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Dealing in adultery





CHAPTER ONE


No wisecracks, no smart-aleck remarks. One of my ancestors was a German, many many eons ago. His last name was Fokker. He was the only German in the history of my family, but it was he who had the son, who had the son, who had the son, and so on, so that although I'm a hybrid of English, French, Spanish, and Latin American descent, for the last three generations I'm one hundred percent North American, from the good old U.S.A. with just enough German in me to be called Fokker.
It was mother who loved the name Ira, and so stuck me with it, while father wanted to name me after William the Conqueror, so I became Ira William Fokker, or I. Will Fokker. I lived with the name through the first thirty years of my life with a bit of embarrassment, and then decided to live up to it. I don't know how or why, but women find me attractive, despite my ugly face, or perhaps because of it.
My nose was bashed in at an early age, and is twisted in six different places. My brown hair is straight, cut short, and though not sparse certainly doesn't cover my head in tremendous quantities.
With my face I belonged in the Marines, and tried to join. They rejected me. So did the Army and Navy. Flat feet. You'd think the police would've been overjoyed to accept me, but they turned me away as well. So I went into the area of private investigation, and became more than a little wealthy that way. I have only one virtue. I complete whatever assignment I accept. How I complete, whatever unorthodox methods I use, and bow long I take to complete an assignment is my own business.
I handle the sleaziest jobs, and charge according to what I think is the client's ability to pay. I've been hired to catch women being unfaithful to their husbands, and when they aren't, I step into their lives and make 'em unfaithful. Yeah, I'm that good when it comes to throwing a fuck. When women hire me to catch their husbands the same way and the husbands are supposedly faithful, I set 'em up with a broad or two and take the necessary photos.
And when the client is a good-looking dame, she pays with more than money, most of the time. Oh there are those virtuous twats who insist I keep my hands off 'em, and I'm never one to commit forcible rape, but the average, ordinary broad is usually more than willing to play, what with the way her spouse has been ignoring her.
Take Judy Roberts. All of five feet two inches tall, weighing in at about a hundred and ten. Judy had a nice face, almost pretty. Her hair was brown, short, and curled on top of her head. She had nice eyes, big, brown, and limpid, and she was always smiling, even the day she came to see me. Her measurements were a mere thirty-three, twenty-two, thirty-four, but her skin was smooth and sleek, and her flesh seemed to have a clean shimmer to it, enough to make any man want her.
She came to see me in the office I have in the Stone Building, on the Sunrise Highway in Elton, Long Island. Elton is one of those tiny, incorporated villages no one ever really hears about, which pleases the inhabitants no end. It has its fair share of mixed races and religions, but each family living in Elton can afford to own its own home, even with a hefty mortgage. I'd be lying if I said there was no discrimination in Elton, but what there is remains discreetly hidden.
It was a hot August day, and I was idling the time away playing solitaire on the shiny desk I'd bought a few months earlier. Fortunately the Stone Building is adequately wired, so I put in two air conditioners, one in the outer office and one in my own little cubby. I have no secretary at present, so the air conditioner in the outer office is for the comfort of clients who may be forced to wait while I consult with other would-be clients.
I heard the outer door open, and in came Judy Roberts. I could see her immediately because of my own office door was wide open. She was wearing a loose white blouse, very transparent, letting me see the white cotton bra underneath. Her blue slacks hugged her shapely hips tightly, and already I felt like drooling.
She saw me and came directly into my office. I motioned for her to shut the door and sit across from me. In the meantime I switched on my hidden videotape machine. It took in the entire office, including the extra-wide couch across the room. She introduced herself to me, then went on to tell me why she had come.
She had been married only four months, and already she felt her husband was two-timing her with another woman. It was more than a feeling. She had actually seen him heading for the Elton Hotel, a little trap at the end of the village where the working prostitutes hang out. She hadn't had the nerve to follow him inside, but had watched him go in with the dame, and then stay there for more than three hours. She had waited outside the entire time. But she wanted pictorial proof of his infidelity, and she didn't give a damn how I got it.
"I'm willing to pay anything," she told me. "Name your price."
"I have two prices," I replied, settling my five foot nine frame back in my swivel chair. I fit neatly between the chair armrests, weighing a mere hundred and sixty-five. "I can charge you a rate of two hundred dollars a day, with a guaranteed minimum of five days, or…"
"Or?" she asked, almost knowing what was coming.
"Or I can charge you whatever my expenses are, plus a straight hundred on top of that for every two days or part thereof."
"The second deal sounds much more attractive," she said in a quiet voice. "What's the catch?"
"You," I replied.
"Me?"
I could see she was horny as all get out. Her husband hadn't been laying her properly for quite some time, and prim though she might have been, her physical desires were getting the better of her. So I said, "I want you, with a down payment here and now."
"Are you trying to be funny?" she asked. "I came up here to hire you to take pictures of my husband in the act of infidelity, and now you want me to be unfaithful to him with you?"
"Obviously," I told her, "if your husband is unfaithful to you, and from what you've told me he is, you can't be unfaithful to him, since by committing adultery first, he destroyed your marriage vows. I'm not asking for your body out of reciprocation. I find you very attractive, and to be frank, I want you. I'm not making it a positive condition of employment. But I can cut the rates way down if you find me attractive enough."
"Mr. Fokker, you know damn well you're a very attractive man."
"Do I, Mrs. Roberts? I'm supposed to be a very ugly man, yet I don't think in terms of being ugly."
"You emit a strong sense of masculinity. Almost any woman would be happy to…"
"I'm not talking about almost any woman. I'm talking about you. Right now there are no other people in the world. Just you and me."
"I… I've never slept with any man other than my husband," she told me, nervously, and I could see by her demeanor she was about to change her sleeping habits.
"You're a delight to the eye," I said to her, getting up and walking over to where she was still sitting.
"I've only been married four months," she whispered, as I took her by the shoulders and made her stand. "You'll probably consider my performance that of a rank amateur."
"There's only one way to find out," I answered, gathering her small frame to me and pressing my lips to hers.
Her mouth opened wide to admit my searching tongue. It found her own tongue and began licking it. I reached for the roof of her mouth, then ran my tongue along her gums, and she shivered and shook, and clung to me all the more tenaciously.
We walked across the room still kissing, and sat together on my wide couch. My entire frame thrilled to the warm touch of her skin on mine. Her breasts under her blouse, small as they were, pressed themselves against me, and I could feel her vibrant warmth. Between kisses I felt her soft breath caress my face, and knew I hadn't been wrong in the way I'd sized her up. She whispered sweet nothings softly into my ear as I pulled her blouse loose from inside her slacks. I could feel her naked belly now, and its touch electrified me. There was something extremely sensuous about her entire body. She twisted her legs around one of mine, rubbing her groin against my thigh. She began getting me all fired up.
"All right," she whispered. "I accept your terms. Make love to me."
"Say it the right way," I murmured, chewing on a delectable earlobe, letting the tip of my tongue probe into the sensitive middle of her ear.
"What should I say?" she asked.
"You know the right words," I responded, letting my fingers slip under the loose bottom of her blouse and trill their way up her delicate spine.
"I've never used words like that before," she murmured between kisses.
"You're a big girl now, Judy," I told her, letting my palm rub concentric circles against her soft, yet solid flesh.
"Fuck me," she whispered, almost inaudibly.
Her hand ran down over my own chest, and she unbuttoned my shirt. She almost yanked it off me, and then tugged my undershirt over my head, flinging it off to the side. Her fingers wandered over my skin, lighting a thousand fires wherever they touched. For an amateur this chick was pretty damn good.
I felt my cock become solid, pressing tightly against the rounded bole of her solid thigh, and I had no doubt she felt it as well.
"You won't back out after all this is over?" she asked, rubbing her thigh hard against my straining cock.
"I have a reputation to maintain," I mumbled, sucking on her savory tongue. "I'm taking your case, which means I take no other case until I complete this one to your satisfaction."
Her wandering hand moved to the zipper on my pants and pulled it down. In almost no time her fingers were into my fly, catching hold of the naked, solid shaft already peeping through the slit in my underpants.
"It's very thick," she mumbled, her own mouth filled with my tongue. And then she unhooked my pants, pulled them down, and tugged my underpants down with them. She unlocked her luscious lips from mine and peered down at my exposed prong. And we both felt something at that instant. I was pleased that the sight of my schlong was obviously giving her such pleasure, and she was overjoyed, knowing she was the one responsible for its excited state. But it was only the start. Knowing how much enjoyment we were already getting, we both decided we wanted more, much more.
I opened her blouse and removed it, then unhooked her bra and took it off, flinging both off to the side somewhere. While I kicked off my shoes, she removed her slacks and panties. Her small, white, creamy tits had dark raisin-like nipples surrounded by almost no areolae. I bent and kissed each one, tasting the sugary sweetness of each nipple as it expanded in my mouth, swelling to the touch of my teeth. Then I began kissing my way down the front of her firm torso, delectating in the enjoyment of her flesh in my mouth.
She lay back on the couch and I flung myself on her, eager to enjoy her. Our bodies seemed to be calling out to one another in mutual need. My out-thrust lance stood solidly ready, and I could see the juices pouring out of Judy's love slot in anticipation of what was about to occur.
Without my saying a word, she reached down and grabbed my monolithic cock, clenching her fingers tightly about its rigid shaft. She tugged on it a few times, letting the outer skin rub up and down against the edge of the sensitive glans. Then the fingers of her other hand gently caressed my hairy, wrinkled scrotum sac. For a girl afraid of being an amateur, this one was as good as any pro I'd even known, and I'd know the best of them.
I let my fingertips wander over the flat surface of her white belly, letting the nails scuttle ever so lightly on her flesh. It caused shivers to chase up her spine. Then I let my hand wander up to her creamy tits and caught a nipple between my massaging thumb and forefinger. I squeezed said nipple again and again, then began squeezing the other nipple, and Judy's entire self shuddered each time. Her hands still gripped my burning cock tightly, and I was surprised at the way she enjoyed touching it.
I pressed my flesh to hers once more, straddling her legs as I sucked on her fruitlike nipples again, lapping at the twin hemispheres formed by her tits now that she was on her back.
Now my cock pressed against her crotch, and I could feel her curling hair rubbing against the ultra-sensitive surface of my rounded knob, teasing it. At the same time, said cock could feel the puffed, rounded lips of her sopping twat, so I pressed my shaft into her creaming slit without letting the head poke its way into her.
Now I began avidly chewing on the nipple of her right tit, while my fingers moved vigorously across the other tit. I sucked on one and plucked the other in a rhapsodic melody of erotic rhythm. And all this time the pole of my aching cock marinated in the oils emitted by her slurping pussy. The thick mat of curly hair still tickled the tip of my hungering phallus.
I slipped a knee between her loins, and with what amounted to a gesture of surrender, she let me part them. With her manipulating fingers she massaged my pole up against her slavering slit, pointing the helmeted tip straight into her delightful target. Excitement gripped her and, her fingers trembling with anticipation, she began aiming badly, so I took her shaking hand and rested them on my heated nuts.
Parting the velvety petals of her pussy with one hand, I used the other to place the point of my burning prong against the groove formed by them. It was wet, and getting wetter by degrees. The contact of her moisture-soaked lips against my throbbing cock was like a shockwave of electricity shooting through me. It took a lot of willpower not to come, then and there. But when I attempted to ease my burgeoning muscle into her narrow, slurping hole, it resisted, and she cried out in pain.
Grabbing one of her hands, I forced it between us, and pressed two of her fingers against her rounded hairy lips, parting them and flattening the luscious labia. Once again, with her fingers holding her pussylips spread widely, I attempted to push my palpitating prong into her narrow well. And once again it proved too tight a fit.
Sliding down, licking her body all along the way, I removed her fingers from the entrance to her treasure trove and replaced them with my twisted nose. The wide open slot was getting more and more greased by her natural love juices, and the delightful fragrance it emitted crawled up into my nostrils as the outer labia spilled over with the delicious fluid. With the tip of my tongue I reached out and touched the upper part of her delightful trough, feeling the hairs tickle my nose the whole time. I tickled my way across her steaming slot, through the plentitude of fluids, to the bottom, where I let my tongue rest for less than a second before bringing it back up to titillate her erect clitoris.
Lapping at the small extension with my tongue, I slid my palms beneath her solid derriere and squeezed her nether cheeks gently. I avidly sucked on her blood-filled extension of flesh, feeling it quiver in my mouth. She raised her hips to better press her clit to my sucking jaws, letting my hands rotate the flesh of her juicy ass in separate directions. Then her buttocks fell, and I once again gathered the rounded flesh of her ass hillocks in my palms and squeezed.
Judy was growing more and more aroused with each passing second. I let my tongue lay flat against her vibrating clit, then slithered it down into the steaming cunt, between sodden hair and soaking lips, plunging it deep into the center of her blazing twat. I rolled it around and around while inside, slurping up every drop of the mead she released, and she began turning and twisting her torso. I let my tongue eel its way out of her oily channel, lapping at the inner labia, circling them, and then chewing on her now-reddened outer lips.
Judy's body was taut, and her eyes were closed. Her lips were drawn back, revealing large, white, pearl-like teeth.
My hands moved from beneath her rounded ass up and over her slender body. I fingered her tense, dark nipples, then rubbed them, and finally squeezed her small, albeit full breasts.
Unable to contain herself, Judy shoved my face even deeper into the lathering center of her soaked cunt. My tongue began flicking in and out with rapidity until I felt burning hot liquid splash against my face. She had come, and in the throes of her wild orgasm had emitted floods of the oily liquid designed to help ease the way into her hungry cunt.
With all that oil pouring out, I decided it was a good time to once again try and fit my frustrated cock into her. I raised myself up, my face sodden with her cunt moisture, and was pleased to feel her kissing the liquid off me. My dong once again nosed its way toward the tempting lips of her heated pussy. She parted her thighs as wide as she could, then took my throbbing prick in both hands and fitted it to the tight hole of her twat. Her husband must have had one narrow prick not to have stretched her rubbery cuntwalls by now.
Feeling my pointed prickhead starting to make an entrance, I slowly pushed. At first she cried out a bit, but this time I wasn't showing any mercy. I inched it in a bit deeper, and she gasped, but it was a gasp of mixed emotions. As I hovered there, my weight on my elbows and knees, she made the next move, sliding her body down a bit, forcing herself forward on the thick, slime-covered pole. The rubbery walls of her creaming cunt clutched the smoothness of my penetrating pole as it continued to slowly move up and into her.
I rested for a moment, thrilling to the feeling of the way her clasping cunt tightly gripped my fuckstick, then felt her fingernails dig into my ass, forcing me forward the rest of the way all at once, and I suddenly found my fleshy sword buried in her scabbard up to the hilt.
Once again I waited, enjoying the way my aching cock so totally filled the void between her luscious thighs.
"Now," she whispered, "now. I can feel another one coming."
She rocked her hips, showing she was impatient for me to continue. So I began to drill my vibrating prong into and out of her moisture-laden hole. At first I held the movement to a minimum, rocking back and forth very slowly, barely letting my jackhammer slide. But as the minutes began to pass I speeded up my movement, lengthening my stroke each time until I was pulling out to the very tip, then thrusting forward again until I felt her pussy-lips suck at the very hairs surrounding the base of my cock. I began to slam into her with more power now, still appreciating how tightly her leeching pussylips clung to my rampant prong.
Judy began twisting her luscious hips furiously, wrenching her solid torso in almost every direction at once keeping her entire, smooth body in almost constant motion. Now her legs wrapped themselves around my waist and I could feel the heavy dew from her inner thighs soaking into my belly.
She slammed her flat tummy against my stomach, and my balls, which had been dangling between my thighs and slapping against the bottom of her leaking crack, now tightened and drew close to my body, preparing to unleash their load through my plunging pudendum.
The orgasm completely overpowered me, a sudden, totally consuming, raging fire. It plundered through my body, scorching every nerve ending with its lascivious maw. Ecstasy, both excoriating and excruciating, enveloped me. It completely overpowered me, and my solid cock exploded with a salute to Venus as boiling semen actually zipped through the pipeline of my prong and filled her anxious cervix.
Judy heaved and thrust her slender body upward, slamming against mine as the thrill of my come washing the neck of her womb transmitted itself to her senses. Her muff became tighter and narrower, and more constricting as it pressed against my spouting rod. And then she reached an ultimate climax of her own, squashing my dong so thoroughly I wondered if I would ever get it back.
"Oh my gosh," she breathed in my ear. "Cy's good, but he's nothing like you."
Cy referred to Cyrus Roberts, the apparent crumb she had married.
"Don't let it go down," she cried, jumping off my shrinking cock. "I'm not finished with it yet."
Now that I'd got her started, Judy figured she might just as well go as far as she could.
"You could always enlarge it," I pointed out.
"How?" she asked, kneeling at the foot of the couch and caressing my limp cock.
"Suck on it," I replied.
"I've never done that," she answered. "I've always thought a man's member belonged in but one hole. And you've already put yours there. True, I'd like more, but…"
"But? Come on, Judy. You were enjoying everything before. You enjoyed the feeling of my tongue in your twat. You enjoy what I do to you because I like doing it. By the same token, the only way you can completely please a man is to enjoy everything you can do for him. Now I can get another hard-on and slam it into your cunt, provided you suck on the old prick and make it come back to life. But don't do it simply to make me happy. Enjoy doing it. Make up your mind you like it."
She raised her head without another word and sank her face into my lap. At first she pressed the shriveled, wormlike piece of meat firmly against her cheek, rolling her warm face against it as if in the hope of raising another erection without having to suck on it. The minutes passed and nothing happened, and then her tongue stole from the side of her mouth and licked at the colorless fluid now dripping from the tip of the red knob. She licked up another drop and then another and, finally understanding it had no bad taste, began to sip the lubricant sliding from my shiny cock as fast as it came out. Her greedy tongue licked out and grabbed it all for her seeking mouth. She began to sip at the little hole in the tip of my cock with great eagerness.
As she licked, my cock began to grow, the now purple head expanding and contracting while the shaft enlarged as blood filled the thousands of tiny sacs inside. Her thin, graceful fingers wrapped themselves around my pylon of flesh, hurrying it to its full hardness.
Lowering her head, she opened her mouth wide and swallowed my entire scrotum sac, her tongue wandering all over the fleshy bag, leaping into and out of every wrinkle while softly fondling the balls inside. Then the tongue tickled the underpart of my nutbag, digging into the crevices where my thighs joined my body. Again and again her voracious mouth laved my genitals; first my hardened cock, pulsating and throbbing with anticipating being buried in her again, and then my tender balls, keeping the area completely wetted down. My stake glistened with her saliva as her lips rubbed it up and down again and again. Slowly, carefully, she pulled the glans to the back of her throat, then let it slide along her slithering tongue until her lips formed a zero shape as they surrounded the glistening knob.
Now my cock was rigid, and when she moved her lovely head the sensitive end of said prick was rubbed tantalizingly over the expanding inner surface of her lips. I could feel her dentures as they chewed on the spongy head, gnawing very gently. Little by little she worked her thrilling teeth lower and lower on the heavy round shaft, until her elastic lips had slid along the cock's full length and my prickpoint was pushing gently on the soft flesh at the rear of her palate.
Then she pulled her head slowly back, her pliable lips gripping while her tongue busily licked around the entire solid pole. Then, holding only the sensitive glans in her mouth, she wobbled her head slowly from one side to the other, letting those kissable lips tease the highly sensitive corona.
Abruptly, she thrust her head forward once again, filling her mouth and throat to overflowing with my cock. At the same time she let her gentle hands run over my balls again and again. With the tender insides of her lips rubbing against my burning dong, she speedily moved her face up and down, driving me into a wild frenzy.
When I rolled onto my side, Judy came on the couch and curled against me. I proceeded to thrust my hips in time with the motion of her curly head, plunging forward each time her face came rushing toward me, pulling my hips slowly away each time she retreated.
She stopped for an instant, opening her mouth wide so that her lips barely touched my throbbing peter. I grabbed my aching cock in one hand and rubbed the glans from side to side against her warm, nestling tongue. Then she removed my hand from the fleshy pike and grabbed it herself, pressing it to the inside of both cheeks.
I had hoped to fuck Judy again, wishing to jam my prick into her sopping love hole. But she, who had never sucked a cock before, was suddenly addicted to it and wouldn't release my palpitating pudendum from her mouth. She wanted to suck until I blew my load in her mouth.
So I began to fuck vigorously, using her mouth as I would have her lovely cunt. I fucked into it strongly, bucking back and forth, feeling the way her lips played on my skinflute.
Feeling the final, thrilling moment approach, I took Judy's face between my hands and turned it up slightly so I could watch her. She stared back at me unselfconsciously, still sucking with all her might and main, stuffing prick all the way into the back of her throat.
My semen welled up into my throbbing cock, and Judy, feeling the pulsations, sucked all the more strongly. She stared right into my eyes, looking for approval of the way she was sucking, and I gave her my full approval the only way I could, unleashing a heavy flood of jism. She gagged for an instant, and then proceeded to swallow gush after gush. Her hands gripped the backs of my thighs as she pulled her face down, jamming as much cock into her lovely mouth as it could hold, gobbling the spurting sperm as it was ejaculated into her throat. She bit and chewed, attacking my flesh and urging more and more liquid to flood her mouth.
Little by little, the spurts slowed, and Judy had less and less to swallow. Slowly but surely she let my cock start slipping from her mouth until all she held between her adorable lips was the glans, whose little hole was still seeping bits of come. She sucked each drop in hungrily, then simply sat there, her head buried in my crotch, waiting for the next drop. Ultimately, when she was convinced there was nothing left, she released the wilted prong.



