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CHAPTER ONE


Laurel Blakely was as excited about meeting Dean Kennedy at the Blue Goose bar as she ever had been about anything in her young life. There was something about the way the handsome, youthful vice squad officer looked at her that sent shivers up and down the gorgeous twenty-year-old's spine.
Parking her beat up Ford in the Goose's lot, Laurel turned on her overhead light momentarily and adjusted her make up. There wasn't much to do to a face as pretty as hers, Laurel thought with smug satisfaction. She made sure her eye shadow and liner were intact, smoothed out her lip-gloss, and tossed all of her long, strawberry blonde mane back over the shoulders of her uniform shirt.
Laurel polished her badge with her shirtsleeve, feeling very odd about it being pinned atop one of her large tits. The tight uniform, with its gaudy City Police patches and bold striping, really called attention to Laurel's well-formed ass, trim waist, and big breasts. She felt ridiculous wearing it, but it was a departmental rule that all dispatchers wear uniforms when on duty, even though the public was very unlikely to see them.
Finishing her make up inspection, the lovely redhead got out of the car and headed for the Goose's front door. She had never been to the place before, but she knew it was the best-liked cop hangout in town, from the way the guys were always talking about it. Like everything else about her new job at the department, going to the Blue Goose – really getting in with the guys socially – excited Laurel immensely.
The stunning police dispatcher pushed the main door open and peered into the blackness. The place was lit by a few beer display signs and the jukebox's glow. The music was country. The place was packed.
"Well, there's our pretty little squawk box queen now!" Dean Kennedy's voice rang out above the raucous laughter and music. "Over here, beautiful!"
Laurel smiled and followed the voice, gradually identifying the members of the vice squad at a back table, as her eyes grew more accustomed to the light. She made her way through the tables full of admiring, bantering men easily, trying to act more self assured than she felt.
"Get the kid a beer, someone!" a guy at the table yelled toward the bar.
"Ah, hell, she probably doesn't drink!" Dean kidded Laurel, smiling up at her.
"I do so!" Laurel responded quickly. "The legal age in this state is eighteen and I'm twenty! I've been drinking for two whole years now!"
"And probably before!" Captain Peters, the head of vice, grinned at her. "One of you assholes probably should have busted her and whoever was selling it to her years ago!"
The table roared with laughter, and Laurel blushed as the beer was placed in front of her. She could have told them that busting her would have been impossible for them, since she had gone to a rural high school far upstate, but she only smiled and sipped her brew.
Laurel nearly choked with her successful effort not to make a face. She hardly ever drank anything, and beer was her least favorite liquor. But she poured the ugly tasting fluid down into her throat and swallowed it. She didn't want to be known in the office as "the kid" anymore!
"Well, how do you like police work and the big city?" the captain asked Laurel.
"Oh, I like police work fine, and I've been in the city for over two years now – remember, Captain?" Laurel reminded the half drunken officer. "I worked my way through City College, answering phones at night. That's why I'm so good as a dispatcher, remember?"
"Oh… yeah," the captain sighed, clearly feeling his beer.
Laurel looked around the table at the grinning, silly faces and realized all of her companions were well on their way to being bombed. She decided to catch up a little – by downing the rest of her beer as rapidly as possible, reasoning that it wouldn't taste any worse if consumed quickly.
The fiery carbonation had Laurel's ears ringing and her eyes tearing as she put the empty bottle down on the table. A rush of wooziness hit her almost immediately.
"Hey, the kid's quite a belter at that!" Dean laughed. "Barkeep, another round!"
Laurel sat back and sipped her next beer, trying to get a hold on her swirling senses as the first one took full effect. She gradually got to where she was paying attention to the heated discussion going on between Dean and the captain, but she felt as if it were coming to her from quite a distance.
"And that's why I say a dodge like mine is the only way to get 'em!" Dean was shouting.
"Nah, those guys are super-pros!" the captain retorted drunkenly. "They'd spot your loop as a phony in minutes!"
Dean thought about it for a minute. "Okay," he said at last. "Let's make our own movie… a REAL one! We can get ourselves a hooker, some film, rent a camera. Hell, I'm sure one of us would be the guy!"
The whole table exploded with laughter. All the men were raising their hands and saying things like, "Me, me! I got the longest one!"
The captain grew thoughtful amid the clamor. He looked at Dean with grudging respect and nodded slowly.
"You know, it just might work… IF we could get someone they didn't know to be the girl," the captain said softly. "A hooker's no good. They'd know her face right off the bat!"
Laurel's drink-fuzzed mind tried to sort out the conversation. She knew they were talking about movies of some kind, and hookers, and "they". Apparently the captain and Dean wanted to nail "them" quite badly, whoever "they" were! Laurel asked Dean.
"Huh? Oh, some dudes who make and distribute porno films right here in town," Dean said absently, still lost in thought.
"Oh," Laurel answered, knowing nothing about porno films except what she had heard. She had never seen one.
"Yeah, it just could work, with the right girl!" the captain intoned again, staring off into space.
"Yeah, she'd have to be a stone fox… sexy, with a really spectacular body!" Dean sighed, as if finding such a girl would be utterly impossible.
"And YOU'D have to be the guy!" the captain said in a more animated tone, facing Dean again. "You got the best build in the department, with all that weight lifting stuff you do, and you're a good lookin' kid, too!"
"Hey, now, wait a fuckin' minute!" Dean panicked.
A chorus, of catcalls and cheers, came from the other vice officers. They pounded the muscular young cop on the back and made all kinds of lewd comments.
"Nah, it'd be perfect!" the captain shouted, really into his idea by now. "Your idea in the first place… you gotta be the one to screw this dream girl on film! I'll play the go-between, the snake peddling the filth, once we get some filth to peddle, that is!"
"B-But…" Dean looked defeated and exasperated.
The whole ridiculous scene seemed to spin in front of Laurel's hazy eyes. She finally realized that they were plotting the seduction, on film, of the man she had a heavy, heavy crush on. The very idea made Laurel sick and… and, sort of… funny feeling, right down between her firm young thighs.
Laurel had had very few sexual experiences. She had been in love with the same boy for three years in high school and they had finally progressed from the heavy petting stage to the point in their senior year where Laurel would shyly jerk his big cock to completion in a cloth or napkin. On the night they had graduated, Laurel had let him strip her completely in a moment of booze fired weakness. He had shot off before he could even get it in her, in his eagerness at the sight of her exposed, voluptuous body.
Disgusted by her body's betrayal and wanting to remain a virgin until she married, Laurel had gone away for the summer. Her boyfriend had proved unfaithful as soon as she left town, and Laurel had been shattered by how close she had come to giving her prize away to a boy who cared for her so little. She had thrown herself into her studies at college, having little social life between her long hours in the library and the classroom, and her nights at the answering service.
At home for Christmas break last year, Laurel had attended a party and met her old boyfriend again. The spark was rekindled for one magic night, and the beautiful young redhead's virginity had terminated in the back of his car in a wonderful, deliciously evil and sensual session of passionate, rapid fucking!
"How the fuck should I know where we'll get the damned girl?" the captain's voice cut into Laurel's hot thoughts. "Any of you bastards got a good looking sister you want to contribute to the cause?"
There was a round of laughter once more, but no one spoke up with a serious suggestion. Laurel squeezed her thighs together and felt the juicy heat her old boyfriend's memory had stirred in her cunt.
She had steered clear of sex since that night, afraid of her unleashed desires, but the beer and her thoughts about that night and her unabashed infatuation for Dean was setting off crazy, unexplainable flashes of lust within the usually demure dispatcher.
He's going to do it to that girl! Laurel thought jealously, her pussy creaming even more at the thought of Dean – her Dean, as she always thought of him – in bed, blatantly doing it to another girl, just for the good of the department. She wriggled nervously in her seat and slugged down half of another beer.
"Wha… What about me, Captain?" Laurel found herself blurting.
"Huh?"
Laurel felt all of the men's eyes boring into her. She realized from their blank expressions that she had mumbled her question so quickly that no one had understood her.
"Wha… what about me?" Laurel said again, slowly, her face coloring as she enunciated the obscene proposal. "I-I mean, I'm not bad looking! I've got a pretty good build…! And I bet I'd get a promotion if this works, right?"
The full realization, of what the delicious strawberry blonde was offering dawned slowly on the senior officer. A large, satisfied, slightly leering grin spread across the captain's craggy face.
"You, my dear, look to be perfect!" be said, glancing at the young dispatcher with growing lust. "You look like you could give a corpse a stiff one!"
The captain turned to his men. "You, get back to the station. Pick up lights, a surveillance camera, film, and the works! You, go rent us a room out at the Jolly Road Inn – real private, if you know what's good for you! And you two, come with me!"
The senior officer was pointing at Laurel and Dean. He got up on wobbly feet and staggered for the door, stopping at the door to buy a quart of whiskey and another case of beer.
"Liquid courage, children, for all of us!" He winked at Dean and Laurel and led them out into the parking lot to his car.
Laurel belted down another beer and a shot of bourbon on the way to the motel. She kept asking herself how the hell a nice girl like her had ever gotten into this mess, but, she had no answers. Dean slipped his arm around her shoulders on the way, and it helped a little to still her growing panic.
The motel was dingy, a cabin-like affair that must have dated from the forties or early fifties. The captain went up an alley and stopped at the last room, near another unmarked car. Lucenta, the cop they dispatched to get the room, met them at the door with keys.
"It's set," he told them. "No one will bother us for any reason short of World War Three!"
They went inside. The room was small and ugly, with old, yellowed curtains, worn carpet, and a bed that sagged in the middle from years of use.
Another car pulled up outside, and Lucenta went out to help the other two men unload the camera equipment. They toted a pile of lights, film cans, a tripod, and cameras inside.
"Well, honey, why don't you get out of your clothes while they're setting up?" the captain asked Laurel gently, in an almost fatherly tone. "We may as well see if you've got a build good enough to bother setting up all this crap for. I mean, you look great in the uniform, but you never can tell, really, what a girl looks like in the nude… until you see her in the nude."
Lauren gulped. She grabbed the whiskey bottle away from Dean and swigged down a good sized mouthful of the warm liquid. Then she nodded and began unbuttoning her green uniform shirt as the men pretended to go about their tasks while ogling her out of the corners of their eyes.
The creamy fullness of Laurel's slowly revealed cleavage drew a sigh from Dean as the frightened girl undid the buttons along the front of her shirt. Laurel pulled the shirttails out and shucked the clinging garment off. Her big tits bounced awesomely within the confines of her tight bra as she threw the shirt on a chair.
Laurel looked around the room, feeling every eye in the place was now unabashedly focused on her half-stripped form. She was right. All of the men had given up any pretext of toying with their equipment and were now staring at her voluptuous young body.
Wanting to crawl away somewhere and quietly die of embarrassment, Laurel postponed the inevitable by unzipping her pants and unbuckling her belt next, instead of undoing her bra. The men grinned in silent, horny appreciation as the stunning redhead wriggled out of her uniform pants and kicked off her shoes. She took off her ankle stockings and stood before them, shaking, in her panties and bra.
Oh, Jesus, help me! Laurel told herself as she reached behind the bra and undid the straps. The size of the girl's huge breasts created a tension on the flimsy supporter that made it nearly explodes away from her knockers as the restraints were suddenly loosened.
"Holy Mary! Look at those tits!" the captain, yelled in drunken admiration as the redheaded dispatcher's monumental breasts bobbled into view.
Turning instantly scarlet, Laurel slid the panties down her long, tapered legs and kicked them away. There was only time for the assembled men to glimpse her fiery red bush and tiny pink slit before she bolted to the bed, jerked back the covers and dove in under them.
Dean grinned and walked over to the bed. His cock was obviously hard and ready beneath his trousers as he bent down and took the covers in his hands.
"This is a picture, baby!" he said gently. "How can they film you and I together with all this in the way?"
With that, the good looking cop yanked the covers out of Laurel's trembling hands and tore them clear off the bed, leaving the naked girl shaking and defenseless in the middle of the bed. Dean looked at her perfect, superbly rounded body and began removing his clothing in fumbling haste.
"Oh, shit! This had got to be the best assignment this crummy department has ever given me!" he chortled. "Get ready, sweetheart, cause here it comes!"



CHAPTER TWO


Laurel jumped nervously as the big lights came on and Dean's pants crumpled to the floor. Dean tore off his tee shirt and bent to remove his shoes and socks. Laurel's breath caught in her throat as she saw the man's huge arms and chest, and he wished that they were alone – and in love – in this lousy hotel room, instead of involved in this tawdry mess.
But the circumstances didn't seem to bother Dean in the least, now that he was taking off his clothes, now that he had seen Laurel in the nude. He removed the last of his clothing, except for his shoes, and stood up, his prick inflated to mammoth proportions beneath the thin material.
"Those cameras and lights all ready?" Dean asked the other guys as he approached the bed again.
"Man, we're fuckin' ready if you are!" Lucenta said, his eyes bright with lust.
"Oh, yeah! I'm definitely ready!" Dean assured them all, suddenly dropping his shorts.
"Ohhhhh! God!" Laurel gasped as she saw it.
Dean's cock was a monster! Laurel nearly passed out as she measured the size of the huge hunk of manhood mentally and compared it to her ex-boyfriend's rather regular sized, unspectacular prick – the only man-flesh that had ever penetrated her pussy. She shuddered as she thought of Dean's meaty staff entering her and pinning her to the bed like a moth on a display board. All these men watching it made it even worse, and the idea of other men – porno pushing criminals – seeing it later, on film, made Laurel draw up into a defensive little ball in the center of the bed.
"Baby, that's a new position to me!" Dean kidded the terrified girl as he eased into bed next to her. "How do I get it in you when you're all curled up like that?"
Laurel knew he was joking with her, trying to relieve her fears, but the sight of his towering prick waving up above his fist-sized nut sac made her eyes and clench all the tighter in her fetal position. She wanted all of this humiliation to be over.
"Oh, well, there's more than one way to thaw out an ice cube!" Dean murmured, turning onto his side to face the withdrawn redhead.
Hot, searching breath touched Laurel's arms and she felt Dean's tongue licking her flesh. He tongued her arms, then her knees, and his lively oral digit seeking an opening that would allow entrance to the white, nearly virgin flesh beyond her defensive barriers.
Laurel's belly tremored with a hot flash of desire as she realized what he wanted. If she would let him, Dean was actually going to… to… EAT her! Sucking pussy was something Laurel had read about but never experienced, her boyfriend having been too busy fucking the shit out of her, when he finally got the chance, to show her any of the niceties of love-making.
Slowly, the redhead's curiosity and infatuation for the muscular vice cop overcame her reluctance and fear. She eased her grip on her arms and Dean slid them apart enough to caress one pebbly nipple with the tip of his questing tongue.
"Oooooh!" Laurel moaned as the hot, wet point found her sensitive, fleshy nubbin.
She had forgotten how good a mouth felt on her big boobs. Her old boyfriend had sucked her tits thoroughly and she had enjoyed every tantalizing, mouth tugging moment of it!
Dean's mouth was fastening over her right nipple right now, Laurel found to her gasping delight. His tongue was revolving slowly, hotly around her rising nipple, and his hand was inching into her large left mound, teasing and stroking its pink tip to swollen fullness.
"Ahhhhh, I like it when you do that!" Laurel cooed into Dean's ear as her cunt heated up and the juices started to flow. Her tits began to pulse with a sympathetic, hungry rhythm.
Dean grunted and sucked harder, his fingers digging into the fuming, solid mass of female flesh they held. Laurel moaned and put her arms around Dean's neck as he changed tits and massaged the right breast as he sucked eagerly at the left. The sighing girl let her knees down as well, knowing that the rest of the men in the room could now see her red-gold pubic patch and her smallish cunt, but not caring quite as much about that fact. She tried to concentrate on Dean's sucking, licking mouth and what it was doing to her hardening breasts and ignore where she and Dean happened to be.
Dean's fingers stole into her pussy fuzz at that moment, and a long, sliding digit pierced her glistening cuntmouth. The exploring finger glided across the top of Laurel's throbbing little clit, and her legs jerked convulsively at the charge of sensual bliss that shot through her lower body as a result of that contact.
"Ummmm!" Laurel groaned loudly, her pussy suddenly on fire with need.
Dean wiggled his finger inside the rapidly warming red-haired girl, his knuckle grazing her aroused clit again and again. Laurel bucked and humped against it in mindless need. The horny cop grew bolder as the girl rutted her pussy onto his finger. He forced her chest against his sucking lips. He pushed Laurel onto her back, keeping his mouth glued to one heaving breast and working the other expertly with his fingers.
Laurel opened her legs as she came over onto her back, and closed her eyes in the glare of the bright movie lights. She gurgled happily as Dean finger fucked her juicing slit with hot abandon while he sucked and pawed at her big tits. His teeth were working now, nipping lightly at her tender buds, driving her crazy with desire as his finger sluiced in and out of her weeping snatch; her hips rolled instinctively up to meet him.
"Goddamn! The kid's one fuckin' hot, number all right!" Laurel heard Lucenta tell the others.
The fact that strangers were watching this most intimate of acts suddenly didn't matter to the turned-on redhead any more. Laurel opened her eyes and saw their sweating, desire filled faces and smiled. She found herself wanting them to watch her. There was some perverse, wanton pride flowing through her perfect body as it hunched up to meet each of Dean's thrusting finger-fucks, and she suddenly didn't mind if the whole world knew what a sensuous, sexy woman little Laurel Blakely had become!
Dean sensed the change in the normally shy, girlish dispatcher and set out to make the most of it. He moved his lips and tongue slowly down onto the base of Laurel's aroused, heaving tits, licking the seldom-touched underside of the big mounds and drawing a sigh of delight from the mewling girl.
