were going to be frisked by the cops. Christ only knew he had been in that position often enough, and not for a good solid fuck either – at least not this kind.
"Now spread your legs apart, Carol and stick your beautiful ass out. That's right, honey. Now hang on."
Trembling from head to toe with the hottest excitement she'd ever felt, Carol waited, holding her breath, tears of joy stinging her eyes. Lord, how he thrilled her! The first time he fucked her, she was absolutely terrified, a shy, clumsy virgin of twenty-nine – an old maid without a hope. And then after the burning pain, the first profound thrill, then an orgasm exploding in her loins like a million stars shooting off in an incredible burst of ecstasy. And then again and again and again, his powerful hot prick had driven deeply and savagely, until she thought she was dying of obscene happiness, her juices gushing in great spasms of wet fire, her naked white body heaving and jerking and twisting in a frenzy.
Now the searing head of his dick brushed her eager cuntlips and she gasped. Then five inches slid into her waiting pussy from behind, a boiling mass of sex-heat that sent jolts of passion tearing through her nerves with shattering impact. Crying, Carol twisted her head around and began biting Jack on the lips, rubbing and squirming her slippery as against his groin each time he slammed his blazing rod deep inside her.
For the first time in her dreary life, Carol Shaw had discovered sex and she was magically transformed, inside and out. At twenty-nine, shy, overweight, blue-eyed and awkward Carol had secretly resigned herself to a lifetime of dull monotony. She despaired of ever getting married – or for that matter of ever losing her virginity – until she'd met Jack a few days ago. Strangely, there was nothing really wrong with Carol's looks, aside from a few extra pounds. It was all on her tits and ass and thighs, and could be taken off easily. Her thick glasses and those shapeless dresses also contributed to her homeliness.
It had all begun like a storybook romance, like one of those silly novels Carol read on her lunch hour at work while the other girls looked at her with pity and scorn. They called her the Cornfed Wallflower behind her back, but Carol was used to it. Then a handsome stranger had spilled his coffee on her dress at a cafe while she was on her lunch hour, and alter he profusely apologized he insisted on taking her to dinner. Nervous and clumsy around men, Carol had been almost hysterical at first, but she found herself being talked into it. And the rest was like a dream – her first magnificent, thrilling and unforgettable fuck, the endless climaxes, his hard, massive prick and charming smile, his easy laugh and smooth talk. And then, to the country girl's utter amazement, his proposal of marriage.
From the first day she could remember, Carol's stern parents had been warning her about the hellfire and damnation of sex, the Wages of Filth, as they put it. Driving home the point day after day, year after year, the blonde grew up from a shy, lovely young girl into a deeply frustrated and confused young woman who ran away terrified from the mere prospect of a date with a man. Carol's parents were farmers who'd struggled against the hard rocky earth with barely a survival to show for it, and being deeply religious they soon became convinced God was punishing them for that night. That night, terrible as it was, was the night Carol's father came home drunk and forced her mother to perform a horrible depraved act. Soon after, their crop of sparse wheat burned up with dust, their tractor broke down, Jason Shaw got severe hemorrhoids that kept him from ever plowing the fields much less his wife, and all hell descended upon their lives.
Convinced they were being punished by a vicious, unrelenting God for that awful act of depravity, in their ignorance they turned on their only daughter, Carol, and turned her innocent young life into a living hell, where the mere word sex was brutally punished with a whipping delivered by her father's thick leather belt. It was only natural that Carol, instead of blossoming into radiant passion, became a terrified wallflower who secretly felt her ripe young body was ugly and sinful, and that sex was an invention of the Filthy Devil himself. And all because of a very sloppy blowjob, demanded by a very drunken farmer one Saturday night. And, coincidentally, because of a dust storm that ruined the crop that year and a case of hemorrhoids that came from a sweating ass on a tractor.
Carol knew the other girls at the office made fun of her behind her back. Frustrated, healthy sex urges have a bizarre way of twisting minds, and if the plump blond acted clumsy and found it impossible to even look into a man's eyes, she thought it was because something was seriously wrong with her. She thought it was because she was dumpy and awkward and unattractive to men, but the truth was much simpler. She simply needed a good healthy fuck. One thorough, savage and totally thrilling fuck would blossom her healthy young body and open her eyes to a whole new world, a world of delicious, glowing tingles and violent strokes and incredibly exciting explosions in her tight cunt. And if it hadn't been for the wonderful, handsome stranger she'd just met, Carol Shaw might have spent her entire life as a drab bookkeeper for the Apex Supply Company in Omaha, Nebraska, not even having the courage to finger-fuck herself.
"Oh God, oh Jack, Lord, ooooh! Unnnnnnngh!" Carol screamed now as his blazing prick rammed deep into her frenzied hot cunt to spark her first orgasm. She wriggled her creamy ass furiously and her pussy sucked at his throbbing meat in a fever of joy as the shower sprayed them both. Carol reared back her head and hissed, and jerked her cunt madly for a few moments as the sex-explosion rippled through her naked flesh. Then with a low moan she went back to swinging her big hips feverishly, wallowing in her newly discovered lust, her entire being concentrated on the massive prick pounding inside her tight, fiery pussy.
In a few weeks the blonde would leave the Apex Supply Company forever. No more dreary bookkeeping, but long wild days and nights of delicious hot fucking with Jack, of endless adventures in bed, and on the floor and in the shower and everywhere, Carol thought with tears of hot bliss in her eyes. Her cunt was throbbing and surging with ecstasy as Jack's stiff rod pounded deeply and powerfully in her silken tightness. She'd spent eight long years of her life at the Apex Supply Company, but she wouldn't miss it for a second. The company had been in business for more than thirty years and now employed more than forty people. Their major customers were centered in the State of Nevada. Apex supplied a large variety of gambling equipment, including dice, roulette wheels, keno equipment, crap and poker tables, and especially decks of cards in great batches. These were used up very quickly by the casinos, their supplies needing replenishment daily.
The decks Apex supplied were each imprinted on their backs with the individual names and emblems of the casinos. To ensure tight security and no possible hanky-panky, a guard was maintained on the premises of Apex twenty-four hours a day. In addition, each case of cards that left for shipping was sealed and stamped with Apex's special seat. The seal was so intricately designed that it was almost impossible to counterfit. Thus, Apex maintained its valued reputation with the casinos and insured integrity for all.
Until, that is, their chief bookkeeper lost her succulent cherry one night to a handsome, sexy stranger.
"Aaaaaaa!" Carol wailed now, grinding her creamy wet ass madly to Jack's bushy crotch as another shattering orgasm shot through her boiling loins. "Oh God Jack! Ooooooo! Your big prick, uuunnnngh! Darling, come,pleeeeaaase come with ungh! Eeeeeeee! Pussy going crazy… ohohohoh!"
Gritting his teeth, Jack continued his relentless fucking, playing with her heaving tits all the while. Damned if her juicy little cunt wasn't getting to him! She was whipping and thrashing her slippery crack furiously on his rod now, sending sharp tingles of excitement up his spine. And each time he pumped forward, she rubbed her big soaked asscheeks against his crotch, teasing the fierce knot of jism in his loins. Jesus, he'd have to fuck her in her gorgeous ass before he was through with her or go crazy thinking about it – and her luscious tits too, if he had the time. Everywhere if he had the time.
"Hey, wow, shit!" Jack suddenly gasped, realizing he was losing his tight control. Her pussy was a wild sucking machine, squirming on his big cock with a lustful fury all its own, juicy and boiling and electrifying as it hugged and squeezed and whipped its slippery silken heat. "Hey Carol mmmmmmm! Shit, honey oh! G-Goddamn that's good! Mmmmmm! Cunt! Hey, baby, your cunt is… wheeeeeeew! F-fantastic!"
Words like those had always filled the blonde with a secret shudder of revulsion, whenever and wherever she'd heard them. They were dirty, like sex. Only now that she'd discovered the profound and unforgettable thrills of sex, and coming from the man she loved so wildly, they sparked her lust to an intense pitch.
"Yeesss! Oh Jack fuck me, darling, love your prick! OOooow love fucking you aaaaagh! Shoot it in, gimme your come, going crazy EEEEE! Gimme your hot cum!"
With a shuddering spasm, her luscious tight cunt gripped his pounding rod. Jack felt the final shred of his control slip away. Now he fucked her brutally, sinking his teeth into the soft flesh of her shoulder, ramming as deep into her burning slit as he could, squeezing her hot wet tits lustfully in his fingers as his cream burst out in long, violent spurts.
"G-g-god!" Carol screamed, wriggling with frantic bliss as the boiling jism stung her madly throbbing cunt. "N-N-Never stop fucking me Jack! Ooooh, I love your prick, oh honey, honey fuck me everywhere tonight! E-Everywhere!"
For a solid minute Jack gushed into her blazing pussy while he slid one hand down to rub his finger against her swollen silk-bud. Again she screamed and shuddered in convulsions, hugging his bursting rod so tightly in her molten slit he winced in pain. He'd long ago learned his sleek, handsome looks weren't enough to really lock up a woman. There were plenty of good-looking hustlers around. You had to back it up with proof, with a thorough, passionately fulfilling fuck. And if he'd ever had a victim locked up securely, it was the blonde bookkeeper for the gambling supply company. And that's why she was going to put the guard out for a couple of hours tonight. And let him into the warehouse, just long enough for the execution of the first step in his plan.
Finally, he sagged against her trembling flesh, his prick limp, his chest heaving for breath. He was furious with himself for losing control like that. Not that he couldn't get it up again for her – hell, he could get it up five times a day when it came to business, especially where money like this was concerned – but because he'd let a country hick like this blonde shatter his precious control.
And he couldn't help it because her cunt was so Goddamned hot and juicy and wild and eager, like a teenage. And why not? She'd only lost her cherry to him a couple of days ago. It was a point of pride with Jack that he had to outdo every other stud in the world, and the prospect of ruffling Carol for any other man she might meet drove him to give her the fuck of her life. It never occurred to the sleek hustler that he might push his point too far, and that his sex-prowess might boomerang on him with devastating results.
They dried each other down and went back to the stuffy bedroom. Jack sprawled back on the bed with a cigarette while Carol leaned on her elbow next to him, staring down into his eyes intensely. He stirred uneasily. Sometimes she gave him the creeps when she looked at him like that, her eyes shining on him with such fierce passion, like she would eat him alive if he dozed off. Hell, he'd had chicks crazy about him before, but there were depths in the gleaming blue eyes of this one that sent faint prickles of fear tripping up his spine. Jack knew from bitter experience that you could get a woman so crazy about you, they went crazy period. His wife was like that. So was this one, only more so, because she'd just lost her cherry to him after a lifetime of frustration.
"Why can't I come with you to Reno?" Carol asked him softly.
He held his temper in. "Goddamnit, I told you, angel, because I have to do this alone. That's no place for you. You do exactly as I tell you, stay with Apex until I send for you. Then we'll get married, honeymoon in Acapulco, and be on Easy Street for a hell of a long time."
"Two weeks is such a terribly long time, Jack," she whispered, stroking his soft cock with loving hot fingers. "I'd go crazy without you, if I didn't know we were going to be married soon. It's all so… so strange, like a story in a book. Sometimes I think I'm dreaming, Jack."
There was that weird look in her eyes again, he thought with a faint shiver. Jesus, was he glad he wasn't going to be around Omaha two weeks from now! She looked as if she were about to smother him with kisses again, so he quickly stubbed out his cigarette and pushed her gently back on the bed. Maybe if he ate her lust-crazed pussy for a while she'd shut up. They still had two hours to kill, so he might as well give her something to remember him by. It would be a brand new thrill for her anyway, so he might as well give her a head-job she wouldn't forget.
"Oooooh, Jack," she moaned happily as be began by sucking on her milk-white tits. He clutched a heavy, silken mound in his fingers and worked his mouth on the engorged nipple, teasing it with his teeth until she was gasping. Then he kissed and sucked the other hot tit, until Carol's cunt was pulsating feverishly, oozing her honey in gushes.
"Mmmm, nmmm," she sobbed, spreading her drenched thighs wide as he worked his mouth down over her softly rounded belly. Carol closed her eyes tightly and waited, holding her breath. She didn't really know what to expect. When she went down on his massive rod it excited her tremendously, so he assumed he was doing it to excite himself. Such was her innocence even at twenty-nine.
Jack paused between her creamy thighs. He grasped a silky asscheek in each hand and lifted her ass off the mattress. Her pussy looked juicy and delectable, the tiny pink cuntlips throbbing before his eyes, her heavy ass weaving impatiently in his hands. He blew a gentle cooling breeze on her steaming pussy and Carol sobbed.
It was at that fateful moment Jack had a sudden premonition he shouldn't eat her, a stirring of alarm in the back of his mind. She was already crazy about him. Hell, he'd fucked her so thoroughly she was already hooked on him like a parasite, so why bait her any further? Experience had taught the hustler that once you really ate a woman's pussy out when she was hung up on you, you could be asking for deep trouble.
Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned! He remembered.
"Oh Jack, Jack, I'm so hot, honey! Oh please do something quick, I'm burning up I'munnnh? Unnnng? Aaaargh! Oh! God! Oh Jeeeeesus b-b-beautiful! Eeeee!"
The wildest, most ferociously thrilling fire shot up Carol's succulent crack the moment Jack whipped his tongue into her blazing cunt, a sensation so breathtaking and shattering the blonde could only arch her back and scream. She shook her head from side to side as tears gushed from her eyes, her heels digging fiercely into the mattress. She sank her sharp fingernails into his shoulders and slammed her stinging slit furiously to his devouring mouth, her screams becoming louder and longer with each devastating thrill.
"C-comniming! Jack, oh Jesus! Whooooo! Urn! Eat meeeeeee! I love it, love you, waaaaah!"
Not bad, he thought as he sucked and lapped at her sweet hot cunt not bad at all. He'd had more than his share of frenzied pussies churning with soaked lust against his lips and tongue, and he had to admit she rated with the juiciest – certainly tastier and more delicious than his wife's boiling slit. But then Sally had been around, to put it mildly, and anyway she more than made up for it when she gave him a blow-job.
"H-h-heavennnnn!" Carol wailed, another violent orgasm rippling through her exploding loins. She hadn't just discovered sex in the past two days, she'd unlocked a tremendous volcano of passion. Her skin was on fire from the tips of her huge swollen tits to her curled toes and each new climax sang in her blood with blissful fury.
"Unnngh… You too!" she screamed, clawing at his shoulders wildly. "Wanna eat you! Whoooo! You too, ummmmm, argh!"
Jack shifted his body around with his mouth still worked at her madly sucking cunt. He hunched his poised prick over her mouth and instantly Carol seized his hips and pulled them down, ramming as much of his burning meat into her frantic mouth as she could get. Muffled obscene moans came from her throat as she sucked his cock deliriously, her nails finding a new target in his flanks.
It was her first experience with sixty-nine, and if the naive twenty-nine-year-old farmer's daughter hadn't thrilled to such wild oral, sex for the first time, the events that followed might not have happened. Already on fire with newly-awakened lust, the sheer depraved happiness of having her tender cunt voraciously eaten and sucked and kissed for the first time, while her lover's massive hard prick fucked her powerfully in the mouth, unleashed profound and dangerous depths of passion in Carol Shaw. At that moment she went from being simply crazy about Jack to being insane about him. Neither of them would forget this moment, not for all their life, and when events climaxed two weeks later with swift fury, this particular sex-act would remain to haunt them both for years to come.
Because it was the turning point and deep down both of them sensed it.
Shhit! Jack thought as she ripped her teeth across his meat and sucked with wanton joy. She was doing it to him again, Goddamnit, her crazed mouth trying to suck the jism out of him with all the greed and fury she could summon, her exploding cunt slamming with wet fire against his mouth. He tried to wrench his hips away but she sank her nails deeper into his flesh, so savagely he groaned with pain. His simple country pussy had suddenly turned into a mad animal, deep moans of incoherent passion coming from her throat, her thighs locked so tightly to his face he could barely breathe. His face was smeared with her sticky cunt-juice now as she ground and squirmed the flesh against his mouth with punishing force.
Goddamn! He swore to himself. The only way he'd ever get to breathe again – she had his head firmly crushed between her soaked inner thighs, in a vise of crazed greed – was to shoot off in her mouth. Her urgent lips and tongue were fiercely trying to suck his load out of him anyway, so he released the last trace of his control and felt his cream burst in his loins and quivered along the length of his hard prick, flooding her hot mouth. The mattress groaned loudly in the cheap motel room as their sweating naked bodies rocked and thrashed in a mutual climax, low screams issuing from Carol's throat. She swallowed his spurting jism in great frenzied gulps while her ass swung feverishly, her sucking cunt gushing more honey into his mouth.
Only after she'd drained the last boiling drop from his limp, suffering rod did the crying blonde slowly release his head from her powerful thighs. Quickly Jack raised himself up, gasping for breath like a fish out of water. But she still refused to let go of his soft cock, whimpering as she whirled her tongue around it and implored it with her eager lips.
"Christ, Carol, let go!" he shouted. Crazy sex-mad bitch! He added silently. After a minute her nails released their brutal pressure on his hips and he groaned with relief as he slipped his meat out of her mouth and rolled over onto the mattress, heaving and gasping.
The blonde kept shuddering and making urgent fucking notions with her hips for a few minutes, running her hands over her perspiring tits and whimpering softly. Her eyes were glazed as she turned to Jack beside her.
"I'm sorry," she whispered. "I sort of went… well, a little crazy, I guess. I got so excited, Jack, you made me came so much when you went down on me… well, I'm sorry, darling, please forgive me. Please?"
"Yeah sure," he said irritably, but inside he was seething with rage. If he didn't screw Sally later tonight he'd turn into a vicious, biting bitch and life would be hell until he serviced her insatiable pussy. As long as Sally got her daily quota of hot, strenuous fucking she would wait on him hand and foot, treat him like a king. But the minute he failed, she went insane with jealousy. If he wasn't able to screw her, who was he screwing? She would demand furiously. He was screwing the bookkeeper now and he knew this, of course, but it only made things worse. Her jealousy blazed white-hot.