CHAPTER TWO


"I never dreamed it could be so complete an experience," she said as we dressed. "I really believed I would feel cheap for having given myself to you, and yet I feel better for it, not worse."
"That's because your husband has been neglecting you," I pointed out.
"Perhaps it's because I refused to indulge in fellatio that he abandoned me and started going out with other girls."
"Girls? I thought there was only one other girl."
"I just figured if I'd seen him with one, he may very well be fooling around with more than one."
"Do you still want to go through with this?"
"You'd better believe it. I didn't let you take me… now that it was over she couldn't bring herself to use the word "fuck" anymore… "just so you could let me see how good it all was, and then forget him. Hell, I think I was pretty good, wasn't I?"
"You. were great," I acknowledged.
"Then why the heck is he running to all these other women? I mean, with a little patience I'd have learned to fellate him as well. I want to be rid of him, and I want to be rid of him without having to pay for it."
"Pay for it?" I asked.
"As you guessed when I first came in here, I'm fairly well-to-do. I know you think I have money, because my friend, who recommended you, had almost no money, and all you took was fifty dollars over and above expenses, though I'll bet she paid part of the same price I paid."
"I never discuss one client with another," I answered, though Judy had been right. There was only one woman I had charged a straight fifty dollars plus expenses, and I had balled her backwards, forwards, and upside do… literally.
"Anyway," Judy went on, "I admit I have lots of money. You can revise your charges on me if you wish."
"I set the price. I'll stick by it," I told her. "You've already paid part of it."
"You're really a man of your word," she said, smiling, and that smile all but turned me on again. "As I said, I have money. I told Cy I wanted a divorce, but he refused to give it to me. Or I should say he swore he would contest it. I know if I offered him enough money he'd be willing to split. But I don't think I owe him a damn cent. So I want to be rid of him as quickly as you can get the pictorial evidence."
"Okay," I agreed. "Have you any idea when he has his next rendezvous?"
"No. But I do know he always takes her to the Elton."
Why that fleabag? I wondered. Hell, that suited me fine. I had a deal with both the day and night managers of the Elton. Both were bribable men, and both would let me set up the proper equipment in one of their rooms, and then steer the guy I wanted to catch to that room.
Judy gave me a hundred dollars advance, and then left.
I kept a second videotape recorder and camera packed in a suitcase, and said suitcase I kept stashed in my closet. The recorder already had fresh tape on it, I always load the damn thing up after I've finished using it. Never can tell when it'll be needed instantly.
Hauling the suitcase out of the closet, I set it on the floor near my desk and opened it. Everything inside was in perfect working order. I took my .38 caliber automatic from my desk drawer, checked the fifteen round clip, stashed it in my belt holster on my right side where my left hind could reach it easily enough, but where it couldn't be seen when I left my jacket unbuttoned.
Shutting the suitcase, I toted it downstairs to my car parked directly in front of the Stone Building. There was a busted parking meter there that always read a half hour of time. My old, out-of-date, maroon Ford Falcon was there. I don't keep the car out of necessity. I could've afforded a Continental Mark IV or a Mercedes. But a maroon Ford Falcon is a very inconspicuous car. No one looks twice at it unless it's parked wrong.
Putting the suitcase into the car, I got in and drove the fifteen blocks to the Elton. Once there, I went inside, smelling the dust, and through the dust the oldness of the place.
Ronnie "Seagull" Byrd was on duty at the desk. He was young, not even twenty, and had the job because no one else could be found to take it. He had brown, afro-styled hair though he was as bigoted a white man as ever existed. And he talked with a faint lisp, which sometimes made one wonder which way he swung. The chicks frequenting the lobby let me know Byrd was straight. He'd let them ply their trade in the hotel (charging the John they'd picked up for the use of the room) in return for a fuck whenever one of them was free and he felt like it. He and his buddy, the night clerk Kenny Astoria, had a regular thing going with the chippies.
"Hey, Ira babe;" he smiled, when I came in. "What's the deal?"
I asked him about Cy Roberts, showing him a photo Judy had furnished, and he nodded, admitting he knew the guy, though the guy registered regularly as John Smith. He always brought the same broad in. Tall, stringy, almost no tits, with a big nose and brown straight hair cut short. She was really nothing to look at, but the guy apparently dug her. According to Ronnie Byrd there was no accounting for taste.
"Guy comes in regular, Monday Wednesday, and Fridays," Byrd went on.
"Today being Friday, he's either already here or soon will be," I pointed out.
"Comes in about three thirty," Byrd told me. "Y'got better'n an hour to kill."
"He use any special room?" I asked.
"Whatever's handy."
"Good. Set him up in 211."
"Oho! Ira-babe, you really latched onto a goody this time. Go set up your stuff."
"Thanks," I nodded, slipping him two twenties.
And twenty minutes later, the hidden videotape camera was set. I had the monitor set up in the next room, which eliminated the need for peepholes. The camera had been hidden behind a painting, and the lens of the camera seemed to blend right into said painting (that painting had cost me a small fortune when I'd first picked it up). Unless one knew what he was looking for, the lens would never be spotted.
I had time for a quick afternoon lunch and decided to take advantage of it. I walked across the street to the luncheonette and ordered a hamburger and coke. That was when Debbie came up to me. I never had found out her last name in all the years I'd known her. She was about five feet four inches tall, with long, brown curly hair, gray eyes, a short, petite nose, and thin lips, all put together to make a pretty face. Her bust was at least thirtyeight, with a pair of B cups, and her narrow waist looked as if a whalebone corset was holding it in, but from previous experiences I knew she was naturally narrow. Not so her hips, which flared wide, even under the tight miniskirt she wore. It was a black skirt to match the panties she had on underneath. Debbie had to wear panties with her skirt or be arrested for indecent exposure. The light green blouse she wore was opaque, because Debbie didn't like wearing a bra, and the way her tits jiggled, you knew it.
"You must be working," she said, sliding into the booth next to me. "Otherwise you wouldn't be caught dead eating in this neighborhood."
"Yeah," I nodded.
"Need me?" she asked.
Debbie was one of the "working girls" I used to sucker some poor slob into giving me pictorial evidence needed for divorce cases.
"Not today," I told her, finishing my food.
"Who'd you line up?" she asked.
"This guy's got his own ass," I explained.
"Can I watch?" she wanted to know.
"It'll cost," I told her.
"How much?"
"Same price you'd charge me for balling you afterward."
"Deal."
"How's business?" I asked, as we left the luncheonette.
"Pretty good," she admitted. "That's why I can afford to accept your terms. I just came back from the doctor. He's assured me I'm still clean and pure, at least where VD is concerned."
"Very good," I told her as we entered the hotel and went up to room



213.