Laurel felt the kisses going lower and lower, first onto the undersides of her shimmying orbs, then onto her flat little tummy. The large cop's lips traveled along the flat little tummy. The large cop's lips traveled along the flat plane, then down onto Laurel's lower abdomen and right into her reddish fur.
"Oh! Oh, my God!" Laurel sucked in bet breath as she realized what came next.
Dean's tongue lanced deep into the girl's glistening cunt-mouth, ravaging her upraised clit as it pierced her slickened pussy lips. The hot, undulating snake writhed from side to side in Laurel's tight little sheath, whipping her clit to a frenzy of desire.
"Ughhhhh!" the girl groaned as her snatch contracted sharply around his spearing tongue.
Laurel's whole body felt aflame with sexual longing at that moment. The beautiful young redhead whined and tossed her pussy up onto the descending tongue, reveling in every second of the squishy, wriggling oral fucking.
"Mmmmmm, hot, sweet, pretty little cunt!" Dean murmured as he withdrew his tongue for a moment and fastened his lips over her shiny pink pussy mouth.
Dean began to suck the gushing juice right out of the hot redhead's steaming gash. Laurel felt the man's tongue diddle her clit again as his mouth suctioned off her clear, boiling pussy nectar. He was wallowing the golden flow noisily, and the knowledge of that sent a flurry of intense but brief mini-orgasms slamming through Laurel's pulsing cunt.
"Eeeeooohhh!" the spasming strawberry blonde screamed as the string of fiery climaxes tore through her.
When the tiny flashes of cum-fury left her, Laurel found herself, transported to a new plateau of sexual need she hadn't experienced before. Her whole statuesque body was one quivering, lust hungry mass of churning desire.
"Ohhhh, doooo it to meeee!" she begged Dean in a low, throaty whisper that she didn't know she possessed. "My, my pussy is sooo hot! Eat me, lick me… fuck me!"
Dean raised his grinning face from out of the pleading girl's slippery cunt and moved quickly into position. His massive, throbbing prick was not a fearful thing for Laurel now as he knelt between her wide-spread legs. She could see the huge red tip – with its tiny slit oozing pre-cum fluid – and the whole ten inch length of thick, hot prick shaft as he centered the mighty tool in her petite slash and moved in closer.
The cameras were on now. Laurel could hear them whirring softly in the distance, but she didn't care. All that mattered to the hot-blooded redhead was the touch of the red-hot prick-head to her equally super-heated cunt folds.
Dean rubbed his cock tip all around Laurel's juicy cuntal mouth, driving her crazy with anticipation, then dipped just the very end of his plumb sized cockhead into her warm pussy. Laurel mewled with joy and pushed her hips upward, digging her heels into the soft bed and shoving more of the big, hot dick into her molten cunt-lips.
"J-Jeeezus! Are you ever hot inside!" Dean gasped as the girl's ember-warm cunt walls sucked at his gliding cock.
"Unnngh!" Laurel grunted in agony as the poker-like cock split her clasping pussy ring and the huge spear sheathed itself slowly in the redhead's nearly virginal cunt.
Dean was too wrapped up in the ecstasy of the incredibly tight, buttery warm pussy enveloping his cock to notice the girl's momentary discomfort. He rammed his stiff prick all the way into Laurel's honey-sweet pussy, not stopping until his balls came to rest against her upturned ass.
Laurel groaned as Dean's seemingly endless prick finally bottomed out against her cervix, and his nuts nudged her bung-hole. Never in her life had she even dreamed of experiencing a fullness and warmth inside her like she was feeling now.
Dean's cock felt as big as a telephone pole in her cunt – a flaming, fiery telephone pole.
"D-Do it slow!" Laurel begged her lover. "I'm a little… tight!"
Dean laughed, the vibrations jiggling Laurel's cunt via his well-berthed cock. "God, you can say that again!" the big cop chuckled. "But don't worry, I know how to use this thing!"
To illustrate, Dean worked his prick around inside its clinging, juicy socket, pumping it in and out of Laurel's wet sheath in quick but short strokes. The girl's eyes got big as saucers as the thick cock pummeled her cunt-mouth and jolted her sensitive clitty to new, throbbing life.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!"
The sensations stirring in her pussy were so strong that she wondered how she would stand it when this handsome, well hung stud actually started fucking her in earnest. Would she pass out when the big cock really began reaming her tiny hole?
The beautiful redhead didn't have long to wait for an answer. Dean sensed she was ready for anything and drew his towering tool back until it was nearly out of Laurel's clinging cunt. The muscular young man grabbed a handful of Laurel's well-formed ass cheeks in each hand and hung on, raising her butt slightly in the process, so that he could drive his cunt-splitter of a cock straight down into her tight little pussy.
The big ramrod slammed into Laurel's gripping slickness, and the girl released a grunt of surprise and sheer animal lust, the thick cock unleashing a sudden torrent of cum-spasms in the tall redhead's prick filled depths. Laurel whinnied with satisfaction as the blessed orgasmic twinges built and built with each thrust of the savage, hungry cock into her equally needy cunt.
"Oh, fuck me, Dean baby! Fuck the daylights out of me!" Laurel whispered to the humping, rutting cop as he banged her deeper and harder with each lunge.
"Ugh! Ooh! Ahh!" Dean grunted as he drove his prick in and out of the unbelievably soft, succulent pussy that sought to entrap it.
"Fuckerooo! Look at them go to it!" one of the on looking cops muttered as the bed springs squeaked and Dean piled his hard prong into Laurel's sucking cunt again and again.
"Agghhhhhhh! Dooooooo it!" Laurel squealed, her cunt clenching Dean's flying cock, her senses spiraling out of control as the tension built within her scorching pussy.
The two partners changed positions slightly.
Dean released Laurel's ample butt and wrapped his powerful arms around the moaning girl's back. Laurel clamped her thighs around Dean's rapidly moving hips, her legs crossing over each other to suck him in deeper with each magic stroke. Her hands coming up to lock themselves in his flowing brown mane so she could plant grateful kisses on his cheeks as he ravaged her pussy even more forcefully with his steely cock.
"Unghhhhh! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Laurel chanted in utter bliss, Dean's prick banging her and banging her until the lovely redhead's cunt was exploding with passion.
"Can't… can't hold back… much… more!" Dean gasped, his ball juice ready to blast into the girl's awesomely tight gash as it squeezed in even more snugly around his pistoning cock.
"Let it gooooooooo!" Laurel crooned in an other worldly sing song plea, her mind floating on a fiery sea of wanton lust. "Fill me! Fuck me! Hold me tight and fill me with your hot cum!"
Dean groaned, a deep, guttural growl of sheer, sensual need. He crushed Laurel against his large muscled chest and drilled his cock into her savagely. Her tits jerked against his hairy skin and her pussy transformed into a sucking, gulping beast.
"Aghhhhhhhhh!" the young near-virgin screamed in total release as the big cock bucked and jumped inside her clasping cunt and began spraying its hot load like a firehose.
Waves of white-hot cum frenzy rolled through both of the groaning, writhing pair, their mutual intensity firing each other to new heights, new vistas of spurting, cunt-rending pleasure. The searing spasms of joy seemed endless for a few moments of absolute ecstasy, then tapered off to a warm, wonderfully fulfilled glow inside Laurel's whole body, as the huge hunk of cock stopped gushing its white cum inside her cunt.
"Ohhhhhh, it was sooooo good!" Laurel sighed, the deflating prick slowly easing out of her cum-stuffed cunny.
"God! It was incredible!" Dean panted, his face dripping with sweat but creased with a smile that said the foxy redhead had realized his every dream.
"You can fuckin' say that again!" Lucenta's lust-choked voice said hoarsely from somewhere behind them.
Dean pulled completely out of Laurel and rolled off the bed, as if he had been suddenly brought back to reality by the other cop's voice and was just as suddenly ashamed of his role in Laurel's degradation. The camera zoomed in for a close up of the girl's golden-red box, smeared with strands of sticky, cream colored spunk and its glistening pink eye oozing the spent cum down into Laurel's ass-crack.
The camera went off and the girl's half-lidded, sex hungry eyes focused on the men behind it and the lights. She realized once again that her whole lascivious performance had been not only witnessed by these strangers, but also recorded on the same camera's celluloid roll.
The shocking thing about it all, to Laurel, was her body's reaction. A needy, cunt moistening sensation crept through her recently sated pussy almost instantly as she saw the men's cocks stiff and jutting beneath their trousers and she thought about what they had seen her do.
If they had made a move toward her, the confused, horny redhead admitted to herself, she would have fucked them all! Shaken, Laurel hurried into the bathroom to clean up and get dressed.



CHAPTER THREE


"Well, how are you this fine morning?" Dean asked Laurel as he swung jauntily into the dispatch room.
"Uh… great!" Laurel tried to sound spontaneous and casual, as if nothing had gone on between the two of them the night before. The squad room had big cars, and the gossip grapevine wound through the whole building. Both of them knew it.
The other girl on the switchboard went back to her calls, after smiling a hello at the handsome young cop. Dean slipped Laurel a note and grinned knowingly at her – making the self-conscious dispatcher blush crimson – and walked off.
"Ohhhh!" Laurel sighed, drawing in her breath as she read the scribbled message.
The note asked Laurel to come to Dean's apartment that night after work for a private screening of their little love epic. He said he thought it best for her to see it with him, rather than the other members of the squad. It might be less embarrassing for her. He included his address and directions.
Hastily, her back still to the other girl, Laurel wrote a reply. Her note made it clear that nothing like last night was to happen if she came to Dean's place tonight.
Laurel got up and walked into the squad room, where Dean stood reading a report. She gave him the note. He read it with a look of surprise that rapidly changed to disappointment. But in the end, he nodded glumly and whispered, "Eight o'clock."
Laurel smiled and went back to her work. Her heart was pounding as the thought of being alone in Dean's apartment with the good looking, sexy young cop seized her and wouldn't let go. But she had to get a hold on her sexual desires, she told herself, before it was too late!
Dean's apartment was a spacious, beautifully furnished two bedroom affair that featured a wet bar and overlooked a pool. Laurel stood on the balcony looking down at the blue, lighted water, waiting for the drink Dean was mixing for them.
"I've gotta be strong!" Laurel whispered to herself. "I have to show him I actually like him a lot, but that last night was strictly a fluke!"
Pushing the resolve off her face and putting a charming smile on instead, Laurel turned to face Dean as he came back out on the terrace with her. She accepted the offered drink and sipped it.
"Mmmmm, good!" she complimented him.
"Mmmmm, you're good too, baby!" he growled, trying to put his arms around the stunning redhead's shoulders.
"Uh, uh! No way!" Laurel told him firmly, slipping out of his grasp. "I know what you're thinking!"
Laurel held up her glass in front of him. "Last night was a combination of too much of this," she waggled the drink and the ice cubes clicked, "and my natural attraction for you, and the fact I wanted to be 'one of the guys' – to help your squad crack a big case. But I'm really not that kind of girl! I'm really not!"
Dean grinned as if he liked her act but wasn't buying it. He stepped closer to her again.
"No!" Laurel barked, getting really angry and panicky. "If you don't promise to cool it, you can watch our little epic by yourself! I'll leave right now! I will!"
"Okay, okay, let's watch the Goddamned flick!" Dean said grouchily, realizing the girl was serious.
They went inside, Dean keeping his distance. He thought better of the cool approach as he shut the sliding door and curtains behind them.
"Hey, okay," he grinned at the pouting girl. "I'll be a good boy, all right? I promise, I won't try to lay you again – tonight, that is!"
Laurel grinned back and giggled. "Okay, it's a deal! I don't want you to stop trying… just to take it easy. Deal?"
"Deal!" The good-looking cop smiled, snapping off the lights and crossing to the already set up projector.
"I got a guy Lucenta knows to develop this," Dean said as he sat down next to Laurel on the couch, obviously proud of his craftiness. "He never heard of me, and he sure as hell doesn't know who you are. Lucenta told him it was an undeveloped hot loop we confiscated in a raid that he was gonna keep for his own collection at home!"
"Smart," Laurel said absently, her whole body tensing as she concentrated on the film flickering on the screen. She and Dean weren't on the white surface yet – nothing was.
Suddenly, images appeared, and Laurel gasped as she saw herself nude and huddled on the bed, Dean's naked body sprawled face down between her legs, his tongue gliding into her shiny cunt-lips. Tremors of remembrance shook through Laurel's cunt as she sat on the couch. She recalled the sweetness of his tongue inside her, the firmness of the cock she knew was about to enter her on the screen, the hot fullness of her nipples as the man sitting next to her head fucked her senseless!
The aroused redhead bit her lips to keep from sighing as Dean slipped his cock deep into her yearning gash on film. Her cunt was dripping with the same warm, slippery juice right now, and she felt her tits pressing against her suddenly constrictive bra beneath the strapless summer dress she wore.
"I… I'm almost sorry I made you promise!" Laurel tried to laugh, to loosen the sexual tension she sensed building in the man next to her. She felt it was at least as strong as hers.
"Baby, I'm sorry too!" Dean said in a choked voice.
The young cop reached out and took Laurel's hand. She thought it was a touchingly old-fashioned gesture, until Dean dropped it in his lap and she felt the swollen hard-on beneath his pants.
"You sneak!" Laurel snapped at him in mock anger, leaving the hand where it was and closing her fingers around the steel-like dick as best she could.
Dean laughed and put his arm around the redhead's shoulders. His hand dropped casually onto her half-exposed left tit.
"You promised!" Laurel said, trying desperately to stick to her guns.
"I know!" Dean cut her off with a chuckle. "No fucking except on the screen, but a little cock squeezing and tiny feeling isn't fucking, is it?"
Laurel turned to face him. Her lips parted, wanting his upon them, kissing and licking them.
"No… no, I guess it isn't," the turned-on redhead said in a breathless, almost inaudible whisper.
"Oh, baby!" Dean sighed, pulling Laurel to his chest and kissing her just the way she wanted to be kissed – hard and tonguingly.
"Ummmmm!" Laurel cooed, her mouth opening to admit her lover's hot, almost liquid tongue. The sensual redhead's heart pounded like a trip hammer as the lively snake in her mouth crossed and re-crossed her slippery tongue, and she felt Dean's cock jump with excitement in her hand. Laurel jammed her cushiony, pointy-nippled tits into the cop's hard muscles, rubbing the sensitive tips against her soft bra cups.
"Mmmmmm! Mmmmm!" the hot-cunted girl moaned as her breasts jerked in unison and her pussy gushed out another load of steamy lubricant.
Laurel usually closed her eyes when she kissed a man, but this time they came wide open. She saw herself being fucked and fucked and fucked by Dean's big cock on the silver screen, as she pressed against him now, and it fed the fires raging through her cunt to new heights of passion. She wished momentarily that the film had sound, but then she realized that every pant, every gasp of pleasure she and Dean had uttered was indelibly etched in her mind. She could hear every little squeal of delight she had given, and it was making her pussy scream for a replay… a live, hard, throbbing replay right now!
"Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh!" Laurel groaned in agony, her entire being aching for the feel of the huge prick she was stroking in her hand, needing to feel it pounding deep into her love-starved cunt!
"Baby! Baby I want it!" Laurel tore her lips from Dean's mouth and croaked. "B-But I really don't want to… to break my promise to myself!"
Dean looked at the tortured girl for a moment, his eyes crazy with desire. "Okay! Okay, we won't fuck!" he said quickly. "But there are other ways, great ways to cum without fucking!"
Laurel thought she knew what he meant and nodded her agreement. "Yes, darling, yes! I'll do it for you!" the super-heated redhead murmured, unzipping Dean's slacks and fishing for his hard cock.
"Yeah! Oh, yeah, honey, do it!" Dean said hungrily, fumbling with Laurel's dress and bra.
The girl's firm, spectacular tits tumbled free, just as Dean's cock sprang into view. The cop pawed at the solid, pulsing nipples and lay back on the couch, a smile of indescribable pleasure on his handsome face.
"Do me good, honey!" he murmured again, kneading the panting twenty-year-old's hot, smooth jugs. "I bet you're sen-fucking-sational!"
Laurel smiled, her breasts ablaze with sensual delight, and gripped Dean's erect, pumping prick in her smallish fist. The meaty shaft was so big that Laurel could put both hands around it – like a kid working up to a ball bat for the first time up at the plate – and the shiny, reddish knob still protruded over her clenched top fist. She began to jerk her hands up and down, the loose skin around the steely staff gliding hotly in her grip.
"Ohhhhh! Oh yeah, baby!" Dean moaned his approval. "Beat that thing! Beat me off while you lick it!"
A cold tremor of fear shot through the redhead. "Y-You want me to… lick it?" Laurel gasped.
"Oh, shit, yes!" Dean sighed, still not realizing he was with a girl who had never touched a cock with her mouth before. "I want you to lick it, suck it, chew on that fucker a little – just eat the hell out of me before I blow my nuts right down that pretty little mouth of yours!"
Laurel thought she was going to faint. She knew, vaguely, that some women would actually do what Dean wanted her to do, but she certainly wasn't one of them. Her old boyfriend hadn't even tried to get her to touch his prick with her lips in all the times he had talked her into jacking him off. Just her hands working on his spurting, white cum spewing pecker had always been enough for him… until the night at the party when he had fucked her at last.
"I… I don't know how to do what you want me to!" Laurel stammered, hoping that this would discourage the horny young cop. She whipped his cock up and down again, faster than before.
"Well, honey, it's for sure time you learned!" Dean said with a satanic grin, pulling Laurel's head into his lap with a quick grip on her strawberry blonde locks. "Now, just open that luscious little set of lips and stick that hot, wiggly tongue out!"