For one wild delirious moment of temptation, Jack wondered if he ought to leave Sally flat when he got the hundred thousand – if they got the hundred thousand, he thought with a stab of fear – and just split to Mexico City or Paris by himself. It would be a hell of a dirty trick to play on her, especially after all the times she'd bailed them out of tight spots by selling her gorgeous body. Only a real grade A, lowdown, treacherous bastard would do something like that to his wife.
The thought lingered in the back of Jack's mind.
Carol was hugging him now, crushing her wet burning tits into his chest and showering kisses on his face. Jesus, he bought with disgust, she gets a little cock and goes ape. Well, he wouldn't have to worry about her any more after tonight. But he'd be damned if he'd waste another load on her. By sucking his cream out when they'd sixty-nined, she'd used up her quota as far as he was concerned. The rest would be for Sally, so the blonde could just forget it.
She was lying on top of him and squirming her silky wet cunt to his limp meat now, gazing down at him with that strange gleaming look in her blue eyes, the one that made him so uneasy.
"So wild about you, Jack," she whispered, "so crazy about you, darling. Mmmmmm! I was just wondering…"
"Wondering what?" he said quickly. A look of pure suspicion flitted across her lovely face.
"Wondering why such a handsome man like you picked out an ordinary dull girl like me, Jack," she went on softly. "It seems funny somehow. You could have your pick of almost any woman. I'm not exactly a beauty queen yet," she went on with a soft laugh, thinking about how startled he would be when they met again in two weeks, when she'd gotten her contact lenses and thrown her thick glasses way, when she'd spent hundreds of dollars on sexy new clothes and her body was slimmed down to voluptuous proportions through dieting. "And I'm not brilliant either, Jack. So I was wondering why you chose me out of all the beautiful young girls in this world… you know?"
"Now don't be dumb," he said quickly, hugging her and pulling her head down across his shoulder so she wouldn't see the expression of alarm on his face. Bitch was smarter than he'd thought. "To be honest with you, Carol, I've had my share of beautifull young girls and they leave me cold, you know? I just met you by lucky accident a few days ago and I said to myself: Hell, Jack, it's high time you settled down and raised a family, so why not fall in love with a pretty woman like Carol? Why not pick out someone down-home who wants the same things, instead of all that party-crap – someone who wants a house, kids… you know, all that stuff."
The thought of all that stuff made Jack want to vomit, but he kept her head down so she couldn't see his face.
"And that's exactly the way it happened, Carol. I met you, I fell for you and here we are, honey. That's all."
"But Jack," she persisted, her voice muffled in his shoulder, "why do you have to do this dangerous thing in Reno? If it's money you're worried about, I have four thousand dollars in my savings account."
His ears pricked up like a starving wolf hearing the distant cry of a lost lamb. Jesus Christ, she didn't mention that before!
"You can have it all," Carol was saying now, gently grinding her steaming wet crotch to his rising cock. In spite of his promise to himself, the mere mention of money automatically started a hard-on in Jack. It never failed.
"We can use that for our honeymoon," the blonde whispered in his ear, "and I'll keep my job at Apex if you want while you look for a job. Why do something dangerous, darling?"
Again Jack felt a stab of nausea in his stomach at the mention of the word job. Christ, was she serious? A house, kids, a job? He wouldn't stop vomiting for six months. But the four thousand bucks, well that was something else. Now Jack's street-cunning mind began to function like a computer, figuring all the angles with lightning-like rapidity. First, he was strongly tempted to take her for the four thousand. But that represented great danger, his instincts warned. He couldn't accept the money and pull the caper off in Reno. And besides, she wouldn't give it to him – he knew this for damn sure – until he'd actually married her.
And he was already married to Sally, who would be slightly upset, possibly to the point of grabbing a butcher knife and carving them both up like stuffed turkeys.
So that angle was out, in spite of his greed.
Besides, and he couldn't explain this to the blonde, he owed those bastards at the Green Wheel a little come-uppance, which was why he'd chosen this particular casino. That sonofabitch Lane, especially. Jack had worked there for almost a year, five years ago. During all that time, he'd methodically stolen every deck of cards in sight, with just this caper in mind. As a dealer that had been easy, since the casino didn't mind anyone pilfering something so unimportant as a deck of cards. In fact, most of the dealers did that.
But Jack had been caught stealing money too, with an agent – a redhead he was living with at the time. And they found out it was the second time he'd been caught stealing from a casino. So they'd taken him or a little ride out in the desert, and for a while Jack thought it was the final ride into the great beyond, the end of a not very noble but fairly satisfying life, a sordid life filled with cheap hotel rooms, plenty of willing pussy, not enough money, too much hustling, and always that glowing dream of Easy Street, of a hundred thousand in cool crisp cash. He remembered two big goons hauling him out of the back seat of the Caddy in the middle of nowhere, his stomach churning with icy fear, his lips moving in a silent prayer although the closest he'd ever been to a church was the nearest bar or whorehouse.
But it wasn't the final ride, although it was pretty Goddamned bad. They'd beat the shit out of him, particularly his face, busting his nose and jaw. Then they'd left him there, in the middle of the bleak fucking desert, telling him to get out of the state, that if he ever fucked with the big boys' money again, he could kiss his sweet ass goodbye forever.
He'd gotten out the next morning, half-crawling to the highway and hitching. It had taken plastic surgery to fix his face up again, but that was sort of a bonus, since he was better looking when he came out of it than when he went in. They wouldn't recognize him, not after five years and a smooth, slightly different face.
But he hadn't forgotten, and he'd waited patiently until he felt the time was perfectly ripe. And this was the time. And now, Goddammit, he was coming back to rip them off, fast and hot and heavy, so hard they'd never know what hit them.
Maybe he'd send the assholes a postcard from Acapulco.
He was suddenly aware of Carol's burning cunt grinding urgently on his hard-on, and her voice in his ear.
"Don't do it, Jack," she begged. "Don't go to Reno. Stay here with me and marry me. We'll live on my money until you get a job, and we'll buy a house and raise a family, and…"
"Forget it," he said harshly. From the look of panic on her face, he quickly corrected that. "I don't mean marrying you, Carol, I mean about Reno. I've got to go, baby, for personal reasons. I gotta do this one thing, see? And when it's over with, I'll be back here for you. Believe that, Carol. Believe me!"
For a few dangerous moments her glowing blue eyes searched his, as if seeking the truth. Then she nodded and sighed.
"Okay, Jack, if that's the way it has to be, darling. Now make love to me again… please? Please, honey?"
Shit! Jack thought with disgust. He'd be exhausted by the time he'd made the switch at the warehouse from all this fucking nervous tension and screwing and pressure. And if he didn't have it good and hard for Sally when he got back here he may as well sleep in the car. And then his way out came to him, a light flashing on in his cunning mind, like a blessed beacon on a murky night.
"Why, sure, Carol," he told her. "We've got time for just on more quickie, honey. You go down on me and get it good and wet first, see? Then we'll have a wild goodbye, okay?"
Eagerly, her blood singing with excitement, the blonde scrambled down between his legs and took his stiff rod into her burning mouth. Jack let her suck on it for a few minutes, arousing herself more than him, while he grinned at his brilliant flash. He'd fuck her, all right – exactly the way Sally had told him to. That would get his wife's rocks off for her instead, of a wild fuck, and knowing Sally, she'd be ecstatic, when he told her about Carol's wails and screams of agony.
By God, there were times when he modestly thought he was a sheer fucking genius.
"Okay, honey, that's enough," he told Carol, who was whipping her hot mouth back and forth on his prick like a suction pump on fire. She reluctantly sat up and he climbed off the bed, his long meat quivering with readiness, a drop of cum oozing out of the crimson knob.
"Now you lie on your belly with your legs folded under you and your beautiful ass up in the air," he told Carol. "This is what we call dog-style, although," he rushed on to assure her with his charming grin, "you are anything but a dog, sweetheart."
She hurried to obey, her creamy tits panting, her cunt pulsing with urgency and dripping with lust. Jack knelt on the bed behind her. He put his hands on her lush while asscheeks and spread the globes to expose her tiny brown asshole, so helpless and tender. Hot-damn, that looked tight!
"Oh Jack darling, hurry!" Carol moaned, weaving her hips impatiently. Lord, she'd never be able to get enough of his big throbbing prick, she'd chase it night and day once they were married. Dipping only the huge knob of his dick in her cuntlips, Jack wet it down while the blonde sobbed and waggled her pussy-flesh lewdly on it. He was teasing her, the darling! Slipping in only a couple inches like that, but she reveled in the tantalizing feel of his gorged meat pounding in her pussy-lips, surging with power. His cock was so big and beautiful!
"Jack? Why'd you go out? Jack! I need your hot cock, darling, why…ungh? Ungh? Aaaaaagh!"
The abrupt blazing impact of his enormous rod driving brutally into her tiny asshole sent nerve-racking bolts of sheer torture ripping through her helpless ass. Tears stung Carol's eyes and she couldn't even catch enough breath to scream. It felt as if someone had shoved a burning baseball bat up her narrow anus, only this one pounded massively with each throb new sheets of pain racked her bowels.
Crying with helplessness, Carol clawed desperately at the mattress beneath her and tried not to move, because the slightest wiggle intensified the white-hot agony brutally.
"Ah, baby, ooooh, Carol, that's good ass! Mmmmmm, ah, honey that's… mmmmm hot'n'tight, whew! Luscious ass!"
For a minute Jack merely knelt behind her ravaged cheeks, gripping the milky globes tightly, groaning with pleasure as her tight, fiery asshole hugged his rod. Her asshole was like her mouth and pussy, hot and virginal and juicy, steaming passionately on his meat. Then he began to stroke his immense prick gently in and out of her narrow tunnel, feeling her silky ass shudder in agonized response. She was gasping for breath now, pounding the mattress beneath her with her fists. Finally a long low scream escaped her lips.
"Eeeee! Jack how could you! Unng! Oh God! K-killing me! Oh oh honey, no, no, no! Mercy arrrrrgh!"
"You'll – mmminminmmm, what ass! You'll learn to love it, Carol, ah baby, that's a hot one, juicy, juicy innnnmnun!"


He'd finally found one spot where the stacked blonde surpassed his own wildly sexy wife. She couldn't blow like Sally, not by a long shot, and when it came to fucking, no matter how tight and fiery and luscious her delicious cunt was, she was no match for Sally's expertly trained silken slit. But her asshole was something else – squirming and wriggling on his stiff cock with fantastic tightness and fire. And the feel of her trembling, hot asscheeks in his fingers excited him too, their ripe white mounds quivering madly with each forward slam of his prick. Jesus, he'd be lucky to hold out five minutes with this honeyed tunnel.
He began a powerful stroking rhythm, bringing sharp cries of anguish from the farm girl's lips as he battered her bowels with lustful fury. When he stopped to think about it, he was downright tempted to leave his wife for the luscious bookkeeper. Hell, she had four thousand in cash, a wild eager mouth, a frantically juicy little cunt, and a boiling asshole. That could keep him up hard and ready for two weeks at least.
He could just split town with Carol, leaving Sally high and dry. Then when the four thousand ran out – well, he could gently suggest that Carol go out and get another job. He'd go hunting for the next sucker, while she diligently worked her ass all day.
Reluctantly, Jack had to decide against it as he slammed into her tortured hot asshole with ever faster thrusts of his huge rod. He simply couldn't pass up the hundred thousand, not after what those bastards had done to him in the desert that night. Deep down, he knew he was afraid, too. If they failed, well it was the final ride for fucking sure this time.
He only hoped it would be quick and merciful if that happened, not one of those horrifying drawn-out affairs he'd heard about. Well, fuck that! He told himself angrily, suddenly ramming his long rod to the hilt to make Carol scream at the top of her lungs and shudder from head to toe. He'd be Goddamned if he'd go into married life like a frightened boy scout. No more thoughts of chickenshit failure! He promised himself. The plan was foolproof, but it was absolutely esential they got out of Reno when their five-day limit was up, whether they reached their goal of a hundred thousand or not. That was as much time as he could allot to the risk, and not a second more. After five days, they'd be treading on extremely thin ice, the casino suspicious as hell and checking everything out.
"Oh Jack! Unnnng! I'm beginning to get… ooooooh! Excited darling! Love your… argh! Hot prick, yes, yessss, oh Jack fuck me in the assssss…eeeeeee!"
To his surprise, Carol was suddenly squirming her ass furiously and swinging her hips back to meet him. The blonde discovered to her own astonishment that the tortuous, crushing mass of his enormous prick in her tiny asshole had begun to give her a climax! She didn't know why, but the searing ripples of pain in her impaled bowels started fusing with her new passion and the next thing she knew her cunt was pulsing fiercely, pouring honey, and she was coming wildly.
"Fuck my ass… ooooh! Oh lover, Jack, fuck me harder, deeeper, fassssster, yesssss, love you!"
If Jack had known the truth behind her sudden excitement, even his sterling character would have blushed pink. The simple fact was that Carol Shaw, a shy, awkward and deeply frustrated virgin until two days ago, was so madly in love with him after rescuing her from a lifetime of agonizing dullness and hopelessness, she would have come even if he'd rammed his prick into her ear.
Almost anything he did to her at this juncture excited her!
"Shoot it in me, lover!" she begged, her huge dangling tits pouring sweat, her nails raking the mattress beneath her, her eyes gushing tears of maddened passion. Even the sound of her own obscene words excited her, fired her lust. "Gimme your come oh honey! AAAAH yessss, deep, hot, beautifull!"
Clenching his jaw and groaning, Jack felt a thick knot of jism boil up in his loins and race though his pistoning rod, spurting into her bowels in hot torrents. He fucked her in a final series of savage thrusts, battering deep and hard, thrusting into her soft hot bowels to the hilt. He climbed off with a long sigh. Jesus, what a wild ass! Now he'd have to lie to Sally, claim that Carol had screamed for mercy and wouldn't be able to sit down for a week, that he almost had to call an ambulance for her. And Sally, that sharp bitch, could in some uncanny way, always tell when he was lying to her.
Moaning and still undulating her ass on the bed, Carol cried heavy tears of pain and ecstasy while his cum trickled deeply into her ass, tickling and stinging at the same time. Well, if that was supposed to be an act of perversion, she couldn't care less! Anything Jack did to her was beautiful – as long as they got married. Marriage to this handsome, charming stranger was her wildest dream come true, her sole reason for breathing now, and her simple mind clung to that fact ferociously.
And very, very dangerously. Glancing at his watch, Jack was suddenly cold and crisp. "Come on, Carol, let's move it. It's time to go."
Slowly she got off the bed, her mind dazed, and she dressed. When they were ready to leave, she hugged him and stared into his eyes fiercely.
"I wouldn't do this for any man in the world except you, Jack," she whispered. Her intensity sent cold shivers up his spine. He'd always had unerringly sharp instincts about women – what turned them on, what made them cling, how to get rid of them without losing his life or his precious dick. But this one frightened him, she was too fucking intense.
"Then let's do it," he said abruptly. They left.
The night watchman at the Apex Supply Company took another bite of his crunchy-chewy peanut butter sandwich, hoping his dentures would hold out, and turned to the next page of his pin-up magazine. He leaned back in his chair with his legs propped up on his desk, his eyes bulging on a set of watermelon-sized tits. His wife Martha had tits almost as big as that when he married her fifteen years ago. Now they damn near hung to her knees, for Chrissake. Pussy loose and flabby, ass like an albino elephant, didn't even want to give head no more.
If he had to do it all over again he'd many some skinny little bitch and fatten her up, because it was a hell of a sight easier to put it on than to take it off. He heard movement in the front office and he quickly flung the magazine and his sandwich aside and got up, his hand resting on his gun-butt. He knew damn well it had to be someone working late, because nothing ever happened around here, but still he felt heroic and fearful as he crept forward and peered through the glass partition.
Then, smiling, he went on into the office. "Hi, Carol," he said, furtively eyeing her ripe tits. Now those would never sag to her knees, lucky girl. "Workin' late, huh, honey?"
She smiled nervously at him, fussing with the coffeepot, "Going over the books for an error, Harry. You go back to your desk and your reading. I'll bring you a fresh cup of coffee, okay?"
"Well, that's really nice of you, Carol – sure is," he grinned feeling a twinge in his cock. She'd always been nice to him when she worked late, and occasionally Harry jacked off thinking about the plump blonde, feeling an awful guilt later – especially when he'd fucked her in her lush breasts. You just didn't do things like that to a nice girl like Carol.
Five minutes later she brought him a cup of steaming coffee and went back to the office. Harry sipped it gratefully, turning the page to a loose-lipped brunette who winked at him while she wiggled one tit in her hand. Nice-lookin' dish like that probably had six, seven steady boyfriends, couldn't get enough of that hot stuff. Probably drove a man half-crazy with her sultry mouth.
If Harry, in his rustic innocence, had known the truth about the sexy brunette – that she sucked off other female models at every opportunity, on the floor of her publisher's office while he avidly watched, in front of the photographer, in the ladies' toilet, eating them out until they fainted, blowing them with such ferocity and lust she was known in the trade as Mad Mouth – he would have flung the magazine away with shock and disgust.
As it was, he was asleep ten minutes later, gently snoring. The four Nembutal Carol had mixed in his coffee knocked him out for the next few hours. Carol unlocked the side door to the warehouse. She watched in nervous silence as Jack removed three large cardboard cases from the trunk of his Ford. He lugged them, one by one, into the warehouse and onto the shipping desk. She helped him unload the decks of cards, each wrapped and sealed like a fresh deck. She knew better than to ask questions, especially when she already knew the answers. They were duplicates of cards used by the Green Wheel in Reno, a steady custom of Apex. They were marked, probably with very subtle marks almost impossible to detect. It would be a simple matter to get a shrink-wrap machine to seal the cards, but she couldn't guess where he'd originally gotten them. And she didn't dare ask.
Next she helped him unload the three cartons of cards ready for shipping to the Green Wheel tomorrow, which he put in his original boxes. Together, still in silence with their breathing rasping loudly in the huge warehouse, they filled up the original shipping cartons with Jack's decks. Then he watched her tensely as she worked the Apex sealing machine on the cartons. He lugged them back to their original position near the shipping desk.