We waited patiently, neither of us in a hurry to arouse the other. We knew the scenes we would shortly witness would be enough to get us started afterward. Right now, I had to remain alert anyway.
About ten minutes after we'd arrived, I heard the door to room 211 shut, and switched on the monitor. This automatically started the videotape going.
Cy Roberts was a tall, lean man. He had one to two inches on me, heightwise, and he probably weighed as much as I. His iron grey hair covered his ears and came down over his forehead sloppily. He had a large nose which looked like it had been grafted on, and when he spoke, his voice was almost fairyish it was so high-pitched. He wasn't wasting any time, quickly shucking his clothing.
The woman looked almost exactly as Byrd had described her. She was tall, about five eight, very thin, with a long thin beak bent a little to the side. Her short hair was stringy and dark. She had tits, but her bra size must have been 32-A. Her waist was thin enough, and though her tummy was small, the flesh was loose. Cy Roberts had to be nuts, cheating on someone like Judy for something like this. She had a fuzzy patch of brown matting covering her pelvis, and when she bent down to pick up her panties, I could see hair running all the way up into her ass.
When Roberts turned to face the camera, an instant before getting on the bed, I could see he had a full erection, and I had been right about its breadth. The damn thing was almost pencil-thin. No wonder my cock had affected Judy Roberts so strongly.
The woman, whose name I subsequently learned was Joan Randall (Roberts apparently had a thing for women whose initials were J.R.) lay down on the bed, and Roberts spread his thin form on hers. They immediately began kissing noisily while his hands stroked her ass and her thighs. I could see her cunt was already creaming, and he was massaging the seeping fluid into her skin. She was getting her jollies from it, all right. Then he started fondling her small tits, going from one to the other, sucking on her enlarging nipples. She hummed and twisted her lanky body, laying back on the bed with a smile on her face, her long fingers running through his iron-grey hair.
Roberts knew what he was doing, all right. He'd done very little yet he had the Randall broad crazy for it. Her eyes were foggy and she writhed and wriggled every which way as he nursed on her boobs while running his hand up and down along her inner thighs.
And Cy Roberts was becoming over-excited, too. Joan spread her spindly legs and Roberts clambered between them. Her long fingers trembled visibly as she grasped his randy cock and rubbed its bluish head.
She ran the skinny prong up and down along the inner part of both outer labia, swabbing it in the hair-lined split like an oversized Q-Tip. Then she began stuffing the bullet-shaped head between the flat labia of her leaking pussy, and tugged.
Roberts pushed and began sinking his pile into her.
"Oooh wow!" she breathed, as his helmet-shaped glans disappeared into her oozing well. "This is… terrific," she muttered, chewing on his ear. Every word was being picked up loud and clear by the microphone of the videotape machine. "I wish… I knew why… your skinny… penis always
… excites me," she told him, sighing ecstatically as he continued pushing his way into her.
His skinny ass quivered with pleasure as he lowered it all the more slowly, feeding his ridiculously thin cock little by little into her oozing pink hole. The narrowness of his cock caused her labia to contract all the more tightly, until his belly slapped against hers. His large, hairy nuts rested against the bottom of her soaking crack, almost tickling her ass.
"Love it," she moaned ecstatically, twisting and turning on the bed. "Christ! What it lacks in breadth it makes up for in length. I can feel it poking into the neck of my womb, and it feels… so goddamn good."
Roberts smiled and didn't bother to reply. He merely sucked on the tongue she stuck out, then jammed his own tongue between her kissing lips, letting her mouth feel as stuffed with his tongue as her cunt was with his cock. In fact, her mouth was probably more stuffed since his tongue was probably thicker than his streamlined prick.
At that moment I felt Debbie's hand creep into mine. I took it and squeezed it. My own cock had grown so hard it was hurting me. One thing I had to say for Roberts. He really had length. The damn thing must've been nigh onto eight inches, and I wouldn't have been surprised if it was tickling her navel from the inside.
He began retreating now, drawing that lean, stiff prong from its warm, wet nook, and her petal-like labia contracted all the more tightly, reluctant to lose his probing proboscis-like prick. Now that her interior had savored his full length it didn't want to part with any of it. His rod was covered with the slavering hot juices of her aching quim. It shone as if shellacked. Her fur-lined hole seemed to chase after his retreating cock as her red, inner labia reached out from inside her body to hold onto whatever was left, and finally reluctantly releasing it.
"I love the way that mirror is angled," I heard her tell Roberts, as she pointed to the dresser mirror a little off to the side. I could see what she meant. It reflected their fucking bodies back to them, arousing them all the more.
"We'll have to use this room again," Roberts told her.
"Yes," she muttered. "You can see everything. Don't you just love watching the way we fuck?"
"Looks great," Roberts admitted, then returned his attention to the serious business of fucking.
He had been hovering above her again, only the tip of his ultra-thin prong inside her clasping cunt. Abruptly, he drove forward, slamming the whole damn prick back into her sopping nest with a single thrust. His thighs slammed against her ass with a loud whack.
"Wowww!" Joan yelled, and I could feel Debbie squeezing my hand all the tighter. Her (Debbie's) other hand wandered over the bulge in my pants, making it all the more difficult to concentrate on the scene I was watching.
Now Roberts drew his mighty long, trim-lined prick back again, once more revealing the white, oil-covered shaft except for its bluish head. Then he stroked in again, and Joan's energetic snatch gobbled it up.
"Christ!" she all but yelled. "I love it, I love it. Keep pumping, lover."
And Roberts kept on spearing his meat into her consuming cunt.
He screwed taking his time, almost in a relaxed way. Each time he sank his pillion into her it drove her flat ass hard against the squeaking mattress. Her already shapeless ass was being mashed flatter. He wasn't slamming into her quickly, but he sure was hitting her hard and deep.
Joan's arms were around him, hugging him to her all the more tightly. Debbie, meanwhile, was getting more and more aroused, and rubbed her knee against my ass. I reached out and gave her thigh a pat.
Little by little Roberts began to speed up his plunges, stabbing her more and more quickly. Joan whimpered, then began tearing at his back with her fingertips. She had no real nails and wasn't able to scratch his skin, but she did leave red welts. Her mouth bit his shoulder, but not deep enough to break the skin.
"Jesus!" she moaned. "Oh Jesus! More, more, more.
Her hands slid down past the bottom of his spine and grabbed the two halves of his plunging ass. Her stomach muscles began to suck her flesh in until it was almost concave.
Now she pulled back her legs, wrapping her thighs over his back, kicking his ass in time to the way he stroked into her. She leveraged her creaming cunt up against his plowing prick with all the energy she could muster.
"I'm going to come," she told him, sucking in her breath. "I'm going to come."
"That's what it's all about," he replied, pounding into her a bit faster.
"Oh wonderful… yessss… terrific… wow… great… maaa… fuck it to me. Stick that pencil as deep as you… can. Oh Lord… don't stop now… I'm… commmmminnnnnggg!"
He didn't change the tempo of the way he was pronging her. The force of his pounding cock remained the same as he shagged it into and out of her at the same regulated fast pace.
Joan's eyes were bulging, her head spinning as she moved it rapidly from side to side. Her mouth was slack her pink tongue dangling from the right side, and she was holding her breath, awaiting the oncoming rush of her orgasm.
Roberts' cock was getting to her. Joan was on the edge of her crisis, her own body slamming against his with every bit of strength she could muster. She held onto his bouncing ass, trying her best to thrust his skinny schiong through her own body so it could stake her to the mattress. Her sludgy cunt made sucking sounds as his cock sloshed into it.
"Now," she yelled, no longer caring who might hear her. "This is it.. . this is it… this is it… oh yeah… wow!"
Joan lost the rhythm as her entire body tightened, her arms and legs surrounding Roberts, crushing him until he could barely breathe. She squeezed and squeezed. Sweat covered her from top to bottom. It made her white, almost sickly skin shine as if varnished.
Now she fell back onto the bed, bones held together in a sack of flesh, shivering and quaking. I could barely recognize her face as sweat continued oozing from her pores, making her look like an oiled, uncooked sausage. She was sighing, inhaling strongly, trying to pull air into her lungs. I can't recall when I've heard a woman carry on so loudly. She was having one wild orgasm, and Cy Roberts hadn't slowed the littlest bit. He continued slamming his solid pike into her squishing hole while she squeaked and quivered underneath him, taking his skinny cock all the way in and loving it.
No doubt about it. This chick was having multiple orgasms. No woman could go on so long on a single climax.
"I love you," she whispered to Cy. "Oh God! I do love you. Don't stop, don't stop. You're so great."
So he speeded up his violent thrusting, stabbing her sucking twat again and again with his rampant sword. He had plenty of stamina. His ass kept chugging back and forth, running his reaming rod into her slippery box again and again. Son of a bitch! That Cy Roberts really knew how to pound away at a pussy. That long, skinny squirt-rod of his was getting to Joan again.
"Cy," she murmured, clasping him even closer. "You've got the justright cock. It's the right length, the right thickness, and it's even the right shape, bent at just the right angle to fit into me perfectly. I wish we could fuck like this all day and night. I just love the way it feels in me. Ohhhh sock it to me. Ram it all the way in. Screw my rectum right off. Oh wow!"
Joan's lewd outcries, ringing in our ears, made both Debbie and me all the hotter. I could feel Debbie's hands squeezing my own rigid tool. She was begging, in a silent way, to be fucked, just as Joan was getting hers. We were both charged up, watching Cy Roberts slam it to his skinny mistress, lost in the physical pleasure of pure tucking. We were getting hotter and hotter, watching the grey-haired man plunge his potent prong into the woman's slurping, sucking cunt.
They were going at it all the harder now. Jesus, what action. Debbie and I had all but forgotten how plain Joan was. The reaming she was getting had changed her, making her look better. They went at it like they loved fuckmg for its own sake as well as for the sake of the fuck partner. And I was getting every bit of it on videotape. Judy Roberts would have more than enough evidence, but I figured I might watch the film with her in case she needed to cool off.
Roberts was stuffing his pencil-thin cock into Joan as it was the last fuck they would ever enjoy, and she was responding in kind, heaving her flat ass high up off the bed, slamming her pelvic hair into the bush surrounding his prick. Now they looked like some kind of toy someone had wound up as they fucked in synchronization.
"Terrific!" Joan was yelling as her flat fanny bounced up and down at a furious pace. Her thighs were taut as her legs stretched out under her, yanking, tugging, and pulling him into her.
Roberts was groaning now. I couldn't see his face, but the way his ass tightened told me he was near coming off. And it affected Debbie too. She had unzipped my pants and pulled out my throbbing meat so she could play with it all the better. Soon I'd be jazzing her.
Meanwhile, Roberts's heavy testicles were no longer dangling. They were tight, high up, and out of the way, giving us an even better view of the way his thin prong was juicing its way into Joan's slimy crack. The tightening of his nuts meant he would shortly squeeze the sperm from them, filling Joan's aching twat.
Joan knew it too. She increased the tempo of her bouncing, going into high gear, almost absorbing his pounding pudendum. His ass cheeks moved so quickly they looked like something in an old silent movie, tightening and loosening a dozen times a second.
"Wow!" Joan called out. "Oh, wow!"
Her mouth was wide open, her tongue hanging out as her head lolled again as it had prior to her previous orgasm. Sweat slickly covered her skinny body, and her nookie tightened its fistlike grip on his skinny, plunging prick. She was juicing all over the place, soaking the sheets beneath her. His cock had such a sheen on it, it was as if the shine had been painted on. Her thighs and hairy crack in her ass were glistening with her womanly grease. It flowed freely because of the thinness of his pushing peter. It left enough room for her to unleash her heavy juices. Even so, I could bear the slurping sound his pidookie made each time it slammed its way back in. Her pussy was actually gurgling with fluid.
"Fabulous," she told him. "Fabulous. Terrific. Wowowow."
She was really in seventh heaven. She was in a nirvana all her own as his schlong kept filling her. Her skinny lips were pulled way back, and her large, crooked nose quivered as her huge nostrils flared even wider than usual. The hard features on her skinny face were rapturously pulled back because of the way he was ploughing into her. She was slamming her furnacelike snatch up to him with relish, trying to keep pace with him. But he was beginning to move faster than she as his thin tool worked its way back and forth between the lips of her hair-rimmed trough.
He plunged his length in even more quickly now, shortening the strokes. No question about it this time. He was ready for the big jump-off. So was she. The woman no longer had her senses about her. She was a vessel of pure, energetic sensuality, reduced to being a single erogenous zone as his masculine plunderer D and C'd her frothing fuckhole.
Her hands slid up and down his back, her blunt fingers trying to rake lines in his back but not succeeding. She hugged him tightly to her as if her salvation depended on what he was doing. Her skinny, shapeless tits were squashed against the iron grey hairs on his chest, while her long, pipestem legs eeled their way over his back, kicking his rump and urging him to greater efforts.
"Wonderful, thin cock," she mumbled. "Marvelous prick. Made to fit without hurting. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Squirt your come into me. Blast away."
"Almost there," he whispered hoarsely, just loud enough for my microphone to pick up.
Joan was no longer in command of her muscles. Her thin thighs were upraised, her ankles crisscrossed above his hunching behind as she yelled, "Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow!"
His ass was dripping sweat onto the bed, mixed with her lubricating fluid. The split of her ass was wide apart, revealing the tiny puckered hole beneath the reaming pole still moving in and out of her flushed box at breakneck speed. The asshole tightened and widened with each fornicating stroke, moving rhythmically with the stretched muscles of her wallowing pussy. Her furry cuntlips leeched tightly to his pistoning pole, popping out and looking like an obscene kissing pair of lips, then popping back in each time he slammed forward. The inner folds of her slick labia were inflamed with the friction of his pussy-punching cock.
The sight began to prove too much for Debbie, who was already undressing while still holding onto my exposed prick.
"Give it to her already," Debbie muttered, removing her last article of clothing and then using her hands to undo my pants, her eyes still glued to lusty scene on the monitor.
As if Roberts had been waiting for Debbie's okay he seemed to jackhammer his fuckmeat into her at the fastest clip yet, the long, thin shaft plunging into the sopping, dark hole like a solid plunger into a mineshaft. He ran the skinny cock into her with the power of a crazed elephant.
Joan's feet untangled from behind his back and fell to the bed. She had lost complete muscular control of herself and now simply lay there, waiting for her second climax to overpower her as the first climax flooded her box. Roberts hit into her with such energy I thought the bed would collapse.
Now Joan was unable to speak. All she could do was hiss the air out of her lungs as Robert's thrusting became even more violent. His plunges were less than an inch m length as his prick moved at the speed of light, harder and faster. His balls were so tight against his body they seemed to almost disappear into his groin. His ass cheeks were shivering now with the lustful need to unload the semen inside him. He began a violent series of half inch reams, gasping each time his prong rammed into her.
"Now, goddamn you, now," Joan yelled, and Roberts' lanky lob buried itself deep into her gnawing gash. All I could see was the barest bit of tight scrotum, and he looked as if he wanted to push the wrinkled sac into her well.
"Give it to her, give it to her," Debbie murmured her eyes on the monitor, her hands removing my pants and underpants from around my ankles, and her mouth less than an inch from my own drooling cock.
Debbie was going crazy now, The room seemed to smell of the sex we were watching as she lowered her mouth indelicately onto my rigid cock, taking it all in up to the hairy root. I felt my load was as big as Roberts despite my having jazzed his wife a little over an hour earlier.
"Boyoboyoboy," Roberts muttered, his ass tightening and shimmering. His close-to-the-body balls seemed to yank at his groin and then began shaking. He groaned aloud one more time, and then I saw him just crush his cock deeply into her waiting belly, cramming his hair against her own patch as the seed erupted from his pipeline. The spunk jetted into her hungry gash as she yelled, "That's it, that's it. Pour it in. Fill me full of the love juice. Blast it into me, fill my love nest. Don't stop, don't stop. Keep firing.. . I want to feel it… dribbling out of my… throat."
He was pouring out the full contents of his testicles. He'd never be able to keep the cock hard once he'd finished. More and more of the hot, sticky fluid was siphoned from him to her.
The pulsating of Roberts' climaxing cock pushed Joan over the edge for a second time. She lost all her breath in a single, near-bloodcurdling yell as her rising stomach slapped against his own working belly and she wrapped both arms even more tightly around him, clinging to him as if the liquid he pumped into her would give her new energy and life. Her flowery asshole tightened and refused to open as his white, gluey liquid began dribbling from her crazed cunt down into her ass crack. Her outpouring lubricant made the globs of come juice seem even greater, and her pussy lips, no longer raw from the frictioning they had received, were returning to their normal, healthy pink color.
Her voice was less than a whisper as she continued to clutch him tightly while in the throes of an uncontrolled orgasm. Her limbs now began to flop around as if she were a rag doll as she moaned and softened, her whole body almost liquifying. She lay there shivering, completely beyond sanity as her oozing slit tightened and tightened again. She continued coming and coming until it looked as if she'd never be able to stop.
Finally it came to a conclusion, and Cy Roberts' limp, rail-like pecker, now shrunken to a tenth its size, fell out of her twat. He rolled over and lay there on the bed beside her. Neither was able to speak, and probably would be unable to move or say anything for a good ten to fifteen minutes. Now it was my turn.
I grabbed Debbie by her long brown hair and pulled her sucking lips off my throbbing meat. Flinging her back on the bed, I kneeled over her, pressed my enlarged glans to her creaming crack, then thrust into her warm, wet chamber, deep and hard. She put her arms tightly around me and held me to her, saying, "I'll never last as long as those two."
"We're not trying to compete," I murmured. "We're here to enjoy ourselves." And I began fucking into her almost violently.
She clung tightly to my ass, enjoying the way I was socking it to her. She churned her bottom around and around, up and down, in and out.
"Fuck it to me, Fokker," she muttered, biting my ear-lobe. "Come on, man. I've giving it away for free this time. Make the best of it."
I shut her up by plunging my tongue into her mouth, pressing her slim, resilient body to mine, feeling those large tits mash against my straining body. God! She had really large, long nipples, and they rubbed hard against my chest, digging in. Shit! This was a girl made for fucking. She had a nice ass, a slim waist to which I could hold, and those beautifully large breasts I could feel and suck, all at the same time. God, what magnificent, monolithic mammary development.
My burning cock steamed into her soaking honeypot, reaming in and out at high speed. She drew her legs up, flexing her knees and finally throwing her calves over my shoulder. Now I was really into her, screwing away magnificently, enjoying the way her depth enveloped my entire fire pole. She bounced so hard it felt as if she might snap my pounding prick off right at the stem. Her legs crossed at the ankles behind my neck as she pulled my head down, forcing me to plunge into her lascivious cunt to an even greater depth.
"I'm… gonna… come," I whispered, feeling the hot gism starting to rise.
"Not yet," she snapped, "not yet. I'll kill you if you come without bringing me off."
Her ass vibrated like a well-oiled machine as her fevered nest slid up and down my solid cock, swallowing my prong, gorging itself on the meat, gourmandizing. I was the one on top, but Debbie was the one moving. She bucked her churning ass in every direction, yet still maintained her up and down motion.
"All right," she murmured in my ear. "All right. I can feel it. Make me come, and you can come at the same time."
Yeah. Like I can control something like that. Debbie was a great fuck, but what a dumb little twat. I didn't know whether to kiss her or give her a good solid belt. Instead, I slammed my fiery fuckstick into her as never before, making her grunt with both surprise and pleasure. If it had been possible I'd have nailed her ass to the bed then and there.
We chattered our bodies against one another in rapid-fire motion, our stomachs clapping together like Jupiter's thunder, and then Debbie's grasping labia began to strangle the life out of my pushing pecker. The spasming rhythm of her hungry pussy seemed to suck it all out of me, and the new load I'd built up since fucking Judy Roberts went splashing into Debbie's hungry cunt. I groaned uncontrollably as my ecstatic testicles unloaded their manufactured liquid.
"That's it, Fokker," Debbie moaned. "I feel it, wet, deep and hot."
She pounded on my back with her fists while kicking my ass, jamming her twat tightly against my groin. When this girl came, she came. Man was it ever intense. Then we rested, Debbie drifting off to sleep while I dressed and stared at the monitor.



CHAPTER THREE


It was supposed to be a simple divorce case, but I soon found it was a helluva lot more. My interference was about to put a crimp into the plans of more than one person.
At five o'clock Joan Randall and Cy Roberts parted company, and I packed up my equipment figuring I had all the evidence Judy Roberts wanted. Debbie was still sleeping when I left, getting ready to handle the onslaught of men who crowded into the Elton after midnight.
Leaving the hotel, I put my equipment in the trunk of my car, got in, and just as I started up, noticed Cy Roberts coming out of the luncheonette I had gone to earlier. If he'd stopped there for a quick bite to eat it meant he wasn't going home, yet.
Another rendezvous? I wondered. If so, it would give Judy Roberts even more evidence. Well, what the hell! I had nothing on for the evening. Might as well do what I'm getting paid for.
I watched Roberts get into his white Cadillac Sedan De Ville, and followed him to the Sunrise Highway. Once there, we headed west, me two cars behind Roberts. We headed to Seabrook, an unincorporated village a few miles away. On Island Blvd. Roberts made a left and I remained behind him. We drove for less than a mile before Roberts pulled up in the side parking lot of a building with the legend Knights of Seabrook on the outside.
I bypassed the building and put my car in the nearby lot of a shopping mall open until nine thirty. Then I got out of the car and walked back to the Knights of Seabrook Building. All the windows were dark, which made me wonder why Roberts would come here at this time of night.
Standing against the side of the building, I was all but invisible. I watched another car pull into the building parking lot and join the dozen or so cars already there. When the man got out, I watched him go to the side door. It opened, a light lancing out into the shadows of the late afternoon, and I could see two other men standing inside the entrance, making sure no "unauthorized" individuals got in. Hell, it was kind of early for a meeting of the "Knights." I wondered what the hell was going on.
Directly above my head, a little to the left, was a slightly open window some careless janitor hadn't noticed. Though far from an athletic personality, I was able to climb in the window after opening it a bit more. I closed it but didn't lock it. If I had to make a hasty exit I hoped I'd be able to remember the right window.
I was in a storeroom, with a big mess of cases and things blocking my way. It was dark in the room and I used my pocket flashlight to light the way to the door. Easing the door open, I peered into a well-lit room obviously designed for public meetings. Ten men were standing around, smoking, chatting, yet none were laughing. Plainly this was one serious conclave, though all the men were in their shirtsleeves, including Cy Roberts.
Three more men entered the room, and the door was shut. No one bothered glancing in my direction. Not only was the storeroom door in the shadowed part of the room, but no one seriously considered the possibility of someone hiding there, which was fine by me.
"The doors are all locked," one of the men said, and I recognized him as part of the pair who had been guarding the side door.
The faces of almost all the men looked familiar. Two of them were minor county officials, and five of them were officers in various corporations based on Long Island. The other six were not well-known men, yet I'd seen the faces of two of them recently in the newspaper, though for the moment I couldn't recall why.
"Meeting's called to order," one of the men said, standing on the platform in front of the others as they took seats. "I'll make this meeting as brief as possible. I want progress reports. Mr. Walker and Mr. Carter are excluded since both have succeeded."
Walker! Carter! Yeah, sure. Walker's face had been on page three of Newsday when his wife had been discovered drowned while swimming off a public beach. It had been declared an accident. And Carter's kisser had adorned a page of Newsday only two days before when his mother-in-law had driven the man's new Mercedes off an embankment on the Long Island Expressway, slamming its way through the guard rail. The woman had been an habitual alcoholic, and was chalked up as a victim of her own drunken driving. Boy, talk about mixed emotions, learning your mother-in-law has died taking your brand-new ten thousand dollar car with her. Wow!
"Mr. Randall, have you made any progress with Mrs. Roberts?" the man on the podium asked.
"I haven't made contact with her," Randall admitted. He was a tall, lean man, and looked a helluva lot like his wife. "I'm waiting to see how far Roberts has gotten with my own wife."
"I've made excellent progress, so far," Cy Roberts said, rising. "But she hasn't responded as I've been assured she would respond. For a woman with a weak heart she's been holding up admirably."
My God! The son of a bitch was fucking her to kill her. He was trying to fuck her to death. Apparently Randall had some reason for wanting her dead, and Roberts was doing the job. In return, Randall was supposed to knock off Judy Roberts, which was why Roberts didn't care when Judy had confronted him, telling him she had seen him with another woman. It was obvious why Roberts wanted his own wife dead. She was rich.
This being the case, it was more than reasonable to assume both Walker and Carter had something to gain from the deaths of Walker's wife and Carter's mother-in-law. Both deaths had been made to look accidental.
Most of the other men there were new arrivals, all of whom had been carefully screened. They were joining the organization because they wanted someone killed, and in return they were willing to knock off another member's "headache."
Both Walker and Carter, now assured of eventual inheritances, were at the meeting for the last time. They were each paying off the headman of the organization a set fee for making certain each of them had behaved according to the rules so that nothing could be traced to the inheritors.
"Mr. Randall," the man on the podium was saying. "It has been reliably reported that Mrs. Roberts is seeking professional help in acquiring a divorce from Mr. Roberts. And the evidence being used will obviously have to do with your own wife. Mr. Roberts is doing his best. You will see to it Mrs. Roberts meets with her accident tomorrow. According to Mr. Roberts, she likes to take her bath and listen to the radio at the same time. The radio is plugged into a bathroom outlet. Normally she perches it on the sink away from the bathtub. Tomorrow you will see to it the radio falls into the tub while she's in it."
So this was how I learned Joan Randall's name (though I found out her first name the following day), and discovered the group whose members were willing to kill off someone they didn't know, if a member of their group returned the favor. That member had to be related to the person each was going to kill. As they continued talking, I got the impression the group had been in existence for quite some time, and dozens of what seemed like accidents had been carefully arranged. It was the leader of the group who decided how each member was to eliminate his victim. He supplied any necessary weapons, selected needed locations, and, if necessary, planned escapes, getaways, and set up hideouts. For this, plus an airtight alibi for the one desiring to be rid of the victim, each member paid a fifty thousand dollar fee, after the inheritance money was collected. The true leader of the group wasn't there. He never put in a personal appearance, so no one knew his identity, not even the one conducting the meeting. Everything was always set up by telephone.
Being a private eye for some time now, I'd gotten to learn a few things. For instance, an organization like this didn't simply exist hidden away. Sooner or later, on purpose or by accident, someone would come along, discover them, and report their existence to the local police. Now even if most of the minions of the law were unaware of the group's existence, someone on the force had to know about it in order to warn them in case the police should take it into their heads to raid the Knights of Seabrook. Thus here I was, having discovered a group very possibly discovered at least once or twice before I'd come along. And I knew damn well the cops were the last people to call right now. And any discoverers who came along before me might very well be wearing cement undershorts at the bottom of the ocean by now.
I had to tread carefully. My first and foremost job was to protect Judy Roberts, if for no other reason than to make sure I got the balance of the money owed me (more than fifty of the hundred she'd given me had already gone to expenses, if you included the cost of the reel of videotape). Besides, Judy was a great lay, and it'd be a sheer waste of cunt to see her killed.
Closing the storeroom door, I retreated to the window. There I noticed the latch was bent, so even if someone thought they'd locked the window it was, in reality, unlocked, which assured my being able to use this way to enter the building any time I wanted.
Just before shutting the storeroom door, I had taken down the names of eight others who had come there to request, and participate in, the causing of accidents. The man on the podium had stated these other "accidents" would take place in the near future, the exact date to be decided at a meeting to be held the following Monday. I'd be back to see who else I could save from meeting his or her maker ahead of time.
I wanted to find out a few things about Joan Randall. Sneaking out to the building parking lot, I hastily went through the various cars until I found the glove compartment with Randall's car ownership. Turned out his first name was Ignatz. I had to go through the glove compartments of seven cars before I found his. I jotted down his home address, then returned to my own car in the shopping center lot.
I waited until Ignatz and the others left, then scooted to his home, getting there a good fifteen minutes before he did.
Pushing the doorbell to the Randall home, a small, red, frame dwelling in Pinehurst, I was greeted by Mrs. Randall. Christ! She still looked fagged out. That Cy Roberts had really slammed it to her. I told her I was an agent with the Vance Insurance Company, a new company, and in order to make ourselves known to the public, we were offering a one month free premium to whomever took out a policy with us. I explained she had nothing to lose since she could lapse the policy after the first month, and still have had the free insurance for that month. The idea appealed to her and she invited me in. I filled out a phony insurance application I carried with me, and when Ignatz Randall got home, she convinced him to take a policy on himself as well, for one month.
The second part of the insurance application was what I wanted filled out. And I got it. It named Joan Randall's doctor, and gave his address and phone number, as well.
Thanking the Randalls, I left.
I'd done all I could do for that particular evening, so I headed for home. Home is an apartment in a building called the Elton Roc. It was a studio apartment; a single large room with a big double bed, minus the headboard, in the far corner near the bathroom, but with two large rolled pillows so the bed looked like a fancy sofa. I had wall-to-wall carpeting, all rich green to match my drapes. A large walk-in closet had shelves in it so I didn't need a bureau or an armoire. But across the room from the bed, I had a huge mirror covering the entire wall. It made the apartment look twice as big, and when I was alone with a chick, it made the scenes on my videotape look like nothing.
I lugged my suitcase with my videotape equipment into the building and rode the elevator up to the third floor. And when I got out I saw the two bullyboys in front of my apartment. They must have been waiting nearly half an hour.
As I unlocked my apartment door, one of them told me how he'd seen Judy Roberts pay my office a visit, and he explained it might not be wise for me to accept any work from her. I didn't waste time with words. Once both were inside my apartment with me, I whipped out my automatic and whacked each one over the skull. Then I dumped them both into the trashbin outside, and went to sleep.