Yanked down over the head of his big cock, her hands still wrapped around its pulsing length, Laurel stared at the tiny slit in the center of the plum-sized tip like a bird mesmerized by a cobra. Dean increased the pull on her hair, drawing the almost hypnotized girl tight up in front of his throbbing cock, her mouth an easy tongue length away.
"Lick it, honey-girl! Just real easy, like it was a big, refreshing ice cream cone!" Dean urged Laurel in a soft, yet insistent voice, his hands stealing from her hair around to thee back of her head. He interlaced his fingers and tugged her head forward.
Knowing she didn't want to do the awful things he wanted her to, but too aroused to get up and leave – as she knew she should – Laurel slowly inched her tongue outward until it made contact with the head of Dean's huge cock. The effect was that of skin suddenly hitting red-hot metal, and Laurel yanked her tongue away from the scaring surface as quickly as she could react.
"Come on, sweet lips, you'll get used to it!" Dean encouraged the reluctant girl in a soft whisper. "You may even get to like it!"
Laurel shuddered at the thought, but she had to admit that the idea of pleasing this good-looking, sexy cop that she was half in love with, was a stronger force within her than her revulsion was. Sighing with acceptance and willing to try anything Dean wanted at least once, Laurel snaked out her tongue once more and planted it firmly, liquidly on the man's burning prick knob again.
"Ohhhh! That's it, darlin'," Dean moaned appreciatively. "Now move it all around! Lick me, baby! Lick my cockhead."
Laurel did as her man directed, her tongue swiping around the top of the large red tip, working its way slowly downward. Dean breathed hard and heavy, enjoying the warm oral massage as Laurel bean pumping his cock again as she moved her tongue all over his hard cockhead until it gleamed with her spittle and his pre-cum oozings.
"Aghhhh! Baby, that's enough jacking and licking!" Dean suddenly pleaded. "I don't want to cum yet. I want you to lick me. Lick all around my whole cock. Use that hot tongue of yours to get me good and wet… then suck me, baby! Suck my cock with those soft, sweet lips!"
The passion and lust of Dean's instructing, begging words set off a small, clenching spasm in the redhead's untouched cunt as she heard them. Dean's hands fell from her head and, slid under each of her dangling tits, cupping and squeezing the jellying flesh globes.
"Oooooooh! Ooo-kay!" Laurel murmured, the live-wire jolts of electricity coursing through her whole body again as the man toyed expertly with her stiff nipples.
Laurel licked the top of Dean's cock and let her tongue slide all the way down one side of his upthrust fuck-pole if tasted stronger, more masculine to the inexperienced girl, but she found she didn't mind at all.
The more of the heady, senses-filling cock meat she licked and kissed, the more she liked its hot, slippery feel against her tongue, Laurel found to her surprise. Soon, all of Dean's jutting dick was covered with her warm saliva and her red mane was lashing his legs with whip-like regularity as she slid her extended tongue up and down the gleaming red spear again and again.
"Unghhhhh! Enough! Enough!" Dean gasped all at once.
Laurel was completely taken by surprise as Dean put his hands against her chest and pushed her roughly back into a sitting position on the couch. The young vice cop's eyes glowed with lust as he sat up and ripped off his disheveled clothes. Then he leaned over and unzipped Laurel's dress the rest of the way and yanked it downward, baring her naked torso all the way down to her tiny panties.
"Me… are you going to… fuck me?" Laurel asked, almost hoping he intended to break his word, so that she wouldn't be expected to swallow his steamy cum.
"No, baby! But I'm going to eat that juicy, succulent little slit of yours while you blow me, that's for fuckin' sure!" Dean growled excitedly, pawing at her clothing.
The idea of having Dean's heavenly, climax producing tongue reaming her soupy gash once again made sucking his fat cock seem like a tremendously exciting, turn-on thing to do! She got up so that Dean could strip the dress off and slide it down her long, shapely legs. Laurel kicked out of it and peeled off her pantyhose.
"Mmmm, saved the best part for me!" Dean said, ripping the panties off Laurel's lovely bottom and helping her step out of them.
Nude, Laurel turned shyly toward her forceful, handsome lover. Her heart pounded as she saw his glistening cock waving above the dark pubic patch and his bloated nut sac.
"How?" Laurel whispered, not knowing how to position herself as she leaned over the couch.
"Like this, sweet cheeks!" Dean panted, grabbing the naked twenty-year-old and stretching her out on top of him as he lay back on the couch, her feet facing his head.
Laurel saw how he meant to do it, now, and spread her legs eagerly on either side of his head as she grabbed his wet dick – and licked it again. Dean moaned when her hot tongue made renewed contact with his stiff prick, his breath teasing the luscious redheaded girl's juice dampened cunt hair.
"Oooooh!" Laurel gasped, a convulsion rippling through her lower body as his hot breath hit her sensitive clit.
"Ahhhhh! Nice and sensitive!" Dean chuckled. "That's why you're such a great fuck!"
Laurel started to reply, but the man's tongue penetrated deep into her yearning pussy-mouth at that moment, and all thoughts of smart answers were burned from her consciousness. Dean's lip was teasing Laurel's erect clit as he tongue-fucked her with quick, piercing strokes and all thought ceased within the moaning, undulating redhead.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Laurel mewled with joy. "So fine! You do my pussy so niiiiice!"
The hot-blooded girl's head flew from side to side in eyes-closed ecstasy. Something wet and hot and hard as a rock bumped her cheek.
Laurel opened her eyes and saw Dean's jutting, reddened cock wagging an inch away from her mouth. Not bothering to think this time – reacting only by instinct – Laurel grabbed the base of the mammoth prong and guided its tip in between her pursed lips. The bulbous head entered her wet mouth easily, and she licked its now familiar circumference eagerly as she forced more and more of its burning staff up into her descending mouth.
"Ahhhhhhggggghhhhhh!" Dean yowled with sheer pleasure, the sound coming from way back in his throat. His mouth sucked down tight on Laurel's juicing pussy. Laurel whimpered the hot flashes of pre-cum tightening going on in her well tongued gash. Her tongue was circling quickly, crazily around the big hunk of man meat burying itself with strong upward lunges in her saliva filled mouth. Dean's cocks sawed up and back roughly, fucking the frantic, tongue swirling girl's mouth as if it were a tightly sucking pussy.
The head of the man's long prick bumped against the back of Laurel's constricted throat, but she didn't care any more. The girl's cunt was dancing beneath Dean's tongue thrusts and wild sucking. Spasms of utter delight were reverberating through Laurel's steamy slash, and every time Dean gurgled down a mouthful of her girlish cunt overflow, it sent a new shimmer of joy rocketing through Laurel's ready-to-boil-over pussy.
"Mmmmmmm! Mmmmmmmmm," Laurel crooned around the big dick pummeling her lips, opening her throat to the max so that his cock could sheathe itself fully within her throat on every up-stroke.
Dean gave the girl an answering howl of unreal satisfaction and increased his stimulation of her cunt. His tongue flew over her pink furls, darting inside, and then flicking her engorged love bud until Laurel's flaming pussy was slapping desperately against his mouth and chin in search of the final, total release it sought so frantically.
The wily vice cop knew what the young girl needed and he gave it to her. Quickly lubing his middle finger in the river of slippery cunt juice flowing from Laurel's pussy, Dean rammed it all the way into the girl's clasping asshole in one unrelenting thrust.
"Urrrrggcgghhhh!" Laurel groaned with pain as his finger pierced her previously unviolated back entrance.
"Be calm, sweet pussy, be cool!" Dean murmured, kissing the girl's sticky, sodden cunt lips all around with fleeting butterfly-like love pecks. His tongue flicked out and caressed her clit as he nuzzled her.
"Ummmmmmm!" Laurel sighed, confused by the man's tender treatment of her super-heated pussy-mouth, coupled with his savage finger-rape of her sensitive ass.
The confusion started to melt away when Dean began licking the girl's stiff clit in long, slow strokes, while moving his finger in and out of her gripping asshole in perfect time. Laurel's whole body felt like it was melting! The sensations caused by her lover's cuntal and anal penetration were so hot they threatened to set Laurel's voluptuous young body ablaze with all consuming cum-fire.
"Unnnnnnghhhh! Ahhhhhhhh!"
Laurel gurgled and moaned in utter bliss, her head whipping down onto Dean's thick staff to vibrate and massage it as the climax built to frenzied heights in the girl's pussy and butt.
The inexperienced redhead hadn't known that her asshole could play a part in her orgasm, but she was certainly learning it now. Her twin holes were suddenly grabbing and spasming as one, tearing frantically at the finger and tongue that plunged in and out of them, screaming for the cum that both needed so desperately.
Laurel's whole body shook with unholy desire and her backside wriggled like a snake over the hot mouth and unyielding finger that were jolting her to nearer paradise with each undulating roll of her full hips. The girl's head was a blur on Dean's upraised prick, her lips milking and suctioning his hard pillar of manhood with an almost maniacal furry, her throat opening wide to accept every last inch of her the stiff prick, her tongue slashing and batting at it as it pushed into her soft, sucking lips again and again.
All at once, Laurel felt the rumble of Dean's moan deep in her pussy sheath and she saw his big nuts give a mighty jerk. An explosion went off in her lower half at that moment, and she screamed with joy and nearly drowned in a jet of splashing cum at the same time.
"Unnngh! Ulllp! Guuuul!" The spunk-deluged girl gulped as the cock in her jaws poured wad after wad of hot, heady jism into her mouth and down her throat.
Laurel swallowed and swallowed the creamy, slippery load as it burst forth in what seemed like a never-ending white river of salty man juice. The wonderful depravity of what she was doing to Dean's cock made the fierce orgasm raging through the young girl's cunt seems even more intense. Waves of fiery cum contractions ripped through Laurel's ass and recoiled across into her violently clasping cunny as Dean groaned out his joy into her pussy well and rammed his finger in and out of her ass like a piledriver.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmm!" Laurel gave a last, contented groan of sheer ecstasy as her cunt bathed Dean's mouth with a final spray of hot cunt juice.
The totally wrung-out girl sucked the last spurt of cum from her lover's rapidly lowering cock and swallowed it as the once stiff pecker slid slowly out of her mouth. Laurel sighed with the completeness of her climax and lay her head on Dean's hairy thigh.
"God, that was almost as great as fucking!" the tired redhead murmured, feeling Dean's finger ease out of her ass and his tongue cease its constant movement in her cunt.
"You know it, baby!" the equally winded man panted. "And next time will be even better, you'll see!"
"N-Next time?" Laurel stammered. "Sure," Dean muttered, his tongue resuming its gradual, maddening stimulation of the girl's clit. "I won't cum so fast!"
The man's cock was lifting, stirring already before Laurel's amazed eyes. She smiled and licked her lips and opened her mouth.



CHAPTER FOUR


The group of them sat excitedly in the van, looking at the innocent-looking tailor shop across the street through the surveillance panels lined with one way glass. Lucenta had a camera set up behind one of them, and Dean was monitoring a tape recorder near another.
Laurel crouched down between the two men and watched the front of the tailor shop intently. She knew that inside the shop, men she didn't even know and never wanted to meet – awful, ugly men who made and distributed porno films for a living – were viewing her and Dean in their torrid coupling. Men she loathed were watching Dean fucking her brains out!
The idea disgusted her, as she had known it would. But it also gave Laurel's body an unnatural, glowing feeling as she thought about what the men were seeing, what they were saying about her naked tits and her tight, nicely rounded bottom… and that threatened her! It threatened to show her something about herself that she had always feared and rejected, and she longed for the screening session to be over, so that she could put her fears away again.
"Well?" she asked Dean, somewhat irritably. "Soon!" he told her, the thrill of the hunt showing in his eyes. "The movie just ended. They're talking to the Cap right now about the deal! We're gonna nail those fuckers, doll! I just know it! Who can resist you in the nude? Those apes just about swallowed their cigars when they saw that fantastic body of yours in the raw!"
"Didn't we all?" Lucenta commented from his camera.
Laurel looked up and saw the heavy-set cop looking at her as if he could see right through the light spring outfit she had on. The redhead blushed as crimson as her curls and turned away. Damn, she wanted this to be over!
"Fuck!" he whispered softly, to no one in particular.
"What's wrong?" Laurel asked, a feeling of dread that she really couldn't explain creeping slowly over her.
"Those assholes want at least three loops of you in action, before they'll deal!" Dean said dejectedly. "They want more guys involved in the other two, classier settings – they said our first one was cheapo looking – and more varied action! They'll buy this one okay, but only if the other two are better. The bastards say that the guys who view these things will buy everything they can get on a girl if she really gets 'em off. So they want to have some inventory to sell if you really catch on – and they are SURE you will!"
Laurel sat back next to Dean and sighed. She didn't know what to do now. The Cap and Dean had really risked a lot on this project already, a lot of man-hours and departmental budget to explain to their superiors if it didn't jell. If they succeeded, it would be promotions for everyone, probably. If they quit now and failed…
"What ya thinkin' about?" Dean asked softly.
"I'm thinking we're in too deep to quit now, Laurel had no trouble in sounding as dejected as Dean."
"I think you're right," Dean answered.
He turned to Hiller, another squad member who was pretending to read the paper in the front seat. Hiller was the driver/lookout.
"Okay," Dean told him. "Let's break it off and head for the Goose. The Cap's gonna meet us there. We got some heavy planning to do!"
Hiller nodded and put down the paper. He started the van.
"Hey, this is nice, kid!" the captain nodded his approval of Dean's quarters as they entered the apartment with their load of camera gear. "You sure you're not on the take?"
Dean laughed and motioned the captain and Lucenta and gone inside. They set up in the living room, as they had planned the day before at the Blue Goose. Lucenta got his lights and camera ready, and Hiller lit the fire in Dean's flagstone fireplace while Dean draped a blanket over the curtains. It was going to be a firelit fuck scene, played on the rug in front of the crackling blaze.
"You… you guys about ready?" Laurel asked from the bedroom.
"Just about, darlin'!" the captain called back. "How 'bout yourself?"
"Sure," Laurel said in as hearty a tone as she could manage.
After all, she asked herself, what was there to getting ready for a film like this? Standing in Dean's bedroom, dressed only in a sheer negligee, Laurel checked her facial make up, the only thing she'd be wearing in her second starring role. She had debated about putting on more clothes initially, in front of her fellow officers, but the more she thought about it, the more she knew it was senseless. They'd all seen her nude before anyway, and one of them had fucked her, and nearly all of them had a fucking part in this little epic any how, so what was the point of being modest?
"Okay!" the captain's voice rang out at that moment.
Laurel took a last big slug of the whiskey she had been fueling up on for the past hour, and shut off the bedroom light. The radiant, nearly naked redhead sauntered into the front room as if a frilly, transparent negligee was her everyday work uniform, and showing her sensuous breasts and pouting cuntal slash to a group of men was nothing out of the ordinary for her.
"Oh, Jesus, I'd forgotten how good the kid looked!" Lucenta sighed, nearly tripping over his camera.
"She's a fuckin' knockout, that's for sure!" Hiller smiled, his lanky frame coming to attention as Laurel came into the room and joined him next to the fireplace.
The tall redhead was blushing, her tits coloring all the way down to her pert, half extended nipples. Laurel shook back her long strawberry blonde mane and got down on the fake bear skin rug they had rented. She was anxious to get going, now that the time had finally come.
Lucenta checked the lighting quickly and pronounced it perfect. Dean came out of the kitchen dressed only in his shorts. His cock began to harden immediately as he beheld the vision of female loveliness spread out for him on the dark rug, her white skin contrasting markedly and her bright pubic curls standing out like an engraved invitation beneath her negligee.
"Okay, children, go to it!" the captain intoned in a hoarse, excited baritone.
Laurel looked up and saw the older man was drinking. She looked around and saw all of the men had drinks in their hands or near them. She hoped they could operate the equipment in their tipsy condition, because she didn't want to do this again!
Dean kneeled down next to Laurel on the rug and bent low. His lips found hers, and the stunning redhead began to forget about the camera and the other men in the room. Laurel's blood was singing through her veins with excitement, and she opened her mouth to admit Dean's hungry, searching tongue.
The couple lay back on the rug, their mouths still pressed tight, their tongues fondling each other's. Laurel sighed and rubbed her big tits against Dean's bare chest. She gurgled with pleasure as the hairy surface tweaked her sensitive nipples and drove little sparks of joy through them.
Dean moved his body away from the girl's for a moment, working in a hand between them and kneading the palm full of smooth, spongy tit flesh he found there. Laurel gasped as her passion increased instantly, and let her hand trail down her thigh, then clit in between them to grasp Dean's hard cock through his thin shorts.
"Her nightie's fallen open!" the captain's worked-up voice chimed in the background. "Get a shot of her playing with Dean's pecker, Lucenta! Zoom in on that hot, juicy young pussy, man! Get movin'!"
"I AM movin', Cap!" the fat man answered, his gravelly voice choked with lust. "Oh, MAN, am I movin'!"
Laurel could hear the camera creak and the lens click as Lucenta zeroed in for a tight shot of her cunt. A sharp jolt of excitement coursed up her pink furrow as she envisioned her wanton pose through the camera's eye, the glistening slickness of her well-lubed pussy, the swelling roundness of her perfect ass and the brown pout of her tiny anal entrance. Suddenly, she was glad the men were there! She gushed out another huge wave of cunt cream, just thinking about the camera photographing her juicy cunt and her melon sized tits!
"Uhhhhh!" Laurel groaned, trying to free her tongue from Dean's sucking oral embrace.
"Let me… let me suck you!" the turned-on redhead begged her lover, as she tore her mouth from his. "I-I want to… to eat your cock, baby!"
Dean's eyes grew wide with surprise, then arrowed with lust. He scrambled up onto his knees and stripped off his shorts, his massive prick springing free and wagging wildly in front of him as he sat back on the rug next to the cock-hungry twenty-year-old.