"They'll go out early in the morning," she said in a low voice. Tears filled her eyes when she realized she wouldn't see him for two whole weeks. She suddenly hugged him desperately.
"Don't do it, Jack, please!" she begged. Gently but firmly he disengaged her arms, his eyes icy with purpose.
"I gotta go," he said. "Wait for me, Carol. I'll send for you, but wait for me! Understand?"
She wiped her cheeks and nodded eagerly. "I'll wait, Jack, I swear I will. Be careful, please be careful!"
He grinned his easy charming grin and she watched him lug the original decks of cards to the trunk of his car. When he was in the driver's seat, she poked her head in the window and kissed him furiously and with all her passion.
"I love you so much I'm almost crazy with it," she murmured.
"Wait or me," he said and then his Ford swiftly pulled away. Through the haze in her eyes, Carol Shaw watched her handsome thrilling lover disappear into the night, watched the bright red taillights recede and vanish.
Wait for me, he'd said. She stared into the night, a sudden breeze billowing her long blonde hair, drying the tears on her cheeks. His words began to burn themselves into her mind, etch themselves into her brain like trails of acid.
Wait for me.
She would fall asleep with those words on her lips every night like a prayer, wake to them every morning, chanting them in her mind, echoing them in her loneliness.
It was those three words which would guide her to her destiny, to her vengeance – a beautiful, icy, everlasting vengeance – and she felt curiously pure and like an angel a she stood in the night, whispering, "Wait for me."



CHAPTER THREE


She huddled in the far corner of the front seat as Lane sped his Caddy through the quiet expensive suburb of Reno. Lane glanced at her, the erection in his pants a fierce constant ache now, prodded by anticipation of the bizarre adventures coming in the next few hours.
The blackjack dealer's name was Shawn and she was still trembling with fright. She was only twenty-two, with a wealth of honey-colored hair, lustrous green eyes and a softly curved body that Lane knew would drive his wife insane – although she had a head start in that direction anyway. Her boyfriend, she'd told Lane in a trembling voice after he'd shown her the developed film of her cheating had told her it would be as easy as shooting clay pigeons, that they would knock off at least two thousand a night for a straight week before it got risky.
When Lane had heard that, he'd arranged to have the boyfriend put in the hospital for a few weeks, instead of a gentle slapping around. He'd see how easy it was next time, with a few broken ribs, an arm or two in splints and a very sore ass from brutal kicking. Besides, the dealer was so young and sexy he wanted the boyfriend out of the way for a while in case Vera really liked her.
Shawn had been crying softly when he'd told her what could happen to her for fucking with the big boys' money. When he got done offering her the alternative, she was crying with relief instead. He knew what she really feared was having her smooth young looks marred by a beating, but she needn't have worried about that. She was a ripe honey from a small town in Utah, still naive about the intricate and treacherous world of gambling. She'd been conned by a fast talker into trying to take the house, that was all.
In fact, Lane had already decided to violate house policy and give her job back to her. With her boyfriend out of the way, and with Shawn scared shitless over her close call, he had her in a very tight spot and she knew it. By letting her keep her job, he'd have her on tap for quickies.
If, that is, she survived Vera's savage brand of sex tonight.
He wheeled the Caddy into the driveway of his house, and guided Shawn to the front door. He knew exactly what was going on in her simple mind. She was overwhelmed with relief, so grateful for not being subjected to pain and possible disfigurement that she was willing, eager in fact, to give him her hotly curved young body in return. To her, it would be a simple trade. By the time Lane's wife got done with her, she might wish she'd chosen the beating.
He brought her into the living room, and Vera came sauntering from the kitchen with a tray of drinks. When she saw Shawn she almost dropped the tray. Lane stared at his wife narrowly. Was the bitch sober? He decided she was – for the most part, anyway.
"Shawn, this is my wife, Vera," Lane said and the two women smiled at each other. Lane had already explained to Shawn that his wife swung both ways, but that she was young and gentle and sweet – which was the most outrageous lie of the century. But if you didn't know Vera, she'd give that impression at first.
Lane's wife was twenty-five, petite with a plumply curved body, short curly dark hair and enormous shining eyes. She was far from beautiful and just barely pretty, but she reeked with heat, her tawny skin glowing with hot sex, her huge eyes so hungry she could turn a man on in a single burning glance. She was a born nymphomaniac, a drunk, a switch-hitter, a vicious tease, and the hottest, most nerve-shattering suck and fuck of Lane's jaded life. He was twenty years older than she was, but he was still lean and hard and cold. He was about to have her thrown out of his casino one night because she was drunk and obnoxious, when just for the hell of it he decided to do a one night stand instead. That was three years ago. In that long night, she'd sparked his lust violently with her frenzied ripe mouth and magnificent little pussy, insisting, demanding he fuck her in the ass and tits, waking him up in thirty minutes for another fantastic blow-job, blowing his harsh, cynical mind along with his cock so thoroughly that Lane simply couldn't bear to go home and not find her waiting for him.
So he'd married her. He knew what he was in for, with her crazed drinking, her occasional disappearances for two or three days when she'd go out and suck and fuck everything in sight, male and female, and come home in tears, begging forgiveness like a naughty kid. He always took her back. He was a gambler, a pro, and he'd calculated the odds when he'd married her and decided it would be more than worth it.
Not only did Vera turn him on to the point of feverish excitement – everyone thought his blood was so cold it was quick-frozen, which it was except with Vera – she was pure wanton delight in action with another girl. She was like an obscene wind-up toy that never wound down. But Lane knew that with her drinking and her crazed streak of lust she wouldn't last another ten years. He'd figured that in the odds, too.
If he tossed her out on her ass now, she'd find someone else to take care of her. She gave him so much lustful excitement and satisfaction, she was worth almost any price to him. And Vera sensed that too, which was why she knew she could come home after a three-day drunk and an orgy of men and women in motel rooms and he'd forgive her.
Sometimes she'd get all dolled up, go out and pick up a hot young swinger just for him, a surprise when he got home tired and irritable after work. No one had ever given Lane anything, much less a cute piece of ass stark-free, and this touched his icy heart very deeply. In his own cold and twisted way he loved his wife, and in her wild, savagely unpredictable way she loved him, because he took care of her. It was simply an unwritten contract and they both knew it.
Now in the living room of his plush home, Vera – who was wearing a tight black minidress, misty black nylons and five-inch spike heels which made her eyes level with the honey-haired dealer's – began charming Shawn.
"So pretty," Vera gushed, squeezing Shawn's hands tightly in her hot ones. "How did a darling young thing like you get hung up in the shitty world of gambling?"
Lane had to hand it to Vera. She'd hop in bed with a man in two seconds but when it came to girls she'd charm their panties off practically make them fall in love with her before she touched them, actually seduce them. In her dark, cunning way she was simply priming them, setting them up for a fall, making them trust her first. That was part of her kinky game, and Lane deeply enjoyed watching her play her hand.
She had Shawn set up in fifteen minutes flat. Ignoring Lane completely, she got the innocent girl to talk about herself, drawing her out like a psychiatrist. They sat on the sofa facing each other. Vera would fire questions at Shawn and fix her enormous dark hypnotic eyes on her, a look of intent fascination on her face. And all the while she radiated heat, her fingers caressing Shawn's wrists and arms and hands, moving down to her thighs, touching her cheek tenderly. It was a strange beautiful dance of seduction that always thrilled Lane's blood. Vera could charm the panties off a nun and sell them back to her in twenty minutes flat, after she'd talked the nun into giving her the best blow-job in the world. She was that good.
While Vera coaxed the honey-haired dealer's life story from her in a few minutes, cleverly arousing Shawn with soft strokes and gestures, her glowing eyes melting with awe and fascination, Lane sipped a scotch and smoked a cigarette. The girl was getting hot now and Vera had done it so subtly Shawn didn't even know she was worked up. It was a performance worthy of an Oscar.
"And that's how I ended up in Reno," Shawn concluded with a sigh. She suddenly realized her panties were soaked with her juices, that she was terrifically excited. It was the fierce heat, the intense warmth of Vera, like a very close sister she'd never had, that turned Shawn on so intensely. She liked this strange, dark-haired woman tremendously, felt that she could trust her completely, felt herself being pulled into a whirlpool of hot silken magnetism and profound excitement.
When Lane had told her that his wife swung both ways, Shawn had felt a tremor of fear. She'd never made it with another woman and the idea left her cold. But the alternative left her even colder so she had agreed, inwardly bracing herself for some disgusting and kinky sex. But she hadn't expected this, not this fascinating, hypnotic and genuinely warm and sexy creature.
"Listen," Vera whispered, leaning close to brush her lips across Shawn's ear and lewdly stroked her thighs with her fingers, "Let's go to bed alone for a few minutes, okay? I know you'll feel self-conscious with him watching, so it'll be just you and me for a little while, right, honey?"
Shawn gulped and nodded eagerly. It was exactly what she wanted, which was exactly what Vera sensed.
"We're going to have a little talk in private," Vera told Lane, pulling Shawn up by the hand, "Don't join us for fifteen minutes at least. Okay sugar?"
Lane shrugged and refilled his drink. This was part of the game too. She would get Shawn hotter than a smoking pistol, so aroused she was on the verge of a nervous breakdown, and that's when Lane would step in, and that's when the real kinky games would begin.
He watched them disappear into the bedroom, the door closing behind them. He only hoped Vera wouldn't overdo it with the whip and the giant, battery-operated prick tonight. This one was such a sexy honey he wanted her on the side, at his beck and call at the casino, not running away in shock and horror afterward. Like so many others.
In the bedroom, Vera quickly wrapped her arms around Shawn and embraced her with fierce passion, snaking her tongue deep into the girl's mouth, crushing their tits together. She rubbed her boiling crotch to Shawn's warm one and the girl whimpered deep in her throat, dizzy with excitement.
"I'm going to be good to you, darling," Vera whispered, squeezing Shawn's silken hot ass in her greedy fingers, "Make you feel so hot and beautiful, oh honey, you're so exciting, so sweet and sexy, rnmmrnm! I'm going to suck on your hot juicy tits and kiss your darling ass and… let me undress you!"
Shawn closed her eyes, trembling from head to toe as Vera unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it off, tossing it aside. She stepped behind the girl and unsnapped her bra, took that off and flung it aside. Vera embraced Shawn from behind, her breath coming in sharp moans as she fingered and squeezed and loved her silken, fleshy young tits for a minute, pulling gently on the dusky fat nipples. She kissed the dealer's neck at the same time, brushing aside her hair to trace lascivious circles of lust on the nape of her neck with her burning tongue. And all the time, Vera squirmed her boiling pussy to the girl's soft ass in lewd fucking motions, until Shawn was sobbing with impatience.
"I'm… I'm getting so hot, Vera!" she whispered, clutching Vera's hands in hers and squeezing them harder on her swollen naked tits. "So terrifically hot! I want to make it with you, you're the first woman I've ever wanted sex with!"
And the last, Vera cautioned herself, if she got too carried away. "I'll hurry," she promised Shawn, kneeling behind her to unzip her skirt. She slid it down the girl's tapered silken legs, then worked off her panty-hose to leave her standing naked. Still kneeling behind Shawn, Vera's lips and tongue tinged fiercely as she stroked the girl's velvety round hips and began sucking and kissing and tonguing the sweet flesh of her hot ass. She dipped her head down – God, she could smell her fragrant young cunt like a delicious feast – and found Shawn's tiny asshole with her tongue-tip. She tickled it, making the girl whimper with mad excitement, then plunged it in for a burning wet thrill – just a few moments of coming attractions. The tunnel was sweet and fiery to Vera's churning tongue, so exciting that Lane's wife felt her own cunt throb eagerly and start gushing juice.
She stood up, shivering with obscene happiness. She led Shawn over to the bed and the girl lay back on it, her eyes gleaming wildly, her firm young tits heaving eagerly, her soft thighs parting to reveal a glistening pink cunt, like a juicy rosebud, fringed with honey-silk hairs.
It took all of Vera's control not to just dive into that succulent slit and lap and suck and eat with screams of sheer depraved joy. Instead, she kept her blazing eyes raking over the girl's smooth, ripe naked flesh as she quickly slipped her dress off. Her own tawny hot tits billowed out over her low-cut, lacey black bra. She took it off quickly and tossed it behind her. Shawn's eyes widened in surprise.
Vera didn't wear panty-hose, but sheer black panties and garters and nylons, but what startled and deeply excited Shawn were Vera's panties. There was an opening in them so that her pink, soaked cuntlips were naked and available. The casino manager's wife was tremendously exciting only half-naked, her fleshy round tits dappled with huge pink nipples, her lower body still sheathed in misty black. With her five-inch heels still on, she looked intensely obscene and lustful, her black eyes burning like an angel-whore.
Still wearing her panties and nylons and heels, Vera climbed on top of the trembling girl. She licked her sultry wet lips and gazed down upon Shawn with such lewd hunger in her huge eyes, the girl shivered with a thrill of fear. Vera ground her wet hot cuntlips to Shawn's, creating a delicious friction. She rubbed her burning ripe tits passionately on Shawn's hot ones and held her face firmly in her hands.
If Shawn was excited before, she was sobbing with nerve-racking lust now. Fantastic new thrills were tingling through her pussy as Vera's cunt-flesh wriggled and squirmed and sucked at hers in a silent, depraved dance.
"So hot!" Shawn cried, clutching Vera's asscheeks in her trembling fingers and squeezing furiously. "Please eat me now, go down on me now! Please, Vera, you're exciting the hell out of me, darling! Eat me, suck me, pleeeeease!"
But Vera had a teasing ritual, a ceremony she carried out in precise detail, and no matter how excited she got – and she was on fire with lust for this creature, all hot tits and wet pussy and silky sex-flesh that triggered the most violent urges in her delirious mind – Lane's wife always followed the tantalizing ritual. There were rules to her brand of sex.
She traced the outline of Shawn's sensuous mouth with her tongue as she wet-fucked her with her steaming cunt-flesh. Then she bit Shawn's lips in a growing frenzy, bringing soft screams of excitement from Shawn's throat, causing the girl to twine her slender legs around Vera's and frantically swing her hips. Shawn was more wildly aroused than she'd ever been in her life, so maddeningly eager for sex that her blood ws singing and her cunt was pulsing in agony.
Now Vera began her long, lascivious downward journey over Shawn's sleek hot flesh. She moved her mouth down to one perfectly rounded young tit, clutching it lustfully in her fingers. She rammed as much of the delicious mound as she could into her mouth, sucking greedily until Shawn sobbed in sharp gasps of pleasure. Slowly she released the flesh until only the sweet fat nipple remained between her lips. She sucked it harshly, then teased it with her sharp teeth, then swirled her searing tongue around it rapidly to make Shawn moan feverishly and dig her nails into Vera's naked back.
"Oh Vera, don't… don't tease me any more! I'm so Goddamn hot I could explode! Oh God eat me suck me darling!"
But Vera leisurely trailed her mouth over to the other juicy tit, still wet-fucking Shawn's hot pussy in a slow obscene rhythm. She too was maddeningly excited, but Goddammit, she had rules! Anyone could hop on and hop off like a dumb rabbit, but when Vera had sex with someone – anyone, man or woman, boy or girl – they knew what sex really was. First, there was the infinitely sweet pleasure, the teasing, the utterly delicious thrills. Then the white-hot sheets of pain.
Now she worked over Shawn's other juicy tit-mound in the same lascivious ceremony, sucking, biting, licking, getting the girl screamingly hot. And all the while similar episodes flashed in Vera's mind, other tits she'd sucked and teased and bit, their color, size, taste, texture, smell. She'd sucked on enormous tits and tiny tits, on huge red nipples and delicate dusky buds, on creamy flesh so hot it seared her mouth and on deeply tanned mounds that were surprisingly cool to her lips and tongue. She'd sucked on tits that smelled like flowers and on tits that reeked with strange animal odor coming from some strange source deep within.
Shawn's tits were exquisitely sweet and silky, not really big enough to fuck herself excitingly with, but fragrant and filled with healthy young passion, their nipples throbbing hotly in her wet mouth. At last she trailed her lips and tongue downward over the soft warm flesh of Shawn's gently rounded belly. The girl moaned deliriously as Vera grasped thick folds of the satiny flesh in her mouth and sucked and bit it, savoring its sexy heat and sweetness.
"Oh God! Vera, don't don't don't tease me any more! I'm going crazy, darling, I'm going to explodes! Jesus, I'll do anything, just eat me honey, suck me off oh pleeaeeze!"
Now the dark-haired pervert was panting as she traced teasing kisses around the silky fringe of Shawn's madly sucking cunt, filling her nostrils with steaming fragrances sparking a violent hunger deep in her being, her mind once more classifying, sorting, sifting through scores of pussy-odors. Oh Jesus, this one was tremendously exciting, a wet summer lilac smell, its outer soft lips shining with juice, madly kissable and lovable to Vera's burning eyes and watering mouth.
"Oh Lord I'll die if you don't suck it, Vera!" Shawn raked her nails over Vera's soft shoulders in a razor-like attack, unable to express in any other way her fierce urgency, her maddening fire that was blazing in her loins. She was amused to a nearly insane pitch of excitement by the teasing, sucking, kissing, biting ritual, by Vera's endlessly stroking, squeezing caressing fingers, and Shawn's pussy-flesh trembled in a fury of eagerness.
But Vera had just begun.
Now she'd completely bypassed the girl's fiery slit and was licking and kissing the flesh of her hot inner thighs, probing down to her softly curved calves, sucking on her lovely toes and the soles of her tender feet, working her way with agonizing slowness back up to her pink pulsing feast. Shawn had grabbed her curls and was now tugging frantically, crying with loud whimpers, begging her.
Vera had a clock in her mind which kept time to the precise second. She knew exactly when Lane would walk in the door, naked and primed. She also knew exactly how long she could devour a juicy young cunt before it exploded its nectar in her frenzied mouth. She'd seduced and primed so many girls and women she could tell with perfect accuracy by their cries and whimpers and trembling soft flesh when they would climax.