CHAPTER FOUR


It was early the following morning, and I was parked outside the Roberts home waiting for Cy Roberts to leave. He'd have to establish a strong alibi for himself by being somewhere else when Ignatz Randall came to his house to push the radio in Judy Roberts' bathtub.
At eight o'clock I saw Roberts leave. Looking at his face as he got into his Cadillac, I wanted to throw up. If anyone could turn me off the human race, it was Cy Roberts. It was one thing for him to marry Judy for her money. It was something else again to have her rubbed out so he could enjoy her money. If Judy had been a nag, or a sloppy pig, I might have understood Roberts wanting a motive to dump his wife. But she was a sweet little thing, with a nice disposition and an equally nice body who was willing to do anything to please her husband.
I could understand Randall wanting to be rid of Joan. She was no prize, and after having spoken with her at great length the previous night, I saw she had a lousy disposition. And to top things off, she was the world's biggest fucking dummy. I'd had to explain things four different times to her, reassuring her in writing that her first month's premium would be free. Then, and only then had she been willing to take the insurance. And the odd thing was, Roberts was supposed to kill Joan Randall by fucking her to death, which was certainly a far better death than she deserved, while Judy was supposed to be fried. There's no justice in the goddamned world.
Once I was certain Roberts was gone, I walked up to the house and rang the doorbell. I must have rang a good three minutes before Judy answered. She was all bleary-eyed and wrapped in a cotton bathrobe which hugged her lovely curves. When she saw me she seemed a bit apprehensive, wondering if I'd already amassed all the evidence she'd need to divorce her husband. I nodded, showing her three stills from the videotape. In all three, her husband's face was clearly visible.
"That's the woman all right," she nodded, letting me in. "Now I suppose you'll be wanting the balance of your fee."
I handed her a list of the expenses which came to eighty three dollars if you included my meals, which I did.
"Is this all?" she asked, making out a check and handing it to me.
The look on her face was one of disappointment. She obviously had expected me to collect more of the fee I'd charged her yesterday.
"When do you usually take your bath?" I asked.
"How did you know I take a bath instead of a shower?" she wanted to know.
"I'll explain another time. Right now suppose you a answer my question."
"I usually get up at ten o'clock on Saturdays. That's about the time I take a bath."
That gave us an hour and a half, with a twenty minute safety margin. I mean, I don't think Judy Roberts would have been in the mood for fucking with a dead man around, and Ignatz Randall would either end up dead or ready to talk. And then I remembered I didn't dare let him talk to the cops. Someone on the force who was working with this murder group would be sure to get word back to them that I was the one who loused them up, and then I'd have a bunch of assassins coming after me. Contrary to the heroes in the movies; I don't relish a montage of murderers trying to wipe me out. What I'd done to their two hoods last night was enough to keep them from loving me. Ignatz Randall would have to die in his attempt to kill Judy Roberts.
I reached for Judy and she came running into my arms.
"You do like me," she whispered, kissing my face and mouth. "I was so afraid I was a disappointment yesterday."
"You were terrific," I whispered, between kisses. "You were great."
"Can you stay awhile?" she asked, leading me to the bedroom. I noticed only one side of the bed had been slept in. Apparently she made her husband sleep in a different room.
When I turned I saw she had removed her robe. Underneath she was stark naked, and looked lovelier than ever. Her lovely cunt was already soaking wet, and her pubic hair was damp. I could see the tiny clit already straining to stand up, beckoning to me. And oh those lovely thighs, so smooth and rounded. Her standing there as she did was an invitation I didn't dare refuse. I could feel my cock rising to the occasion.
We fell onto the bed and Judy's breathing began to intensify. I showered her neck and face with a dozen kisses, feeling her breath burn. I grabbed for her small but firm tits, lifting the twin handfuls, rubbing and squeezing their expanding nipples. My mouth trailed after my hands, sucking her white, soft flesh, feverishly lapping away at her surging nipples. I sucked each tit into my mouth, one at a time, letting my tongue lash those spiky nipples. After a while I began chewing on them, moving them around in my mouth. I could feel the leather-like texture of the skin as the nipples became even harder and longer.
As I gobbled her luscious boobs Judy pressed herself to me, letting her body luxuriate in the feel of my throbbing cock, pushing against my pants into her belly. I continued devouring her mastoids as she slid down and then up until my stiff peter was pressing into her soaking crotch. Her cunt juices would make a soaking mess of my pants. They were already beginning to simmer in her steaming slot. The temperature in her groin must have been near the boiling point. I stroked her shapely legs again and again, letting my fingers run from her tantalizing, slurping box, down to her knees, and back again. The way Judy writhed one would think her pussy ready to explode.
Now I began kissing my way across her smooth, flat plain of tummy. I paused only to dip my tongue into her sensitive navel, letting said tongue drill deeply into her. At the same time I continued rubbing her shapely thighs. She raised her legs, spreading those tender thighs as she wriggled and squirmed, jerking her torso this way and that under my sure caress. I could hear her wistful, ecstatic sighs.
"You're a fabulous female," I muttered heatedly.
My hand massaged the soaking V of her twat, making her arch her back to enjoy all the more the contact. As my head continued rubbing against her belly, I could feel her hands grasping my hair, almost ready to yank my lips down to her dripping cunt.
Jumping to my feet, I hurriedly undressed, leaving my clothes draped over a nearby chair in such a way I could get into them very quickly, if necessary. My rampant prong sprang away from my body, jutting out its full length. Then I returned to the bed, ready to enjoy the pleasure Judy's succulent body would impart.
I lowered my head to her firm breasts, kissing them again and again, feeling her encircle my neck with her arm. My fingers dipped into the delightful forest of her pubis, lightly touching the wet pussylips.
Once again I kissed my way south, determined to enjoy every bit of this tender-fleshed woman. I wanted to get my hungry mouth on her burning bush. When I got to her pelvis I began to lightly nip the soft flesh through her strainer of hair.
Judy lay back, spreading her loins wide apart, holding my head against her slithery sex. I kissed every spot on her puffy cunt and all along the tops of her thighs. My tongue dipped into the crevices where her legs were joined to her torso. I dined everywhere but in the hungering center of her fiery furrow. My titillating was a test of her willpower as well as that of my own. I wouldn't be able to hold out much longer. My chin was soaking in the juices of her squirming quim, and now Judy grabbed me by the hair and forced my face deep into the heart of her pulsating muff. Her raging pussy lips surrounded my face completely, forcing me to breathe in the delightful smell of her deep cunt. I sucked, slurping in the tasty juices as my face parted her frothing cuntlips where no tufts of her curly bush could reach. I felt as if I were being swallowed up inside her creaming vagina as my tongue licked both sides. Then I speared it deep into the bottomless pit of her pleasure, moving it around and around before withdrawing it so I could suck on her now fully extended clitoris. The heady, cologned scent of her steaming pussy tried drawing me deeper into her exotic erotic center, intoxicating me with her sexual drippings.
Now my tongue began to lap furiously, my teeth nibbling on the tender pink, almost red flesh of her labia. It was obvious I was getting to Judy. She seemed on a whirling escalator to the ultimate peak of sexual pleasure. When I peered at her through the dense pelvic hedge I could see her eyes were closed as she jerked her pelvis back and forth. Her hips began to pump wildly and I had to wrap my arms around her waist to calm her down. Her vibes were impossible to control.
Perspiration covered the two of us as my tongue licked deep into the fuming depths of her musky pussy, not stopping for even a second. My slobbering tongue licked her clitoris as my teeth nibbled gently on it, sending Judy into a wild frenzy.
"No," Judy begged. "Now. Do it to me now."
"Do what?" I asked, raising my face, dripping with her lubricant, to look at her.
"You know what," she insisted.
"Say it," I ordered.
"Fuck me, goddamn you, fuck me."
I can't remember when I heard a woman plead with me so urgently. Only a cad would have stopped at this point, and I was no cad.
I flung my body on top of hers and she was overjoyed to receive me. She wrapped her lovin' arms around my hugging torso, and I felt her legs lift straight up. I mounted her perfectly, and my rock-hard cock, its dome filled with blood, pressed against the questing hole of her furry cunt. Judy's legs wrapped themselves around me as her body prepared for my attack.
With a solid slamming of my hips and pelvis I drove my solid cock into her yielding cunt.
"Ooooooh," she mumbled at the intense feeling of pleasure she received, feeling my prick slide in. This time there was no problem. I could feel the walls of her hungry box being stretched again, almost to the point of tearing. But as I pumped into her with a certain regularity I felt the cuntwalls widening a bit to ease the strain. From then on it would be pure pleasure.
Judy dug her heels into the bed, first locking her ankles around mine. I thrust my rock-hard sword into her, skewering her nookie with one solid push after another.
"Slice me in half," Judy begged. "That fat penis of yours feels like it's a yard wide. I can feel the burning tip touching my womb."
We kissed, our tongues intermingling. I could taste the sweetness of her mouth and she was probably tasting the flavor of her own cunt. Our teeth scraped and bit as our tongues thrashed back and forth.
We were two naked bodies shiny and glowing with perspiration, crashing one against the other in a frenetic hurry to see who could first attain orgasmic satisfaction. We lost all sense of time for a while, though not nearly enough passed for me to worry about the sudden appearance of Ignatz Randall.
I could feel the hammering of Judy's heart as it came through her succulent boob and beat against my own chest. Her breathing had speeded up and my own matched hers.
I could feel the sperm seeping up inside my chugging wang, and knew it would be pouring out at any moment. I tried delaying the orgasm, but my bloated nuts insisted I ease the pressure on them, and as I continued plunging my dork in and out of Judy's straining fur piece I knew my orgasm was there.
At first I merely moaned when my bubbling cream came bursting forth into Judy's hot twat. Wave after wave of thick white liquid spurted into her, and Judy, ecstatic at feeling the hot spunk spit into her, went into a mad horizontal dance around me as she also climaxed wildly, pure unadulterated pleasure completely engulfing her. Her entire body vibrated and trembled as she dug her nails into my back, raking bloodlines down my spine.
I lay there, my body covering Judy's, my softening cock soaking in her come-filled cunt, feeling warm, snug, and secure. We rested, each of us clinging tightly to the other, kissing each other softly. Rivulets of semen and lubricant seeped out of her surrounding pussy and seeped down her thighs, ass cheeks, and crack. It was one helluva fuck, and I knew it wasn't over.
My prong slowly began to enlarge again, hardening inside Judy's comforting cunt. I could tell by the smile on her face she was feeling it. It became harder and harder, and as it solidified I began to slide it back and forth, slowly at the start, then speeding up the tempo a little at a time.
Judy began writhing and punching her hips up to meet my downward thrusts. Each delectable rasp of flesh within flesh felt better, dictating an increase in speed and friction. Our natural horizontal rhythm soon produced a vital joint endeavor as my hard-on lunged in and out of her young, slobbering gash. My burning cock seared into her with such energy I thought I could smell the burning flesh created by the heavy friction.
With my wrinkled scrotum sac slapping strongly against the lower part of her leaking split I felt her cunt suddenly squeeze my straining cock tightly, and I knew Judy had come again. She muttered a series of epithets designed to make a sailor blush as her secretions exploded from within her fuckhole. I kissed her face and kept on pounding away at her leaking pussy with a steady rhythm, laying the foundation for another orgasm.
My continuous penetration of her plum-like nookie began building her toward a third experience. Showing her no mercy and lacking in all restraint, my piston-like thrusts became overpowering. Her dainty hands clung to my throbbing ass cheeks and she damn well knew it wouldn't be long until the both of us climaxed.
Once again my effervescent sperm boiled up and poured into the open wound of her raw cunt. Her own liquids came forth and blended with the inpouring cream, mixing with it in a cyclone of overpowering orgasms. I thought Judy might faint, she reveled so completely in the feel of it. And I was enjoying a wildness to equal hers as charges of ecstasy blasted through my entire self. I felt my enormously hard prick spitting again and again.
I would have been content to withdraw my shrinking poker from her jismfilled cunt and lay back and rest. But Judy had other ideas.
As I lay back, letting my cock feel cool air cover the semen and lubrications smeared all over it, Judy turned over and plunged her head between my thighs, her mouth engulfing my shriveling tool, sucking all the juices off it. As I began to lubricate again, Judy used her tongue to smear the oil all over the reddish-purplish crown of my cock. Enthusiastically, she greased the complete head and then the entire shaft, licking up, down and around the rigid spire. A tingling took hold of me as she dragged her tongue along the highly sensitive underside of my cock. Then her mouth returned to the top of my plunger, and her lips formed a fleshy circle around the head and slowly pushed their way down, sucking the entire rod in, inch by tantalizing inch. And as her mouth continued its sucking blandishments her hand cupped my balls, fondling the wrinkled sac ever so tenderly. Soon she was bobbing her head vigorously, slurping her tongue with great pressure against my piston and letting her teeth lightly scrape the slippery flesh. The point of my prong kept slamming against the soft palate of her throat but she didn't shorten the strokes of her plunging lips.
I could see Judy's firm tits jumping around as she bobbed her head up and down. I reached out and rubbed my fingers against one of her rubbery nipples. Soon I had a firm grip on said nipple and massaged it hard, letting blood fill it. I had the urge to suck it as Judy was sucking my cock, and if I could have, I would have.
God! This woman reeked of sex. Cy Roberts didn't deserve her.
I could see the rounded hillocks of her ass bouncing up and down in opposing rhythm to her head, and I knew I had to enjoy them. I wanted to suck her cunt and her ass, filled as both holes were with my own seed.
I grabbed her thigh and pulled her ass around toward me. At first she didn't understand, but went on gobbling my meat anyway. I pulled one knee over my head and brought it down on the other side, firmly placing the other knee on the opposite side.
Her pink cunt hovered deliciously above my face now, and merely looking at it made me lick my chops. With both hands I reached up and pulled her succulent pussy straight down. My tongue went straight as an arrow into her cream-filled hole. Understanding what I was doing, Judy spread her loins farther apart to facilitate the entry of my mouth. Though she'd had a headstart in her oral ministrations I was determined to try to catch up. I flicked my tongue in and out of her dribbling cunt with the speed of an adder, jazzing my long, slippery tongue far up into her delicious pussy. Drops of flavorful lubricant began coating my tongue instantly, and I sucked them deep into my throat. And in the meantime, my solid rod continued pumping in and out of Judy's working mouth.
In spite of my efforts to bring Judy to a fourth climax speedily, I shot first. I did my fucking goddamndest to hold back, but it was apparent I hadn't a chance. The cords in my thighs tightened and my ass arched upward as I poured it out. My foaming come frothed into Judy's hungering mouth. And though I spurted heavily, Judy's head continued bobbing with the resolve of a cocksucking pro. Let me tell you, I've been blown by the best professionals, but Judy's determination equaled the efforts of the best of them. Her cheeks bloated as they filled with the burning fluids, and I saw her throat muscles contract as she swallowed the testicular load of fluid. She gulped the liquid straight down her throat into her belly, savoring the enjoyable taste, her lips holding tightly to my shrinking prong. Her teeth chewed deeply into my flesh, but there was no pain. She bit, chewed, sucked, and drank, and when it was over and there wasn't another drop to be had, she reluctantly released my now-miniscule muscle and licked the remaining residue from around my inner thighs and balls. She had become so addicted to sperm she couldn't get enough no matter how much she drank.
I, meanwhile, in the paroxysmic throes of orgasmic ecstasy, pushed my face as deep into her foaming cunt as I could, devouring the gushing liquids within. Her flaming cunt had become a raging volcano beneath the insistent plungings of my working tongue. She was riding the crest of the wave of total fulfillment, clenching her teeth now and bracing herself for imminent inundation.
She shuddered, slammed her outer pussy lips hard against my teeth, and then unleashed gobs of spurting cunt juice. It poured down heavily, flooding into my waiting mouth. Little by little she sat back until her hairy muff rested full on my face beneath, and she bucked so hard as she continued coming she almost lost her balance. I had to grab her delightful ass with both hands to keep her seated, drinking in the waters of her delightful pussy. I drank the sex cocktail wholeheartedly, treating it like Old Smuggler (being careful not to spill a drop).
The perfume of her twat oil filled my nose, and I inhaled strongly, wallowing in the essence of her delightful scent. She shuddered back and forth on my face, letting my tongue swipe her juicing crack dry.
When it was over, Judy fell off me onto the bed, wanting to rest. But I knew this was no time for rest.