"Let's get this off!" Dean gasped, reaching for Laurel's negligee as she bent over his dick, her mouth open with desire.
The fire-tressed girl was openly eager, but she took a moment to let Dean pull the thin garment from her shoulders and slide it off her anus. Laurel's large titties swung enticingly forward as she leaned down and began to suck the very tip of her lover's lengthy, throbbing prick.
"Jeeeeez X. Christ, would you look at that!" the captain chortled. "Get that on film! Get every fuckin' cock-lickin' second of it!"
Lucenta grunted with equal enthusiasm and toyed with his camera. Laurel could almost feel the lens coming in for a close up, following her every movement as she sucked all of the big dick into her mouth and craned her neck up and down in a quick series of smooth, steady strokes.
"Ohhhhhhhh!" Dean moaned. "Her mouth is like heaven on earth!"
"Goddamn! I bet it fuckin' IS!" Hiller barked from in back of his lights.
Laurel felt several crackling charges of pleasure race up her spine at the men's lewd comments. It was degrading and filthy, but lasciviously exciting, sucking a man's cock in front of three other men! The redhead's pussy leaked a fresh puddle of clear lubricant that ran down her thigh, and she found herself sucking harder and faster, her tongue making big circles around the massive prong as it repeatedly glided through her nursing lips.
"Don't cum in her mouth!" the captain cautioned Dean, who had begun groaning and feeding his prick into Laurel's sucking mouth faster and faster. "Fuck her first! Fuck the shit out of her, then blast it down her throat!"
"Yeah! Fuck her!" Lucenta screamed, his face red with hunger and his eyes bugging out.
Laurel felt as if a flare had been touched off and shoved into her inner depths. Her cunt fluttered with desire as the men urged Dean to fuck her. She pulled her mouth off his erect, pulsing rod and licked its juicy tip lovingly for a moment, her eyes burning holes in the camera lens as she gave the other three men a longing, sensuous look.
"Yes, fuck me!" she urged, moving her lips slowly, so that what she was saying was obvious even without a sound track. "Fuck me hard, darling!"
"Why… why don't you fuck me this time?" Dean managed to pant, his breath coming back slowly after he had almost shot off in Laurel's loving mouth. "Get on top of this thing, baby, and take yourself a big old ride!"
Wordlessly, Laurel moved up onto her knees and threw a leg over her lover's thighs. Her thighs were trembling with desire. She had never done it this way before, let alone done it with three other men looking on, and it thrilled her tremendously to think about how it would look to them and the all-recording camera. The big cock parting her tight, wet pinkness, the huge knob disappearing up into her juicy little cleave, the thick, meaty staff following it in and in and in, until her pussy was stuffed with burning, throbbing cock! It turned Laurel on so much she almost came without even getting into position.
The sexy redhead grabbed Dean's gleaming dick by its hairy base and guided the tip of it into her slowly lowering pussy. The searing end of the beefy cock touched her red-hot labia and Laurel moaned. She let her weight down, sinking half the spongy head into her steamy hole.
"Ohhhhh! It's even bigger than I remembered!" the aroused strawberry blonde groaned, forcing the rest of the tool's helmet-like tip through her clenching cuntal gates.
"Oh, holy shit! And you're even tighter than I thought!" Dean gasped as her hot little slit ate his knob hungrily.
The man ground his hips upward, drilling another inch of his long cock into the girl's liquid hole. Laurel sucked in her breath at the sheer goodness of the hot cock boring up inside her, but then she lifted herself slightly, drawing most of the wonderful cock nearly out of her.
"N… No!" the teasing redhead sighed. "You promised, I get to fuck you this time!"
"Mmmmm, okay, baby, but DO it!" Dean moaned. "Do it to me, honey, with that great little pussy of yours!"
"Ugh!" Laurel hunched her cunt down onto the canal-stretcher of a cock once more. "I… I… will, darling, I'll fuck you so good! I'll fuck yooooooouuu!"
The sumptuous redhead's promise broke off into a long, heart pounding squeal of utter ecstasy as she slid down his long, impaling cock, her clit bent solidly against the meaty staff. Sparks of incredible pre-cum pleasure snapped from the girl's gliding clit down along her already super-slick cunt walls, inundating Dean's dick in a torment of boiling quim syrup.
Laurel yelped as her well-stretched cunt bumped to rest atop her own steadying thumb and forefinger. She pulled her hand out from between the pulsing cock and her gooey pussy lips and sighed with joy as the last half inch of prick oozed up into her tight little cunt. Laurel leaned forward a bit and put both palms on Dean's naked shoulders, steadying herself as she got ready to move up and down.
"Now! Now, I'm gonna do it, lover!" the sex possessed redhead chanted, her cunny moving fluidly up his hot prick, the squishing sound filling the room. "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
Dean groaned and let her do the work. The sucking cunt ate his prick anxiously, lovingly, its slippery mouth nursing the rigid cock like a famished child lusting for milk.
The heady thrills of the thick, burning prick surging up into her plunging pussy were building with each exciting slide up and down the pumping staff. Laurel whimpered and moved her tight, round butt even faster, the sluicing sound of the big rod splitting her clasping pussy getting louder as Dean's hot poker rammed up into her. Little jolts of cum-pleasure were flowing up her spine already, merging with the jerks of passion emanating from the redhead's bouncing, quivering tits.
Dean groaned at the hot bath his pounding cock was receiving and thrust his ass up off the bearskin rug, spearing it into the succulent snatch in time with the girl's frantic, driving rhythm. He reached up and caught her swinging tits in mid-jiggle and pinched her fully extended pink nipples.
"Ahhhh!Ooohhh!" Laurel screamed, her pussy exploding with cum-contractions as the man roughly massaged her spasming tits and crammed her cunt full of cock, despite its violent clenching.
The shuddering surges of cum-fervor kept tremoring through the young red haired girl's hunching body for long, long seconds. Laurel shook her breasts, reveling in the hot pulses Dean's strong fingers were sending through her quivering nipples, and whining with joyous release as she slapped her climaxing pussy onto his expansive cock until the last ebb of her orgasm had floated away.
"Yeahhhhh!" the captain shouted, lost in the heat of the beautiful redhead's exquisite cum. He lowered his beady eyes to Dean. "Did you shoot?" he asked impatiently.
"No!" Dean said through clenched teeth, obviously on the edge of release himself. "Not… not…yet!"
"Quick!" the captain yelled at Laurel. "Suck him off! Lick every drop of his load down, but let us see it! Get that pretty little mouth open and let our camera see it full of cum!"
"I-I don't know!" Laurel sighed, trying to focus her deliriously happy, sex-drugged mind on what the captain was asking.
"Don't think, just do it!" the senior officer commanded.
Laurel pulled her juicy cunt off the swollen prick and started to nosedive down onto it, moving her voluptuous body back further over Dean's legs as she did so. Her mouth hovering just over the shiny prong, Laurel stopped. The gleam of her own thick, clear fuck juice held her mouth off the bobbing, reddened cock tip.
"Eat it, baby!" Dean pleaded with her. "I'm hot to cum! Hot to blow it right in your sweet lips!"
"Ohhhhh!" Laurel moaned, her lover's request setting off a new wave of cunt flutters within her.
The hot-mouthed redhead dipped her head lower and sucked the head of the huge prick into her hungry lips. The knob was smooth and slimy feeling, and hot with Dean's need to cum and Laurel's residual orgasmic fluid, but the cock-hungry girl didn't care anymore. She drew all of the big dong up into her tight lips and swallowed the slippery liquid down as eagerly as she had eaten Dean's warm cum the night she had seen the first movie. "Guhhhhhh!" Dean wailed. "S-Suck that mutha'fucker! I… I'm so close! So fuckin' close!"
Laurel whinnied with lust and drove hit tightly pursed mouth up and down the pumping cock again and again, her tongue tickling it and toying with it. Dean screamed with joy and rammed it balls-deep in the girl's eagerly suctioning mouth.
The massive prick blasted a huge spurt of jism onto the roof of Laurel's sucking mouth. The girl moaned in fulfillment and started to cram the gushing dick down her throat to gulp down the rest of its hot outpourings, but she remembered what the captain had said and kept the jizzing cock in the front of her mouth instead.
Dean's nuts jerked more times than Laurel had remembered them contracting the night before, and her mouth split at the corners from the pressure of the stored-up cum. Trickles of the white seed oozed down the sides of her cheeks and splattered onto the girl's jellying tit mounds. The over-sized cock jumped two more times, and Dean moaned with complete satisfaction and let the deflating tool slip from the redhead's cum-filled jaws.
"Swallow it!" the captain yelled, directing the actress in front of him like Cecil B. DeMille going for the Oscar. "Eat it all, then raise your titties up and lick the cum off them!"
Laurel did as she was ordered, her pussy rippling with mini-orgasms as she faced the camera and gulped down the hot goo, then languidly tongued the torrid man pudding off her big jugs. The intensely sexual, ready-for-anything look on the pretty young girl's face was hot enough to melt the lens.
"Cut!" yelled the captain. "Holy Jesus! What a loop! Quick, boys, let's get ready for the next one!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Laurel was hotter than she'd ever been before. The men were scurrying around, setting up rapidly for the next loop, and the fiery redhead could hardly wait for them to finish – because she knew when they did, they'd be fucking her. Not just Dean this time, but all of them.
Sitting up on her haunches, watching the vice cops get ready for the shot, Laurel cleaned the last of Dean's drying cum from her pumping knockers with her kittenish tongue and smiled seductively at the men. Her pussy was running with lubricant again, and her asshole was winking slowly in time with the fluted pink folds of her gushing slit.
Lucenta and Hiller kept eyeing the hot-blooded girl, eager to fuck her as they got the equipment moved and got into place. The captain was behind the camera for this series, getting the light just right and preparing to film the third of their homemade loops.
"Okay," he was telling the two cops. "Now, you're prowlers, breaking into an apartment that's dark except for the glowing fire on the hearth. You get in, look around, and see the couple in front of the fireplace, just having gone to it, with the girl licking cum off her tits. You jump Dean, tie him up, and throw him into the bedroom so he'll be out of the way while you play with his date, got it?"
"Yeah, yeah, we got it!" Lucenta said impatiently.
"Sure, Cap, we can remember it, I think," Hiller drawled. "It ain't exactly 'War and Peace', ya know!"
"Your role don't exactly call for Marlon Brando neither, you lunkhead!" the captain roared back. "Now get in place out in the hallway and get them masks down over your ugly faces!"
The two cops shuffled off through the front door, stocking masks atop their heads, ready to pull the masks into place and break into Dean's place. The captain started the camera and yelled, "Okay!" to Lucenta and Hiller.
Captain Peters swung the camera onto the door as it was "forced" open. The two cops looked fearsome enough as they came through it, guns ready, creeping forward, heads moving constantly as they sized up the apartment's contents. Hiller, the skinny cop, nudged fat Lucenta, and the two of them grinned beneath their blue ski masks.
The camera followed the "intruder's" stares over to the action behind the couch. Laurel was pretending to lick the cum from her titties, the constant tongue movement having made her nipples erect as twin candle tips, and Dean was lounging naked on the rug next to her, watching, his back to the two men.
Laurel saw the men first and pretended to scream. Hiller reacted immediately and came sailing over the couch, his gun leveled at Dean. The thin cop stuck the piece near Dean's head and told him not to move. Lucenta came around the couch, a piece of lamp cord in his hand. They tied the naked man up, and the captain's camera followed them as they tossed, the struggling cop into the bedroom and shut the door.
"Okay, great! Cut!" the captain, yelled enthusiastically. "Now, let Dean go, so he can help with the camera and lights, and we'll shoot the next scene, where you two fuck Laurel!"
The two cops nodded, and one of them let Dean out of the bedroom. He had donned a pair of slacks and went bare chested to the camera to set up for the next shot.
"Now, remember, Laurel, you're terrified at first, then you get to wanting it, okay?" the captain instructed the naked redhead in his horny, but somehow fatherly tone.
"Mmmmmm! I got it, Cap!" Laurel growled, her cunt on fire with rekindled need as she eyed the two cops who were about to screw her. "You boys got it?"
"Well, to tell the truth…" Lucenta's voice trailed off with embarrassment. "I had it, but I kinda lost it gettin' ready for the shot!"
The fat man showed what he meant by unzipping his fly. His once stiff cock was limp as warm spaghetti. Hiller laughed and undid his pants as well. The skinny man's dick was bigger than Lucenta's fair-sized organ, but it was just as deflated.
"Ha, I guess we're both a little nervous about showing our peters in front of the lens!" Hiller laughed in nervous despair.
"You said that right!" Lucenta muttered, disgusted with himself for blowing a chance to fuck the most beautiful girl he had ever seen.
"Christ! I got two rapists with dead dicks!" the captain yelled with frustration. "Why does this kinda shit happen to me? It ain't fuckin' fair! It's always fuckin' ME!"
"Ummmmmm, hold on, Captain," Laurel hummed excitedly, her eyes never leaving the two limp cocks.
Laurel got up onto her knees in front of the men, cupping her big boobs in front of her. She reached out, took a hand each from Lucenta and Hiller, and placed one of her globe-like spherical knockers in each hand.
"Why don't you boys play with these, while I…" Laurel reached out and took a soft prick in each hand, "play with THESE!"
The two men standing beside one another moved closer together with a mutual sigh of longing for the young redhead. Laurel stroked them gently, up and back, as they kneaded her rubbery nipples and mashed the pink nipples back into the spongy flesh of her solid, twenty-year-old breasts.
"Ahhhhhhh, I think you boys will do fine!" Laurel sighed, the two cocks in her hands beginning to pump with desire as she caressed them.
Wordlessly, Laurel bent to her right and sucked the head of Lucenta's thick cock into her mouth. She began to lick it as she moved her mouth back and forth. The fat man groaned and thrust his half hard flesh into the girl's wet, sucking warmth, his eyes bugging out once more with lust as he watched her eating him.
Laurel swirled her tongue around the medium sized, very thick dick, until it was jumping and throbbing with pumped-up desire within her mouth. The hot-cunted redhead let the fully enlarged prick escape from her suctioning lips with a slight pop.
"That will do the trick, I think!" she whispered up at the fat cop, kissing his now erect prong teasingly to give him a last little thrill.
Before Hiller could even ask, he felt Laurel's breath on his own stiffening cock and then he was moaning as the young girl fed every last inch of his lengthy pecker into her hot, eager mouth. Laurel tongued and sucked the burgeoning prick until it was bumping the back of her throat on every down-sweep and the whole shaft felt rock-hard and ready in her constricted throat and lips.
"Mmmmmmm, now THAT'S what I call two ready-to-fuck cocks!" the turned-on redhead sighed in admiration as she jacked the twin hard-ons with her tiny fists and the men squeezed her big tits.
The heat was rising again in Laurel's insatiable pussy. The more she stroked the men's rigid dicks and forced her jerking tits into their clamping palms, the more she knew she needed those dicks in her creaming, hungry quim – not in her hands!
"I… I'm ready if you guys are!" Laurel panted at last, her cunt-fever having reached the boiling point.
Pussy juice was running down the insides of both the hot-assed girl's thighs, and her butt was wagging little circles automatically, as if searching for the throbbing cock that it needed. Laurel's ayes were half-closed with building passion, and her lips glistened with saliva and pre-cum fluid as she rocked back and forth in the firelight, stroking the hard, ready cocks.
"D-do it to her!" the captain choked. "If you two can't fuck her now, I'll fire you both as faggots! Get those dicks in her, boys!"
The men needed no further urging. Both of them were hot enough by now to have fucked Laurel even if everyone in the room had been trying to stop them from doing it. They worked their pants back on over their jutting cocks and managed to zip them shut. The duo got into the positions they had been in when the camera had been shut off, and the filming resumed.
Lucenta placed his gun against the kneeling Laurel's head, and she managed to register something approximating fear for the camera lens. Hiller opened his fly again and his big hard-on sprang out to wave to a jutting stop right in front of Laurel's mouth. He told her what he wanted and she shook her head, but Lucenta cocked his pistol and the girl "reluctantly" opened her lips.
Hiller shoved half his cock into Laurel's accepting mouth and held his pistol to the other side of her skull as his partner took down his pants and flopped down on the rug next to the cock-sucking redhead. Lucenta told her what he wanted, and Laurel pretended not to want to do it, but Hiller then cocked his pistol, and she swung a leg over the porky cop and let him center his fat, good sized dick in the center of her dripping pussy as she sucked Hiller's cock.
Lucenta yanked downtown on Laurel's trim hips, spearing his thick sword of prick meat up into her grabbing, super-moist cuntal passage. Laurel moaned around Hiller's cock, her tits bouncing wildly as she bottomed against the upraised dick shaft.
"Unnngggghh!" Laurel cooed throatily, enjoying the look of satisfaction on Hiller's face as her tongue tossed his cock around like a matchbox in the open sea.
"Ohhhhh! Baby, don't do that!" Hiller pleaded with a low moan. "I'm supposed to fuck you next, not cum in your mouth! Keep me hard, that's all, don't suck me dry!"
The two men behind the camera laughed at Hiller's discomfort, but the lovely redhead stopped gargling with the skinny cop's dick in her throat. Instead, he punched the hard prick into her lips sporadically, just enough to keep himself rigid, and watched his partner being fucked by the fantastic strawberry blonde nymph.
Laurel was really balling Lucenta. The fat cop was groaning and babbling about how tight her cunt was as it traveled up and down his erect, cock at a frantic tempo. The steady slap, slap, slap of Laurel's juicy cunt lips against the big cop's balls and stomach fur was driving everyone in the room – including Laurel – mad with lust.