And this girl was on the very verge. She'd worked Shawn up to such an hysterical pitch, she could allot no more than thirty seconds of sucking and kissing and lapping before the honey-haired dealer would come in great gushes of bliss. One second too long, and she'd get her rocks off with delirious screams.
Taking a deep breath, Vera plunged into her juicy wet slit, beginning a mental countdown.
Thirty, twenty-nine, oh Christ this is heaven, oh Jesus what lovely cunt, oh God, it's beautiful, oh honey, so hot and furiously sucking, want to smear my whole body with her darling hot cunt-juice, mmmmm! Nineteen, eighteen, she's going to pull my fucking hair out by the roots she's so Goddammmn hot! Lord, what a delicious cunt! Like a little pink cock only softer, ooooo sweet sweet! How many more happy laps have I got, Christ, can I possibly stop in time, I could suck this thrilling pussy for eight solid incredible hours, oh, shit. Eight, seven, six, just three more mad sucks, aaaaah! Jesus, I love this cunt! Oh God stop me, I'm going nuts! One, one, one stop you bitch!
And with a supreme effort of will and a deep agonizing moan, Vera tore her mouth away from her succulent feast. There were times when she thought her own rules would shatter her fucking sanity. But now she had Shawn exactly where she wanted her, thrashing and crying and groaning feverishly on the bed, on the brink other first climax.
"Why did you stop?" Shawn sobbed, arching her back and rubbing her own swollen tits furiously.
True to Vera's mental clock, Lane had come into the room, naked, his long hard prick with its strange upward eye like a scimitar quivering with crimson power. He nodded with satisfaction, his eyes blazing over Shawn's silky smooth flesh, resting on her dripping young cunt pulsing obscenely as if begging. Christ, he'd like to ram his rod to her on the spot and to hell with the bizarre, intricate sex games. But there'd be plenty of time for that later.
He nodded at Vera. His wife, licking the cunt-juice hungrily from her lips, got up and went around to the head of the bed while Lane went to the other side. The chains were already looped around the bottom of the bedposts. They we're always there, ready for the next victim.
"I promised to give you the time of my life and I will, angel," Vera told Shawn huskily. "But first you turn over or your belly. We've got to play a little game, the three of us. We're going to tie you down, but don't worry." She rushed on as the girl's green eyes became alarmed. "We're not going to hurt you, honey. It's for me, because I get my kicks that way. Okay?"
Sobbing, Shawn nodded and rolled over on her stomach, obediently spreading out her arms and legs on the king-sized mattress. She did it without hesitation for two reasons: she trusted Vera implicitly – her first awesome blunder – and second, because she was so intensely hot she would have climbed the walls and around the ceiling for release. They snapped the chains in place on her wrists and ankles. Vera opened the bottom drawer of the bedside table. The girl's eyes became huge with fear as the sadist took out a short-handled whip with long thin black thongs.
"You said you wouldn't hurt me!" Shawn cried out, panic rippling through her blood in icy waves. Even then she didn't suspect what she was in for.
"Oh this is just for teasing," Vera laughed. Next she took out the gigantic dildo and Shawn gasped. It was about ten inches long, massively thick. She watched in awe as Vera showed her how it worked.
"See these tiny spikes?" Vera said, pointing to dozens of mounds covering its thick length. "These will get you off like the Fourth of July, baby, no kidding. But that's not all. Watch now."
She reachied underneath and pressed the on switch on the battery operated monster leaped and throbbed in her fingers. The girl screamed as Vera touched it to her naked back but with pleasure, not pain as it hummed and vibrated. Of course, imbedded deep into her tender pussy it would feel so different.
"But that's not all," Vera went on excitedly, beginning to feel the heady sense of power she loved so much when they were chained helplessly, at her complete mercy. All that silky hot flesh, those tits and that darling sweet ass, that fantastically delicious little pussy of hers, all hers for any torture or pleasure she alone chose. Oh well, Lane had a say in it, too, but he always let her have her way. As Vera pressed the huge prick against Shawn's velvety back, she reached beneath the base and pressed a hidden button. Instantly Shawn yelped and recoiled from a ten-volt shock.
Good God, she's crazy! Shawn realized with a horrified shock. The warm, passionate creature who'd charmed and then teased her so lasciviously now had a look of pure madness in her lustrous eyes. Her smooth face was contorted with twisted joy, with such cruel happiness Shawn struggled with all her might against her chains.
For the first time she realized how totally helpless she was and she began crying like a baby, great waves of hot tears gushing from her eyes. Lane snapped his fingers and Vera handed him the whip. Standing over her, he began bringing the lashes down in vicious strokes until bright red welts appeared on her white asscheeks, until her screams became breathless gasps.
"No crybabies," Lane told her harshly. "You agreed to swing with us and you'll take what comes."
Vera knelt between the trembling girl's legs and rubbed her palms excitedly over the hot raw flesh, then she bent down to tenderly kiss each asscheek. She dipped her tongue into Shawn's puckered asshole and wriggled it around while Lane got up onto the bed. He sat at the headboard with his thick rod facing her, and clutched her face in his hands. Jesus, she had a sweet mouth, soft innocent lips, and the look of terror on her face excited his lust even more.
"Start sucking," he commanded her. "And give me the blow-job of your life, Shawn, because if you don't look good Vera will go crazy with the whip, I assure you."
He didn't bother to tell her his wife would probably go crazy with the whip anyway, not to mention the massive dildo. Once Vera got this excited – and she deliberately refrained from coming too soon herself, because she loved the high of being frustrated while she tormented luscious girls – she was impossible to stop.
At this point the honey-haired blackjack dealer was a whirling mass of fear and confusion and excitement. She'd never been subjected to kinky sex before and she even thought sixty-nine with her boyfriend was daring. Being from a small town she thought gambling was glamorous and exciting so she'd become a dealer. But the sudden assault of Vera's frenzied lips and tongue and wild fingers on her sensitive flesh, working her up to a maddening pitch, followed by the shattering hot pain inflicted on her tender ass, was almost more than she could bear. Her cunt was on the verge of an explosion while her nerves screamed with pain and fear.
In other words, she was reacting exactly as Vera wanted.
A moment later Lane shoved his throbbing prick into her mouth and she began sucking it timidly, almost gagging is the boiling knob battered her throat.
Lane snapped his fingers with disgust. Happily, Vera scrambled off the bed and got the whip. She began lashing Shawn's trembling ripe ass, but not hard at all – just warning strokes – enough to send sharp jolts of fire through her bare flesh.
"In about ten seconds," Lane told the sobbing girl, "you're gonna get your ass whipped until it turns into hamburger if you don't start giving me a decent blow-job. Now move it!"
Whimpering in her throat, Shawn started to suck his fleshy rod with urgent motions of her mouth. She tightened her warm lips with each long suck, finally inspired lo fuck her tongue across the knob. When she felt Vera's wet tongue slither up her asshole again, delicious shivers of excitement raced through her bowels and she tried to nudge her aching cunt down, imploring Vera to finish her almost forgotten cunt-licking.
"Better, much better," Lane groaned, fucking her hot mouth with slow lunges. He knew he'd have to spell it out for her, though it was a clumsy college-girl blow-job – no tricks, no artistry, no frills.
"Use your teeth but gently," he told her. "Across the surface of my meat when you suck. Then whirl your tongue around the head of my dick from time to time. And if the notion strikes you," he added sarcastically, "you might slip my prick out of your mouth long enough to suck on my balls awhile."
A curious thing was happening to Shawn. The pain on her ass-flesh had given way to a warm glow, fusing with the fierce excitement in her pussy and asshole. Her pain was beginning to mingle with her lustful pleasure.
And it was Vera's intention that before she finished with the sexy dealer, she wouldn't know the difference between the two. That was what the dark-eyed swinger had learned as a teanager, when she'd run away from home and was picked up hitchhiking by a wealthy couple. They'd put her up in a motel room and by the time they'd finished with her, she couldn't tell the difference between agony and bliss.
She'd stayed two years with the couple, posing as their daughter while they sucked and fucked her feverishly every night, lavishing her with expensive gifts and clothes, and buying her her own sports car. Vera had finally left – out of boredom – striking out on her own. And now it was her turn to turn on other girls, young sexy beauties like this gorgeous piece of pussy.
Again, Shawn was on the verge of her elusive orgasm, her cunt aching madly and dripping with juice, her asshole quivering as Vera's tongue probed deep to tease and thrill. It occurred to her they might reward her with a climax if she got Lane to shoot off in her mouth quickly, so she put all her soul and healthy young passion into her blow-job, sucking his hard meat fiercely, stopping to lick and kiss and suck on his hairy balls and then returning to her task with intensified lust.
"Hey, good honey," Lane groaned, cupping her head tightly in his hands as he fucked her savagely while she sucked. His prick was growing rock-hard now, vibrating massively in her feverish mouth. Shawn moaned with animal lust, craving his boiling cream now, wanting it spurting in a great flood in her mouth. She whipped and wriggled her lips in a frenzy as his thick rod swelled more and then he was bursting, hot jism spattering in her mouth like a fountain. Whimpering with obscene delight, the girl gulped it down and swung her ass excitedly to Vera's endlessly searching mouth.
"Shit, oh baby, mnmmm… juicy mouth! Yeah, ooohhhhh!"
With a final series of jerks, Lane felt his load being drained from his loins and he let out a long contented sigh. Actually, it was a terrible blow-job by Vera's expert standards, but the point was that the potential was there. She could be trained, and that was what mattered.
For a minute he simply sat there with his limp rod in her still wildly sucking lips while he watched his wife lick Shawn's asshole. Still wearing her obscenely split panties and sexy nylons and high heels, Vera was terrifically exciting as she burrowed her ripe lips to the girl's beautiful naked ass. But the high point would come when she raped Shawn with the dildo. That action always gave Lane an immense new hard-on, no matter how exhausted he might be. He slipped his meat out of Shawn's moaning lips and climbed off the bed.
"Now make me come!" Shawn cried out at once, wriggling her ass to Vera's face. "Dear God, please make me come! I'm so hot I could faint!"
Slowly, Vera sat up, licking the taste of tender female asshole on her lips. As she stared down at Shawn's juicy young cunt, so pink and wet and luscious, she almost gave in to the wild urge to suck her off with ravenous groans, draining her dry if it took all night. But she had to follow the rules, for a very specific reason.
She got up onto the bed in Lane's previous position, her own wet pussy peeping obscenely through the slit in her sheer panties. She dug her high heels in to the mattress on each side of Shawn. She cupped the girl's tear-streaked face into her hands and bored her eyes into Shawn's.
"Listen, baby," she whispered, "I promised to thrill you like you've never had it before and I will. But first you've gotta eat my pussy, you've gotta show me what you can do, angel. You've gotta suck me off until I'm coming all over your face, until there's a great big puddle of my honey on the bed. Because that's what I'm going to do for you, Shawn, only better – much, much better – when I fuck you. Okay, darling?"
"Yes," Shawn whispered feverishly, "I will, Vera, I swear I'll eat you good, I'll suck you off so madly, oh God, I'm hot, I'm hot! Suck me, fuck me, rape me, hurt me but make me come, please, please!"
"In a little while," Vera murmured, her seeping slit only two inches from Shawn's wet lips now, her cunt weaving with lustful eagerness. Then with a low hiss the dark-eyed woman suddenly slammed her dripping cunt to Shawn's waiting mouth and rubbed it savagely.
"EAT!" she commanded hoarsely. "Eat my cunt! Aaaah, yesssss, oh Shawn, suck it, lick it, kiss it, eat it, love it! Love my… oooooh! Beautiful! Hot loving mouth!"
The girl dug her lips and tongue into the fragrant crack with all the frustrated fury of passion she felt in every inch of her tormented flesh. Low animal moans came from her throat as she drilled deeply with her tongue, thrilled and tremendously excited by the new sensation. She liked eating pussy! She realized with a sudden shock. She loved the squirming, wriggling hot sweet flesh crushing against her tingling lips, the smell of excited cunt in her nostrils, a powerful female scent unlike anything else, the sticky luscious fluid trickling heavily into her mouth, the sensation of darkness and heat surrounding her face, like the primeval memory of her mother's womb.
And above all the guilt with a completely normal upbringing, Shawn knew it was wrong for one girl to have oral sex with another, and this was at least half her delicious excitement.
The other half, unknown to her, was the cunning ritual of teasing torture and pleasure. Because there was a method to Vera's madness, a definite plan. From the moment she saw the honey-haired girl, she knew she wanted her as a steady for both Lane and herself, a live-in source of endless thrills, the apex of the perfect triangle. And if she survived tonight and was ready for more, than she was the one. If she didn't run away screaming first chance she got.
"Ah! Oh! You eat my cunt, Shawn, you baby, ooooooo hot mouth, juicy, juicy lips, mmmmmmm, work that tongue, sweet lips, angel-pussy, AAAhhhhiiii!"
Hissing and panting, Vera reared back her head and shuddered as her first climax exploded from Shawn's frantically lapping tongue digging deeply into her cunt-flesh. Oh Christ, a born pussy-eater! A born switch-hitter just like herself! She knew for certain; she wasn't guessing, because the girl was sucking her off in a delirious assault, doing what Vera would do – ramming her nose and chin as well as her lip into the writhing flesh, smearing cunt-juice all over her face with unashamed joy, moaning in her throat like a starved cat.
And all the time Shawn's lovely naked body made wild fucking motions, trembling from head to toe with fierce delight at her new discovery.
"Oh baby, baby coming a-a-again!Ooooo sweet love your darling mouth suck me honey, do my cunt yesssss!"
Even in her frenzy Shawn paused to suck happily on Vera's swollen clit-bud, whipping her tongue against it to bring low screams of ecstasy from the other woman. Then she dipped her mouth down to Vera's asshole and snaked her tongue deep inside the hot tunnel, wriggling it fiercely.
And all the while the madly devouring girl wasn't the slightest bit aware that flashbulbs were popping as Lane casually took colored Polaroid shots of their latest conquest. They had amassed quite a collection since their marriage began, and on boring nights they would sit before the fire, like any happy couple, and pore over the pictures and laugh and reminisce over drinks.
"Unnnnnnng!" Vera wailed as the dealer shot another wild climax through her trembling cunt by placing her lips squarely against Vera's cuntlips and sucking furiously. No tongue action, no teasing, just raw brutal pussy-sucking.
Panting and feverishly rubbing her own tits, Vera was aware that Lane had put the camera down. She snapped her fingers and he handed her the whip. Viciously, the crazed swinger began lashing Shawn's naked lovely ass while she savagely fucked her mouth.
"For… aaaagh! For your own… oooooo, cuntsucking darling! For your own good, baby! Harder, deeper, more!"
Sobbing in her throat, Shawn licked and kissed and sucked in a pure frenzy of frustration and pain and joy, dimly aware that she was being punished for nothing. But as erratic as Vera seemed, she never did anything for nothing, especially when it came to sex. This was training, nothing more. Anytime she wanted a blow-job and Shawn would be reluctant out came the whip. Association and memory would do the rest. The sight of the whip would flood her body with wild excitement – pain and pleasure both – and she'd fall to her knees and start eating on the spot.
That's how Vera was trained, so she ought to know.
Now Shawn felt a climax in her own savagely throbbing pussy, but it was only the faint beginning of a volcanic eruption, only a teasing spark in a holocaust, a release caused by the jolting pain on her ass-flesh from the brutal whip.
Vera began slamming her hot cunt into Shawn's helpless mouth in slow massive jerks, grinding the wildly eating flesh all over her face, loud groans of wanton bliss rolling from her lips.
"Eat it… oooooo! Hot… aaaaah! Pussy! Mmmmnm! C-c-commmmmggggg Jeeeeezus yessssss!"
Although the honey-haired girl could barely breathe and her tender ass was on fire with welts, Vera's profound and bizarre passion communicated itself to Shawn. As she moaned furiously, and slowly, ravenously she lapped and sucked at the juicy gushing slit, hoping and fervently praying the crazed swinger would finally give her her own desperate orgasm once she was satisfied.
But Lane could have told her to her horror that Vera was never satisfied, just postponed. For five minutes Vera twisted and rocked and thrashed her maddened cunt to Shawn's frantic mouth, deep shattering moans rolling from her throat while her swollen tits rose and fell in slow jerky heaves, while her hands crushed Shawn's mouth mercilessly to her boiling crotch.
Then with a final shuddering sigh she released the girl.
For a minute Shawn could only gasp for breath, her tongue rolling around her mouth to relish the strange flood of pussy-juice. "Going crazy," she finally whispered. "Going crazy! You've got to make me come! Fuck me whip me suck me beat me make me… commmmmmmmme!"
Vera's eyes gradually came into focus and she stroked Shawn's hair tenderly.
"Poor darling," she purred. "You did so well, you did fantastic! Let me get you a drink and a cigarette. I'm ready for a break. How about you, Lane?"
Lane had been sitting on the edge of the bed for the last few minutes for a close-up view. Now he teased Shawn's soaked thighs with his fingers, never touching her cunt-flesh but circling it with diabolical closeness.
"I'm ready for a break."
Shawn raised her head, tears of rage and helplessness flowing down her cheeks. "I don't want a fucking break! I want to come!" She tugged frantically at her chains to emphasize her white-hot frustration. "Suck me or fuck me, damn you both!"
"We will," Lane assured her softly. "You can bet your sweet ass we will. When we're good and Goddamn ready."
The girl blinked her eyes and shuddered convulsively from head to toe for a few seconds from shear nerve-shattering rage frustration. She felt her mind whirl and soar, beginning to crack into a thousand fragments. Then a bloodcurdling scream shot from her throat and she fainted.



CHAPTER FOUR


The moment Shawn regained consciousness she knew something was different. The naked girl had only been out for a minute but now she was chained on her back, spread-eagled out on the mattress with her tits and pussy exposed.
Vera sat at the head of the bed, gently lifting her head. Her other hand held a drink which she placed to Shawn's lips. She gulped a few swallows and felt a sharp tingle in her stomach. It was a double martini, followed by a few puffs on a cigarette the sadistic woman held for her.
"Feel better now?" Vera asked.