CHAPTER FIVE


The Roberts bathroom was large, with both a tub and a stall shower. Judy liked using the bathtub. Between the tub and the shower, against the far wall, was a double sink with plenty of space between the two basins.
At my instructions Judy set the radio where she normally put it, between the two basins, far away from the tub. The wall plug was above the right sink, right near the tub, which would have made it easy for Ignatz Randall to shove the radio into the tub without the plug being yanked out. This was especially true since Judy used an extension cord to purposely keep the radio far away from the tub.
Judy didn't understand what was going on, but she did as I instructed, and got into the bathtub, after filling it with suds. Before leaving my house, earlier, I had brought along a dummy extension cord. It was all insulation without inside wiring. It had taken more than a little doing to slide the wiring out without breaking the insulation, and then tape back the male plug. I substituted my dummy extension cord for the one Judy was using, keeping the other one handy.
Judy relaxed in the tub, listening to the music coming from a small portable radio I'd hidden inside a medicine cabinet near the other radio. She still couldn't understand what was happening, but she trusted me. I watched her play with the suds, letting them slide off her lovely, firm boobs, and she was even more desirable now. From where I was standing, in the shower, behind the heavy curtains, I was getting another erection.
It was almost twelve minutes after ten when I saw the bathroom door inch open. In the mirror above the sink across the room I saw Ignatz Randall's face. I had to hand it to him. The man moved quietly. He was wearing a blue suit and heavy gloves. Judy almost leaped from the tub she was so startled.
"Who are you?" she asked, genuinely afraid.
"I'm sorry," was all Randall said, and walking over to the sink, grabbed the radio and heaved it into the tub before it occurred to him it wasn't really playing.
Judy screamed and leaped up, holding Randall's attention just long enough for me to step from the shower and whack him over the head with my gun butt. He fell forward, stumbling into the tub, sloshing water all over the place as he fell.
Naked, with suds and water dripping from her delectable torso, Judy huddled against the wall, screaming, "He'll drown, he'll drown."
Throwing a bath towel around her, I dragged her into the bedroom and explained bow her husband had planned to have her killed by the man now suffocating in the bathtub. I told her she was to call the police and tell them how a man had broken into her house while she was taking a bath, and attempted to kill her by throwing the radio into the tub. He slipped and fell in, hitting his head.
"But why let him drown?" Judy asked, as I removed the dummy cord from the still-submerged radio. When I replaced the real extension cord and plugged it into the wall, there was a flash and the plug popped out.
"I can't explain," I told her, "but you keep on trusting me."
Hell! I had no intention of letting her know about the murder club. She'd spill to the cops, and eventually they'd learn I was the one who told her. And assuming, as I assumed, a man on the force was associated with the murder club, I'd be in for a lot of trouble.
Once I was certain Judy had phoned the police, I left. I had an appointment at the office of Dr. Joseph Carreba in Maplehurst.
I got to the office at ten forty-five. The door was open so I went in. The outer office had a desk, a chair, carpeting and a bunch of chairs for waiting patients. Only no patients were waiting, yet.
The mousey-looking redheaded nurse came out of the doctor's office in a spanking-white uniform, and staring at her perfectly round tits, I became horny all over again. Her freckled face wasn't beautiful, but it certainly wasn't ugly. But from the neck down, this chick was built. Oh man was she built.
"What can I do for you?" she asked.
"I'm from the Vance Insurance Company," I told her. "We have an application for a Mrs. Joan Randall, and I need medical information for my company. We'll pay the doctor's standard fee, of course."
"The doctor's not in, yet," she explained. "He'll be here in about an hour. If you'd care to leave the insurance form, I'll fill it out and mail it to you."
"Mrs. Randall wanted the insurance to take effect as quickly as possible," I muttered, smiling my best smile. "Could you look up her records now, while I'm here."
My smile was beginning to melt her cool exterior. "Well I don't know…" she began.
"Please," I requested, letting my hand brush her shoulder.
I could feel her shudder when my hand touched her. This was one hot chick, just ripe for a good screwing. In spite of my workout with Judy Roberts, I felt I had something left for the redhead.
"What's your name?" I asked, ushering her into the doctor's office and shutting the door.
"I'm Nicky," she replied, damn well knowing what I had in mind. And from the way she moved, there was no doubt she intended complying.
"My friends call me Will," I told her.
"Well Will, will you or won't you?" she asked, a timid smile crossing her lips.
"I will if you will," I answered, leaning down and kissing her.
"I want more than a simple roll in the hay," she murmured as our lips parted and her tongue licked my mouth.
"I don't think any kind of roll in the hay should be simple," was my reply.
"You didn't impress me as simple," she went on, unzipping her uniform and removing it. Underneath was a simple panty and bra covering her tight, neat body. I saw she was freckled all over.
She leaned forward and kissed me again, sucking my tongue in and rubbing it with hers, letting the velvet of it set me to burning. And I could tell she was becoming equally excited. The way her tongue swirled about in my mouth, teasing my inner cheeks and tantalizing my palate, I knew this was pure action. Her lips grabbed my tongue and began sucking on it the way I'd seen other women suck my burning cock.
I didn't waste any more time. Still kissing her and letting her suck delightfully on my tongue, I took off my clothes, once again careful to arrange them for quick dressing. She was kissing me with such concentration, she never noticed my automatic and holster when I tucked them under my clothes on a nearby chair.
Once I was undressed, I removed her bra and panty and made her stand back so I could get a really good look at her. Nicky was a real redhead. The flaming bush above her watery cunt let me know that.
I hoisted her onto the examining table and stood on the stool in front of her so she could better reach my already stiff prong. She fondled it, inflaming it all the more, then leaned down and kissed the already lubricating head. This was no shy dummy. She let her tongue rove over the purpling head, her saliva mixing with my natural juices. Mmmmm! Did she ever know how to lick.
Hoisting her up again, I turned her so she faced away from me, knees on the examining table, and got right on up there with her, feeling the silky smoothness of her flesh as it rubbed against my thighs, making my aching cock cream even more. I slipped my prong between her juicing thighs, letting the solid knob rub against her erecting clit. She began breathing heavily, and I knew this was one girl who knew how to come.
I wrapped one arm around her waist, reaching down and cupping her puffy cunt lips. She moaned involuntarily, and when I reached around with my forefinger I felt her extended clit come to life. She writhed and groaned, sighing as my finger began rubbing itself all over the man in the boat. She jerked and heaved, and so I let my middle finger slip into her flooding gash.
Now she became frenzied, spinning and wiggling her tight and lovely ass against me. I rubbed my finger deeper into her sloshing cunt, rubbing first one wall and then the other, feeling both her inner and outer labia squeezing the digit.
Now I began using my thumb as well as my forefinger on her extended center of pleasure. My fingers rolled the delightful clit between them, evoking evanescent groans of pure ecstasy. The vigorous fingering I gave it all but paralyzed her in that bent-over position, and it got to the point where her vocal chords tightened up and she could barely utter a sound. I could see the blood rushing to her face and neck as her thighs tightened and she began spasming then and there.
"Everything," I said, withdrawing my hand and spinning her onto her back, making her lie down with me hovering over her.
My straining cock was aching to bury itself in her nookie.
I raised her solid legs high in the air and let her full calves drape over my shoulders. Reaching down, I let my forefinger tickle the rim of her wrinkled asshole. When I tried pushing bard, she tightened her sphincter, resisting entry, and I knew she wasn't ready for anything in that area yet.
Returning my finger to her swollen labia, I parted them and ran my finger around the rim of her quim, soaking my finger in her seeping sauce. I let it slurp around until it was completely covered with her brimming grease, then rubbed both sides of my finger against the rosebud of her anus. I repeated my action a good five or six times until I felt her loosen the muscles of her ass cheeks. Little by little my finger slipped into her rectum, pushing past the tight sphincter ring, making a nice, slippery path. Now her ass channel was well oiled.
She was breathing more and more unevenly, waiting for me to ride my swollen prick into her gooey cunny, hoping I'd plough into her sexhole before trying the back entrance. I reached behind the thighs she had pressing against her torso and grabbed both round tits. What luscious tits they were; apple-shaped and topped with pink areolae and almost-red nipples.
My hardened cock, standing straight out from my body was pointing its smooth-knobbed head at the hair-fringed labia of her hungering pussy. I leaned forward and let my peckerhead slide right into her dewy slot. The girl was crazy for cock, which explained why she had been so easy to make.
She was writhing and breathing so hard she was almost spastic. Her legs wrapped themselves around my neck, pulling my head down. Her soft, hungry mouth clamped itself on mine, her tongue once more forcing its way into my mouth, touching every tooth, as if counting them.
Reaching underneath, I squeezed her perfectly round ass, and let my burning fuckpole slide a little deeper into her begging cunt. She was so hungry for my pole I suddenly felt her suck the prodding prong deeply into her, until her hair ring rubbed the root of my aching dong. My reaming rammer was as far up into her hotbox as it could go, and man, it felt terrific.
Pulling back, I eased my steaming cock out to the head, then slammed it forward, kissing her pussylips with my pelvis. The motion started another raging orgasm in the tunnel of her burning sex. I threw my pounding prick deeply into her hot hole and she began to go crazy, wriggling all over the examination table. The more she wriggled, the faster I fucked, and the faster my column crashed into her the more she loved it. I moved my prong in and out so quickly it actually felt as if smoke was erupting from her feminine volcano. I've heard of men being fucked to death, but this was the first time I felt a woman might end up that way.
She came, spasming wildly, digging her nails into my ass as her legs almost strangled me. Again and again she came, squirting all over my cock with her colorless fluids, showing no signs of easing up. She was in the realm of utter sensation, all generated by the pistoning of my plunging cock as it powered back and forth in her voracious vagina. She was a helpless eel, slithering back and forth on the end of my powering pecker, and she had lost complete control of her upthrusting body. As long as my cock continued to fuck into her, she would keep on bouncing.
I tugged my thrusting tool from her heated hole and it came out with a loud pop. Standing up, I stood beside the examining table and watched as she hungrily reached for my fuck spire. I yanked it out of her hand, flipped her over on her belly, letting her legs hang down the side of the table, pointing that juicy white freckled ass in my direction. No, not yet. I had to fuck that delightful cunt some more, so I aimed my probing prick for her hungering cunt and shoved the full length of it into her blistering chamber. The air whooshed out of her as my consummating cock filled every millimeter of space in her flesh hole. She was going ape, enjoying the overpowering delight of my rammer in her deep twat. I shoved it as deep as was humanly possible, reaming it around and around as I pressed against her rubbery ass, feeling the round cheeks rub against my thighs.
Now I began to move my pounding prick into her at top speed, plunging in and out with swift, deep, penetrating strokes, watching her match my plunges with her upthrust ass. She was going into a hypnotic trance over the way I was stuffing my pidookie into her engorged hole.
She began shuddering as yet another series of orgasms overtook her, and I still hadn't reached my first climax. She trembled and heaved her round ass straight up with each spasm, savoring the way her cuntwalls surrounded my horny meat.
"Let me rest," she finally begged, and I pulled my probing poker from her well-fucked cunt.
She turned over, half sitting up, her apple knockers looking so beautiful as they stood up and stared at me. Looking at my still-stiff stuffer, she wondered why I hadn't come.
"I need more stimulation," I told her.
"Never let it be said I sent a patient away with an untreated swelling," she said, smiling. "You lie on the table and I'll take care of you."
So I lay down on the table and immediately felt her burning tongue on my belly. She could have started higher and worked her way down, but she knew time was of the essence. The doctor would be there in about a half hour. We didn't have time to waste.
She licked my stomach, setting me all atingle, then worked her way down. At first I thought she was going to start sucking on my oil-coated cock, but she bypassed it, lifted my legs, and jammed her tongue straight into my ass.
Static thrills eeled their way through me, and as her tongue worked its way in and out, I thought I was ready to go crazy. Then she used her lips as well as her tongue, actually sucking on my anal regions, and I thought it was the end of the world. This gal was a great ass sucker.
Just when I thought my poor cock would batter itself to death, she stopped. My lance stood straight up in the air like an Eiffel Tower of flesh and blood.
Nicky wasted no time in mounting me, straddling my thighs, hovering over my enlarged schvance with her once-again-steaming trench. Squatting, she made certain my fuckpole was lined up with the deliciously soft entrance to her womanly channel, then she simply sat on it, her feet extending themselves to either side so that her ass slammed smack against my thighs. She wailed, feeling my probing prick penetrate her to the womb. My flaming cock was all but lost in the overheated pussy of the luscious nurse squatting on top of me.
"Move it, honey," I told her, feeling the way her cushioned cunt walls held my cock. Her hips began a circular motion, making my pylon feel as if it were wrapped in a blanket of ecstatic pleasure. She moved her creamy ass up and down with amazing rapidity, making certain every bit of the surface of my blood-filled pudendum was massaged and sucked.
Her fabulous fanny kept pounding, and her turbulent twat continued its leeching. I stared at the sight of this succulent woman as she bounced on my excruciatingly aching cock. Her fabulously round tits bounced up and down, but were so firm they never flapped. I reached up and massaged the cherry-red nipples, wanting to suck them into my mouth, hoping to chew on them and savor their flavor.
I could feel the inner walls of her crushing cunt tightening again. She was ready for another blowoff, and I could feel my own sperm starting to rise.
Now she gyrated wildly, almost spinning as she churned her firm hips against my hands. Each time she sat down she got another lunging stab from my swordlike cock, and the excitement in her continued mounting.
She began jumping up and down wildly, and once or twice my flailing cock slipped out of her hustling hole, but because it was so rigid, it had no trouble re-entering her pulsating center. And that delightful ass refused to stop churning, sending one rippling sensation after another into my stretched fuckpole. My upstanding probe shivered and shook until an overpowering peak was attained, and I began jetting spunk into her hungry cunt canyon.
My nuts ached like crazy as the wild spurts of jism shot into her waiting sheath, and now her ass moved like a machine, with short, rapid up and down strokes. She threw her burning box down with all her strength, steeling herself for her final orgasm I could see her vibrate as the sticky come from my body soaked the walls of her bouncing valley. She must have felt as much of a tingle surround her pussy as I felt inside my pounding prick.
I erupted again and again, thrilling to the feeling of the way her cunt clasped my still-rigid dong. And then she actually started shrieking, her thighs wide apart and her hands tugging at her loins. A load of lava was going into, instead of out of, her volcano. Her crazed cunt seemed to explode in a trillion directions at once as I continued spurting into her writhing box. And then, finally, it all subsided.
When it came to sex this chick was no dummy. She wanted more but realized it would have taken a good hour to raise another solid cane between my thighs, so she got off me, wiped the two of us clean with a moist towelette. Then we dressed. She had a smile on her mousey kisser now, and had lost all of her initial cool reserve.
"You should know," she told me, "that I normally don't behave quite this irrationally. But last night my boyfriend and I had sex and though he came, I didn't. I was going crazy for a climax. When you showed up, you were dripping with ability. Normally I might have been able to control myself. But because of what happened last night, I guess I…"
"Hey," I broke in, clipping my holster on under my jacket, attaching it to my belt. "Since when d'you have to apologize for a good time?"
"It's just that I don't want to foster the wrong impression."
"I have only one impression of you, honey, and believe me, it's a great one. Now, about that record of Mrs. Randall."
She went to the file cabinet, shuffled through the cards, and came out with the one marked Joan Randall. She let me glance at it, quickly. There was nothing in Joan Randall's record about a weak heart. A malingering odor was starting to form in the land of the Danes.
"How often does Joan Randall see the doctor?" I asked.
"According to her card she has a semi-annual checkup," Nicky replied, "and the last one was two months ago."
"According to these records she's in perfect health."
"She is," Nicky nodded, checking the record herself.
"No high blood pressure or a weak heart, right?"
"None of those," Nicky agreed, putting the record away.
"What's the doctor's fee?" I asked.
"For checking the record? You paid in advance," she smiled.
"You are a doll," I smiled back. "If you didn't have a steady boyfriend, I'd be back for social reasons."
"Don't let that stop you," she replied, writing her name and address on a piece of paper and handing it to me. "He works out of town and only comes in for the weekends."
"You'll be hearing from me," I reassured her, tucking her slip of paper into my wallet. And she would. Anyone who could fuck as well as she deserved a whole night of attention.
Leaving the doctor's office I noticed the good physician pulling up in his black Cadillac. When he got out, I saw he was skinny, of medium height, wore glasses, and had a long neck like a chicken.
I'd seen him somewhere before, but couldn't remember where until I'd gotten into my own Falcon and pulled away. And when I realized where I'd seen him, I was glad he hadn't been at his office when I'd arrived. Joseph Carreba was the man I'd seen last night conducting the meeting of the murder club in the hall of the Knights of Seabrook building.
This made things all the more puzzling. Did Carreba order Joan Randall fucked to death knowing her heart was sound?