"Ma' tis!" Laurel murmured aloud, hoping either Lucenta or Hiller would understand her garbled pleas as she continued to suck cock. "Un of ooh pla w' ma' tis!"
Hiller figured out that "tis" meant tits and grabbed two handfuls of the bounding, bobbling mounds as they jiggled wildly up and down on the girl's heaving chest. The lanky cop caressed the pert pink nipples and dug his fingers into the firm, billowy whiteness as he plowed his dong into Laurel's lips.
Laurel whimpered as Hiller massaged her tits. The hot flashes of cum-stirrings in her well-fucked pussy linked up instantly with the similar pulses arcing out of the redhead's spasming nipples, making her whole nervous system feel as if a thousand volts were suddenly running through it.
"Ooooooooogghh!" Laurel wailed, her cunt hammering at the thick hunk of cock ravaging it at a mile-a-minute pace.
The orgasming girl bucked her hips up and down over Lucenta's swollen cock faster and faster as she came, hoping to feel the fat man's bloated ball sac emptying its hot contents into her slippery meat before her insides stopped quivering with release. Lucenta's nuts responded gushingly to her unspoken prayer of lust. Huge globs of white-hot, creamy cum boiled up out of the flying cock at that moment, bathing Laurel's clasping pussy canal with burning spunk.
"Urrrggahhhhhaaadddd!" Lucenta screamed, his cum shooting out of his prick with a force and fury it hadn't seen in years.
The fat cop almost had a coronary as the girl's climaxing pussy ate his jizz and sucked for more. The wonderful, jerking spurts wouldn't stop, and Laurel was howling with joy above him and riding his juicing dick like a jockey thundering down the stretch, her incredibly tight, gulping cunny milking every drop out of the sighing cop's creaming loins.
"Ohhhhhh, honey… they're empty!" Lucenta gasped at last, his eyes bugging beneath the ski mask. "My nuts are completely drained!"
Laurel realized only vaguely that she was to stop fucking. Her cunt was full of gooey, heated man jism, but it seemed to demand more her titties had shuddered through at least two exquisite cums as well, but they still wanted more stimulation, more pulsing climaxes linked with her orgasming pussy!
The aroused redhead, knowing just what she wanted, let Hiller's long, steely pecker out of her sucking lips. She looked up at him, fire dancing in her eyes, her cunt still smoldering with desire, and jerked his prick up and down as she pleaded visually with him.
"Do you want to fuck me?" Laurel panted body. "Do you want to stick this long, hard thing in my tight little cunt right now?"
"Oh, fuck, do I!" Hiller yelled like a turned-on madman, releasing Laurel's tits and gripping her under each arm instead.
The thin cop yanked the tall girl to her feet and turned her around roughly, as if he were slamming a suspect against the wall to frisk for weapons. Laurel put her arms out, her hands slapping against the fireplace stones. Hiller made her spread her legs wide and lean way forward, supporting her upper body's weight on her arms as he moved in between her legs from behind. She felt his dick, meaty and unyielding, slap her in the cuntal gash as he bunched down behind her and adjusted his stance to the right angle.
"Uhhhhhh!" the tall cop yelled as he found her juicy hole and thrust his rapier-like dick deep into the redhead's pinkness.
"Ooooooooooooh!" Laurel threw back her head and wailed as the long, hot cock bit deeply into her cunt from the rear.
The hot-to-trot girl loved the searing, driving penetration, but she had never had it from the back yet and the force and depth surprised her. Hiller's lengthy prick felt as if it had lanced clear up into her guts, and Laurel found her knees shaking with excitement as he reached around and re-captured her swaying tits and started to work them as he fucked her.
His cock pounded up into the girl's molten cunny again and again, picking up speed, as she found the right butt-thrusting glide to meet him with and he discovered the correct angle at which to pierce her super-heated, almost liquid pussy.
"Oh, oh, God? It's good! It's fucking terrific!" the mindless, fuck-crazy girl moaned, her long hair her butt moving in and out, her tits compressed into the man's strong hands.
Hitler could do nothing but grunt his agreement. He rammed up into the twenty-year-old's sucking goodness relentlessly, animal-like, his only concern the unbelievable tightness of her cunt and the building fury of their mutual cum.
"Do it! Do it! Ugh! Ahhh! Ohhhh! Oooooh!" Laurel gasped and panted with each lunge of the clit-bending cock as he fired it up into her.
Hitler growled like an enraged wolf and hung onto Laurel's tits as if they were hard rubber handles grown for the express purpose of fucking her. He whipped his hips in and out wildly, the strokes into the girl's clenching love hole climbing to an uncountable number per minute as he fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.
"Aaaaaaaaahhhh!" Laurel screamed, the monumental orgasm of the evening slamming into her helpless body like a plane hitting a mountaintop.
Shimmying spasmodically, the voluptuous redhead gurgled and fucked her way through a heart-stopping, mind-bending cum. She felt Hiller going off in her pussy like an uncorked champagne bottle, his thick cum rolling into her constricted pussy tunnel and blasting back out her already stuffed-with-cum cooze like hot cream from an overflowing cup. The huge wads of jism didn't stop until the last tremor was gone from her climaxing fuck mound, and the river of jizz had run all the way down her thighs and spilled down to her knees.
"Ohhhhhh!" Laurel sighed as Hiller's depleted cock was pulled from her cunt and she was allowed to slip limply down onto the rug.
She lay there, a pool of cum between her legs, spunk splashed onto her butt, her tits bruised from the man's tight grip. She looked up at the camera, a thoroughly debauched, contented look on her face, and dropped her head tiredly back onto the black bearskin.
"Cut!" yelled the captain. "Holy fuck! If those asshole porno kings don't buy this, they're fuckin' BLIND!"
There was excited talk all around by the men, and much congratulation. Laurel lay where she was, trying to get up the energy to go into the bathroom and take a hot, cleansing bath.
She realized that the last shreds of her self respect lay tattered around her reclining body, but she also was begging to know something else – she had enjoyed what she had just done, every lewd, degrading, exciting minute of it, more than she had ever enjoyed anything in her life. And she would do it again if asked – film or no film!



CHAPTER SIX


"Come on, Laurel, I'll take you home," the captain offered as the refreshed looking redhead came out of the bathroom a half-hour later.
"B-But, I was supposed to go with Dean," Laurel stammered. "He came over and got me and I thought he'd…"
The confused twenty-year-old's voice broke off as she looked around the room and saw the three men – Lucenta, Hiller, and Dean – all passed out on various couches and chairs. They all had drinks near their hands.
"Idiots got roaring drunk, congratulating themselves on the job they did on this film, while you were in cleaning up!" the older cop said disgustedly. "Kids! They get a little good lovin' and a snootful and they pass out like a bunch of well fed pups."
Laurel smiled. Fucked 'em all to sleep! she told herself proudly. Wouldn't, have thought myself able to screw even ONE of them that well just a few days back!
"Well, okay, Cap, I guess you're elected!" Laurel said to the tall, craggy man at her side.
"Well let's go!" Captain Peters smiled, a twinkle in his grey eyes as he escorted the stunning strawberry blonde out the door and to his unmarked patrol car.
In minutes, he had her to the door of her own modest apartment and, out of simple courtesy, Laurel was inviting the older man inside. To her surprise, he accepted.
"Maybe just a small nightcap," the senior officer smiled as he stepped inside. "Nice place!"
Laurel smiled at the compliment, knowing it was outright flattery. Her studio apartment was small and the building was old, but she had done the best she could to make it attractive.
"Bourbon and water okay?" Laurel called from her broom-closet-sized kitchen. "It's all I've got!"
"Well, then, it's perfect!" the captain called back jovially, clearly feeling the liquor he had already consumed.
Laurel brought the two drinks into the living room and joined her superior on the small couch that made into her bed. She handed the captain one and sipped the other.
"Cheers!" the pretty redhead toasted. "Cheers!" Captain Peters clinked his glass with hers and merrily tossed down half of the strong drink.
The older officer grimaced, then smiled as he swallowed the burning liquor. He leaned forward on the couch, looking at Laurel with undisguised admiration.
"You mix a damned strong drink, just the way I like 'em!" the captain smiled at the girl. "Just the way my late wife stirred 'em! Damned fine woman, just like you, my dear!"
"Thank you, Captain!" Laurel blushed, not knowing what the older man was leading up to, but suspecting.
"Yeah, she was built like you, when she was young!" the older officer went on. "Of course, she wouldn't do some of the things you do in the sack… we weren't raised that way back then… but I bet you could do some of the things she liked to do! Even though I might not be so young and energetic now, in my declining years."
Ten days ago, Laurel would have been repelled by the older man's thinly cloaked proposition. The thought of doing anything sexual with a man old enough to be her father would have been utterly distasteful to the near virgin police dispatcher.
But the recent uninhibited, unending bout of sexual education Laurel had experienced during her movie career seemed to have unbalanced her somehow. She actually found herself wondering what the old fellow had in mind. She felt her thoughts straying to the length of his cock. Was it a big one? Was it as thick as Lucenta's had been?
The sexy thoughts flitting through the girls' brain grew hotter as she sipped more of the strong bourbon and tried to guess what lewd behavior the elderly Captain had in mind. The older man sensed her indecision and forced the issue.
"You needn't be frightened, you know, Laurel," he whispered, slipping one hand over her ample tits, feeling the big mounds through Laurel's thin sweater and brassiere. "I'd be very gentle with you, not like those other boys; young men are too eager, too much in a hurry to cum, themselves. Old duffers like me have been down the chute a good many times before, if you get my meaning. We really take the time to please a girl!"
Laurel had to admit, the older man's hand was wonderful on her jutting globes. The captain seemed to know just how much pressure to use on her sensitive tits to really turn her on – and he was working through a couple of thicknesses of cloth! Laurel shuddered as she thought how good he might be if he had her naked, like the other men had!
The man felt her tremble and acted quickly, setting his empty drink down on the table so that he had both hands free to operate. The captain moved closer to Laurel on the tiny couch and put both hands on her lusty knockers.
"Ohhhh, you ARE something!" Laurel cooed as he stroked her hot spikes right through the cloth in a way that completely fired her dying pussy into a roaring blaze again in a few seconds.
Laurel thought she had gotten enough sex to last her a week earlier in the evening, but the older man's hands gliding, feather-light, across her billowy mounds made her reconsider. She didn't try to stop him as he reached under her sweater and undid her straining bra. The old man proved agile too, catching both of her bouncing tits in a grasping palm as they sprang free.
"Ahhhh! Young titties… is there anything as soft, yet firm and tight, as a pair of young, nubile titties?" the captain asked rhetorically as he began to rub the now accessible nipples gently between his fingers.
"Ohhhhhh!" Laurel sighed, incredible charges of tit-tightening fury shooting through her big boobies. "Yesssss! Just like thaaaaat! Do 'em just like thaaaaaaat!"
Laurel lay back on the couch and let the man caress her sensitive mounds as much as he wanted, reveling in the beautiful feelings his strong, yet tender fingers were producing in her rapidly firming tits. Before she knew it, the sweater was pushed up below Laurel's chin and Captain Peters' mouth was on her left tit as his hands moved to her right.
The first touch of the older man's mouth to Laurel's easily stirred breast tip sent a ripple of pleasure clenching through the left side of her chest. The heady thrill echoed and reverberated through her right nub, encouraged and amplified by the man's expertly squeezing fingers on her right nipple. The girl's whole torso was engulfed by hot flashes of tit ecstasy as the man sucked and licked and kneaded her to a quick, violent breast-cum.
"Aghhhhh! Oooohhhhhhhh!" Laurel groaned and writhed beneath the captain's benevolent oral assault, climaxing over and over again to his tender mouth urgings and finger manipulations.
Most men might have been content to stop there, Laurel realized vaguely, her mind too preoccupied with the wondrous sensation of orgasming, without even having her overflowing cunny touched, to think clearly. But the captain seemed to want to wring every last thrill possible out of Laurel's statuesque body. He kept licking her titties, changing from breast to breast now, as his fingers crept down onto her thigh and slowly pushed her skirt up around her waist.
Laurel was on the edge of another cum as he tantalized her. She wanted him to yank her panties down and jam his fingers into her weeping slit, the way a younger man might have, to finish her off in a frenzy of savage finger-fucking.
But the older man was slow, meticulous. He toyed with the girl's thin undergarment, teasing her aroused clit through it with his fingernails, causing the muscles in the back of Laurel's pretty legs to tighten like a sprinter's as she bucked her ass up off the couch in search of the climax her body needed so desperately.
"Ughhhhh! Ohhhhh! Oh, God! Finger me!" the frantic twenty-year-old begged. "Suck my hot titties and finger up my pussy, pleeeeease!"
The captain chuckled at her agonized longings. "Will you let me fuck you any way I want if I make you cum again?" he asked in a throaty whisper.
"Yes, yes! I swear!" Laurel panted, the very idea of a cock entering her frenziedly hungry cunt driving her even crazier with desire. "Fuck me! Fuck me now! Fuck my brains out, Captain darling!"
The older man laughed again and tugged on the girl's sopping panty crotch. Laurel cooed with delight and raised her tits off the couch so that he could skim her panties off her trim, lengthy legs.
"My cock comes later for you, little girl!" he promised, slipping from the couch to a kneeling position in front of the moaning redhead, his eyes boring into her pretty, red-fringed honey hole. "But you cum now… I promise you that!"
Laurel groaned anew as she realized he was going to tongue her pussy, to completion. She had come to love tongues wriggling up into her tight, juicy snatch almost as much as cocks!
"Mmmmmm, pretty, pretty little pussy!" the captain sighed at the splendor that was Laurel's glistening pink cunt.
The older man's tongue lanced out of his mouth and touched Laurel's jutting, throbbing clit just at the tip. The girl whimpered with the sudden, fantastically sharp, electric pulses that surged through the tiny spear of girl flesh. It was as if the captain's tongue was a crackling electrode and he was bent on making Laurel's clit dance like a set of severed frog legs in an experiment.
"Ughhhooooooowwww!" Laurel screamed, a minor cum shrieking through her clitty at that moment, as the old man licked it all around with his spongy, wet tongue.
"Ahhh, ha, ha! Sweet pussy! Responsive little pussy!" the mesmerized Captain gurgled to himself as she came in wild, convulsive clenches right before his leering eyes. "Let's have us a bite… see how it tastes!"
Laurel was still heaving with joy from the quick orgasm she had just experienced, as she felt her legs being crooked over the captain's shirt. She opened her eyes and saw his grey-haired head descending into the pit of her crotch, her thighs on either side of his ears and her legs dangling over his downward moving shoulders.
Wide open to his hungry oral embrace, Laurel gasped as his reaming, wiggling tongue entered her well-honeyed slit and wormed its way quickly into her liquid depths. She heard the slurping suction as the captain gulped down mouthfuls of her spicy oil and tongued her at the same time.
"Oooooooh!" Laurel sighed, her lower body as alive with gathering cum sensation as her upper torso had been a few minutes earlier.
That gave the lovely redhead an idea. Laurel's hands stole up to her breasts and found her pert, upraised nipples. The sex-hungry girl began fondling her nubs in time with the older man's cunning tongue and mouth lunges, the feelings this unholy alliance produced nearly knocking Laurel out with their piercing, super-heated intensity.
"Ahhhh! Ohhh! Ooof! Aghh! My… my pussy!" the stunned girl managed to choke amid the flurry of animalistic pants and gasps she found herself making.
"I-I'm… gonna…ohhhhhhh! I'm gonna…cummmmmm!"
The mountainous set of knockers in Laurel's hands gave a simultaneous jerk that tore the nipples right out of her diddling fingers. The overwhelming fury of her arm was so strong, so large, that Laurel couldn't scream, she couldn't even breathe. She lay open mouthed and gasping, like a fish out of water, as the old Captain sucked the torrent of cunt cum out of her bubbling pussy well.
"Ohhhh, holy shit, what an orgasm!" Laurel managed to pant a few moments later, when the flow of pussy juice had finally ebbed.
"You, as Mr. Jolson used to be fond of saying, ain't seen nothin' yet, my dear!" the captain assured the weary girl.
The older man stood up and removed his shirt. Laurel was surprised at how much muscle tone he had managed to maintain in his chest and arms. The hair was grey over his trim physique, but Captain was in good shape for a man his age.
"Now it's time to face the music, little girl!" the senior office grinned down at Laurel, undoing his belt and pants.
The captain pulled down his trousers and his baggy boxer shorts all at once. The redhead gasped as she saw the hunk of cock meat jutting out from between the older man's grey-thatched thighs.
"It… it must be twelve inches long!" Laurel stammered.
"Twelve and a half," the captain said proudly. "My wife measured it once just after we were married, and I don't think it's shrunk any!"
"N-No!" Laurel gulped, in awe of the tremendously long, thin pecker. It was easily as long as he had quoted her, but it was abnormally small in diameter.
"My wife and I used to joke about her being addicted to 'the needle' – that's what we nicknamed it – but she was afraid of shots at the doctor's office!" Captain Peters laughed.
The needle! Laurel thought. That's a good name for a prick as skinny as that one! Maybe they should have dubbed it the veterinary needle – since it looked big enough to inject horses with!
"How… how do you want me?" Laurel asked cautiously, remembering her earlier promise to let the captain fuck her any way he wished. She was long past needing any more sex for tonight, but she wanted to honor the bargain. Even with a cock like this one, she was sure the old fellow couldn't keep it up for too many strokes. She was sure she could ride him out and give him a nice, easy fuck.
"Get on your knees and lean over the back of the couch, honey!" the captain ordered her as he got his shoes and socks off. "And take those clothes all the way off while you're at it!"
Laurel did as she was told. Naked, she leaned over the top of the couch, legs spread. Seeing Hiller ball her from behind earlier in the evening must have made him want some of the same, Laurel reasoned as she spread her knees wide and cocked her hips upward to give him a good angle up into her cunt.