"A little. I feel like I'm being tortured by the Gestapo," Shawn whispered. She gulped more of the martini, feeling her tense flesh relax slightly. Only one thing could release the boiling knot of tension in her loins and if she didn't get it soon she'd be ready for a straightjacket. She didn't know why Vera was so weird, so cruel and tender at the same time. Nor could the sultry, hot-lipped swinger herself understand that since she'd gone through the same ordeal countless times as an impressionable teenager, the only way she could eventually get rid of her torment was to pass it on to someone else.
And Vera did, at every conceivable opportunity. "Please fuck me now," Shawn begged, her green eyes gleaming on Vera. "I'll do anything you want later on, but please fuck me now!"
There was that shrill note in her voice that thrilled Vera so deeply, that made her feel like an angel of terrifying retribution, Lane sat on the other side of the bed with a thick stack of Polaroid snapshots in his hand. He and his wife leaned over comfortably, making a cozy picture as they worked the helpless girl up even further by showing her their collection, adding comments.
"Ah, he was a wildcat," Vera mused as they stared at a slender, mad-eyed girl of eighteen or so who rode Lane's crimson cock like a saddle of fury. "She flipped out later. I heard they busted her for walking into a high-school class stark naked and trying to fuck everyone in it including the teacher. Then she tried to rape the cops who busted her."
The next shot showed Vera and a strikingly beautiful, big-busted redhead frantically locked in sixty-nine.
"She was a model," Vera recalled. "I thought I liked to eat pussy but she made me look like a girl scout."
The next snap showed Vera on top of the model, plunging the giant dildo into her cunt. The model's heels dug into Vera's ass and her back was arched so sharply off the bed she might have been levitating. But it was the look on her face, the expression of wanton joy and fury that made Shawn gasp. It was raw lust, fierce and beautiful and shocking, the very depths of insanely unleashed passion forever frozen – transfixed in time by the camera's lens.
"Do that to me!" Shawn whimpered, feeling her pussy throb with urgency. It was only then she realized they were showing her the pictures to torment her viciously. She suddenly strained at her chains with incredible strength, moaning deliriously, her face contorted with rage.
"I think you'd better fuck her now," Vera said to Lane. "She looks as if she might flip any second."
Lane's prick had gotten enormous from the pictures and he nodded in agreement. He put the snapshots aside while Shawn watched his long cock with blazing eyes, her hips undulating wildly on the bed. Vera picked up the camera as Lane climbed on top of Shawn. Instantly she dug her swollen hot tits into his chest and threw her soaked cunt upward, searching frantically for the huge head of his dick.
"Just take it easy, honey," he told her, gripping his burning meat in his hand. Jesus, was she primed! All silk and moist with agitation, tits boiling, crotch steaming, naked flesh on fire with eagerness. When Vera turned on a girl she pulled out all the stops.
Lane, too, was an expert at calculating when a woman would start to climax, feeling her cunt suck and throb with growing urgency, listening to her moans and cries while he waited for the perfect diabolical moment.
He slipped in only his knob and Shawn let out a low scream, thrashing up sharply with her hips. But Lane jerked up too, teasing her fiery cuntlips with his dickhead. He knew one thing for certain – he sure as hell wasn't going to last long with this juicy slit. It throbbed with electrifying need, sucking fiercely, slippery and tight and succulent.
Then he plunged his prick in almost to the hilt and Shawn hissed and hugged it savagely with her tortured cunt, tears of frenzied joy gushing from her eyes. It quivered and pounded in her dripping pussy with thrilling power.
"Oh yessss! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, more, faster, ooooh! Deeper, harder, need your – aaaah! – big hot prick! Whoo!"
No more than two minutes, Lane calculated. He gritted his teeth, trying to keep his pumping stroke to a slow but violent rhythm which wouldn't get her off only excite her more. But Jesus, what cunt!
"Hot and good," he gasped, driving his boiling meat with lustful force. "Hey shit, Shawn, that's, that's fantastic cunt! WOW, fabulous! MMMMmmmoh, shit luscious!"
And it was, too. She was tight and searing and sucking on his huge rod with delicious spasms, wild groans accompanying each upward thrust of her hips. She sank her teeth into his shoulder and bit like a crazed animal, the explosive ball in her loins firing up rapidly. Oh Lord, she was getting fucked at last! The blissful release she needed so much that her sanity hung on by only a thread, was gathering tremendous power inside her frenzied cunt and she could feel her lust sweep over her naked perspiring flesh like a sheet of wildfire.
"Ohh God fuck me! Oh! Big prick love you! UNNNG! Think I'm… AAARGH! UNF! Jeeezus! Gonna come, oh Lorddddd!"
Just a few more strokes now, Lane thought, gasping as her juicy slit shuddered and wriggled and throbbed on his hard meat. Shit, he was going to come himself! Pull out, now, NOW!
He slipped his rod out just in time. For a minute he leaned on his elbows above her, catching his breath. Shawn shook her head insanely, mewing sounds coming from her lips. And then…
"N-n-no! Goddamn you no not again no no! Fuck me, you bastard, fuck me, don't, oh God – don't tease me any more! Losing my mind! Aaaaaaaagh!"
Lane glanced aver at his wife as another flashbulb popped. There was that maniacal look of excitement on her face as Shawn screamed and thrashed helplessly at her chains, as the massive prick she craved so desperately hovered inches from her agonized pussy.
Okay, he was ready now.
He gripped his throbbing dick and lowered it, the knob groping for her tiny asshole. When he found it he slammed forward with all his strength.
"Eeeee!" Shawn cried, her face stunned with disbelief. She struggled for breath, realizing her tender asshole had just been brutally pierced to the hilt. Giant waves of pain pulsated in her bowels, pushed the breath from her lungs, left her anguished mind and body teetering dangerously.
Now Lane began stroking viciously, plunging his long thick rod deep into her churning soft bowels, groaning with obscene plesure. Damn, it was nearly a good as her wild cunt!
"Hot ass!" he grunted, feeling his jism tingle sharply in his loins. "Hey wild ass, Shawn! What an asshole, mmmm! Hang on, honey, aaaaaah! Oh shit, Vera, she's got a fabulous asshole! Ooooof!"
And Shawn did work it. Not out of pleasure but naked desperation, because if she didn't do something her mind would explode. Each time he rammed his immense hard-on forward into her ravaged ass she jerked up violently to meet him, torturing her own tender tunnel with perverse joy. The knob seemed to blaze in the very pit of her belly, ripping through her fiery ass with brutal force.
"You're killing me bastard!" she screamed, tugging madly at her chains. "Ripping me up! Yesssss! Fuck my ass harder, damn you! Fuck my ass deeper! Oooooo yes! Go on tear it up aaaaaaagh! Gonna cc-come! Gonna come! Unnnnnngh! Love prick up my ass! Love painnnnn!"
And she began coming, a strange molten eruption that began deep in her asshole and spread to her knotted loins, a pain-climax so intense she craved the whip across her belly at the same time. She was coming out of pure excitement and desperation, but it was the agony in her impaled ass that triggered it, the searing massive pressure of his savagely pumping meat.
"Here… aaah! Here it comes!" Lane gasped when she gripped his rod ferociously in her slippery anus and writhed her bowels on him with delirious lust. He could feel her asshole sucking the cream from his prick in giant spasms of excitement, and he spurted a flood of boiling jism to make the helplessly bound girl give off a high, piercing scream of pain-ecstasy.
The wet fire of his load stung her bowels with shattering impact. She shuddered her hips convulsively and sucked her anus on his deflating meat in wild lewd jerks, making Lane wince with pain. Quickly he slipped his soft rod out before she could grind it up with her crazed asshole.
"MORE!" Shawn demanded, still swinging her soft hips and crying as his jism trickled in her ass. "Fuck me more, damn you! Both of you fucking – rape me!"
She raved on while Vera quickly strapped on the dildo-harness. This was the highlight of the night, the main feast after all the other appetizers. God, she loved to fuck sexy girls! And yet there wasn't a shred of masculinity in her tawny flesh, she simply loved to tease and torture them and then get them off like they'd never had it before in their lives – fuck them with diabolical lust and fury, hearing their cries, watching their stunned expressions, feeling their soft burning flesh wriggle and thrash beneath hers.
"It's all right," Vera panted, mounting the trembling, sobbing girl. Their hot tits met and rubbed and Vera tried to kiss her but Shawn kept weaving her head from side to side, unable to vent her profound excitement and frustration.
The swinger reached down and switched on the dildo. It leaped with a humming quiver. She pressed the colossal curved knob against Shawn's pussylips. Immediately Shawn froze. Her eyes blazed on Vera's, glowing pools of maniacal lust.
"Yes," she whispered. "You're going to… yes! You're going to fuck me now? Ooooo do it! Oh God shove it in, Vera, aaaaaah! Yessssss!"
Moving her hips to a slow lascivious tempo, Vera began to fuck the incoherent honey-haired dealer, watching her face closely. Every subtle feeling could be read there, every delicious thrill and nerve-racing sensation as the humming spikes rubbed and tingled deep into Shawn's juicy cunt. The girl's glazed eyes were filled with love now, boring into Vera's while her pink tongue darted lustfully around her lips.
"Ah, Vera! OW honey! Oh Vera, you fuck so… unnnnn! So beautifully! Oh darling, darling G-G-G-God! Coming for real! For real!"
The swinger reached beneath for the voltage button and held it for ten seconds. An electrified wave of breathtaking, nerve-shattering thrills immediately pulsed through Shawn's silken pussy. A series of deep orgasms began exploding in her gorged cunt, like nothing she'd ever felt before, racing over every quivering nerve in her body.
Inch by inch, Vera worked the humming prick deeper inside Shawn's slit, knowing the incredible sensations she felt, knowing the girl would never recover from this intricately planned night. Again and again Vera pressed the voltage-button to trigger fierce new climaxes in Shawn's maddened, sucking cunt to complete the cycle of lust.
"Oh Vera! Oh God in heaven!" Shawn cried, her drenched naked body now heaving with spasms of uncontrollable excitement. "Oh darling I can't… can't… Ooooooo! I can't stop! Mmmmm! Comminggg!"
And that was precisely planned too. First she couldn't get the climax she so violently needed to keep her sanity. Now she couldn't stop from climaxing. In the course of three hours, the honey-haired innocent from a small town out west had been the calculated victim of a plot to probe every single emotion in her mind, every conceivable passion in her soft hot flesh.
Vera sensed, but couldn't put into words, that she was inflicting the experience of a lifetime on her victims, that she was creating a whole, new range of emotional response, a sort of profound sex-therapy. Her charm and lips and tongue and fingers, and the chains and the whip and the dildo were her probes – sharp needles of lust and excitement that searched and exploded nerve centers into thrilling – or horrifying – new reactions.
"No more!" Shawn was begging now, her silken nakedness drenched with sweat, her tormented pussy almost numb from devastating excitement, from too many savage thrills too quickly inflicted.
For a reply, Vera held the jolt-button down for a full thirty seconds. The girl's body responded with shivers while Vera lavished tiny frenzied bites on her ripe lips. And still she fucked Shawn, a relentless brutal nerve-shattering fuck, getting constantly hotter herself, sucking on the girl's delicious tits for a while, probing her juicy asshole with a long searching finger, always plunging the humming giant prick in deeply and lewdly. She twisted it up and down and from side to side and back and forth, driving the helpless dealer to the brink of madness. Shawn could no longer scream or even beg; she simply panted with exhaustion while her ravaged cunt responded with a crazed will of its own.
When Shawn's body suddenly went limb Vera realized she'd had enough. She'd fainted. Slipping out the dildo – there were flecks of blood on it, she saw with satisfaction – she climbed off the bed and unstrapped it. She looked at Lane's limp rod with a sigh. He sat in a corner in an overstuffed chair, silently sipping a drink and smoking a cigarette. He's getting old, Vera thought, even at forty-five. One half-decent blowjob and Shawn's wild asshole had just about put him out of commission, for a while anyway. But what the hell, she realized, he put in a hard day at the casino while she slept late. She was ready for action when he came home.
Shawn stirred, moaning softly. Vera went around to the four corners of the bed, unchaining her, then crawled onto the bed with her, hugging her and rubbing their wet pussies together.
"That wasn't so bad now, was it, honey?" she murmured. "You're okay now, aren't you?"
Barely moving her head, Shawn nodded, trembling as Vera's fingers stroked her plump hips and soft ass. She felt as if she'd just escaped from a lunatic asylum. But she couldn't deny the intense glow of happiness in her loins, spreading outward in great waves. The savage experience had triggered something deep within her, a spark of profound lust that had waited a lifetime.
"Feel good enough to satisfy me for a while, baby?" Vera whispered, snaking her tongue in Shawn's ear. "Want to fuck Vera with the giant cock? Get her off?"
Shawn was about to protest that she was too exhausted when something flashed in her mind and she felt a tremendous surge of energy.
"Yes," she murmured. "Yes, I'd like that, honey. I'd love that!"
Eagerly, Vera strapped the harness on for her and showed her the buttons, cautioning her not to keep the voltage button down for more than thirty seconds.
Shawn smiled sweetly. "I'll remember," she said.
Vera lay back on the bed wish her thighs spread wide and her knees drawn up. She panted furiously as the honey-haired beauty climbed on top of her. For a minute Shawn reveled in her freedom, in her new sense of power now that she was on top. She kissed the dark-haired woman passionately on the lips and then sucked her tits for a minute, growing feverishly aroused again at the new experience.
God, she'd been turned on to pussy!
Clutching the humming dildo in her greedy hands, Vera guided it into her eagerly sucking cunt, her moans becoming louder as Shawn began to fuck her with lewd forceful strokes. Locking her legs tightly behind Shawn's back, Vera hugged her fiercely and kissed and bit her lips as her cunt began erupting in hot orgasms, growing wilder every minute.
"Fuck me all night!" she wailed, clawing Shawn's smooth back. "Ah, baby, I love the way you fuck! Ooooo yes!"
Now, thought Shawn with maddened fury, NOW!
Quickly, she jerked out the dildo and Vera cried out in protest. "No, honey! Listen, I'm just coming, dammit, what are you… no! Jeeesus nooooo… argh!"
As fast as she could Shawn found Vera's tiny hole with a darting finger and placed the head of the humming spiked prick against it. Then her lips drew back from her teeth and her eyes blazed insanely.
She slammed it into the narrow tender slit with all the rage she could muster, loving the look of horror and total shock on Vera's stunned face, the mask of pure agony.
"Good God! Oh! No! Shawn, pleeeeez! You'll kill me! Lane, stop her, stop… EEE!"
But Lane, who'd come over to the bed and stood watching intently, simply smiled. Shit, a little pain and discipline wouldn't hurt his sex-crazed wife at all, really. And it was funny, ironic as hell the way a victim had turned the tables on Vera. In fact, he was getting excited as hell watching the luscious dealer ram it into Vera's tortured asshole, so amused his prick was looming bright-red again.
Shawn stroked brutally deep and pressed down the voltage button for a count of sixty, panting with exhilaration. She loved the expression of terror and unbearable anguish on Vera's sensuous, distorted face. She wallowed in the delicious feeling of vengeance. The swinger fainted. Still, Shawn held down the button, the acid memory of her own torture vivid in her mind. Normally a sensitive, considerate girl, she had, as Vera would put it, flipped. But not in the usual expected way. She didn't cower and run with her tail between her legs like the others. Instead, she gave back double, ecstatic with her twisted victory, raping Vera's helpless asshole with total abandon.
She suddenly felt Lane behind her, his hot swollen prick slipping into her pussy. She began sobbing with depraved bliss as he fucked her rapidly, while she continued her rape with added passion.
She came as Lane's jism spattered hotly in her throbbing slit, biting Vera's soft shoulder and holding the button down for another thirty seconds Vera came to and screamed hoarsely, raking her nails over Shawn's back, drawing streaks of blood, but nothing could stop the driven girl now. There was a mass of jarring, shocking fire in Vera's asshole, a blazing explosion of lewd fury that tore at her screaming nerves with insane violence.
And then Vera knew what to do. She surrendered to it completely, forced herself to love the white-hot jolts, to crave the shirking pain. Resisting it only doubled the anguish, giving in to it was the answer.
And she came with it then, she shuddered with a tremendous release, a climax of pure pain, as intense and nerve-racking as any ecstasy, making her scream with depraved joy. With that, Shawn let her go.
Vera awoke to something hot and wet licking at her legs, licking upwards with low moans and lewd eagerness, finally plunging like a whip of fire into her pussy.
Quickly, she locked her thighs around Shawn's head and fucked her mouth for thirty solid minutes while Lane slept peacefully beside her. Afterwards, Shawn returned to her place in the middle of the bed, one hand gently cupping Vera's throbbing warm cunt, the other stroking Lane's long soft rod, waiting for it to stiffen.
And Vera knew then, without having to ask that the honey-haired, luscious dealer was there to stay. She'd not only survived the ordeal of lust, she'd graduated with honors.



CHAPTER FIVE


Day One began to unfold.
Day One, as Jack mentally titled the first day of the five-day caper, began with a casual stroll through the Green Wheel at two in the afternoon. He and Sally had had to wait a long, tense week before putting the operation into action, long enough for the new cards to hit the tables.
And, he saw with vicious satisfaction, they'd hit.
Sally wouldn't show up 'til four and they wouldn't be seen together for the next five crucial days. The stake totaled three thousand dollars, fifteen hundred apiece. It had been amassed by Sally through pure sweat – arduous fucking at fifty dollars a crack. But it was enough, because they had an edge over the casino to put it mildly.
They knew every card coming off the deck, plus the dealer's hole card.
After five long years, Jack had the casino people he hated so deeply by their rich balls, and he wouldn't let go until they screamed.
But one way or the other, they had to get out fast after five days, because his cunning instincts told him this was the maximum they could push their luck before the casino got too suspicious. And so he'd calculated that they could take a maximum of around twenty thousand a day between he and Sally, ten grand apiece. His biggest problem was greed. Once you set up a gold mine like the Green Wheel, it was tough to walk away from it. He had a living dream, a professional gambler's mortal lock on a vast amount of ready cash, and the temptation to suck the casino dry was hot and furious in his blood. But then he reminded himself of that ride into the desert.