CHAPTER SIX


Did Joan Randall have a weak heart? If so, why was Dr. Carreba hiding it in his files? Evidence of a heart attack would certainly show up should the woman die in the throes of an orgasm. Then the police would surely check with Carreba to see if he'd had any evidence of a pre-existing heart condition where she was concerned.
Doctors are only human, but when it comes to their records, they fake nothing. So if Dr. Carreba's records showed Joan Randall did not have a heart condition, I was willing to bet she didn't. Which meant there was no way Cy Roberts was going to fuck her to death. So why should Carreba even want him to try?
Instead of going to my office, I went home. I'd left the videotape equipment at the apartment and I wanted to look at everything again.
Setting the monitor on my side table near my reclining chair, I poured me a half tumbler of rum and coke, going heavy on the coke. Then I started the machine going and watched the action I'd already seen the previous day. It had been more fun watching it yesterday, with Debbie, but now I was able to concentrate on what was happening instead of getting all worked up.
Both participants had enjoyed themselves immensely, but it was Cy Roberts who was doing most of the work. If anyone was going to die of overwork it would be Roberts and not Joan Randall. But the only one to benefit from Roberts' death would be Judy Roberts, and then only if Cy Roberts left a large amount of insurance. Otherwise it was she who had the money, not he. But if Judy wanted Cy to fuck himself to death, she would never hired me to get divorce evidence. Once divorced, he'd probably change the beneficiary of any insurance policy he might have. Besides, Judy Roberts had enough money of her own. She didn't need anything Cy might leave her.
I phoned Judy Roberts. She was still home. The police had just left, and though she was still a bit shaken by the day's events, she told me she had stuck to the story I had given her. I was in no way connected to what had happened at her home.
I asked her if she knew anything about a will of her husband. She told me he'd only recently made one out dividing his estate equally between herself and his former wife, Raquel.
"What about his insurance?" I asked.
"He only has one policy, for a quarter of a million dollars," she admitted, "but he took it out while still married to his former wife. Part of the divorce settlement was for her to pay the premiums on the policy and keep it going, so if anything happened to Cy before she remarried, she'd collect the insurance in place of the alimony he was paying her."
I thanked her for the info and hung up. Cy Roberts was not the most popular guy in the world. Two wives, one of whom had already divorced him, and the other about to do likewise.
Point: Cy Roberts had a $250,000 insurance policy with Raquel Roberts as his sole beneficiary.
Point: In order for Raquel to collect, Cy had to die before she remarried. And I was willing to bet she was still single.
Point: Cy had married a wealthy young lady. Had she died before he passed on, all her money would be his in addition to his insurance policy.
Point: Cy Roberts had a will equally dividing everything between his two wives. But if Wife #2 predeceased him, everything, insurance money, plus his entire estate (also consisting of the money left by a dead Judy) would go to Wife #1, Raquel Roberts.
Conclusion: Although Judy Roberts had been the intended victim of Ignatz Randall, Cy Roberts and not Joan Randall would be the one to eventually kick off, making Raquel Roberts a very wealthy woman. In order for Raquel Roberts to acquire her wealth, she'd have to have someone convince Cy Roberts to join the murder club, making him think he was the eventual assassin instead of the intended victim. There were no women in the club so Raquel Roberts couldn't have introduced Cy Roberts to the club herself. A man had to do it. And that man wasn't one to settle for the mere fifty G's the club would receive from either Roberts or, in reality, Raquel Roberts. Whoever introduced Cy Roberts to the murder club would go for all the marbles by eventually marrying Raquel Roberts, but only after Cy Roberts had been rubbed out, or to be more precise fucked out.
My chintzy-sounding doorbell rang. Looking through the one way mirror embedded in the door, I was surprised to see two good-looking chicks standing outside. Both were dressed immaculately, in brief mini-dresses.
I opened the door and saw the two chicks were alone. On closer inspection I noticed neither one was overly beautiful, but both had nice bodies. I invited them in, shutting the door behind them and explaining this was where I lived and not where I worked.
"We know that," the taller of the two stated as they both sat on my sofa. "We're not here to hire you. As a matter of fact we came here at the request of someone who wishes to remain unknown. He apologizes for the rough way two of his men spoke with you last night and says he holds no hard feelings for the way you handled them."
"I'm glad," I nodded, feeling a bit wary.
"He wants to know if there is anything Ruth and I can do to make you consider not taking a case for a Mrs. Roberts."
Normally I'd have tossed both broads out on their keesters, but my employment by Judy Roberts was over, so I could promise all sorts of things now, if only to get the goodies about to be offered. I mean, where my clients are concerned I'm very careful, but otherwise I'm totally unscrupulous. Besides, these chicks, sexy as they were, weren't hookers. This meant they weren't being merely used by someone for money, but were probably well aware of the name of their employer. But just because they weren't prostitutes didn't mean they weren't about to offer me the same thing a whore offers. And by now my batteries were almost completely recharged.
"What's your name?" I asked.
"Cassandra Lamb," she replied. "My friends call me Lambie-Pie."
Lambie-Pie was all of five feet three inches tall. She had a set of cannon shells demanding one stare at them, and stare I did. Her waist was thin, and she had a fiat belly, with almost no hips. Her thighs were thin and her legs were very skinny, but oh those knockers.
"And you?" I said to the other girl.
"I'm Ruth Bennet," she told me.
"No nicknames?"
"Not unless you consider Ruthie a nickname."
Ruth was shorter than Lambie-Pie by two inches. She had light, short, upswept blond hair, as opposed to Lambie's long, dark blond tresses. Where Lambie had a large nose and even larger teeth (all even and white), Ruth had a tiny nose, and small teeth. Lambie had a strong chin, and Ruth's receded. Ruth's figure was more in proportion than Lambie's. Ruth had ordinary-sized boobs, held firmly in place by a tight bra, while Lambie's monstrous jugs jiggled as she walked. Ruth's waist was a little fuller than Lambie's, but she had heftier, nicer thighs and legs.
Someone wanted me away from them, and wanted it bad. That someone was unaware I was finished with Judy Roberts, and had first tried convincing me to drop the case using a stick (the two men who had visited me last night). Now they were trying a couple of carrots. Either way, I was being treated like a jackass. I didn't like it. So I decided I'd pump these broads in more ways than one.
"What are you girls drinking?" I asked.
"You're accepting the offer?" Lambie-Pie asked.
"I guarantee not to go to work for Mrs. Roberts for as long as you wish," I answered. "Now, how about those drinks?"
"Why waste good liquor," Ruth said, standing up. "Let's do what we came here to do."
Both girls disrobed, tossing their clothing carelessly about the room. I tucked my gun away where they wouldn't find it, then stripped down, too.
Lambie-Pie had the big fits, all right. They stood straight out, sagging solely from their weight and size, though her tit muscles were still strong and pulled as best they could. But it was Ruth's body that caught my eye. Her smaller, firmer, rounder fruit-like breasts were a delight to the eye, so plump and ripe. Her nipples were large for her breasts, with equally large pink areolae looking like splashes of syrup against two white hills. She had a round, soft belly with a winking navel, and light blond tendrils of hair rose from her smooth, flat pussylips. Drops of colorless juice were already inching their way down her thighs.
Lambie's mountainous paps swayed as she walked, and she knew the way they moved from side to side had a hypnotic effect on anyone staring. Her belly was flat and her navel was much larger than Ruth's, as if someone had already reamed it out with a cock.
"I want to take a bath," Ruth told me. "I feel like having something wet inside me."
"Hell!" I exclaimed. "You sure don't need a bath for that."
I kneeled in front of her and kissed her moisture-laden pussy, then let my tongue wander up her belly. As I reached up and began sucking on her sweet tits, she used her toes to tickle my balls.
I grabbed her round ass cheeks in both hands and pulled her blond muff against my face, stabbing my tongue deep into her dew-filled honeypot. I lapped at the two creamy pink outer labia, and felt a bit of a surprise as Lambie kneeled behind me and pressed her face to my butt. I could feel her snaking tongue leap into my ass crack, sending a hundred thousand volts of electricity into me as it moved up and down in a gentle rhythm, making my own tongue, buried deep in Ruth's honeysuckle cunt, keep the beat she was setting.
Lambie pulled the pillows and spread off my bed (I'm neat.. I make my bed every morning) and the three of us got up and went to the bed. I noticed the girls had lesbianic tendencies as well as the urge for cock, because once they got on the bed, Lambie wasted no time in keeping Ruth hot by kissing her neck and running her fingers up and down Ruth's well-constructed thighs. And Ruth was fondling the silky flesh of Lambie's ass. When I came over, Ruth remained on her back while Lambie moved up, fondling Ruth's firm tits and letting me delve between the light blonde's wide open thighs. Lambie swallowed Ruth's berry-like nipples again and again while my tongue described oval paths in the center of Ruth's flushed cunt. As I lapped, I could feel Lambie's fingers massaging Ruth's swelling clit until it was large enough for me to take between my lips and lash with my frenzied tongue. This made Ruth writhe in ecstatic passion as one of Lambie's fingers sank into her golden muff, just below where my tongue was still furiously thrashing her clitoris. Lambie pushed the forefinger of her other hand into the tight, squeezing hole of Ruth's delectable ass. Both girls smelled of perfume and soap, so I had no qualms about mouthing them.
"This isn't right," Ruth muttered, sitting up. "We came here to work on Mr. Fokker. I can always come later. Right now you get on your back," she told me, pushing my face away from her glorious fuckhole.
I lay back, feeling Lambie run her hands lightly over my body, sending all kinds of wild currents through me. She ran her hands over my chest again and again, sending icy chills up and down my spine.
"Doesn't it look beautiful?" Ruth asked of Lambie, holding my upstanding cock, letting her thumb smear the drops of lubricious ointment my horny rod was oozing, into the soft skin surrounding the hardened poker.
"Kiss it," Lambie said, and Ruth leaned forward, saying, "I'm going to lick it clean. I'm going to keep on licking it until no more fluid seeps from that sweet little hole."
And suddenly Ruth was licking away furiously, her tongue making swift lines up and down my prong as her hands cupped my tender, aching balls, caressing my nuts as if they were the most delicate and precious things in all the world. Her heart, soul, and mouth were in it as her fingers scraped lightly across the wrinkles of my nut sack, as if counting them.
"Ruth just loves cocksucking," Lambie explained, kissing my mouth and plunging her fiery tongue into my mouth to scorch my palate and gums. I could feel her pillow-like mountains now under my head and would have tried grabbing one of her long, brown nipples had Ruth not suddenly swallowed my erect rod, right down to the hairy root. Her pulsating lips twitched as they sucked their way down, her teeth chewing with just enough force to drive me bananas. Though her mouth was shaped to the roundness of my heated cock, her eyes smiled and danced merrily, knowing she was thrilling me. Her throat was emitting purring sounds, sending all kinds of static tingles through my wavering wand.
Ruth lifted her head for a moment, taking her tantalizing lips from my cock, and murmured, "Lambie, he has such a delicious cock. Wait till you taste it. My God! It's really great."
"Knock off the talking and get back to sucking," I told her, grabbing her by the hair and ramming her head back down onto my throbbing dong.
She took the full length of my blistering cock right down into her soft throat, opening her pharynx. I could feel the soft pulpy flesh crush around my hardened glans.
"He's fucking your mouth," Lambie muttered to Ruth.
"Mmmmmm," was all Ruth could reply as her slick tongue twisted around my fleshpole.
I looked at Ruth and saw her eyes pleading with me to fuck harder as the heat built up in her suckling mouth. She was begging me to fire my come down her throat. I wondered if I'd have anything left for either of their cunts afterward, but Lambie's electrifying fingers convinced me I would. Still it would take awhile.
Ruth pulled me over on my side, making me extend one leg so she could lay her head on my thigh as I continued ramming my fervid prick into her torrid mouth. She sucked and slurped loudly, enjoying every moment of the reaming her lips, tongue and palate were receiving.
Lambie, meanwhile, now getting all hot and bothered herself, began kissing my face, working from my forehead down, stretching her own body away from me, but letting it inch its way down as her mouth kept working on my lips, and then my chest. She had an icepick for a tongue, and kept stabbing away at me with it, making me buck all the more, thrusting my churning hips forward until I crammed every inch of heated cock into Ruth's working mouth.
Lambie's mammoth mammaries were now at face level, and I began sucking on her gigantic tits, chewing on the prune-like nipples, biting them hard, and arousing her all the more. I reached up with my hands and felt her ass wriggling. So I slipped my fingers between her delightfully soft cheeks, probing her crack for her asshole. When I found it, I toyed with the opening for a few moments, and then rammed a forefinger past the tight sphincter. She jerked, shoving those delicious tit-bits against my face, and with my lips I managed to snag first one nipple, and then the other, gripping the both of them together on opposite sides of my mouth. Her bulbous paps surrounded me, pressing against my face, but was it ever fantastic.
Meanwhile Ruth had found my asshole with her finger, and she began plunging it in. My pounding prick slipped out of her mouth long enough for her to giggle and say, "I'm fucking your ass with my finger, Fokker." And then her gobbling lips surrounded my knob and pushed straight down, sucking in the whole piece of long meat as her finger rubbed back and forth in my rectum, urging me to try and ram my fucking flail into her belly right through her throat.
Now burning hot, Lambie pulled away from me, reversed her position, and slipped a thigh under my head, much the way Ruth's head was resting on my thigh. Then she pushed her torrid twat against my mouth. I felt the hair surround my face as my tongue pushed past the twin doors of her steaming pussy, probing into the exact center of her sexhole. I sucked on her extended man in the boat, waiting until the flesh nub was big enough to chew on, and then bit down. She was so hot, she actually came then and there, her twat juice splashing into my face. I drank it all in, savoring the delectable flavor, squeezing her ass the whole time.
Ruth had moved her head a little, withdrawing her finger and replacing it with her tongue in my itching asshole. A hundred thousand tiny pleasure knives seemed to stab me each time her expert tongue flicked into my rectum. Christ! What a tongue she had.
Lambie tried pulling away as I continued my avid sucking of her oversensitive clit. It tasted so damn good, I couldn't get enough of it, and even though she pulled my hair until I thought she'd yank it out, I kept on munching. And she kept on bucking, flinging her far-out muff against my face, rubbing her split all over my chin.
Ruth was back to sucking on my cream column. I levered the pulsating prick into and out of her mouth with strong, jackknifing strokes as her delicate fingers stroked my swollen balls. As Lambie closed her thighs around my head, I felt the spunk start to climb the length of my thrusting cock. It made me suck that greasy pussy all the harder, and Lambie shook that much more as I chewed and sucked, and speared my tongue deep into her glowing cunthole. Quim juice continued spilling out all over my face, washing my eyes nose and chin, as well as my cheeks.
Ruth's tongue was spiraling down my crazed cock, teasing the trickling sperm within into boiling up and out so she could drink it. I moved like a speeded-up jackhammer, stuffing cockflesh down her throat again and again. And my movements were reacted so that Lambie felt my tongue spearing into her pussy with the same wild beat my churning cock was stabbing into Ruth's absolutely fantastic mouth. The two women shuddered and shook as the first spasm of my climax overtook me with overpowering proportions and I exploded, filling Ruth's mouth with boiling syrup.