She felt the weight of another body on the couch behind her and then the nudge of the older man's stiff pecker tip on her juiced-up slit. Sighing, Laurel let her weight easily down, the breath escaping from her lips in a long, groaning gasp as she experienced the longest cock she had ever seen sliding deeply up into her boiling cuntal canal.
"Ooooooh! Captain, are you all the way in?" the girl moaned.
"Not quite, honey!" the older man whispered in her ear, inches more of his prick knifing up into her slit as he did so.
"Uhhhggghhhh!" Laurel gasped, not knowing there was that much cock all in one place in the whole world before now, let alone that it would all be wedged into her tight little pussy!
The impaled girl's cunt worked frantically to grasp the heated sword of man flesh sheathed inside it. The slippery fuck tube tightened until the captain's long tool was encased as snugly in warm, juicy cunt meat as the other cops' pricks had been earlier.
"Ahhhh! What a marvelous pussy you've got, girl!" the older man sighed in admiration. "Tight and slick and hot as the lads said it was!"
Laurel moaned and started to fuck, turned on again by the presence of the steely cock needle punched so deeply into her and the sincerity of the man's voice as he told her how much he enjoyed being in her. The redhead's ass moved in slow, erotic circles, working the man's cock in and out with tantalizing friction.
"Ohhhh, Lord! No wonder a man can't stay with you too long, child!" the grey-haired man hissed with joy. "That little snatch of yours is pure heaven. But I mean to sample some of your other, lesser-known charms. And lesser used, I'll wager!"
Laurel started to ask what he meant as he slowly drew his greasy cock out of her lubricated slit, but he reached around at that moment and began playing with her tits as they hung over the back of the couch. The poundingly familiar sensations started almost at once, and Laurel could only moan with increasing desire and wonder what the old man was up to.
The glorious kneading stopped for a brief moment and Laurel felt the displaced hand cramming a finger up her shitter. She started to tell the captain that she enjoyed being cunt-fucked and ass fingered a lot, but that she would rather just be fucked and have her tits played with, when the hand reclaimed her breast.
The object sliding ever deeper into her asshole couldn't be a finger! Laurel realized with rising panic. It was his cock! Captain Peters was going to fuck her in the ass with that super-long, steel-like splinter he called a prick!
"Noooo! No, please!" Laurel cried plaintively. "I've never done anything at all like this before… and… and I don't WANT to!"
"Ahhh, but I DO!" the captain sighed, appreciating each succulent inch of his cock's conquest of the girl's anus. "Ya see, that was one thing that was odd about my late wife. She was a prim, proper lady, but she loved a dick up her ass better than one up her cunt. And I'm afraid I've gotten to like it best that way myself!"
Laurel moaned again, feeling as if a flaming knitting needle was being forced up her rectum. The captain had more than half his lengthy dong into her butt now, and he was slowly cramming the rest of it inside her protesting shitter. The relentless, expanding pain kept up until the older man grunted with satisfaction at last, and Laurel felt his nuts slap into her cunt mouth as his dick went hilt-deep into her bunghole.
"Ohhhhh! Jesus, it hurts!" Laurel whimpered, her entire body aching now with the same intensity it had spasmed to joy with a few minutes earlier, when the captain had eaten her.
"Just relax, darling', and let old Cap make it right!" the grey-haired man crooned gently into the girl's ear.
Laurel started to tell him that the only way to make it right was to pull his pecker out of her this minute, but the magic hands were suddenly at work on her titties again and an unexpected, sharp pulse of pleasure coursed through her cunt. The helpless redhead gulped for air and rubbed, her pussy against the rough fabric of the couch back, her clit grinding over the cloth.
"Eeeeeooowwweee!" Laurel screamed as a flurry of mini-orgasms tore from her tits to her clitty, her anus grabbing at the hot meat within it with unsuspected hunger. "That… that's not so… so bad!"
The captain laughed and squeezed her nipples, fucking her tight little ass with bold, hard strokes as he did so. "Of course it isn't, lovely one!" he chuckled. "Now you're getting it! Move that hot little clit of yours against the couch while I bang your sweet ass and play with your jugs!"
Laurel rolled her head in disbelief as the tremendous jolts built within her pussy and ass. The two holes were pumping together, like twin halves of a shared experience, and she was beginning not to care which tiny opening the old man had his cock pounding into!
I'm actually starting to like it! Laurel told herself. Right up my asshole – fucking me like a steam drill – and I'm liking it, really enjoying it!
"Ooooooh! It feels so hot back there!" Laurel cooed, as the feelings sweeping through her grew too strong to ignore. "It feels so hot, so slick, so WRONG back there… but… but I'm, I'm LOVING IT!"
The old man laughed and really pulled hard on Laurel's swollen nipples, knowing that was what she wanted now. The time for gentleness was gone. All the voluptuous redhead wanted now was a hard, unrelenting dick pounding up her backside, driving her erect clit into the couch, a man's fingers clawing and grinding at her bursting breast time!
And the captain was right. Laurel scooted her ample ass back to meet each quick lunge now, gurgling with pleasure as the long cock penetrated her asshole and the momentum drove her into the rough couch.
"Ugh! Ahh! Ohh! Yessss! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, you wicked old man!" Laurel gasped, her whole body primed to explode into ecstasy under the pummeling attack. "I'm ready! Ready to cum like crazy!"
The old cop groaned, his prick flying in and out of the tightest, slickest asshole it had ever fucked. "Me… me too, baby!" he managed to growl through clenched teeth. "I'm close! So fuckin' close!"
Something snapped in Laurel's lower torso and the roaring wave of orgasmic bliss she had been expecting suddenly washed over her like a overflow of white-hot lava. The rutting girl squealed and shoots her ass even more violently at the thin rapier drilling it.
"Aaaaahhhh! I'm there!" Laurel wailed. "Cum with meeee! Cum in meeeee!"
The captain gave a strangled, helpless cry and gripped down tight on Laurel's heaving tits, his dick buried in her all the way. A spray of steamy jism filled the young girl's bunghole as the old man's nuts contracted. Jets of the slippery, superheated cream boiled up into Laurel from the rear as the older man came and came in her spasming ass.
"Ooooooof!" the climaxing girl whined, the ocean of cock jizz making her already frenetic cum even better.
There were no words, there were no sounds to express the rapt ecstasy Laurel was experiencing, sharing with her boss at the moment. They clung together, hot and sweaty, in awed silence at their mutual bliss.
It was a long, long time before the captain finally pulled his spent cock out of the girl's loving ass, kissed her gently on the cheek, and got dressed to leave.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Well? How are we doing this time?" Dean asked nervously as the captain came into the bar.
The whole group of them – Hiller, Lucenta, Dean, and Laurel – were gathered around a table at the back of the Blue Goose, waiting for the older officer to join them. He had just returned from a meeting with the porno distributors – a screening their latest two efforts. They hadn't taped the meeting this time, the captain having decided not to at the last minute, after he had talked with the distributors to set up the meeting.
The old cop sat down and ordered a beer. He waited until the bartender was out of earshot, then began.
"They bought us hook, line, and sinker!" the captain said, his wrinkled face breaking into a big grin.
The backslapping and congratulations began around the booth and the old man waited for it to end before he finished. "Except that we ain't gonna bust 'em just yet!"
Dean looked thunderstruck. "What do you mean? I say we grab those bastards as soon as they ship the reprints! We've worked a long time to figure out their distribution patterns and to put together the case we've got!"
"Some of us have worked harder than others!" Laurel joked, happy that the whole thing was almost behind her.
The men at the table burst into laughter at the girl's comment. The captain joined them, waiting until all was quiet again before laying out, his new plan.
"What we're going for is much bigger!" the old man whispered confidentially. "These jokers want to make a longer, full color flick with Laurel as the center – er – piece!" The captain stumbled over his poor choice of words. "It's to be distributed nationwide, by a bigger organization. Don't you see, guys? We could do much better than a local, one-state porno ring! We can follow their distribution route and collar the whole fuckin' shootin' match for conspiracy to ship obscene material across state lines!"
The cops sat back, each thinking what part of being a driving force in such a heavy-duty bust would mean to his or her career. No more dispatching for Laurel! the redhead thought excitedly. She'd be a real policewoman, working patrol and everything, maybe!
Dean's eyes were sparkling with visions of getting the captain's job when the old man retired in two years. That was a rapid rise from his present rank of sergeant, but anything was possible for a guy who'd engineered a big time collar like this one. Another big bust in the next two years and who knew? Vice Squad Captain Dean Kennedy, darling of the press! It sounded great!
"Sure, Cap! You call it!" Dean said it for all of them.
The man at the trailer shop was small and not very good looking. Laurel grimaced as she went inside with the captain – with Dean dragging along behind. The little man working the counter smiled at her in a way that let her know that he had seen her three porno loops. It pained the statuesque redhead to think that the ugly, small-statured man had seen and enjoyed her doing all those things with the other cops on the squad.
"They're in the back." The homely man gestured over his shoulder.
The captain led the other two back through the curtain and stopped in front of the seated, sinister looking men in the rear of the shop. The one on the left – the oldest, who seemed to be in control – gestured for the three to come in.
"Well, at last we get to meet the red-haired Goddess who made us all drool so much from her films!" the short, evilly charming man greeted them. "Come, come, my dear, sit next to me. Here."
Laurel looked helplessly at the captain and Dean, and then smiled at the gangster leader. She wiggled over to the porno king and sat in the next chair.
"Yeah, well, what kind of deal you gonna make us for the redheaded Goddess?" The captain swaggered over to the gangster, his eyes full of fake confidence.
"It depends on what sort of an agreement we arrive at today," the small man told them. "Is your merchandise real, or not?"
The well dressed porno distributor turned and chucked Laurel under the chin. "She looks quite real, but one cannot be sure. Are all those magnificent curves hers, or the result of great camera work and a bit of padding?"
"No, my friends, that is the purpose of this meeting," the distributor said to Dean and the captain. "To establish reality. I don't mind, really, if the girl is not as bountiful, as… as super-charged in person as she seems on celluloid. But does the outstanding camera work come to us as a part of the package, or do we provide our own crew? Does the director accompany his electrifying crew, or do we supply our own? Does this rather handsomely endowed young actor appear with our people in the film we are proposing, or do we furnish all supplementary talent outside the lady here?"
The distributor smiled at them. "All of these questions, and their answers, will make a great deal of difference to us when the question of money is decided!"
Laurel looked at the captain and Dean, a stupid, unwavering smile pasted on her pretty face. They had agreed before the meeting that she would act like a beautiful, but not too bright ornament, hoping that the men would talk more freely in front of her.
"Uh, well, I guess we can use the same crew we used on the loops," the captain offered uneasily. "But you'll have to augment us. We got light and camera people, but no sound men. I'll do the directing myself. I directed the others."
"Ah, I congratulate you!" the distributor said, nodding to the captain. "But you bring up a good point, another reason for this little meeting today. Sound! Your previous efforts, delightful as they were, all were without sound. It is much like the days when Hollywood was converting to the talkie. I must know, can your two actors sound convincing on film?"
The man smiled again at the captain and Dean, then at Laurel. "For that reason, I would like a little run-through – here, today. Right now!"
Laurel's stomach tightened. The room they were sitting in was a run down apartment behind the trailer shop. It had a kitchen, with the table and chairs they were now sitting in, a small bathroom off to the left, and a sitting room with a couch and chairs – a couch that looked like it might be a hide-a-bed.
The man sitting next to the frightened girl snapped his fingers. One of the tall, muscular men seated next to him sprang out of his chair and went to the couch. The large bodyguard peeled cushions and pillows off the divan like a whirlwind gathering tumbleweeds, then opened it into a bed.
"And NOW we will see!" the head distributor grinned.
He turned to Laurel. "Remove your clothes, my dear, so that we can have a look at you. Then take your place on the bed, if you would. We will let you read – for the part!"
Laurel looked with panicked eyes toward the captain and Dean, wondering whether or not to obey. The captain shrugged and nodded, a helpless look flashing across his craggy face.
Grinning like the dummy she was supposed to be, Laurel got up and went over to the couch. She prayed she wasn't turning as red as she felt like she was blushing, as she undid the buttons at the top of her short dress and unzipped it in back. All eyes in the room were on her as the garment sailed down her long, silky legs and she stepped out of it.
Jesus, oh, Jesus! How do I get into these messes? the girl asked herself, standing in front of the undercover cops and their quarry, dressed in only a skimpy bra and even skimpier panties.
Putting her hands behind her back so that the men wouldn't see them shaking with fear, Laurel unsnapped her bra and let it slide down her arms. The effect on the males in the room was immediate and jolting.
"Goddamn, boss! Look at those!" the tall bodyguard who had opened the bed shouted.
"Very nice! Exquisite… and huge!" the head distributor sighed appreciatively, shaking his head in disbelief. He turned to the captain and smiled. "You have brought me true quality. If this girl can act and talk as well as she looks, we've got a real winner here!"
Laurel smiled self-consciously at the man's praise. She kept telling herself over and over that it was part of her job, that she HAD to do it, that there should be no shame on her part.
The talking to herself seemed to help. Laurel felt a little more confident, realizing she was just doing her part in trapping the gang of blue movie peddlers. She smiled more warmly and skimmed off her panties, baring all of her sensuous body to the on looking group.
"Ahhhhh, now that is prime!" the head man commented to his bodyguard. "With that ass we can make a fortune!"
The bodyguard nodded, too engrossed with Laurel's naked cunt to look at his employer. She could see the hard-on rising beneath the big man's pants.
Laurel glanced quickly around the room, the dumb smile still in place. All the men were getting hard, she soon discovered. The thought of all those stiff, pussy pleasing cocks getting rigid over her nudity began to drive the fear from the young redhead's body. It seemed to ebb away on the gentle flow of gleaming cunt juice beginning to trickle out of her pussy.
"Now, young man, show us your wares!" the distributor said suddenly to Dean, shaking off the fascination that had riveted his attention to Laurel for long moments.
Dean grinned and started to get out of his clothes in a shy, halting manner. It hadn't bothered him to fuck Laurel in front of his pals from the vice squad, but it obviously made him nervous to take off his clothing before the group he stood in front of now.
Finally, the last shred of apparel fell away from the cop's muscular frame. His thick, lengthy prick stood out at attention in front of him. The big cock jerked up and down in time with his accelerating heart beat as Dean's gaze shifted from the men to Laurel's reclining, inviting form.
"Not bad, young man!" the porno boss complimented Dean. "Now, let's see what you can do with it! Why don't you… hmmmm, let me see what would be entertaining? Ah, I have it! Why don't you bugger her with it?"
The older man smiled at Dean, as if he had just ordered a large, particularly pleasing lunch at fancy restaurant.
Dean looked puzzled. "You mean, stick it up her ass?" he asked disbelievingly.
"Yes, do I have to draw you a diagram?" the small man answered sharply.
"Uh, no! No, I'll do it right away!" Dean apologized as he went quickly to the bed and jumped in next to Laurel.
The statuesque redhead trembled as Dean gathered her into his arms and kissed her. Laurel knew she was about to be fucked right in front of this group of strangers, and she knew that should turn her off completely. She felt like a total slut, because it didn't. The mental image of herself getting Dean's long, hard cock up her ass while the others watched made the shameless girl's cunt nectar seep even faster, and she could feel her nipples hardening against Dean's chest as he kissed her.
"Mmmmm, feels good!" Laurel hissed excitedly, ending the kiss, as Dean's hard prick rubbed against her pussy lips.
Laurel opened her legs briefly, capturing her lover's cock between them, then squeezed her thighs together tightly, her shiny pussy mouth rubbing its slick hotness all over his entrapped cock. Dean sighed and pressed her tits into his chest more firmly as his arms closed tighter in their possessive embrace.
"Oooooh! Put it in me!" Laurel whispered in Dean's ear, her cunt beating up more by the second.
"B-But he said to stick it… stick it… you know!" Dean whispered back, reluctant to repeat the porno king's instructions aloud to Laurel.
"There's no lubricant back there!" Laurel winked at him keeping her voice low. "Get it good and wet, THEN ram it in my back entrance!"
"Oh!" Dean said, clearly never having fucked a girl in the ass before.
The notion that she was his first backdoor piece fired Laurel's desire even higher as Dean's knob tipped pecker slid past her cunt lips. She hunched against him, driving all of his massive dick up into her pussy sheath. She was no expert at anal love herself, since the captain had been her first and only experience, but that still made her a hundred percent more knowledgeable than Dean. That pleased her immensely.
Dean sluiced his prick in and out of Laurel's pussy a few times, until his cock was well coated with slippery love juice. Laurel sighed, almost wishing he'd continue to fuck her the regular way until she came.
But his dick was already sliding out of her, and Laurel quickly scrambled onto her hands and knees so he could mount her easily from the rear. She felt his large cock nestling into her nearly virgin anus and shuddered with dread for a brief moment. It felt so good, once it was in there, and she was used to it, Laurel remembered from her experience with the captain, but it would hurt like hell for a little while, especially with a man like Dean!
Dean's huge cock started its downward journey, and Laurel found she had been right. The pain was incredible as her tiny bunghole resisted the entry of the over-sized prong with a flurry of spasms Laurel could not will away. The redhead groaned and tried to relax, but the head of the monster prick stubbornly refused to penetrate her small crack.
"Ughhh!" Dean grunted, driving his hips forward like a rutting stallion screwing a reluctant mare. "It… it's going! Your tight little ass is finally giving!"
"Ahhhhhhhhhooooooowwwww!" Laurel cried out as her brown eye winked open far enough at last to take in the tip of Dean's thick prod.