His heart raced and his palms itched as he watched the action at one table. He started reading the cards mentally as the dealer spewed them off the deck. Jack, seven, nine, three, king, four – the dealer had a fucking four in the hole! God, he was going to shove it up their ass, so far their ears wiggled in agony.
The marks were very, very difficult to detect. He and Sally had spent hour after hour, day after day, week after week, marking these cards laboriously and perfectly. Any card that had the slightest chance of being detected was thrown out along with the whole deck. They'd made a lot of mistakes at first, and it was the grueling shits to throw all that hard work away, but his motto was Safety First.
And in the grinding process of marking they'd learned to read the subtle, microscopic marks in a flash, a mere glance.
Now Jack glanced at his watch – three minutes to two. He could start right now, but he had a timetable beginning at two sharp and he was going to keep it. He watched the action, his muscles keening with tension, his blood singing, his gambler's heart on fire.
Ah, Jesus, he'd waited a long time for this juicy hot vengeance, this fabulous ripoff. He'd dreamed of it night after night when he was in the hospital with his battered ribs and face, still tasting blood in his mouth. Now it was his turn to make these bastards bleed, and oh, would these cold-hearted sons of bitches bleed. Not red but green, lovely green. His eyes narrowed as he searched the throne at the center of the pit. It was empty. Lane sometimes didn't come on 'til three or four, depending on the action.
It was two o'clock.
He sat in a vacant seat and took out two hundred, getting twenty-dollar chips. He feverishly waited to start in with fifty or hundred dollar chips, but slow and easy does it, nothing flashy, a gradual buildup. That was the mark of the consistently lucky winner – gradual.
On the first hand he had sixteen, the dealer twenty. He read the top card – a bust. He shrugged. He won the next four in a row, purposely losing the fifth so as not to push it. That's how he'd do it, by degrees. Win some, lose some – win the big ones, lose the small ones, suck them in. He drank scotch on the rocks as he played, to steady his nerves. No gulping, just a constant sipping. By four o'clock he'd moved up to fifty-dollar chips and was three thousand ahead. Glancing around, he spotted Sally at a far table. She met his eyes very briefly and looked away. He wasn't the slightest bit worried about her part in it. She had nerves of ice, better than his by far. There was only one hot streak in Sally's cold blood and that was for him and him alone.
At five, Lane loomed up behind the dealer. Jack lit a cigarette, the scotch steadying his fingers. The sonofabitch looked exactly as he did five years ago, cold-eyed, grim, forbidding. The manager watched the play for a few minutes, but Jack wasn't bothered. It was standard routine to move around the tables and to linger at the ones where someone was winning big.
Then he became aware it wasn't the action Lane was watching. It was him. The wild urge to get up and leave hammered in his heart but he knew that was the dumbest thing he could do. Shit, he couldn't recognize him after all these years, not after the plastic surgery, not after the hundreds of dealers he'd hired and fired. No way.
Then why was he staring at him?
Jack snapped his fingers and a cocktail waitress appeared. He ordered a double. He had an easy win on the next round and deliberately dropped two hundred. He dropped another two hundred, and he could sense the relief in Lane. That was the trouble with these pricks, they acted as though every cent they lost came out of their own pockets instead of the big boys'.
But still Lane watched him.
Jack lit another cigarette and his fingers trembled ever so slightly. Fear was beginning to creep up his stomach, like an icy mountain climber scaling a wall. Fuck that grim-eyed bastard, he was going to take this one before his eyes, for four hundred.
And he did.
His confidence began to sweep back along with the scotch glowing in his nerves. What the fuck was he anyway, a man or a rabbit? Let the cocksucker stare at him all night, he didn't care. So he was a heavy winner, so what? So he looked familiar, so what? Up his chilling ass, that's what.
And still Lane watched him.
And ten Jack did what he should have done. Ten minutes seemed like ten nerve-racking million years ago.
He looked Lane squarely back in the eye. Five seconds. Ten seconds. Twelve seconds.
And Lane turned away.
Ahhhh sweet motherfucking victory! Jack ordered a triple scotch, exultation rising in his chest, the a flag at full salute. He'd read that somewhere, that if somebody put the evil eye on you, you gave it right back to the bastard and stared him down, showed him your hairy balls. He was like King Kong now, wanting to stand up and beat his chest with snarling triumph. When the waitress brought his drink, she waved his money away, telling him it was on the house. He tipped her a ten.
But the free drink wasn't Lane conceding anything. It was house policy to buy winners – never losers – drinks, and the more you won, the more lavish they got with their booze. The drunker you got, the more reckless you became, and if you weren't careful they took everything back plus your spare change. Mote than one poor asshole who'd won a fortune had been sucked into losing it back, sometimes falling off his seat in the process.
Jack sipped the drink, savoring it all the more. Well, fuck you, Lane he thought happily. In the first place, Jack never got drunk. In the second, he was so fucking nervous and tense deep down, that alone would keep him alert and sober. And in the third place, there weren't any feathers on his tail – he glanced back just to make sure – so he wasn't exactly a turkey.
By nine o'clock Jack was eight thousand ahead.
And from his swivel leather chair high in the center of the casino, Lane watched him carefully.
At the same time three tables away, Sally scooped up her winnings, picked up her purse and headed for the bar. She was six thousand ahead and was much more cautious than Jack. She wasn't a gambler, didn't have that crazed, ferocious heart, and she felt like bursting into tears every time she had to give the house back a few hundred.
She sipped her martini, watching Lane watch Jack in the high mirror behind the bar. Oh shit, she thought she was going to faint when he'd stood behind the dealer, watching her husband with those death-eyes. And then she'd seen Jack boldly stare him down and the harsh, bitter love she felt for her handsome hustling husband spread throughout her jaded system like a fatal disease. He had balls! She'd always felt he was a weakling deep down, but he actually had the guts in a showdown. And she loved him for it, at least as much as her cynical feelings could allow.
Lane shifted restlessly in his chair and swiveled away from table four. So the guy was on a winning streak, so what? It happened all the time. It was, in fact, very good publicity for the house. Word spread like wildfire, a crowd would be gathering soon and greed, their major commodity, would be sparked into a blaze. In fact, the more the sleek character won the better it would be for the house in the long run.
But Lane was bothered. There was something about the guy, his eyes, his mouth… he didn't exactly recognize him and yet, a faint beep-beep had gone off in the back of his mind; and now it beeped irritably away, a constant thorn in his side.
His phone buzzed.
"Lane here."
"Grogan here. Table one is down about six thou. Broad in the red dress, hard face, stacked. She's at the bar now."
"Okay thanks, Grogan."
The pit boss hadn't bothered mentioning table four. He knew Lane was watching that one. Lane's eyes scanned the bar, picked out Sally. He frowned. His instincts told him she was a hooker, nothing cheap, but still… Lane's instincts were never wrong, not after twenty-five years in the hard, vicious arena of professional gambling.
So what if she was a hooker? As long as she didn't hustle her trade in the Green Wheel she was welcome. Their money was as crisp and green as anyone else's. He scanned her sensuous tits and lush ass and stunning legs. Christ, she had beautiful legs, long, silken, tapered, one of the nicest pair he'd ever seen, if her face weren't so harshly defined, she'd be a knockout. She was picking up her purse now and returning to the seat, which no one else had taken. The action wasn't heavy enough tonight, except for those two tables. She brought stacks of gold hundred-dollar chips out of her purse, set them up and began betting. And winning.
Lane swiveled back to table four. Sleek character was still at it, mountains of chips piled in front of him. He was definitely a hustler, probably scored heavily on women with his smooth looks.
Two babies losing, two hustlers winning.
His phone buzzed.
"Lane here."
"It's Shawn, Lane." She didn't have to tell him, because the second he heard her girlish sweet voice, his prick began tingling sharply. It was her night off and she was home with his wife.
"What's the matter, honey?" Her voice was agitated.
"It's Vera. She's… well, she's drunk out of her gourd and she wants to drive to town and party. She's almost out of it but I can't stop her. What'll I do?"
He gritted his teeth. "Do you know where the distributor cap is on the Mercedes?"
Of course she didn't. He explained carefully how to disconnect it. "After she can't get the car started she'll call a cab," he went on, "but in the meantime she'll have two or three more drinks, the dumb bitch. In the medicine cabinet you'll find a bottle of Nembutal – small yellow caps. Empty two into one or her drinks and that'll slow her down. Then strap that dildo on and fuck her until she faints. But listen, I don't care how you do it, don't let her take off, understand?"
"Count on me," Shawn said and hung up.
Lane was satisfied. The girl was getting sharp, very sharp and lately his mind had been toying with the idea of kicking Vera out on her luscious ass and just setting up housekeeping with Shawn. As tempting as it was he just couldn't bring himself to ditch Vera. He loved that crazy drunken woman in his own brutal way and felt compelled to take care of her.
His eyes went back to table four, to the sleek hustler – then to table one, to the brunette in red. He picked up his phone and dialed Upstairs Security.
"Johnson here," a voice answered.
"Johnson, I want cameras on tables one and four. Keep them pinned there until further notice."
He slammed down the phone. He knew the dealers working those tables personally and they were beyond thieving. But all his jarring instincts told him something was wrong!
He didn't have the vaguest idea what it was, but his senses were alerted sharply.
Two hustling winners, two losing tables. It stunk.
That's how Day One went.



CHAPTER SIX


In her small drab, stuffy apartment on the outskirt of Omaha, Carol Shaw tossed feverishly in bed. Five more days, five endless, tortuous, achingly lonely days of waiting for Jack. There were times when she thought she'd lose her mind, when she had the terrifying sensation she'd never hear from him again.
At one in the morning she made up her mind. Fingers trembling, she dialed Reno Information and got the number of the Green Wheel. She called them.
"Green Wheel Casino," the nasal voice rapped out.
"Listen, I, uh, I'm calling long distance for Mr. Jack Watson. He's, um."
"Is he an employee?"
"Well, no, but he… he should be there, gambling…"
"We can't page customers, I'm sorry."
"But you've got to!" Carol said shrilly. "I mean there's an emergency, do you understand?"
The operator paused. "An emergency? What kind?"
Carol's mind spun helplessly for a few seconds. "Life and death," she said desperately. "His mother's been in an accident and…"
"Well," the operator said in a softened voice, "that's different. Hang on, please."
Beads of sweat popped out on Carol's face as she gripped the phone fiercely to her ear. In the background she could hear the din of the slot machines, the dealers' calls at the crap tables, then Jack's name being paged, echoing throughout the casino.
At table one Sally froze as she scooped up chips. Jack had left almost an hour ago, having reached his quota for the day. No one would call him here! Unless… unless it was his call to her, an emergency call. She hesitated, biting her lip nervously as the voice continued paging.
Then Sally went over to the cashier and was shown where to pick up a house phone.
"Jack?" she said nervously.
"Um, is Jack Watson there?" Carol asked, confused.
Sally frowned. "Who's this?"
"Um… this is… my name is Carol Shaw and I'm calling Jack Watson from Omaha," the blonde said, thinking Sally was another operator.
Then it clicked in Sally's mind and a surge of white-hot jealousy and rage tore through her blood.
"Well, this is Mrs. Jack Watson," she said viciously. "I'm his wife. Do you have a message for him?"
Carol looked at the receiver, stunned. "His wife? There must be a mistake."
"No mistake," Sally said flatly. "I'm his wife, dig?"
"Then… then it must be the wrong party, a different Jack Watson," Carol stammered.
"About six feet two?" Sally said sweetly. "Black hair, dark greedy eyes, fantastic build, gigantic cock? Easiest, smoothest, most charming grin in the world? That's my husband."
The room began to spin and Carol's nails tried to squeeze blood from the receiver.
"No," she whispered. "No. Mistake. No message."
She put the phone down, her fingers trembling violently.
In the Green Wheel, Sally slammed her phone down, icy triumph singing in her blood. Well, that took care bf that fat-assed blonde, from. Omaha. There was only one thing in the world Sally would lose her cool over and that was Jack. Still flooded with vicious exultation, the brunette started cashing in her mounds of chips. She had ten thousand, one hundred and twenty dollars. The cashier strongly suggested she take a check. She flatly insisted on cash. It was for her own protection the cashier patiently explained. Cash only, Sally told him. He doled out hundreds, pressing a buzzer for a guard.
With the money crammed in her purse, Sally was escorted to the exit by a guard. He stayed with her on the crowded sidewalk, hailing a taxi for her. When she was safely inside and the cab lurched away, he returned to the casino.
The casino people took very good care of their winners.
In the cab, Sally lit a cigarette with slightly shaking fingers. She felt terrific, almost in ecstasy. There was more than ten grand in cash in her purse. But the fact that she'd shoved it up the Omaha blonde's ass was equally satisfying to her. She'd better not mention it to Jack. His nerves weren't exactly in prime condition right now, but the glow of vengeance sang sweetly in her heart like a lingering melody.
Back in Omaha, Carol sank her face into her hands and cried. She sobbed and wailed and bawled for thirty minutes.
And when that was out of her system, a terrible smoldering fury began sweeping through her blood, so savage her body shook from head to toe, and low raging moans came from her throat.
So she'd been taken by a smooth hustler – she was a simple country hick in the perennial story of city-slicker fleeces rube. She was a sucker. So he was going to marry her! Of course, he already had a wife, but what was a minor item like that? All he'd ever wanted was the cards switched, he'd used her!
And on top of that, he'd probably forced himself to fuck her, laughed at her inwardly when the smooth lies and promises rolled from his beautiful lips.
"You sonofabitch!" Carol screamed at the top of her lungs, her face a deathly white.
She made a pot of very strong coffee and then began packing a suitcase. Her lovely profile was serene, almost like a radiant angel's as she moved around her apartment for the last time.
But the black fury in her heart seethed like a terrible storm.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Day Two moved like a roller-coaster gone berserk.
Jack was no longer concerned about Lane's glinting, watching eyes. If the bastard hadn't made him by now he never would. And the money rolled in a gushing stream, as if the blackjack table were having a series of blissful orgasms, and simply couldn't stop coming.
By six that evening, Jack was already eight thousand ahead. It took a serious effort of will to lose some of it back to the house, so as not to appear too incredibly lucky. Maybe, just maybe he told himself as he sipped his double scotch and painfully dropped two hundred, they ought to stick around Reno an extra few days. What the hell, every day was twenty thou in cash, right? Two extra days, forty thousand smackers, which equaled three Caddies or even one gleaming, elegant Rolls-Royce.
He was humming cheerfully to himself and neatly stacking his gold chips in precise piles when someone gently tapped his shoulder. He glanced around, blinked his eyes, and felt a funny sickness in the pit of his stomach, like an elevator of doom rapidly descending.
It was Carol.
It took him a few seconds to recognize her. She'd lost her baby-fat and dispensed with her thick glasses. Her golden hair hung down in shimmering tresses and she wore an expensive knit dress that hugged every luscious curve of her tits and sensual ass. Her blue eyes gleamed at him, bathed in love and adoration.
"Well, hell, hi, Carol," he said in a cracked voice. "Just lemme finish this hand and I'll buy you a drink, okay?"
Casually, he swept up his chips, jammed them into his pockets and took her arm. He guided her toward the bar, his fingers digging brutally into her flesh.
"Goddamn you!" he hissed furiously. "I told you to wait for me, didn't I? I told you, you dumb bitch, wait for me!"
Carol looked as if she were about to burst into team. They sat on barstools and he ordered double martinis, lighting a cigarette with shaking fingers. Ah shit. Why now, when everything was going so terrifically? His eyes blazed with wrath at her, but a sharp excitement started in his loins too, hardening his cock quickly.
Jesus, she looked fantastic! Lush, sensuous, the sultry shining-eyed knockout he'd glimpsed when he first met the plump farmer's daughter. She'd blossomed overnight for him. And her eyes, so lustrous and huge and beautiful without those thick ugly glasses, were melting with love for him now.
"Why, Goddaminit?" he snapped.
"I… I had to be with you, darling," she said softly, looking humble and sorry. "Please forgive me, Jack. I missed you so much. I'm so crazy about you. I just had to be here with you."
"Yeah? Well, you can just get your ass right back to Omaha," he said sharply, gulping his drink.
"No," she said very softly and firmly. She shook her head sadly. "That isn't possible, Jack. You see, we're supposed to be married soon and I'm going to stay with you." Her face brightened and she squeezed his hand. "But I can work along with you, honey, see? I can gamble too and we'll have the money twice as fast!"
"Ah, shit," he muttered, signaling the bartender for refills. "No you can't, because it'll take weeks for you to learn the marks, dig? Out of the question. You go back to Omaha. Now." He paused, eyeing her luscious tits. "Tonight, I mean, hell as long as you're out here…" He pinned lecherously and put a hand on her leg.
And then he remembered Sally.
He glanced around quickly. Across the room at her table, she was watching them, her face chalk-white, her eyes like seething coals. Quickly, Jack withdrew his fingers from Carol's thigh, but he told himself, screw Sally, it wasn't his fault the blonde had popped up, was it?
Carol's voice was low, but deadly. "Jack, let's get something straight. I'm here to stay. I'm moving in with you." Her blue eyes locked fiercely on his, their meaning clear. "I am not going back to Omaha. I have no intention of being disappointed, Jack. Because I love you so much I'm afraid I wouldn't be able to control myself without you. And I wouldn't be responsible for my actions if you broke my heart."
She casually sipped her drink while he watched her, his heart thudding against his ribs with fear. She wouldn't! Godammit, no corn-fed, cornball from some hick town was going to tell him what to do!
"What the fuck do you mean by that?" he snapped.
"I mean," she said calmly, "if you try to ditch me I'll have a talk with the casino."
"Oh." Oh,shit! Oh, this hot-tittied bitch really meant business, she wasn't bluffing. And then it would be the final ride, the vast bleak desert. He gulped his drink down desperately and signaled for refills. He searched her smooth face one more time and knew she had him by the short hairs, a girl of sheer steel!
Letting his breath out in a soft strangled moan, he nodded. "Okay," he said hoarsely, forcing a grin. "Shit, Carol. I mean, hell, I know how you feel. You're right. As a matter of fact," and his grin spread slowly and easily across his face, dazzling, reeking with charm and self-assurance, "I'm damn glad you came, honey. I missed you too. Christ, I can barely wait to get you into the sack tonight," he added in a lewd whisper.