Ruth's lips were pulsating leeches, vacuuming the liquid seed I spilled so that no drops fell on me or my bed. Her thirsting mouth drank greedily of the libation I poured into it, seeking even more than I could offer. Had I not been used so completely by Judy Roberts, Nicky, and Debbie in the past twenty-four hours, I'd have had jet-streams with which to fill her yearning throat. As it was, I splashed a relatively liberal amount against the back of her throat, feeling it tighten around the smooth, rubbery head of my spurting cock.
When she was certain I'd surrendered my last seedling, Ruth finally released my shriveled organ and said to Lambie, "It's my turn to come."
Lambie unwrapped her thighs from around my head and made me lay flat, using her electric fingers to massage my relaxed body. Her tingling fingers ran across my stomach, teasing the navel for an instant, and then began to surround my used pecker. Slowly my stalk began to enlarge again, as her titillating digits statically tingled my skinflute and the oversensitive sac beneath.
When the girls decided I was hard enough, Ruth squatted above my bloodengorged flesh drill, and slowly began sinking. It probed into her feminine well, touching all sides at once, filling Ruth with as much pleasure as she felt cock.
Ruth's slender thighs were widespread, and I could see the puff of blond hair above her cock-filled hole as it mingled with my own dark-brown mat. Her flushed tunnel was so in need of my flesh-shaft, it made squealing sodden sounds as Ruth began riding it. Sopping, sucking noises filled the air as Ruth elevated her body to the top of my flagpole, then slowly returned to rest on my pelvis and mingle our different colored pubic hairs. She had a nice, tight moisture-filled cunt, and the moisture covered her entire interior, oiling the way for my frictioning pecker.
I watched Ruth's belly muscles tighten, pull in, and ripple as she rode me. Her eyes were shut fight, savoring every instant of the thrills rasping through her solid body. She shuddered, shaken to the very foundations of her interior, and the tremors passed themselves through my quivering wand to me.
Lambie-Pie, all hot and bothered from being stopped in the middle of traveling toward her second orgasm, now straddled my face, looking at Ruth, using those electric fingers to massage Ruth's berrylike nipples. The way the two girls were leaning toward one another, it wasn't difficult to guess they were kissing, rubbing their tits against each other. I reached up and felt Lambie's heavy tits first, the huge nipples slipping between my fingers. I kept moving my hands up until I could feel Ruth's nipples, and then massaged the two sets lustily while pounding my crotch up at Ruth's steaming groin.
Lambie rode her fiery slit back and forth on my face, feeling both my nose and my tongue move within the confines of her trench. I let my slippery tongue slither back and forth, tantalizing the soft, oozing inner labia, and then I felt her move her body so that her extended clitoris slipped between my lips. I pulled at that nub of flesh, rubbing my tongue hard against its tiny button-like head; a head which in so many ways resembled the glans on a penis, but in a much smaller size, and without a seeping hole. I teased it, pulling on it with my lips, using my teeth to electrify her as her fingers had charged me, and I felt her tremble with delight. She squirmed around, making certain her passion nub remained locked between my working lips, and I could hear her moaning, "Ohhhhhhh, do it; baby, do it, do it, do it. For Lambie-Pie, do it."
And I did it, feeling the smooth roundness of her clit head grow so that I could actually taste the tiny shaft of flesh below it. I sucked on it much the same way Ruth had sucked on my own powering prong earlier, only I had less than a half inch of leeway, while Ruth had been able to make a trombone slide of my entire six and a quarter inches.
As I tongued and sucked on Lambie's thrill-shaft, I felt Ruth continuing to move up and down along the rigidity of my purple-headed cuntfucker. My pistoning prong seared through her soft, wet membranes as if poking through the meat of a soft melon. It wormed its way around as Ruth moved her luscious hips in a circular way, and I could feel Ruth's thighs starting to tighten. She was closing in on her climax. I could feel the way her arms tightened around Lambie, pulling her even closer, the two sets of tits being squashed hard against one another.
I could feel more than a few sensations myself. My prodding prick pushed fervidly into her volcanic cunt, seeking to extend itself way up into her soft belly. I thought my flailing cock might actually telescope its way into her womb and spurt what little seed I had left right up against the wall where an egg might already be waiting, hoping to be fertilized.
The three of us pumped wildly; I continuing to ram my bloated cock into the furnace of Ruth's blistering cunt, Ruth jamming her torrid sheath down around my thrusting fuck-sword, and Lambie scraping her sopping slot across the bottom of my face as my tongue and teeth did wonderful things to her peasized meaty clit.
Then my cock began to tingle as if the sodden pussy into which I was thrusting was actually a light socket. All kinds of sparks ran through me. In spite of all my orgasms, my balls now felt filled with boiling liquid wax, and though I knew I wouldn't spurt nearly as much as I thought I felt, the sensation would be terrific.
Reaching up, I grabbed the two sides of Lambie's ass, holding her split tight against my hungering mouth, chewing almost viciously on her swollen clit, and then I felt Ruth's thighs tighten around my body as she stiffened, crushing Lambie's body tightly against hers. I could hear her crying, even though Lambie's thighs covered my ears, and I slurped again on Lambie's extension. The two girls came at once, squashing themselves one against the other. And in the middle of it all, my thumping prick, hammering up into Ruth's slot, suddenly surrendered its contents, firing the white streams of life-giving liquid straight into Ruth's cervix.
Both girls felt the need to relax after that, and I didn't have the strength to disagree. But as we lay there, I decided to ply them with a bit of liquor and see if I could make one of them talk.
Getting up, I went to my liquor cabinet and took out a bottle of Chivas Regal. When the girls saw it was good stuff, both were willing to partake. And to sweeten it a bit, I dropped a bit of sperm into each glass, careful not to dunk my cockhead into the alcohol. The last thing I needed was Scotch burning my mucous membranes.
In less than an hour the two girls had knocked off the entire quart between them. And when Lambie expressed a need to "powder her nose," leaving the room, I started becoming friendly with Ruth. It turned out she knew the man who had hired them. She and her mother had been good friends with him and his mother. And normally she didn't let men hire her body, but because he was such a good friend and because he had paid her a thousand dollars in advance with the promise of another thousand if she succeeded, she had acquiesced. He was a smart lawyer by the name of Kalman Albert. And I was willing to bet Albert was the attorney for every member of the murder club, which was how he was able to find suitable candidates. He had been the only person not present at the meeting the previous evening. I knew, because Kalman Albert had his face in the papers from time to time, with his grubby-looking beard. And there wasn't a bearded person at the meeting. And he was friendly with all the wheels on the Seabrook Police Force.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Once the girls were reassured I'd keep my promise and not go to work for Judy Roberts, they left. I also promised Ruth I wouldn't let anyone know she'd told me about Kalman Albert. And since she wanted to collect that extra grand from him, she wasn't gonna let him know she'd mentioned his name to me.
Logic dictated I forget about Albert and his murder club. I had been paid off by Judy Roberts. I had stopped the man who had tried to kill her while keeping my own name clean. But I wasn't always a logical guy. I mean, Cy Roberts would probably ask to have some other member of the club knock off his wife. Whether or not he would attempt to rub out Joan Randall by trying to fuck her to death was a moot point. He wouldn't be able to do it, even though he didn't realize it.
That brought up a few more interesting questions. For instance, why would the murder club convince Roberts to try fucking Joan Randall to death knowing it couldn't be done? Hell, I'd been over this ground before. The way I saw it, Judy Roberts would still have to meet with an "accident" so Cy Roberts could inherit her money. Then Cy would be conveniently removed, probably by the unsuspecting Joan Randall who would eventually give him a heart attack, and then all the money would go to Raquel Roberts. Ergo, someone had to have a heavy interest in Raquel Roberts, and it would be up to me to find out who that person was. But I'd have to do it without word getting back to Kalman Albert, who had used Cassandra Lamb and Ruth Bennet to convince me not to work for Judy Roberts. Well, hell! I wasn't working for Judy Roberts. From here on in I was working for myself, protecting my integrity. I mean, I knew Judy Roberts was still slated for deadsville. So it was up to me to make sure she didn't get there.
All the village buildings and departments were closed, what with it being Saturday. So any info I dug up on Albert would have to be from my own stoolie sources.
My pet source of information was eating lunch in the same joint where I'd had a hamburger the previous day. He was slopping some kind of greasy soup down his throat with loud zzzips. For ten bucks, Andy Durslag, a little bald old man of seventy-nine told me what I wanted to know.
Kalman Albert was squiring Raquel Roberts all over New York City and Long Island. He wasn't being too open about it so the newspaper society columns hadn't known about it, but it was no secret Albert, himself single, was looking for a wealthy hook-up. Durslag couldn't understand why Albert had picked on Raquel Roberts. She was far from wealthy. But I knew why.
"Hey," the old man said before I could ponder anything more. "Y'oughtta know Albert has the hots for another broad, as well. She's got even less dough than the Roberts woman. Not only that, but she's always cold concerning cock. Yet Albert is nuts about the broad. Almost all the loot he earns he spend to keep her happy."
"Yeah? Who is she, Andy?"
"Moira Evergrad, sister of our village's chief of police, Mitch Evergrad."
There was the cop connection I was sure existed. Mitch Evergrad, the big cop in Elton, was the brother of Moira Evergrad, for whom Kalman Albert had the hots. Evergrad probably had one or two of the Seabrook cops in his hip pocket. If anyone'd know it would be Andy Durslag.
"Evergrad chummy with any of the Seabrook cops?" I asked.
"He helped two hothead punks on the Seabrook force keep their badges once. Otherwise they'd have been kicked off for sure. Lessee, one was Tom Roina, and the other was Paul Guida. They owe him, and he never let's 'em forget. Anytime he needs a little roughing up to be done, rather than use any of the boys on his own force, he calls in Guida and Roina. They're the nastiest sons of bitches on all of Long Island."
"Thanks, Andy," I said, giving him another ten.
"For you, and twenty bucks, anytime, Fokker. You're straight. Here's a free word of advice. Stay away from those guys. They not only play rough, but for keeps. Any time Evergrad doesn't like someone hard enough, that someone always disappears."
"I dig. See you around, old man."
I left Durslag and I was feeling more than a little uncomfortable. Judy Roberts would definitely be rubbed out, and if I attempted to interfere in any way, Kalman Albert would tell Mitch Evergrad to see to it I didn't interfere in anything again. The chief pig would send his two Seabrook goons after me. So either I stepped aside and let Judy Roberts be erased, or I pulled Chief Ever-grad's fangs, then put him in a compromising position where he wouldn't be able to do a goddman thing for Albert.
All this had to be done before Monday, when the murder club had its next meeting. Because once I had Evergrad sewn up, and I exposed the murder club, Evergrad would want the credit for opening the worm can himself. I mean, if I left Evergrad no chance for keeping his own skin clean, he'd behave like a cornered tiger. He had to come out of this smelling like a rose, even if it meant arresting Kalman Albert, his sister's future husband.
The way I had it figured, once Joan Roberts was knocked off and everything went to Cy Roberts, he would be the next victim. Once Raquel Roberts inherited all that loot, Kalman Albert would marry her and she would meet with a convenient accident. Then, after a reasonable mourning period, Albert would marry Moira Evergrad, and along with her brother Mitch they would all live happily ever after on all that money. Evergrad, having no need for the murder club any longer, would normally have its members quietly removed, probably by Roina and Guida.
My first step had to be to render the two rogue cops harmless. Scum like Roina and Guida gave the police a really bad name, and the police didn't need the kind of publicity they would generate. Since cop-killing, even rogue cop-killing is frowned upon by all kinds of law enforcement officers, I had to find a way to discredit both men, and in a hurry. I figured my best bet in this case would be Debbie. And I was willing to bet she could handle both by herself.
It being Saturday, Ronnie Byrd wasn't behind the desk at the Elton Hotel. Instead, the weekend man, Drew Farker was there. He and I used to kid around about our last names. He was Farker and I was Fokker.
Farker was about five feet ten, with an almost blond, wispy mustache. He liked his beer, and I never ceased to marvel that such a suds guzzler could stay so thin. He had a quart bottle of Schaefer with him, and he was sipping from it when I walked in.
"Ira babe," he greeted. "How's the boy?"
"Just great, Drew, just great. Debbie upstairs?"
"She's still asleep. Had a heavy night last night."
"I have some additional business for her. I don't think she'll mind if I wake her."
"Isn't it kinda early in the day for that sorta thing?"
"It's never too early, Drew baby."
I climbed the stairs and found Debbie's room on the second floor. She never kept the door locked. A thief would have been able to pick the lock. A cop would have broken the door down. And anyone else meant extra business. She'd never turn away business. True, she locked the door while "working," but she never let work interfere with a good night's sleep. She was one chick who slept alone, when she finally went to sleep.
Opening the door, I could tell Debbie'd had one helluva busy night. The smell of sex was still heavy in the air because she'd kept her windows closed. Not even the tiny air conditioner could remove the stale odor of sweat, semen and dried pussy juice permeating the atmosphere of the room. Debbie was nakedly sprawled on her bed with the covers flung off to the side. Despite the light sheen of perspiration it was obvious she had showered before going to bed. Her body was fastidiously clean.
I woke her gently, and she smiled, seeing me.
"Hi," she greeted. "Y'mean I was so good yesterday you've come back f'more?"
"This time I've come to throw business your way," I told her. "D'you mind working on a couple of cops?"
"Hell, Fokker, I can't make money from cops. Evergrad gets part of my pay as it is. In order to stay in business, I have to put out for all the Elton cops for free."
"These aren't Elton cops. They work in Seabrook. They're chummy with Evergrad, and they'll probably figure on using you for nothing. But I have a feeling they're gonna pay and pay and pay."
"You've always been good to me," she smiled. "A lot of other guys have used me and then called me all kinds of names afterward, Evergrad included. Not you. You've always treated me like a lady.
"You are a lady, Debbie. As far as I'm concerned there's nothing dishonest about the way you earn your living. You give value for the money."
"Want to set your videotape equipment up in here?" she asked.
"Use the same room I had set up yesterday. No use letting those two prigs know which room is really yours."
"So how do we get them to come here?" she asked.
"Simple," I replied, and outline my plan to her.
"From what you tell me they're both sadists," she replied when I'd finished talking.
"Yeah, but you're a source of income to Evergrad, so they can't afford to hurt you. Once they bring you back here and take you to the other room, they'll realize they're in Elton territory, where Mitch Evergrad collects from everyone."
"Okay," she finally agreed.
"And when I show 'em the pictures, letting 'em know there's a copy of the tape being sent to the D.A.'s office, especially if I don't phone a certain person every hour, they'll shell out everything in their pockets to you before taking off for parts unknown."
"You are a devious bastard, aren't you," she smiled.
"When dealing with scum like these boys, I have to be."
"What time?" she asked.
"When it's dark, say about nine o'clock. These guys always take a night shift. That's when they can get away with beating up all the so-called criminals they apprehend. They jockey a squad car together. I'll find out what routes they cover. Get some sleep. I'll pick you up here at about nine.
"Okay," she yawned, and turning over, went back to sleep.
I left as quietly as possible. It was time for lunch. Then I'd rest to build my strength for the oncoming night.