Once the head was in, the shaft reamed its way into the sighing, moaning girl's butt with great uncertainty. Laurel dug her fingernails into the bedspread and hung on, trying to keep from screaming. She let out a long, grateful gasp of relief when she finally felt Dean's heavy nut sac bang into her pussy mouth as he bottomed in her shitter.
"My… my titties!" Laurel managed to stammer amid the pain. "P-Play… with… my… boobs!" Dean grunted again and reached for the girl's dangling knockers. He found them and began massaging her nipples, the vise-like grip of Laurel's squeezing ass-chute still too tight to begin fucking.
"Good! Very good!" The porno distributor's voice sounded too loud and out of place as he suddenly called out to the couple on the bed. "A great start, but I will make it even better! Gino, here, will assist you, my boy! Together, you can really give us a test of the girl's abilities!"
Laurel started to say something, but her discomfort was – still too great to allow her to talk very well. She merely watched, with growing dread as Gino, the big bodyguard – and part time blue movie star – got up and removed his suit, shirt, tie, socks and shoes.
Gino had an even more spectacular build than Dean, and Laurel had to admit that watching him strip with a cock already embedded in her ass and a set of fingers twirling her nipples was a real turn on. The pain had gradually lessened to almost none by the time Gino approached the bed, and Laurel was making little instinctive jabs back at Dean's well sunk cock.
The huge bodyguard flexed his beefy muscles and dropped his shorts right in front of Laurel's face. A prick the size of a deli shop salami bobbed up to confront the shocked, would-be porno star, and Laurel gulped with fear.
It's fuckin' incredible! Laurel told herself. No girl could get that… that… THING in her pussy! she repeated over and over. No one!
"Ahhh, I see by your expression that you like Gino's equipment," the distributor laughed. "Why don't you taste it, my dear, and show us if you suck as well in person as you did in that one loop?"
Laurel trembled. She was hot as a raging forest fire now, but the idea of trying to wedge a prick as big as this one into her mouth was still frightening.
"Okay Red, just get up on your hands and knees a little higher, and the angle will be perfect!" Gino urged the girl.
He had a surprisingly gentle voice for such a muscular monster, and Laurel found herself doing as he asked. The big bodyguard rested her chin tenderly in his huge palm and stroked the smooth surface lovingly as he moved up closer, his bulbous cock tip inching up to Laurel's mouth.
Looking up at him fearfully, her eyes big as saucers, the lovely redhead slowly opened her mouth and let him feed his obscenely engorged dick-head into her sweet, glistening lips. Laurel laved the mammoth cock tip automatically with her soft tongue as the big man sighed and moved his prick in and out slowly, fucking her mouth in short, choppy strokes.
"Let me play with her tits while she blows me," Gino said to the on looking, still motionless Dean. "You finger her cunt. She'll cum like a skyrocket goin' off!"
"Yeah!" Dean agreed readily, eagerly turned on by the situation.
Laurel gasped with delight as the men's hands changed possession other pulsing tits and Dean's moved down to her swollen, gushing cunt mound. The man in back drilled two fingers up into the girl's soupy gash and finger-fucked her fast and deep, while his other hand played with her tingling clit and the man in front ravaged her throbbing titties.
"Ummmmm! Ulllllgggg!" Laurel howled at the crashing wall of sensation that suddenly fell upon her.
The redhead's mouth moved further onto Gino's pistoning dick on the next stroke, her tongue slashing at the invading prong. Dean drew his prick halfway out of the girl's grabby hole and sighed with pleasure as he knifed it back in all the way once more.
"Uhhhhhhhhhhhhmmmmm!" Laurel gasped and cooed at the goodness of the feelings coursing from one end to the other as the two men fucked her front and rear.
Before Laurel knew it, Gino's cock was slipping more than halfway into her tightly stretched lips on each thrust, and the man in her ass was jamming his slippery ramrod of a prick in and out of her clasping shitter with utter abandon. Laurel was only thinking now about the strength of the sensations crackling from her asshole to her clit to her jerking tits, then back again, like a completed electrical circuit that built up power with each hammering charge.
Even Laurel's throat and mouth seemed suddenly alive with feeling and desire. The steady, caressing stroke of Gino's hot cock against the girl's lips and throat was so sensual, so gratifying to Laurel that she almost felt she could get off just sucking his prick. When he came in her mouth, she knew she'd cum too.
"Look… look at her go!" the captain's awed voice floated to Laurel's buzzing ears.
"I'm looking, my friend!" the porno producer croaked, also affected by the steamy show Laurel and the two men were putting on for him. "I certainly am looking!"
"Jeeeeezus! So tiiiiiight!" Dean groaned in ecstasy, his loins flying up against Laurel's gripping ass, his cock filling and emptying her bunghole a hundred times a minute.
"He's gonna shoot, baby!" Gino advised Laurel in a choked, raspy voice. "And I am too, pretty damned soon! You just get this whole muthafucker in your mouth and suck, you hear?"
Laurel gurgled with joy and rammed her head onto the hot, pumping cock shaft, ignoring the gagging impulse she felt as it slid in so deep it felt lodged in her chest. The wide-eyed redhead's nose was pressed up against Gino's guzzy, flat stomach, and her lips were in his cock fur. The huge pecker pulsed in Laurel's jaws and throat, almost ready to spray its super-hot jizz down into her waiting belly.
"G-G-God! Her… fuckin' throat is… is jackin' me off!" Gino panted, eyes closed with the intensity of his building cum.
It was true! Laurel's sex-swirling mind told her. The slight rocking motion of Dean's cock plowing into her asshole was pushing her contracted throat up and back on the stiff spear of cock meat trapped within it!
"I'm… I'm cummmmmin'!" Gino screamed, his body tensing into one huge, muscular knot of passion.
The giant cock in Laurel's throat bucked, nearly choking her, and a geyser of cum blew down her tight throat passage. The mighty river of jism flowed in splashes of hot juice and Laurel drained it all down, the big prick too deep to even have to swallow.
Halfway through the deluge, Laurel's pussy went wild around Dean's pummeling fingers and her ass jerked in unison with her climaxing pussy and her fluttering tits. The tortured brown eye winked elastically around Dean's hammering dong, and Laurel felt the first spatter of cum deep in her bowels.
"Ahhhhhhhhhi it's flowing!" Dean shrieked as his jizz dam broke inside the fluttering, sucking ass cleft and his spunk pumped into the redhead.
Laurel couldn't scream and she couldn't howl. She could do nothing but murmur loudly with wonder at the force of the orgasm crashing through her frantically humping, sucking body as the men poured their jism into her. The top of Laurel's head felt blown from her skull and her cunt and ass were clutching so frenziedly that it seemed the fantastic, surging climax would never end.
"Bravo! Bravo!" The distributor was up on his feet, applauding the trio's effort as if it had been a bravura performance of his favorite opera. "Perfect, my beauties! A wonderful show! You will make us a fortune, my dear! A fortune for all of us, yourself included!"
Laurel was coming down to earth slowly, her body bathed in a flowing aura of satisfaction. She sucked the last few drops of cum out of Gino's dead snake of a cock and let it slip from her lips. The prick in her ass oozed out, along with a few wads of expended jizz.
"Th-Thank you!" the out-of-breath girl panted toward the porno distributor.
"Dominic, take these gentlemen to the office and show them the contract," the distributor said to his other bodyguard. "I'm sure they will find it most liberal. Gino, you and the other lad accompany them, please. Don't bother to dress, just yet, there are robes hanging in the bathroom that you two can use until the contract sighing is over."
The men got off the bed and put on the robes. The group riled out of the apartment talking excitedly about what a find Laurel was, and about percentages and what parts of the country would prove to be the hottest box office spots for the proposed film.
The porno distributor got up and went to the door after the last man gone out. He locked it and turned to face Laurel, who was still lying naked and spent on the bed.
The old man slowly unzipped his trousers as he came toward the girl, an odd, dream-like smile on his face. As he reached the bed, he dropped his pants and shorts and presented his rigid, nice-sized cock for the girl's inspection.
"Pull it, my dear!" he urged Laurel. "Work it until it shoots. I want to pour my hot manhood all over your pretty face! I wish to bathe that perfect young body of yours in my essence!"
Laurel's cunt clenched as she thought about how that would feel – being spattered with burning spunk as she jerked the old, elegant man's thick cock! It was ugly, depraved, wanton – and totally irresistible!
The hot-blooded redhead told herself that it was because of the role she was playing in the case that she was doing this awful thing, as she reached up for the old man's hard dick – that she was just trying to play up to him to win his trust. But she knew that was only part of it. She knew, as her hand closed around the stiff cock, that she was really doing it because she wanted to. She wanted to feel his torrid cum spattering onto her undulating body as she beat him off, to experience the corrupt thrill of reveling in the steamy sperm bath!
"Yesssss!" the aroused twenty-year-old hissed seductively to her older lover. "Pump it all over me! On my titties, my belly, my face! Drown me in it!"
The old man's eyes glowed as she began stroking him, whispering to him how much she wanted his hot load all over her nubile breasts and gorgeous face. Laurel whipped the fat cock up and back and aimed the tiny hole at her squirming, writhing body as she reached up and jerked him.
The excitement of seeing the voluptuous young girl being fucked in the ass and the mouth, coupled with her genuine desire to jack him off, meant the cooing, wriggling girl did not have long to wait.
The old man groaned and rocked back and forth on his heels as she pumped him faster and faster.
All at once, the old film distributor gasped and went as stiff as the prick in Laurel's sliding hand. He tried to speak, couldn't manage a sound, then finally let out a garbled moan.
"N-Now!" the old man gurgled.
The first gush of cream shot out of the jumping cock and fell with a splat across Laurel's mountainous tits. The fiery liquid sent tremors of cum fever coursing through the redhead's jutting mounds as it struck her tender nipples. A second and third jet of boiling man juice splashed onto Laurel's belly and neck as she moved her hand frantically on the spurting prick and aimed it in a wide circle.
"Ohhhhhh! Sooooo much!" Laurel whined with pleasure, the tip of the exploding cock pointed squarely at her face now.
The old man sighed as his last big streamer of cum swashed against the beautiful redhead's mouth and splattered onto her cheeks and chin. Laurel joined him in a murmur of shared satisfaction, licking the spent cum from her face with long swipes of her tongue, like a kitten cleaning its whiskers after a meal. She had cum with him, not a jarring, screaming climax, but a melting, gentle orgasm that had topped off the day perfectly.
In gratitude, Laurel sat up and licked the pearl of gathered spunk from the end of the old man's rapidly shriveling dick. He smiled and played with her long, fiery hair.
"You are a thoughtful, sweet girl, my dear," he whispered. "And I will make you very rich. Just wait and see."
Before Laurel could answer, the old man pulled his cock from her hand and hitched up his slacks. He went into the bathroom and closed the door, and Laurel began cleaning up and dressing too.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"So this is where you shoot your films!" the captain gestured to Gino as the big bodyguard guided the Cadillac Limousine through the gates.
"Yeah, commercials for T.V. during the day, hot flicks at night," Gino laughed. "The boss believes in getting his bucks' worth out of a property." Gino parked the car. Lucenta, the captain, Laurel, and Dean got out. Hiller was with the equipment man inside, setting up, having been driven out from the tailor shop earlier in another car.
"Well, you're here at last," a man said from the shadows beside the barn-like building.
The group recognized the other bodyguard. "Come on in, the boss is waiting for you," the man said impatiently.
The vice cops followed the man inside, gawking and shuffling through the maze of props, old sets, and lighting and sound equipment that were stored around the entrance to the enormous sound stage. They made their way through it to a sumptuous bedroom set surrounded by microphones and cameras. The small statured porno king was waiting for them, smiling.
"Ah, you're all here! Now we can begin. I want to thank you for loaning us Mr. Hiller, here. He has been mast helpful!" the distributor smiled at Hiller, who was moving a mike into place.
Hiller looked up from his task and nodded. Lucenta went over to one of the big color cameras and checked out the controls.
"Where do we dress?" Laurel asked the distributor nervously.
The old man smiled and pointed to a hallway. "Down there, my dear, you will find dressing rooms. In this particular picture, however, it is more important to undress than to dress!"
The men all grinned at the old fellow's comment, and Laurel went off to find the room, followed by Dean. As they left the set, the distributor was explaining the script to the captain, since he was to direct the scene.
Laurel opened the door to the women's dressing room and waved to Dean, who disappeared into the men's. The room was long and narrow, with several make up tables with mirrors surrounded by light bulbs. A few costumes hung on the rack along one wall; a beat up couch rested in the corner of the room.
"SO much for stardom, eh, kid?" a woman's voice greeted Laurel from behind a dressing screen in one corner of the room. "I've been in classier johns! How about you?"
A beautiful face appeared from around the screen, a big smile on her lips. "Hi! I'm Doris. You and I and that super-beautiful lovely hunk of man… uh… Dean, I think they said his flame was… are starring in this first sequence!"
Laurel smiled back at the stunning brunette. Doris stepped out from behind the screen and the grin froze on Laurel's face.
Doris was an absolute knockout! Shorter than Laurel by a full six inches, the girl had breasts that stuck out of her chest like flesh-colored half melons. They were probably the same size as Laurel's but on the smaller girl they looked even more spectacular. And her waist! Doris had a waist size most girls could only dream about. Its tininess fully spotlighted the ample swell of the girl's ass moons and her short, perfectly trimmed legs.
"Y-You don't have any hair down there!" Laurel stammered as her eyes were drawn almost magnetically to the other girl's bare, pouting lipped pussy slit.
"'Course not! I shave it every day," Doris laughed. "I think my puss is one of my nicest features, and men love to see a lady's nice features!"
Laurel found Doris' mindless giggle infectious. She was laughing along in spite of herself, her initial nervousness slowly receding.
"Hey, we'd better get into our costumes!" Doris said abruptly, as if she had just remembered where she was. "Here, this is mine and that one's yours!"
Laurel took the offered costume from the beautiful brunette and eyed it dubiously. All it was, really, was the skimpiest, most transparent set of baby doll pajamas and matching negligee Laurel had ever seen!
"Oh, well," the redhead muttered, unbuttoning her blouse. "What did I expect in this kind of movie?"
Laurel hung up her blouse and skirt carefully as she shed them. She peeled off her pantyhose and put them over the hanger, then took a deep breath and undid her bra and stepped out of her panties.
"Holy Jesus! What a fuckin' build you got!" Doris sighed with wonder next to the naked redhead. "No WONDER they wanted you and me for this scene! It'll melt the damned screen, once we get goin'! Boy, am I gonna enjoy making THIS flick!"
Laurel started to ask the gorgeous little brunette why she was so happy about appearing with her. But Doris had already gotten into her outfit – a flimsy pajama set much like the one Laurel was to wear, only the color being different – and was poised by the door to head for the sound stage. Laurel held her question and slipped into her thin garments quickly.
"Ahhhh! Here are our two little lovelies now!" the old distributor shouted excitedly when Laurel and Doris came out of the hall and wiggled onto the set. "Over here, my ladies, and get into this old four-poster together. We are ready now!"
Laurel wondered what kind of kinky scene this was to be, with her and Doris sharing the same bed.
But she realized that the scene and the movie had to be completed before the squad could bust the whole operation, and she climbed into the beautiful four-poster, canopied bed next to the foxy brunette. Besides, Laurel told herself confidently, there was nothing she hadn't tried by now when it came to sexual matters!
"Now, this is the story!" The captain took over directly at this point. "Doris is your kid sister, Laurel, and she is out of town overnight. You and Doris become… involved, and Dean catches an early flight that was supposedly booked up and gets home one night before he was due in. He catches a cab home to surprise you, and finds you and Doris. Okay?"
"Got it!" Doris winked confidently at the captain.
Laurel didn't know what the big deal was about a man coming home and finding two sisters sleeping together, but she didn't want to seem dense in front of the whole cast and crew, so she nodded that she understood too. The captain smiled and waved to the crew, then at the two actresses.
"Action!"
Doris scooted over next to the taller girl in the bed. She smiled a soft, seductive smile that caught Laurel utterly by surprise. The smaller girl's hand crept onto Laurel's chest.
"Gee, Sis, it sure is good being here with you, kinda like it used to be when we were young girls at home," Doris whispered quietly, her fingers slowly untying the bows that held Laurel's top closed. "You remember how I used to steal into your room, late at night, and crawl in with you? You remember the fun we used to have, talking about boys and all the things they wanted to do to us? Remember how we used to try and show each other what the boys wanted? How we'd play?"
The captain was nodding frantically to agree, so Laurel gulped and said she did remember. Doris smiled again and undid the last of the four ties, Laurel's full, rounded tits rolling into view as the thin top fell to both sides.
"Ohhhhhh! Sis, let's play again!" Doris sighed hotly, her eyes caressing the beauteous mounds before her fingers could embrace them. "I've missed these so much! So very much!"
With that, the attractive brunette's head drove down onto Laurel's big jugs, Doris' lips finding the redhead's left nipple and sucking hotly upon it. Shock waves throbbed through both tits, just as shock was surging through the petrified Laurel's disbelieving mind.
She's… she's a… a queer! Laurel screamed inwardly. This voluptuous, sexy girl was a flaming lesbian! And Laurel was expected to play this scene with her, to bend to the brunette's perverted desires… whatever they might be!
All of Laurel's ideas about having done it all sexually went flying out the window. This was something she hadn't bargained for at all! Laurel knew nothing about homosexuals except that they were disgusting people who, did unspeakable, disgusting things to each other. The trembling redhead wanted to tear her breasts from the hungry insistent mouth feeding upon them so lovingly, to scream out curses, to run wildly from his degradation – but she didn't.
For the first few moments, after the initial, immobilizing shock had worn off, Laurel steeled herself to the ordeal by remembering how close they were to the final pay-off on this case. They were all depending upon her. She couldn't quite now, no matter how awful the things she was asked to do turned out to be! Besides, Dean was to catch them together. Maybe he would come bursting through the door any moment now, ending this part of the movie!