Her eyes watched him, still baffled in love, but that funny flicker deep in their orbs once again stirred uneasiness in him.
"Now I gotta go back and get my daily quota," he rushed on, "so here's what you do. Just go out and fuck around, enjoy yourself, see? Come back here around eleven and we'll hit my motel room for a few hours of, ah, stormy screwing. Now how does that sound, Carol?"
She finished her drink, got off the barstool and brushed her warm lips across his cheek. "Yes," she whispered. "I'll wait for you, darling. Just like you said."
He watched her leave, her carriage proud, her ass moving in beautiful sinuous weaving, her shapely legs striding purposely. And Jack's taut nerves, already stretched dangerously, began to quiver. Jesus shit fuck! He had to get Sally to get her stuff out of the motel room fast, explain the whole situation to her, somehow juggle the two women for the next few harrowing days, all the while worrying about Lane, about Sally's insane jealousy, about Carol's inscrutable eyes, about his dangerously stretched nerves. Jack suddenly wanted to break down and cry right there at the bar and beat his fists into it with maddening frustration.
Instead he passed Sally a signal to meet him in twenty minutes at a pre-arranged place, a dingy bar down the street. The signal was combing his hair, then he left the casino to wait for her, having two more stiff ones while he waited. He explained the situation to his wife in a low urgent voice. She was strangely silent as she listened, but her eyes were filled with hate.
And she knew, cursing herself silently, that she'd triggered the whole chaotic mess just to shove it up the blonde's ass on the phone. She hadn't thought Carol had the guts to do something like this, come all the way to Reno and confront him. She'd underestimated the farmer's daughter – very badly.
"Okay," Sally said when he'd finished. "If it's fucked, it's fucked. I'll get a taxi and move to another motel room. Now you listen to me," she leaned forward, her eyes burning insanely, "and don't say a word. If the cute idea of double-crossing me flashes in your dim mind, if you think you're gonna take off with a hundred grand and that cornfed bitch, I'll get you, Jack. I'll go to Lane and confess everything, and no matter where you are, I don't care if you're on the fucking moon with her, they'll find you. You know they'll find you, Jack, because when they start hunting a thief they never stop – never."
The ice cubes in his drink rattled furiously as he brought it to his lips. She'd do it too. She wouldn't care what happened to herself, she'd do it, driven by searing vengeance.
"Hey, listen," he said quickly, putting a hand on her leg, "I wouldn't do that to you, baby. The minute we've got the whole bundle I'll leave her juicy ass like greased lightning. We'll be in Mexico a few hours later, rich – on Easy Street."
Sally got off her stool and finished her drink. Her eyes watched him, filled with cold venom. "Oh one more thing, darling. Just because you're rolling around in the sack with blue-eyes doesn't mean you're going to neglect your wife. Oh, no, no, no. You're going to fulfill your husbandly duties as usual. You'll come by my motel room every morning. And you'll fuck me, long, loving hot strokes, just like usual. You'll fuck like your life depends on it, honey."
She smiled so viciously, chills raced up his spine.
"Because," she added with a sweet chuckle, "it really does, doesn't it? See you."
She stalked out of the bar. Frantically, Jack summoned the bartender and ordered a triple.
The bartender shook his head in admiration. The brunette had been stacked like a living dream. "Women troubles, huh, buddy?"
Jack waved his hand. "Ah shit, nothing. Nothing I can't handle, believe me. Just get me a drink quick, huh?"
Nothing he couldn't handle, no sir. He was ripping off a casino for a hundred thousand, his life hanging in the balance if he got caught, his wife was threatening to double-cross him if he tried to double-cross her, his girlfriend was threatening to turn him in if he tried to double-cross her, he had to fuck his guts out every night and every morning to keep them both happy, and through all this, Lane's eyes constantly watched him – cold, grim, probing like radar beams.
Nothing he couldn't handle. He gulped at his drink urgently, and heard a high piercing sound and looked toward the door. It sounded like a distant siren.
Then he realized it was his own nerves screaming at him relentlessly, and he headed back toward the casino, everything unreal in the fading sunlight. Someone thrust something into his hand as he walked and he stared at it, numb. It was a religious tract.
THERE IS STILL TIME TO BE SAVED! It shouted I at him.
He tossed it into the gutter, trying desperately to believe it.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Jack lay on the bed in the darkness of the motel room while he listened to the shower. He chain-smoked and drank scotch straight from the bottle, no chaser. Again he was tempted to go to the closet and get out the black valise and count the cash, the beautiful stacks of hundreds and fifties and twenties, the green mountains of heaven. There was forty-two thousand, six hundred and eighty bucks there.
And three more nerve-screaming days to go.
He could split now with what he had, screw Sally and Carol both. It served them right, the treacherous bitches. Then they'd both turned on him and the mob would be on his tail in hours. The thought squeezed cold drops of sweat from his skin. All he had to do was hang in a few more days, that's all.
But what clawed at his frayed nerves more than anything, more in fact than Lane's frightening eyes, was Sally. He wasn't worried about the blonde, he had her heart locked up in a mortal bind. He knew it from cunning and long experience both. No matter what she said she'd do, she loved him. It glowed in her eyes, radiated from her touch, surrounded her like an aura. He'd taken her cherry and saved her from a life of dull loneliness and misery and she was madly, insanely in love with him. He was positive about that.
But that crazy bitch Sally could only measure it by fucking. He had to come through every morning, no matter how strenuously he'd swung with Carol at night, had to get his raw chafed prick up for heavy action and plunge it deeply and tirelessly into her greedy, silken cunt until she came. And sometimes it took her jaded pussy a half-hour to come. Christ, he could fuck himself to death before he ever got a chance to spend a penny of the hundred thou.
The shower went off. He gulped more scotch and lit another cigarette. Maybe he could stall Carol on the fucking issue. Yeah! Tell her he was too tired, his nerves shot from tension. That way he could save it for Sally.
Ho, h, ho, a voice in his mind mocked him. The voice knew bullshit from conviction and although the sleek hustler did not recognize the voice as such, any psychiatrist would have called it the voice of truth, or harsh reality. You could con scores of women, a hundred broads, but in the long run you couldn't con yourself and that was what mocked him.
The bathroom door opened and he looked at Carol's silhouette. And in spite of his jarred nerves and his physical fatigue, his prick began a sharp throbbing rise. Holy shit, she looked sexy! The fifteen pounds she'd taken off left her naked body gorgeously curved. Her creamy tits thrust out proudly above a narrow waist, her ripe ass and softly glowing thighs pulled at his thick rod like a powerful magnet.
She came over to the bed and lay beside him, her warm fingers going to his semi-erection. She lay on top of him and kissed him with such fierce passion he could barely breathe, and she rubbed her moist cunt to his hot meat, getting it fully hard and surging in seconds.
What followed was eerie, totally silent sex.
Panting, her silky swollen tits digging into his chest, Carol slid his prick into her tight juicy slit and began fucking him with slow, dreamy swings of her hips, her luscious cunt oozing honey onto his crotch, her fiery tongue searching his mouth, her fingers gripping his face passionately.
Jack felt funny being on the bottom but he was tremendously excited too, because she was doing all the work, controlling her own orgasms. Deep animal moans came from her throat as she pumped her slippery pussy with furious lunges on his throbbing cock, hugging it frantically in her blazing flesh, her ripe tits sweating now as they crushed his chest, the moans becoming muffled screams as a violent climax exploded in her gorged cunt, as his knob battered her wet depths. She fucked him with wanton passion for almost thirty minutes, orgasm after hot orgasm sweeping through her trembling flesh, always seeming to sense when he might come and deliberately slowing down so he wouldn't.
And it was eerie because neither of them said a word – just her profound moans of lust and his groans and grunts and the slapping of wet flesh. Like being in a whorehouse, Jack thought with a shock as she gyrated her soaked cunt on his bush and raked his shoulders with sharp nails, only not him in a whorehouse, but her, the quiet frenzied blonde. She felt like a whore! At last she let him come, whipping her dripping slit up and down on his boiling meat savagely, low screams of obscene release gurgling in her throat.
She climbed off him with a long, shaking sigh. Weird, Jack thought, tilting the bottle to his lips and then lighting a cigarette. Because she wasn't touching him now, just quietly breathing beside him.
He put a hand on her warm flesh. "Hey, baby, you okay? You pissed at me about something?"
She laughed, a musical sound, and turned to him and tenderly stroked his face.
"Of course not, darling," she murmured, her eyes glowing brightly in the darkness. "It's just that I love you so much, Jack. I was thinking about what it's going to be like to be married, that's all."
"You'll dig it," he assured her, stroking her ripe silky ass. "Mrs. Jack Watson. How does that sound, huh?"
She smiled. "Mrs. Jack Watson," he repeated. Her fingers went to his limp rod and formed a hot fist and began jerking.
"Hey, now, wait a minute, honey," he said. "I'm really tired, you know? Rough day at the tables, believe me. We can swing all day and all night once we're married."
"All day and all night," she whispered. She banished her wet mouth across his chest then over his flat hard belly and began kissing his bush, then his inner thighs, then seized his soft prick in her mouth and feverishly started to suck the tingling meat.
"Hey, now, cool it, aaaaaah, okay, that's good – that's good, Carol! MMMMM, shit, I want your mouth, your juicy hot mouth, baby!"
Her soul was in her fiery mouth, her lips and tongue blazing with raw sex as she sucked and nibbled and tongued his fleshy rod, commanding the knot of jism in his loins, drawing it out of him like a brutally irresistible magnet.
Beneath the assault, Jack gasped and fucked her mouth lustfully, not wanting to, cursing himself, but oh shit, her hot lips and whirling tongue, her jerking fingers, her magnetic sex-heat was drawing his cream out of him with intense power, and he clutched her head and fucked deeply into her juicy sucking mouth, groaning and gasping.
"Oh Jesus, Carol! Unnnnf! Luscious mouth – ooooooh! Coming, ah shit commminggg! Whewww!"
She drained him with fierce lips, drained his every lingering drop until he was gasping with fatigue. Then she climbed up next to him, once again strangely silent.
Well, whatever the fuck happened to his legendary stamina? She was getting him off in minutes now, sucking him bone-dry. He tilted the bottle to his lips – liquid energy. She kept playing with his cock, which was beginning to feel like ground sirloin.
"Listen, I'm gonna crash now, okay, baby?" he said. "Got a rough day tomorrow, Carol."
"I understand," she said softly. She leaned over him and again gave him that gleaming, chilling look and then she kissed him tenderly. "Sweet dreams," she whispered.
He went out in seconds, diving into pools of blackness. Then he groaned aloud in his sleep. He was dreaming his poor chafed cock was being sucked off again with ferocious greed and he was stiff, curing himself but unable to control his lust. And then his prick was being hugged by a tight, slippery cunt. It was working on his meat, pumping and jerking and twisting and brutally trying to lure out his cum.
He wanted to cry then because it wasn't a dream, it was Carol at four in the morning, riding his stiff rod furiously like a sex-crazed jockey, gasping and panting with her huge tits bouncing before his eyes, her head reared back in glory and her long golden hair sweeping behind her.
"God's sake!" he cried. "Gimme a break Carol shit I… I… ooooof! Oh Christ easy… aaaaaah! Your cunt… too tight! Easy, wheeewwwww, shit coming again!"
And again she devoured his jism with her greedily sucking cunt, clasping and squeezing it firmly until the last suffering drop surrendered with humility, trickling out in feeble exhaustion. Jack reached for the bottle and swilled desperately. Oh Jesus, he had to face Sally in the morning and she wouldn't take no for an answer, she'd slap it back in his face like a dead fish. Beside him, the blonde now slept peacefully, satisfied, while he lay there in weary anguish, his nerves quivering and his mind tormenting him.
Maybe he could get some Spanish Fly somewhere. Maybe he could con her out of it with some excuse. What excuse? He caught the clap and didn't want to infect her? She'd love that, she'd cut his cock off and fry it like breakfast sausage.
All his life he'd lived off women, scored them with ease and arrogance, hustled them with smooth efficiency and now they were driving him insane with their ravenous lips and insatiable cunts, they were killing him for Chrissake.
He slept fitfully.
Sally had rented an expensive motel room only two blocks away and he made bright comments about it as he stood there, looking haggard in the morning sunlight.
She lay naked on the bed, propped up on pillows, smoking and watching him through narrowed eyes. Any other time and he'd be hot and ready just from the sight of her satiny tits and lush pink cunt and long tapered legs. Now the mere sight of a wet hot pussy made him want to burst into tears.
Has nerves were going fast and he knew it.
"Nov listen, hon," he said persuasively, sitting on the edge of the bed and flashing her his most charming grin, "this is a rough gig, you know what I mean? Knocking off twenty thousand a day, being watched by that bastard Lane, trying to keep the farmer's daughter happy…"
Oops she didn't like that.
"Is she happy, Jack?" Sally asked softly. "Fuck her all night long, stud? Dig that hot country snatch, huh?"
He waved a hand airily. "Nah, we didn't even do anything, Sal, she's all mush and romance, know what I mean?"
Oops! Double oops! If he didn't do anything then he shouldn't have any trouble screwing his wife, right? And that's exactly what her dangerous expression said.
He flushed. "Listen, Sal, honey baby, pussy-cake, I, ah, I sort of lied about that. She wouldn't let go of my dick, know what I mean? Clung like a bloodsucking vampire."
"She raped you," Sally said, her eyes seething. "You poor weak helpless sonofabitch, she pinned you to the wall and raped you. And now you can't get it up?"
"Well, now, you just give me ten minutes and I'll show you what I can do," he bluffed. But the grin on his face felt like cracked plaster. He went over to her dresser and picked up the bottle of gin there and tilted it to his lips and gulped for a long, long time. Synthetic energy. You could bury yourself in a grave of dead bottles and vicious cunts in less than three days at this pace.
But he had no choice.
He stripped, glancing at his raw pink meat. One more time, old buddy, you great old fucking warhorse, he told it. Do your stuff, soldier, this is one battle we gotta win, pal. Let's see a big salute, huh? You wanna get shot for desertion, motherfucker?
Nothing.
He went over to the bed. There was a bowl of candy kisses on the bedside table. Her eyes blazing on his, Sally slowly unwrapped one and parted her thighs wide. She daintily inserted it deeply into her silken cunt.
"Now go get it," she told him ominously. "And don't come up for air until it's melted, buster."
He crawled between her soft thighs and began eating her hot pussy, grateful for the time to get his cock up. Sally gripped his head very tightly in her hands, locked her burning thighs savagely to his cheeks and began fucking his mouth with furious thrusts, of her hips, with rising groans of lust, feeling his tongue lash deep.
"Eat it, you sonofabitch!" she cried, rage mingling with her orgasm. "Eat my cunt, you two-timing prick! Aaaaah! Harder, lick it, suck it, kiss it, deeper, mmmmm!"
He was suffocating now, his face crushed against her boiling crotch, his head in a mortal lock between her searing thighs. Christ, he never knew these beautiful sexy legs had such incredible strength! With maniacal fury her savage thighs and her strong hands were holding his head in a vise. He knew he could strangle him with her crazed cunt – she could really kill him like this. And he couldn't even put up much of a struggle because he'd been fucked half to death by the blonde. Died in battle, killed by a vengeful cunt!
He was having serious trouble breathing, her thrashing slippery cunt-flesh smearing all over his face. He knew his best chance was to make her come a wildly and quickly as he could. He sucked desperately on her swollen clit-bud and probed for her asshole, finding it with a middle finger and he thrust in deeply and wriggled it around, knowing that it got her off.
"Yesss! You cuntsucking two-timing snake, yesss! Uuuljuuungh! Eat your heart out, bastard! Oooooh!"
And he ate, he sucked for his life, lapping and tonguing and frantically wishing his tongue were three inches longer, because in her delirious rage she didn't realize her terrifying strength, especially in her moist thighs. He was beginning to flag from the booze and the screwing and, above all, the nerve-shattering tension at the casino, and he felt like a drowning man must feel, resigning himself to the brutal hand of God, smothered in a valley of crazed pussy-flesh.
She released him, parting her thighs. Jack slowly sat up, his breath rasping in great heaves for air.
"Now fuck!" Sally commanded. She turned over on her belly and folded her knees under herself, with her gorgeous naked ass hovering in the air. "Fuck me dog-style, because I don't want to see your face. Fuck!"
Wearily, he knelt upright behind her lush ass, those velvety mounds that had turned him on so delightfully in the past now bringing a wave of nausea to his stomach. He was about to tell her he wasn't even stiff yet, just valiantly quivering, but he knew it was useless. He dipped two fingers into her luscious slit and finger-fucked her for a minute, shoving his thumb into her puckered asshole to divert her.
"Unnnnnf!" she panted, swinging her hips in response and clasping his fingers greedily. "Use your… aaaah! You use your prick, damnit!"
Jack was relieved as he saw it was hard, but it was a painful, forced hard-on, the kind squares complained about at the end of a two-week honeymoon. Some fucking honeymoon! He slipped his fingers out of her tight pussy – he often wondered how she kept it so tight after all the action it had seen – and slid his meat in, wincing as she gripped it fiercely between her walls.
He began fucking her with weary strokes, oblivious to the juicy heat and slippery hot thrills at first but if Sally had her flaws – like a slight touch of raving insane jealousy – she was still the greatest piece of ass in the world, and his huge prick responded with a will of its own, plunging faster and faster into her luscious slit.
"Oh hit, Sal, you're still… UNH! You're still the wildest, baby! Ooooo, your beautiful cunt! Mmmmm!"
And it was beautiful, throbbing and twisting and shuddering expertly as Sally worked it to feel his massive dick in every nook and cranny of her tingling cunt, climaxing in spite of her rage, slamming her naked ass back with a loud slap each time he plunged.
"Oh God, you bastard," she panted, "I hate you but oh Jesus how I love that prick! Ooooo, Jack, honey, I'm… I'm getting my rocks off, aaaaagh! Oh crazy cock!"