Laurel convinced herself that his entrance was imminent. The reluctant redhead lay back on the pillow and closed her eyes, praying for deliverance and imagining it was a man's lips covering her tits with burning, sucking kisses, licking their pointy nubs until the tiny pink ends stood up, fiercely erect.
Doris wasn't stopping with Laurel's big breasts. The still unwilling redhead felt the other girl's hand brushing softly over her trembling belly. Gentle fingers parted the taller woman's thick copper colored fur patch. A tender, caressing finger slid into Laurel's dry gash, toying and playing with her clitty until her pink cleft was filled with clear, blood-warm lubricant. Doris put another finger in the tight opening and worked her wrist in a smooth, flowing motion, stabbing her fingers in and out. Laurel's seething cunt with a maddening, gripping friction that soon had the luscious red-haired girl panting with desire and moving her hips to meet the electrifying penetration.
"Ohhhhhh! Oh, damn you! Damn you, you've made my… my pussy so hot!" Laurel whined, her head writhing on the pillow, her eyes still tightly closed.
Doris giggled and sucked harder on the beating nipple within her lips, tickling it with her lively tongue. She pushed her own swollen-with-lust tits into the other girl's soft skin, rubbing her nipples against Laurel's side as she sucked and nipped at the redhead's cherry tipped mountains and fingered her pussy.
The hot-blooded twenty-year-old groaned as she felt the twin fingers withdraw from her steamy snatch. They were replaced within a fluttering heartbeat by Doris' driving thumb as the experienced girl lover slipped one of her slick fingers up Laurel's winking asshole instead.
"Aghhhhh!" Laurel panted, her whole body turning on to the hot fingering and sucking of the other girl.
The statuesque redhead bridged her back in an arching gesture of desire as Doris began really reaming her cunt and bunghole with each stroke, and increased the tension on her tits. Laurel felt the covers thrown back all the way by a violent kick from Doris' foot, and she knew that the camera was zooming it to witness and record every lick and lunge that threatened to push the once reluctant redhead over the top of a blinding orgasm.
The perverse thrill of knowing others were watching her seduction by Doris, made each of the shivers of joy welling up from her cunny and tits that much more intense, Laurel soon discovered. She found herself opening her legs even wider, to reveal her juicy, finger banged gash fully to the camera's all seeing eye.
At that moment, she felt Doris' mouth leave her bursting titties. The lush brunette's lips kissed their way down Laurel's heaving belly as Doris slowly turned on the bed and brought her knees up to where her breasts had formerly mashed themselves into Laurel's ribcage.
In the new position, Doris was staring down into Laurel's flooding slash as she finger-fucked it, and Laurel was looking directly into Doris' thickly juiced cunny as she slowly opened her eyes to see what the smaller girl was up to now. In an instant, Laurel knew.
The brunette's tongue dove deep into Laurel's honey hole at that moment, and stars danced in the gasping redhead's eyes. Laurel groaned at the unbelievably sweet thrill of the other girl's mouth gobbling her box. Doris' legs spread, and one came up and over Laurel's head. She straddled the bright strawberry blonde mane.
Thirty minutes ago, she would never have believed herself capable of it, but now Laurel made no protest as the brunette's swollen, cleanly shaven pussy was lowered slowly onto her waiting mouth. Laurel knew nothing about eating cunt, but she was suddenly quite eager to learn, and she felt Doris' tongue and lips all over her own ready-to-spasm slit.
The warmth and slickness of the other girl's lust bathed fuck-tube was a pleasant, tasty revelation for Laurel, as she guided her tongue into the pulsing hole. The smaller woman's cunt had an almost sweet flavor, one which overcame the last of Laurel's resistance. The lovely redhead was sucking the heady juice out and swallowing it, ramming her tongue into Doris' inner depths just as avidly as Doris was licking hers. In moments, Doris' tits were convulsing against Laurel's belly and the tiny, shaven gash was fluttering as hotly as the redhead's.
"Oh, God! You really get me off!" Doris screamed, raising her head momentarily from Laurel's cunt. "Suck me, baby! Stay with me while I… while I… Oh! Oh, fuck! I'm cummmmming!"
Laurel whimpered with lust and sucked at Doris clit as the smaller girl went wild atop her. The furless pussy was mashing down onto her face, creaming all over Laurel's eagerly nursing lips, as Laurel felt her own cunt jerk with the tell-tale clenches that meant she too was there.
"Ummmmmmmm!" Laurel growled in ecstasy, loving the hot intensity of their shared cum – the way Doris' mouth stayed on her spasming cunt and gobbled down every last drop of jizz, just as she was doing for Doris.
The two women stayed together, cunt to mouth, until the last flutter of sensation had been milked from their sated slits. They licked each other dry like a pair of contented cats, the cameras still whirring in the distance.
The door opened at that moment, and Dean stomped onto the set, acting mad as hell. He tore Doris from her position and threw the smallish actress down next to Laurel on the bed.
"So! This is how you pass the time when I'm on the road!" Dean screamed, totally in character. "Well, God knows what else a hot-cunted bitch like you does, but I can put a stop to this shit, at least!"
"Wha-What are you gonna do?" Laurel stammered, inventing dialogue as she went along – as she had been instructed.
"I'll show you, cunt!" Dean thundered, stripping off his coat and tie. "I'll show you two sluts a man's love is better than a woman's pawing and tonguing, any day of the week!"
The two girls huddled together in 'terror' on the bed, watching Dean strip off the rest of his suit and his underclothes. He pointed his hard cock at them, when he was as naked as they were, and grinned.
"Now, which of you do I want first?" the big man asked himself aloud. "I've got it! Both at once! Both of you, get down on your hands and knees and stick those pretty little butts up in the air for my inspection!"
The two women scrambled into the position Dean wanted, their ass moons pointed at the canopy, tits jammed into the sheet. They waited for him to touch them.
Laurel took Doris' hand in hers, a little fearful of this new, totally vulnerable position. Then she felt Dean's prick on her juicy smeared cunt mouth, and she was gasping as he slammed his hot poker of flesh down into her slick cuntal passage.
"Ooooooof!" Laurel moaned, his big cock in to the hilt in her unprepared pussy. Her hand tightened around Doris'.
Dean reamed his dick in and out of the kneeling, bent-over redhead's box a dozen times in rapid succession, then pulled it out just as abruptly. He moved over to Doris and crammed his dripping tool into the dark-haired girl's tight love mound just as savagely as he had banged Laurel's.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhh!" Doris moaned as her female lover had.
Laurel felt Doris' butt move forward under the impact of Dean's wet, jammed-in cock. She looked over and saw the pretty little brunette shudder, eyes closed with pain and longing, as the towering hunk of meat bottomed out against Doris' shaven snatch. Dean drew the big dick out and repeated his brutal performance with Laurel, shoving his cock back into the sighing dark-haired girl a dozen times as rapidly as he could feed his burning, rigid cock into Doris' clingy cunt-tube.
As the thick prick, slid out of the other girl's sucking pussy mouth, Laurel quivered with anticipation. This time, when she felt Dean's gooey prick-head on her cunt, Laurel groaned with delight and waited breathlessly for the ripping fullness of the big cock entering the tight cuntal passage that was now so ready for him.
The penetration was just as total and just as cruelly quick. But this time Laurel was ready for it and she gurgled with joy as the large-bore dick sheathed itself in her in one thrilling thrust.
"Uggghhhhhhh!" Laurel groaned, its log-down-a-chute presence in her undulating pussy sending flurries of cum sensation moving from her clit to her mashed-down nipples.
Dean slapped the iron-hard cock in and out of Laurel's now slippery cuntal canal, so quickly that she felt he might catch her thick bush on fire from the blessed, pussy-rending friction. The mewling redhead was babbling with joy and moving her upthrust buns in a small circle, as he lunged like a wild man into her juicing slit. Each fiery stroke rocketed Laurel a notch closer to a blistering, furious cum.
Then the pummeling rod was withdrawn again, and Laurel felt Doris shake next to her as it was forced back into the small brunette's gobbling pussy. Dean fucked the girl hard and deep, stopping just short of making her climax around his unspent, throbbing manhood.
"Clooooooose! So fucking cloooose!" Doris wailed, teeth gnawing at the sheet in frustration as Dean pulled out and fed his dong back into Laurel.
"Ummmmmmmmm! Me tooooooo!" Laurel groaned as the super-heated cock filled her needy hole once more.
The beautiful redhead squeezed Doris' palm hard as the fabulous sensations built to the fever point within her cunt, Dean's prick making a slurping, slapping sound as it coursed up and down in Laurel's oily cooze. She was just where Doris was! Laurel realized in the midst of the whirling aura of cum-desire surrounding the ready-to-orgasm redhead. She was teetering on the brink of a super, super climax! Just a few more thrusts.
But even as she thought it, the large prick was yanked from her hungry loins, and Laurel moaned with disappointment and she heard the girl next to her sighing with gratitude. Now it was Laurel's turn to bite the sheet and pillow as she felt the whole bed vibrate from the torrid, hammering fucking Dean was inflicting to Doris' bare little pussy mouth.
"Eeeeeeeggguuuhhhhhhh!" Doris screamed into her pillow as the savage screwing unleashed a wailing, shuddering orgasm that seemed to burn right through her skin into Laurel's as their asses touched.
"Me! ME!" Laurel begged, wiggling her trim ass.
Dean left his cock in Doris only long enough to draw the last of her heady cum out of her spasming cunt, then let it slide out. He centered it in Laurel's greedy, clasping pink furls and punched it all the way in once more.
"Mmmmmmmm!Mmmmmmmmmmm!" Laurel crooned in ecstasy as her tremorings started the moment Dean's long cunt stuffer filled her slit.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Ugh! Ahhhh! Ohhhh! Babeeee!"
Laurel was howling, wailing with joy as her cunny exploded and the blast shook her whole body. Suns and stars swirled in a red mist before Laurel's tightly clenched eyes as she beat her right fist on the bed and squeezed Doris' hand so hard she thought she might break a bone. The cum clenches in her wildly climaxing pussy went on and on as Dean kept fucking her in the same punishing, driving style.
When the marvelous spasming finally ceased, Laurel was astounded to feel Dean's cock still hard and ready in her well-fucked pussy. She could hear him breathing very hard in back of her, sounding as if he might lose control and shoot at any moment, but the moment had definitely not come yet.
"T-Turn over, you sluts!" Dean gasped, pulling out of Laurel's cunt.
The contented girls did as they were told. Laurel saw Dean's reddened cock, dripping with pussy juice, waving out in front of him as he knelt on the bed. His eyes were crazy with the need to cum.
Dean carefully avoided letting his prick touch anything like hand or the bedspread as he turned over and lay on his back across the foot of the bed, as if one touch would send his pumped up spunk skying toward the bed's canopy. He got his breath, his prick moving up and down in long, slow dips as he sucked in and expended air.
"Now… suck me off, you bitches!" he commanded the girls in a gruff tongue. "Both of you, get those mouths on me and lick it till I shoot! Get yourselves a big mouthful of cum!"
Laurel and Doris were on their bellies at Dean's side in moments, their hot mouths licking their gleaming cum and lubricant off his shiny cock. They twirled their tongues around the pulsing cock's base and licked the cunt juice off Dean's tightly clenched nut sac. Laurel touched the man's ass ring with her hot little tongue, and Dean cried out.
"D… Don't tease any more! Suck!" he commanded them.
Laurel smiled and pursed her lips. She let Dean's hot, greasy cock-head pierce her mouth as if it were a second tight pussy, her tongue slithering all around it as she eased her lips down over the burning stalk. The oily friction of her mouth compressing over the sheen of cunt juice sent little tremors of joy throughout the cock-mouthing girl's body.
"Ohhhhhhh! Yeahhhhhh!" Dean groaned. "That's it, baby! Lick it! Eat it! Eat it all, you fucking cunts!"
Laurel milked the ready-to-blast cock with her neck muscles as she let it glide up into her throat. Dean moaned and hammered on the bed with his left fist, the feelings the redhead was causing in his keyed up cock too intense to bear.
"Mmmmm, let me have a suck, baby!" Doris pleaded, her soft cheek next to Laurel's.
"Okay," the redhead agreed reluctantly, releasing the big rod to Doris' tender mouth care.
The little brunette whipped her head up and down over the throbbing pecker, her fingers stroking the shaft expertly as her lips neared the top, then leaving it to the soft mouth as they came sliding back down the hot pole. Dean looked as if he were having a seizure. His eyes bugged out, and as he lifted off the bed in uncontrolled jerks.
"Drinnnnnnnk it!" the cumming man screamed all at once, his balls erupting into Doris' sucking mouth.
Doris gurgled and gulped at the huge outpouring of white cum flooding her mouth. She backed her head off the spurting shaft to allow herself to swallow more easily, and Laurel reached for the jerking staff.
The cum-hungry redhead tore the blasting prick from the other girl's gulping mouth and crammed the jizz smeared head into her own. Laurel bobbed her head once, to make the big dick squirt more quickly, and settled back to drink down the searing, steamy potion. She swallowed two big mouthfuls and then lost the fountaining cock once more to Doris, who snatched the throbbing dong away and aimed it at her dangling tits.
"Oh, yes! Make him cum on us!" Laurel cooed hotly, her own jiggling mounds contracting at the very thought.
Doris smiled and nodded, jacking two big wads of spunk onto her face and tits, then pointing the cock at Laurel. They mewled with pleasure as the boiling jizz spattered all over their chests and hit them in the face. Laurel licked the warm jism off hungrily and swallowed it as the steely cock finally shot its last weak glob of male pudding and began to go limp.
"Now! Now you cunts know what a real man can do!" Dean gasped, in character to the last spurt.
"Yes, darling," Laurel agreed meekly, licking his cock clean for him.
"Cut!" yelled the captain. "Perfect, kids! You did a hell of a job!"
"Beautiful!" the aging porno distributor agreed. "Now, my darlings, go get cleaned up for your next scene. There are many more actresses and actors due here in an hour. You, Laurel, my beauty, will be called upon to meet them all! Quickly, now, to your dressing room!"
Laurel groaned at the thought of all the cocks and cunts she would be eating and fucking before this epic was over. She had to admit, of course, that most of her groan was from the thought of all the pleasure such meetings would give her, not from any fear or loathing!
Laurel was a total, wrung-out, fucked-out wreck when the shooting finally ended four days later. She had committed sex acts she didn't dream existed with men and women of all colors and sizes.
Now she sat in Dean's apartment, a drink in her hand and a tight feeling of anticipation knotting her stomach. She hadn't been allowed on the raid and the bust, since she was still technically only a dispatcher, but she knew it should have gone down by now. The polite, silver-haired distributor and his cronies should all be in jail by now – the evidence seized, the nightmare over.
Laurel glanced up nervously at the clock. It should have been over long before this, as a matter of fact, Laurel told herself anxiously, wondering what was wrong.
Two hours later, the door to Dean's place finally opened and Dean and the others straggled through it. Laurel knew something awful was up from the hangdog, sullen expressions on the men's faces.
"Well?" she asked impatiently, her heart up near her mouth with fear.
"WE got indicted!" Dean said softly, his lips trembling with contained rage. "That dirty fucking judge said our case constituted entrapment, but he did charge us with making an obscene movie for distribution across state lines! We got suspended – probably fired, eventually!"
Laurel gasped. "ALL of us?"
The captain patted her on the head, a tear in his eye as he looked down at the fearful girl. "No, not all of us, darlin'," he told her gently. "You, they just plain fired."
Laurel felt the room spin briefly, then passed out.
The old man smiled at Laurel and indicated she should join him on the couch. Laurel smiled back stiffly, her palms sweating and her heart pounding as she looked around the sumptuous penthouse.
"We won't be needing you for a while, Gino." The porno distributor dismissed his bodyguard while Laurel made her way across the mammoth living room to the couch.
The door closed behind Gino and the old man turned and smiled more warmly at the cowering girl. He ran his fingers through her long, loose reddish mane, as if to show he wouldn't bite her.
"Well, you show great courage, coming here like this!" the distributor commented, grinning. "What can I do for you?"
"You can give me a job!" Laurel blurted. "I don't have one any more!"
"So I read in the papers," the old man said. "How about the others, do they want jobs making movies too? The story I read said they were going to need new employment soon, also."
Laurel smiled wryly. "I'm afraid they are. I think they'd all jump at the chance. We discussed it all week, and we all agreed – making those… those… kind of movies is great fun. We've enjoyed it a lot!"
The old man was staring at Laurel's low cut bodice. His cock was bulging beneath his impeccably tailored trousers.
"And you, my dear?" he asked softly, hypnotically. "Do you enjoy doing all of those wonderfully obscene things you do so well on screen?"
Laurel was staring at his rising cock. Her nipples were stiffening and her cunt was beginning to juice.
"Y-Yes!" she stammered. "I have to admit, I love doing them!"
The redhead's fingers were stealing over onto the man's zipper almost of their own accord. Laurel eased his stiff cock out and leaned over the man's lap. Her lips opened, and the hot, salty tasting head eased up into her warmly liquid mouth.
"Ohhhhh! Oh, yes, my dear!" the older man sighed. "You and your friends have a bright future with me – you especially – if you keep doing that precisely like you are!"
Laurel murmured her thanks around the porno king's swelling dick and sucked harder, her head moving tantalizingly up and down the hot shaft. She licked teasingly at the whole bloated prick and nursed hungrily upon it.
The old man groaned with pleasure and stroked Laurel's hair as she blew him. The future, Laurel agreed silently as she heard his gurgles of lust, did indeed look bright! A girl ought to love her work, the redhead smiled to herself, she really ought to!
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