Fucking was what held them welded so securely together in spite of vicious fights and screwing around and constant bickering. They got off on each other, loved to fuck each other above anyone and everyone else, a strange perfect chemical bond, a marriage of lust. Deep inside her Sally knew she really loved the treacherous bastard and that in his grasping, endlessly hustling way he loved her, a profound sexual love that bypassed everything else.
They came together and afterward Jack staggered to the dresser, got the bottle of gin and collapsed on the bed with it.
"How much have we got now?" she asked him. The melted candy kiss felt sticky and pleasurable deep in her pussy, where his cock had forced it.
He told her. She nodded, feeling the urge to get out now, feeling that something would go drastically wrong. Just nerves, she told herself. She too was becoming hooked on the terrific ease with which they took bundles of fifties and hundreds every night. At first she'd insisted on keeping her own earnings in her own motel room, just in case he did try to double-cross her. But some perverse feminine instinct inside her, alien to her hardness, gave in to his arguments. It was her way of showing him that no matter what he did they were welded together, that in a showdown she would trust him. So each night she passed him her take.
Besides, he knew what would happen if he did double-cross her.
He rested and swilled gin for another hour and then left for the casino. Oh God, his cock was killing him, throbbing with raw hurt, his bones sore everywhere. They were sucking him literally dry of his juices. He felt close to a wheelchair, growing suddenly old thirty years before his time. They didn't just fuck him, he thought angrily, they were wolves sucking at his blood, demanding his jism on schedule, raping his poor rod with mad fingers and lips and pussies, even in his sleep. A man couldn't rest for all this crazy cunt. He'd almost been strangled by one a little while go, literally smothered to death by an insane pussy.
Jack stumbled down the street to the casino, exhausted, his mind whirling, his muscles aching, only the liquor holding him up. He felt as if there were a bleeding mass of tissue, a festering wound where his loins used to be.
This, he decided as he blinked his eyes in the harsh bright sunlight, must be the hell they were talking about in the bible. When he went to hell – and he wasn't kidding himself about the outcome – shit, you couldn't con forever – he would be greeted by a squirming sea of crazed cunt, smearing his face, clawing at his cock, strangling him with no rest, viciously sucking his come out of his balls and the marrow out of his bones and the brain out of his skull. Pink hot ravenous pussy everywhere, grinding up his meat, and his body into soggy mush.
Maybe, Jack thought as he swung open the doors and went into the air-conditioned casino, the… Devil was gay and he'd get a break…
And that was just the beginning of Day Three.



CHAPTER NINE


Eleven o'clock in the evening, Day Five.
At table four, Jack knew he had to get the hell out of there. Sally had her quota, she was gone already. He had nine thousand, six hundred in front of him. Lane was restlessly prowling the pit, pausing again and again at his table, his cold eyes eternally watching.
Okay, Jack promised himself fervently, okay, I split the minute Lane goes away. The very minute the sonofabitch leaves the table I leave forever.
But Lane didn't leave.
He was obsessed now. He'd gone over the films of tables one and four again and again, searching for anything that would clue him in. It couldn't be a hot streak, not a consistent losing streak on two tables to the same two people. Not almost exactly the same amounts, close to ten thousand a day. No fucking way in this world, Lane thought viciously.
That morning he'd gone down to the stock room and personally checked the seals on the cartons from Apex, measuring them in precise detail against others. They were genuine, no doubt about that. If the seals were genuine, then the cards had to be too because Apex was as solid as Gibraltar. He'd called Apex and the owner assured him after a thorough check everything was accounted for. He checked the shipping schedules, and they matched the deliveries, correct serial numbers and all.
Then how? Lane seethed. How in the fuck did they do it?
And why was this sleek bastard's face haunting him, keeping him awake at night, nagging endlessly at his mind?
Jack dared not look at Lane, feeling his icy gaze. He was no longer sleek and self-assured. He was haggard, he'd aged twenty years from sheer tension. And the nightmare of constant sucking and fucking, keeping two lust-crazed women in line while his nerves threatened to explode momentarily. It was the booze that held him together, that and the counting of the cash in the black valise in his motel closet, counting the bundles over and over and over, dreaming of Easy Street, so close now, so fucking close, only a pussy-hair away.
Ah shit, go away, you death-eyed bastard, Jack seethed silently at Lane. Shit you cold-hearted mother. GO!
As if he knew every Goddamn card coming off the deck, Lane thought furiously. He'd checked the cards too but they were all right, Apex quality grade A.
If he didn't trust Apex so much… Lane suddenly held up his right hand and snapped his fingers twice, sharply.
The pit boss came running.
The moment the dealer finished the round, Lane inched over and took the cards from her fingers, pushing her a fresh deck. He handed them to the pit boss with low-voiced instructions.
The pit boss disappeared with the deck.
Jack felt a wave of dread rising in his blood like a flood of doom, and images of the vast desert, bleached with bones of other careless thieves, flashed cruelly in his mind. Lane would not go away. There was no other option. He would have to split with Lane standing there.
He gulped down the rest of his drink, looked pointedly at his watch and scooped up his chips, avoiding Lane's steely eyes. He stood up, pushing a few chips forward for the dealer.
"Going somewhere?" Lane asked in a grating voice.
Jack stared back at him flatly. Fuck this honcho. "Yeah," he said. "I'm going to take my action to another casino because I don't like to be bugged."
Again, his balls had saved him in a showdown. There was no reply to that. Anytime the pit boss or casino manager hugged a table too closely for too long, professional gamblers left, feeling their luck was being constricted. And Lane knew that. He shrugged, watching Jack saunter toward the cashier's cage with narrowed eyes. That voice! Goddamnit, that voice rang a bell in his mind!
Where, WHERE?
There was a simple test Lane had completely forgotten to run on the cards, simply because he trusted Apex all the way. But suppose, the uneasy thought came to him a few minutes ago, suppose someone switched decks without Apex knowing? Sure, their security was tight but anything was possible in this business. Anything.
He'd sent the pit boss downstairs to run the cards under an infrared machine, a test usually reserved for suspected cases of dice-switching. A really hot switcher could switch in loaded dice in two seconds right under the nose of the dealer. Of course it was almost impossible to switch decks of cards because they never left the dealer's hands, so they never used the infra-red for cards.
Until now. If those fuckers were marked they'd show up like neon signs, no matter how subtle.
At the cashier's window, sweat poured down Jack's body as he shoved his chips forward, feeling Lane's eyes on him like beams of death. "Cash, hundreds," he said tersely. Don't glance around now, just cool it, another minute or so. Someone's presence loomed behind him big and heavy and Jack gritted his teeth. Don't turn, DON'T TURN ASSHOLE. The cashier deftly counting crisp bills into neat piles, a tap on his shoulder, his knees buckling, his heart bursting; again that heavy tap of fate, and his head turning, his face turning into a gritty white mask as he saw the huge security guard.
"Yeah?" he said in a croak.
"May I escort you outside, sir?" the guard asked.
Jack almost fainted with relief. "No. Bug off."
"It's for your own protection," the guard said in a tough voice. "We wouldn't want you to get mugged or hurt."
"I can take care pf myself, buddy. Just split."
The guard moved off and Jack began stuffing his pockets with bills, cramming them, heading for the nearest exit now, playing a little game called Beat The Pit Boss or Get The Fuck Gone Before They Bury You, stepping outside, eyes searching frantically for a taxi, no Goddamn taxi when you need one, never, okay move into the crowds now, keep moving at all times, because you know they're gonna follow you until they get the word on the cards, don't look back, shove these assholes out of the way, fuck you too turkeys, side street, stay in the heavy crowds, don't run, DON'T RUN ah shit, they're behind me because I can feel them, two of them, plainclothes goons, taxi, TAXI!
One screeched to a halt beside him. Jack saw them as he was getting in the cab, cold-faced mother-fuckers, big, expressions like zombies, real muscle-goons like the kind that had put him in the hospital. They were only a few yards away, still moving toward his taxi, SHIT!
"Move out!" he screamed at the driver. "MOVE OUT NOW, YOU ASSHOLE, GO, GO, GO!"
The driver gaped at him, then got the idea. The cab screeched out and Jack peered back at the two goons now jumping up and down to hail another taxi. Shit! One pulled up to the curb!
"Turn right here," Jack snapped. He waited until the cab turned then leaned forward and spoke fast. "Listen… there's a hundred bucks in it for you if you lose that cab behind us…"
"There's no cab behind us."
"Shut up! Move this fucker, run lights, I don't care what you do, go through fifty side streets, but KEEP MOVING! I'll tell you when to stop. Go!"
He tossed a hundred-dollar bill at the driver to reinforce his instructions, and the driver hauled ass then, careening around side streets, avoiding the heavy traffic expertly. Jack could have sworn no one was following, but still…
"Stop here, thanks, bye," he was out of the taxi before it stopped. Moving very swiftly, Jack went in the front door of a casino, didn't look back once, went out the rear door, walked quickly down the street, searching desperately up and down for another cab, saw a yellow coming down the street, waved at it frantically, thought holy shit suppose they're in it. He was on the verge of running for his life when he saw it was empty. He got in and told the driver to take him to Sally's motel. He leaned back in the seat, sweat gushing from his pores in a shroud, his heart pounding like a sledgehammer.
He'd made it.
By now, Lane would be in a fury, he'd have spotted the marks for sure if they used the infra-red. "Fuck you, you ice-blooded prick," he muttered aloud. He was home free. HOME FREE. Oh, Easy Street, here Jack comes.
As quickly as he could, he explained the situation to Sally. "Best thing we can do is get the fuck out of town like our asses are on fire. Now listen, hon…" He stuffed his pockets with her take as he talked, until he bulged.
"I'm going back to give Carol a cock-and-bull – cock-and-pussy? – Story to stall her, then I'm coming back here with the bread. I won't be more than thirty minutes."
"Then leave my part of the take here," she said sharply.
He waved his hand. "Piss on that, just trust me, will you? I want it all with me, it was my plan, my caper, my sweat. Just wait for me."
The words sounded funny to him, dreamy with echoes. Wait for me? That's what he'd told Carol in Omaha. Sally flung her arms around him and kissed him passionately.
"Listen, bastard," she hissed, "I trust you. You and I stick together no matter what. Always, through shit and paradise. Never forget that, Jack."
"You're making my heart bleed," he said but he kissed her fervently. He couldn't cross her and they both knew it.
He was out the door and walking the two blocks to his own motel, jerking his head nervously up and down the street at the passing cars but he knew he was home free now, that it was just lingering nerve-screams.
He went into his room and Carol was holding a drink, wearing a sexy new negligee, her eyes shining with excitement and love.
"We made it," he panted. "With about two seconds to spare. Now listen, Carol, I've some important business to take care of, private, see, and I'll be back for you in about, oh say, an hour. Okay? Wait for me."
"Wait for you," she echoed, smiling. She handed him the drink. "For God's sake, darling, slow down for one second and let's have a toast to your genius."
He nodded, gulping the scotch rapidly, shaking his head and whistling. Straight stuff. Carol put her arm around him, her blue eyes gleaming like immense brilliant orbs, flickering in that funny way. Jesus, did he have time for a quickie? A farewell fuck for this poor farmer's daughter, something to remember him by?
"Wait for me," she whispered, rubbing her warm pussy to his cock. "Let's make love, fast, very fast, Jack, please."
"Yeah, hell, why not, a celebration huh?" Ten more minutes wouldn't matter and he was actually hot and stiff, tremendously excited by the getaway, by being clean and home free with a hundred thousand in cash.
He stripped quickly, only he didn't realize how fired, how bone-weary he was now that it was over. His fingers seemed to move like lead, and when he mounted her his prick stayed hard on her silky wet softness but the rest of his body was melting, oh Jesus he was so tired, so beat, just… a… little… nap…
When he was completely out, Carol pushed him off with a look of contempt. She moved leisurely now, taking the cash from his pockets, stuffing the black valise with it. Now the bag was almost crammed full. One hundred thousand dollars. She went through his wallet and took the bills there too and emptied his pockets of change. Let them walk.
She dressed casually. No hurry. He'd be out for at least six hours, maybe as long as ten. There were eight sleeping pills emptied into that scotch, a little trick he'd taught her in Omaha. When Carol was ready, she set the valise by the door and went back to the bed, where Jack lay gently snoring, naked, his mouth open.
She wrote on his chest in bold letters in bright red lipstick. Then she leaned down and kissed him savagely, not a kiss but a lust-curse, biting, leaving blood on his lips.
"So long, darling," she whispered. "Wait for me."
An hour later Sally found him like that. At first she screamed, thinking it was blood splashed on his chest, that they'd caught up with him. But the blood was on his lips and the crimson on his chest was lipstick. She rushed to the closet and knew, before she even looked, that the bag was gone.
Feeling faint she sat on the bed, staring at her husband's chest with gazed eyes. The bold strokes said: WAIT FOR ME.
It was the same motel room they'd had before in Omaha, cheap, seedy, oppressive in the humid fall heat. They lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling.
Sally got up and showered, then applied harsh makeup and dressed in a sexy clinging dress. She looked at her husband on the bed with disgust.
"You're crazy, you know that?" she snapped. "She's gone forever. She'll never show, never. She hates you, with all her twisted heart."
Jack tilted the bottle to his lips. "She'll show," he said in a slurred voice. "She loves me. She's just… fucking with my head, thus all. A lesson. She'll bring the money."
"Jesus," Sally snorted. "All your life you've hustled women and now you finally got the short end of the stick. Listen, Jack." Her voice grew deadly. "I'll give you three days to shape up. You look like hell. Cut out the juice, clean up your act. We're splitting this jerk-town for California. Think up another caper, get off your ass. I'm leaving in three days with or without you."
"Hey!" He sat up, his face white. "You wouldn't leave me, Sal. We'll get the money back, she'll show."
"Bullshit!" Sally roared. "Are you blind? You could sit here forever, asshole! Just because you took her cherry you think she'll came back here? I've gotta go now, get some money for us." Her face hardened. "You know how. When I get back, I want you shaved and showered and sober."
The door slammed behind her. Outside, Sally choked back her tears. She never cried, but he was slipping fast, drunk all the time, dreaming about his hundred thousand. Somehow she had to pull him together and get him out of here, but if she couldn't… She sighed, knowing the answer. She couldn't leave him, even if he slipped all the way. They had to suck together, through shit or paradise, and this dump was hardly paradise. His destiny was her destiny, because he was the only man she'd ever loved in a vicious, brutal ass-kicking world. Somehow she'd pull him together, get back his guts for him, and he'd dream tip another brilliant caper.
Somehow.
In the stuffy room, Jack gulped down more scotch and put his hands over his eyes. She was here in Omaha, he could sense it, he knew it. Yesterday he'd been walking down the street and he saw her half a block ahead, her golden hair shimmering in the sunlight, her beautifully rounded ass bouncing, her long shapely legs moving with purpose and he'd screamed her name and began running, his heart pumping furiously, gasping for breath, knocking people aside and he'd caught up with her and spun her around, screaming, "Where's the money!"
But it wasn't Carol, just another luscious blonde.
She was out there, she had to be. She couldn't cross him because she was crazy about him, he'd taken her cherry and given her the sex of her life. Softly, Jack began sobbing. Then he reared back his head and his face contorted with agony. He screamed: "CAROLLLLL! WHERE IN THE FUCK ARE YOU!!!??"
The red orb of the sun shimmered on the Pacific, and Carol leaned back in her canvas chair and sipped her rum and Coke. She had a spectacular view of the ocean from her hotel balcony in Acapulco. She glanced at her watch, frowning. Only two hours left before Doug showed up.
She'd met the sleekly muscled, irresistibly handsome man on the beach a few days ago when she was sunbathing. He'd moved in quickly and smoothly like so many others, but after she'd his face she knew he was the one. The others she'd scorned before they could open their mouths, but this cool, self-assured and utterly charming stud had that look in his eyes, and she knew he was the one.
That look was unmistakable – greedy, cunning, totally selfish, ruthless, the look of a born hustler. Like Jack. They were a special breed unto themselves, the ones who preyed on lonely women. And they deserved special treatment.
She'd invited him up to her hotel suite and let him make love to her, plunging deep and hard for almost an hour to show her his prowess, giving her a terrific performance. And then she told him about the money, her hundred thousand dollars and her aching loneliness and his eyes flashed with savage greed and he'd fucked her all night, giving her the time of her life, one tremendously exciting orgasm after another.
And in the morning she'd confessed that she loved him, was absolutely crazy about him, couldn't live without him, but only marriage would do, no shack-ups at her age. And once they were married she'd let him handle all the money of course, because she was so dumb about things like that and he obviously knew his way around. Barely able to conceal his triumph, he assured her he was crazy about her too, and the sooner they got married the better, right away, now!
Not so fast, she'd laughed. A girl needed a day or two to pull herself together. They'd set the marriage for six o'clock this evening. And when he'd left, glowing with excitement and the now-familiar stench of greed, she'd slipped him a hundred dollar bill for expenses, just to watch his face, and oh it was lovely, like striking a sweet chord on a piano. He almost foamed at the mouth at the bill, a mere sample of what would come, a tantalizing morsel to whet his ravenous appetite.
Sighing now, Carol got up and began dressing and packing. It was five-thirty when she stopped at the front-desk. She explained to the clerk a man with a handsome grin would be looking for her in a little while and he was to give him this note.
The clerk nodded.
An hour later she was on the jet to Buenos Aires, staring with unseeing eyes at the vast expanse of blue over the soft white blanket of clouds. He would be staring at the note now, frantically reading the three words over and over, trying to understand.
Wait for me.
And his days would be desperate and his nights haunted, and he'd prowl the beaches waiting in desperation for the laughing, sexy blonde with the hundred thousand in cash, for the oh so easy pushover that he'd had shacked up, slipping out of his greedy fingers like a mocking shadow.
And all over the world there were charming, sleek hustlers like Jack, smooth-talking handsome studs who preyed on lonely women, and they'd be waiting for her, for wide-eyed Carol Shaw with the ripe tits and beautiful legs and hundred thousand dollars, because she'd found her destiny now and she felt like a breathless angel, an angel of vengeance soaring high above the clouds, and oh God her destiny was glorious, it was beautiful.
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