CHAPTER EIGHT


At nine P.M. on the button I picked up Debbie at the Elton and we drove to Seabrook. A little loot scattered in the right places had given me the route Roino and Guida took every night out on patrol. It was Saturday night, which, as far as they were concerned, was payoff night. They stopped in at the topless bars, the porno movie houses, and the nude magazine shops to collect their weekly rakeoffs.
I took Debbie to Krakow Street, a long, dark series of blocks where the streetlamps were always being put out by kids practicing with their slingshots. The houses were middle income, and were on Roino's and Guida's heat. Debbie had put on a torn blouse and ripped mini-skirt, mutilated by one of her overeager patrons. She hadn't had a chance to throw it out, yet. Her hair was mussed, and she'd brought along a pair of glasses with broken lenses.
I'd selected the spot with great care, because I wanted to make sure nothing happened to Debbie until she was picked up by the two cops. Although most of the houses had lights on, one didn't, and I parked my car in that house's driveway, thus able to keep my eye on her. She was sitting on the sidewalk now, a quarter of a block away, just waiting for the headlights of the patrol car.
We saw other cars approach, and each time Debbie hid behind a nearby shrub on the corner of an expansive lawn. But then we saw the patrol car. We knew it was the patrol car because it moved very slowly as it came down the block. Debbie yelled to them, waving her hand, drawing their attention. I saw the car pull over and both men get out. With their flashlights they looked her over and then helped her to their car. One of them flashed his light around the area before getting in, but seeing no one, entered the car and shut the door behind him. I noticed they sandwiched Debbie between them rather than put her in the back of the car. Good sign. I also noticed one of them calling in to report.
I waited until the car was gone, then hurried back to the Elton as fast as my Falcon could go. If they behaved like decent policemen, they'd take Debbie to the station house and my whole plan would blow up. But if, as I suspected, they behaved like motherfuckers, they would bring Debbie straight back to the Elton after completing their collections. The call-in would be to cover themselves for the couple of hours they expected to be busy with Debbie. After all, according to their twisted reasoning, she'd already been abused, so if they abused her a bit more, they'd be in the clear. As long as they didn't permanently ruin her everything would be fine. By now, they knew she was a moneymaker for Mitch Evergrad, and he would have no objection to their tearing off a free piece as long as the merchandise remained intact.
Sure enough, fifteen minutes after I'd settled myself in the room Debbie and I had used the previous day, the two cops and Debbie entered the next room. I saw them on my monitor screen. It never once occurred to either that the room might be bugged. Both men were in a hurry and began stripping down. Paul Guida had straight hair covering his ears and was clean-shaven. Both he and Roino were slender, with muscular bodies. They kept in shape by brutalizing everyone they'd ever arrested. Roino had a waxed mustache attempting to cover up his large nose.
"I thought you men were supposed to help me," Debbie whimpered.
Roino smacked her, though not too hard. He said, "We gotcha back here all right, didn't we? Stop complainin'. So some guy copped a fast fuck. You're all right. Hell! Anyone livin' in this dump has gotta be a whore, so why're you complainin' about a screwin'?"
"Maybe 'cause she didn't get paid," Guida chimed in. "You know these pay-for-play cunts. They always cry when someone grabs one for nothin'."
"Well we earned ours," Roino pointed out. "We helped pick you up offa the streets, and we didn't arrest you for soliciting. So now you gotta pay us."
Reaching out, he ripped what was left of Debbie's clothes off, removing her broken eyeglasses and tossing them across the room.
Guida grabbed Debbie by her shoulder, spun her around, then reached out and grabbed the twin peaks of her huge tits. He grabbed the button-shaped nipples, so round and brown, and rubbed them between his fingers until they elongated, then he leaned forward and sucked one tit deep into his mouth while his hand continued squeezing her other nipple.
Roino came around from the other side and kissed Debbie, hard. I could see her jabbing her pink tongue into his open mouth to keep him from stabbing her mouth with his. It was deep in his mouth, its tip counting each of his teeth and running between his molars. She washed his gums and examined the insides of his cheeks, and Roina was going crazy.
Guida sucked her magnificent orbs one at a time, re]axed and knowing he would get his soon enough. Hell! Roina had made a point of letting her know they were aware of her profession, and now both expected the very best she had to offer.
I watched the two of them, and curiously my emotions were completely detached. I should have felt hot all over, but knowing the kind of animals I had sicked on Debbie kept me cool.
Roina was all hung up on kissing her, trying to poke his tongue into her mouth, keeping his lips glued to hers. The pressure of his mouth was rubbing Debbie's lips raw, and I could see her straining to use her tongue tip to search out the roof of his mouth, wondering if there was a hot spot up there. Hell! If anyone could find it, it would be Debbie. She was the best pro I'd ever known.
The three bodies crashed to the bed with Debbie underneath and the two men on top of her. Roina's mouth remained mucilaged to Debbie's, while Guida continued sucking her mountainous breasts with their soft, chocolate-tipped nipples extending into his wolfish mouth.
I watched Debbie squirm under their hungry sucking. She was one helluva girl and knew how to make the best of any situation. She was actually enjoying the way Guida chewed on her rubbery nipple points.
Guida's hands were squeezing her flesh, and black and blue bruises would soon appear, although not too heavily. Even in the throes of passion Guida knew the woman had to remain serviceable or Mitch Evergrad would throw a shit fit.
Roina tore his mouth from Debbie's sucking lips and asked, "You fuck for anyone else today other than the bum who raped you?"
"No," Debbie replied.
"He come inside you?"
"He didn't get the chance," Debbie told him. "He saw your headlights and ran."
"Good thing," Guida said. "Your pussy douched?"
"I… just before I left, early this evening," she nodded.
"Okay. Then we can all have a ball."
Guida began kissing his way down Debbie's body while Roina went back to kissing her and letting his fingers wander across the hot nipple Guida's fingers had been teasing, earlier. Now his tongue had made its way into Debbie's mouth and was roughly lashing across her tongue, gums, and palate. Their mixed saliva was leaking out the sides of their locked lips, dribbling down both their cheeks. I could see Roina's features screwed up as if in agony, but I knew the son of a bitch was in ecstasy. And it was all brought on by Debbie's expert tongue-fucking.
Debbie spread her thighs wide as Guida's mouth approached it. Apparently the sadistic cop didn't like her taking it for granted that he was going down on her, and reaching out, grabbed her tiny clit between his thumb and forefinger, and squeezed. Debbie squirmed in pain, but Roina's mouth, still pasted to hers, kept her from crying out. She writhed and twisted, and Guida squeezed her clit all the harder. Then, just before she would have kicked out, he dipped his head to her hurting clit and began sucking on it voraciously, letting his tongue slobber all over it. Now Debbie began grinding her itching pussy into Guida's gnawing face, letting her groin bathe in the spit Guida allowed to mix with the heavy juices of her cunt.
Debbie's hand reached down and touched Roina's swollen cock. It throbbed, its reddish head bobbing back and forth in answer to her questioning touch. Her thumb caressed its smooth, round knob, rubbing the lubricating juices back into his throbbing cock and heavy balls. Debbie stroked the cock, making it puff up even larger, all five of her fingers teasing it, running over its length and width, caressing his hair-covered ball sac.
Roina's body began to tremble as she continued her delicate fondling. Even so, he continued to kiss Debbie again and again, grinding his teeth against hers.
Tearing his mouth from hers, Roina finally murmured, "Suck me, bitch. And suck me good."
Debbie smiled, kissed his lips gently one more time, then kissed her way down his muscled body, moving so Guida could move with her, his mouth sucking strongly on the passion-lipped entrance to her feminine slot. As his tongue continued thrusting in and out, touching the slick walls and yielding ceiling of her reddish cunt, Guida rubbed against the bed, feeling his cock stiffen.
Debbie turned a little on her side and held Roina's throbbing cock tightly as she slipped the sensitive head between her rounded lips, letting her wet tongue play energetically over it. She tasted the unquent pouring from the tiny slit as it poured out in profusion, and she drank it greedily, making room in her mouth for even more of the liquid. I watched her lips caress Roina's aching prick tip and realized she had settled down to enjoying her work. Roina's head swiveled from side to side as her fabulous lips played with the hardened muscle of his masculinity. His fists were clenched, gripping handfuls of the bed covers. Little by little her head began moving lower on the solid tube of flesh as she sucked it gustily into her mouth. She was really getting a charge from sucking Roina's dong and gave it her wholehearted attention.
Meanwhile, Guida was thrusting his slithering tongue deep into the heated recesses of Debbie's juicy cunt. He let his working tongue lick the lubricant from her tender walls again and again, returning as her membranes leaked out more of the delightful, viscous fluid. His tongue eeled its way across the roof of her creaming pussy, picking up more and more oil to bring back to his mouth. Then the tongue returned to the twin heavenly doors of her delicious cunt and licked straight up, nipping at her button-like clitoris, now straining to swell. And swell it did, enlarging and standing out clearly, so even I could see it. Guida took the pulsating cock-like clit between his lips and began nodding his head, sucking off the nub of flesh much the way she was blowing on Roina's full-sized cock.
She was working on the swollen head of Roina's oscillating wang, using the tip of her soft, pink tongue to give it dozens of lightning-quick jabs. Then she formed a scoop with the center of her tongue and lashed it around the corona, making Roina shudder uncontrollably.
"You suck great," he murmured. "Oh Christ! You really know how to make a man feel good. Don't stop now, you bitch. Don't stop now."
She applied slurping pressure to the sensitive underpart of his trembling penis, enjoying the moaning whispers he let out as he wriggled his loins in time to the rhythm she'd set with her careful sucking.
Guida continued to let his tongue ream the delicate lining of Debbie's passion pit, stopping every once in a while to suck on her upthrust, solid clit. His own horny prick was rubbing against the bedcovers, but he knew it would be a while before he popped off. In the meantime he savored the luscious flavor of the liquids his mouth drained from Debbie's leaking crack, chewing on each of her outer labia, letting his teeth sink into their slickness.
Now Debbie had three of Roina's hard six inches in her oral cavity, and she let her teeth run along the solid flesh while her tongue continued flicking against the tender underside. The sensation was really reaching Tom Roina, and he tried cramming the rest of his bloated meat down her tiny throat.
Debbie gobbled it all in with no trouble whatsoever. Hell! My own cock was longer than either prong belonging to the rogue cops, and she was able to go right down to the root on me. She had no trouble stuffing her face with Roina's engorged member, letting the soft, pulpy back of her throat just touch the thumping head of his flesh shaft. Slowly the entire screwing schlong pushed its way in until Roina could go no farther. Then he began humping his hot hips against her face, letting his thighs slap lustily against her cheeks. Debbie bobbed her head in cadence to the rhythm he'd set, letting her tongue and lips drag along his flesh cylinder, sucking hard, creating strong friction.
Guida's face was deeply embedded between Debbie's solid, nut-brown thighs, his nose and cheeks sopping with the viscosity seeping from Debbie's tender channel. His tongue strove to lap it all up, but Debbie was creaming too quickly now, and she felt herself completely enthralled. She slammed her flooding twat hard against Guida's rapid tonguing, savoring the slick way it wormed its way into her boiling tunnel.
Come already, I could read Guida's thoughts. He was one of those men who felt emasculated if he couldn't make a woman come before reaching his own satisfaction. Come, come, come.
He shoved a finger between Debbie's firm ass cheeks, pushing hard with the finger, ramming it into the tight, tiny hole in her rear. She bucked all the harder, and he jammed with greater ferocity until I saw the finger finally push its way in. Now the girl was pounding up and down ferociously, her head still twisted to the side, moving along the full length of Roina's solid horn with the steady beat of a pounding jackhammer.
Roina's vibrating cock was receiving wild, fantastic sensations the majority of men rarely, if ever, experience. What fabulous fortune to run into a really good whore on a night like this. He felt his pounding cock going insane with the static thrills running through it.
Roina felt anxious to bury his swollen meat into Debbie's professional cunt, but Paul Guida was still working down there. Besides, she was sucking him off with such fabulous vigor he feared to break the current of thrills shooting through his throbbing cock all the way down to his aching nuts.
Debbie felt Guida's tongue beginning to tire. Lifting her mouth off Roina's spit-soaked cockshaft, she told Guida to relax for a few minute's. The cuntlapping Guida fell back on the bed, away from her.
Twisting around, she made sure Roina was flat on his back, then raised her sputum-dripping cunt above his dong. Her knees rested on either side of his burning loins and her round, twitching ass faced almost directly into the videotape camera. Her flooding gash hovered against the tip of his horny cock, and she teased it by letting her slit move back and forth against the leaking tip.
Roina jabbed straight up with his lancing cock and it split her pussy doors wide open, letting his pike travel straight up along the course of her burning canal. It steamrolled into her dripping honeypot at the speed of light.
Debbie made a slight strangled sound as the prong moved into the dark depths of her weeping cunt. When his thighs slammed against the doors of her outer labia before her womb could feel the tip of his obtruder, Debbie felt a little disappointed. She disliked short pricks. Then she let out a long, low moan and began her grinding, hip-smashing, cock-crushing journey that could only end up in an orgasm of cosmic proportions; a huge climax designed to take a century to complete.
Paul Guida was staring, watching the slithering cock of his buddy slide in and out of the woman's grasping hole. The way he knelt down, his face almost up against Debbie's pounding ass, I thought he was counting her cunt hairs. He was frozen by the magnificent sight of that blood-engorged cock slipping in and out of her slithering cunt. Even I could see the flagstaff he was sporting throb again and again, itching to get into a part of the jouncing woman. When Roina's prong went up into Debbie's heaven hole, the outer lips of her well-formed pussy tucked themselves solidly around the base of his prodding prick, as if trying to suck his entire body into her. On the outstroke her puffy cunt tugged her outerlips away from the oozing hole, giving them the appearance of a mouth sucking on a candy stick.
Debbie was leaning forward now, her ass moving back and forth in shorter, more rapid movements. He could see Debbie's winking asshole, calling to him, telling Guida to do what Roina was doing to her struggling twat. Once again Debbie's zinging twat sank down deep on the reaming pumper lunging in and out of her, and she rotated the firm, yet tender walls of her fiery cunt against Roina's steampole.
Guida reached forward and let his hands cup the full, moonshaped cheeks of Debbie's globular ass. His cock was throbbing with stiffness as he pushed her ass down and then pulled it up, helping her on her ride on Roina's maypole.
Rock-solid cock and mushy cunt continued encountering each other in a series of forceful thrusts, and both organs were shivering in anticipation of the upcoming climaxes. Guida could feel the sopping liquid seeping from Debbie's heavily-worked cunt as the fluid covered his hand. It was as if Roina's puny prick was pulling the fluids out on each outstroke.
Guida let the juices cover his hand, reveling in the feeling. He moved his hand closer to the soft ridge of Debbie's labia, and when Roina's cock came roaring out, the gooiness came with it again, once more covering his hand.
Roina was moving more and more quickly, and more and more oily fluid flooded from the seams where his crushing cock fitted into her cunt crevice. Guida was letting his fingers soak up the grease and then he began pushing an exploratory finger into Debbie's rocking rectum. For awhile the sphincter of her asshole resisted his blandishments, and then, suddenly, it opened and his finger slipped right in. I could see Debbie jump as Guida's finger popped straight up into her anus. The jump made Roina pump all the harder.
Not that it was necessary. The fucking pace was now wildly frenetic. Debbie was going hog-wild in an attempt to come before Roina. She knew damn well if he came first, he'd pull out leaving her up the climax creek without an orgasmic paddle.
Roina, on his part, was lost in the cosmic fury of Debbie's pounding pussy. He ached, itched, and burned to reach that overwhelming orgasm. It would be there soon, and he was going bananas expecting the feeling to overpower him.
Guida could see both of the others were nearing their peaks. If he didn't get in on the action soon, he would probably get nothing. And the idea of getting nothing never appealed to Paul Guida. The tempo had picked up from lightspeed to thoughtspeed.
All this time Debbie was having a ball. She loved the way her hot hole was stuffed with Roina's horny cock, and she thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of Guida's digging finger in her asshole. She moved her ass against the finger to the point where I knew she would have loved another cock buried in there, yet from what I could see she was so close to climaxing, one more cock would have made little difference.
Neither cop was thinking about anything sadistic at this point. Each one wanted his heavy rocks blasted off. Roina's total energy was directed at his own pleasure, and Debbie was so burning hot, water would have sizzled had any touched her. She wanted a climax more than anything else in her life.
Guida was all but clawing at Debbie's back with his free hand. His white-hot cock looked like it would shortly explode.
Debbie was going to climax first. I could tell by the way her delectable torso began spiraling up and down furiously on the rock spire of cock. She was gyrating insanely. Delicious quivers seemed to float up and down her trembling spine. I could see the fiery currents building within her. Soon electricity would shock its way through her cunt canal, building to a finish that would spread through her entire body.
Roina's thigh muscles were beginning to tighten. I could see the cords pulling as his belly sucked in. The sperm factory in his balls began going into overtime, and soon the white-hot flood would boil over and leave through his flesh tube.
Debbie's pussy had to be a blast furnace with temperatures able to melt metal, much less cock. The thick waves of grease in her cunt were probably bubbling. Her solid buttocks wiggled wildly, still clutching Guida's finger. Debbie was moaning, all but begging Roina to hold off his come until she had a chance to apex first. Roina on the other hand was interested solely in the world-shattering climax building in his own cock. Soon he would shoot of in such a blinding flash of sensation, the entire world would be rocked to its very foundations. It would cease rotating on its axis until his orgasm had ended.
From the look on Roina's face I could see he felt the twitch in Debbie's blazing pussy. Damn! She would come before him and leave his aching cock high and dry. But though he was on the brink of coming, what he needed to push him over apparently wasn't there. When it did arrive he would explode with atomic force, shooting one blast after another into her grasping twat. He'd shoot so much sperm into her sloppy cunt she'd float away in an ocean of white cream.
Paul Guida was now yanking on his cock with his free hand; his other hand still massaging Debbie's winking asshole. He tugged on his boiling prick as if he were stabbing it to death. The strain of watching his partner wildly fuck into this delectable whore with the big tits was too much. The way those mountainous jugs bounced with her movements was too much. But if he crammed a tit into his mouth it would slow her bouncing, and Roina would lose all the feeling he was accumulating. Hell, if he didn't get his nuts cracked shortly, the whole top of his head would blow off.
Well hell, Guida seemed to be thinking. If he couldn't use Debbie's cunt or her mouth, he'd jam his cock into her asshole. He rubbed his finger around and around in the tiny groove, forcing her to bend her body more and more forward as she rode Roina. He stuffed gobs and gobs of lubricant well into the tiny hole, then covered his throbbing cock with more of the slippery liquid. He made sure the lubricant he himself was emitting completely covered the spongy helmet of his leaking cock.
Taking aim, he pointed his all-but-miniscule cock at the rapidly moving target of Debbie's flying asshole, and shoved. He slipped into the groove between her luscious ass cheeks, about two inches below her star-shaped anus as it was moving on a downstroke. The slimy juices with which he had covered his near-busting pecker made his cock slide ride up her ass cheek against the tiny opening of her hole. Before she could move up again, he rammed hard, and the head of his quivering dong managed to squeeze through her sphincter ring.
Debbie stopped her movement for an instant, allowing Guida to fit his tense prong into the pocket of her rectum. He worked it around and around, pushing it deeper and deeper into the narrow canal, finally jamming it all the way in. His pubic hairs were rubbing against her solid ass cheeks.
Now Debbie went wild. She bucked insanely, letting her cunt slide down on Roina's burning cock, then forcing her ass back against Guida's palpitating prick. And the pressure of Guida's steaming cock against the inner wall of her flailing rectum was not only felt by the churning Debbie, but was plainly being experienced by Roina, whose own shaft was on the other side of that wall. Each chugging cock, pressing against one another made the trio bounce like juggernauts.
Suddenly I saw Roina jerking wildly back and forth and I knew he was coming. And the hot jism boiling up into Debbie's long-awaiting cunt sent her into sensational ecstasies. She seemed to feel the heated slickness of his fluid from the top to the bottom of her burning pussy. She seemed to feel the throb of his pulsating cock each time he fired another glob of stickiness into her.
Each time Roina shot into Debbie he jabbed his prick forward, forcing her back and onto Guida's pronging meat. She felt as if the cock in her asshole was about to split her rectum wide open, and it was just what she needed to come herself. The fantastic thrill started in the center of her yearning twat and spread instantly into her belly, and then swept through every part of her flailing body. She began to scream with pleasure, going berserk and wriggling on both poles in her body.
Roina was moaning and groaning helplessly as he spurted one juicy load of spunk after another into Debbie's hot twat. He could still feel Debbie crashing ruthlessly against him as her thrusting hips obeyed the rhythmic pounding of Paul Guida.
Guida, burning to come so badly, wasn't far behind Roina and Debbie. Even though she continued bucking, he could tell she was reaching the end of her orgasm. Even I could see that by the slackness in her movement. Guida started ramming his pounding pole into her grasping asshole with all the strength he could muster.
Debbie was still pinned on two prongs; one from in front and the other in the rear. Yet the one in front was starting to soften, and she knew she'd have to go some to please the other one if she didn't crack his nuts right now, while the front cock was still in her. So she speeded up her movement, holding Roina's melting prick in her pussyhole until she felt Guida spurt into her waiting ass with the speed of a rocket.
She waited until she was sure both men had emptied their balls into her, then pulled up and away, feeling one gooey cock slip from her cunt while the other slimy pecker slid from her ass. She wanted to dress and leave the two men, but both had other ideas. They figured if they rested a bit they'd be able to use her again, so they dragged her down onto the bed beside them.
It was time for me to make my move.
I removed a few inches of tape from the videotape reel and put them in an envelope addressed to the District Attorney. Going downstairs, I gave the envelope to Kenny Astoria, the night desk clerk. I told him if I wasn't down in a half hour or less, he was to mail the envelope. Ten bucks made him agreeable.
Going back upstairs, I gathered all my equipment together and put it down outside the door to the room where Debbie and the two rogue cops were resting Yanking out my automatic, I kicked the door open with one shove of my foot, and before either cop could move, I was in the room and waving the gun at them.
I had Debbie set up the videotape machine while I kept the two men covered, telling them I'd blow the cock off the first one who moved. In the meantime I grabbed their guns, emptied them, and broke the firing pins in each one. Then I tossed the guns out the window.
Neither Guida nor Roina was dumb. When they saw the action tape I'd made, both agreed they would get the hell away from Long Island and not say anything to Mitch Evergrad, since I told them the D.A. would shortly be getting some of the same tape. True, Evergrad could get back at me for what I'd done to them, but they'd still be serving the time in the slammer for screwing an unwilling woman, and I explained Debbie already had a letter written telling how they had forced her into putting out for the two of them at once. They opted for instant disappearance.
I knew I was taking a chance, letting them go. But they were more interested in saving their own skins than in revenging themselves on me. Besides, he who fucks and runs away lives to fuck another day. I also explained that if anything happened to me after they were gone, because of a long distance phone call to Evergrad, the videotape would still find its way to the D.A., who would launch a nationwide search for two police rapists. So both men reluctantly dressed, cursed me out solidly, swore they'd get even someday, and left after leaving their collection money.
"D'you think they'll ever come back?" Debbie asked.
"Hell, no!" I responded. "They won't even take the time to resign from the Seabrook police force. Forget 'em, honey. There's a couple of thousand dollars there for tonight's work. You keep it all. You earned it."
"Heck, I'm using this money to take a vacation myself. Like maybe I'll go to California."
"You do that," I told her, and gathering up my equipment, I went downstairs, told Kenny Astoria to hold onto that envelope in case I turned up missing, and left.



CHAPTER NINE


Moira Evergrad was a prude. She was attractive, with brown hair, freckles, and a turned-up nose, and she was five feet four inches tall, which was just the right height for Kalman Albert was who five feet five inches in height. But she was a prude. Not only that, but she was a professional prude. She advertised it to everyone and anyone. And since her brother was Elton's Chief of Police, almost no one was interested in changing Moira's mind about her prudery.
Kalman Albert had been a smalltime shyster when he'd first come to Elton. He'd worn out the soles of his shoes chasing ambulances. Then he'd met Moira Evergrad (according to Andy Durslag, my favorite stoolie), and Moira had taken a liking to Albert. He made sure to respect her advertised prudery, which pleased her brother no end. But if Kalman Albert was going to marry Mitch Evergrad's sister, Evergrad wanted to make sure the girl was well provided for. And so Evergrad had introduced Albert to the cream of Elton society (which was really more like skim milk), and these upper-crusters in turn introduced Albert to influential people in other communities on Long Island. Thus Kalman Albert became the attorney for almost every influential and wealthy, albeit somewhat shady individual in the surrounding area.
Mitch Evergrad was the true power behind Albert. There was no doubt in my mind. the two of them, with Dr. Joseph Carreba, had conceived and built up the murder organization now operating out of the Seabrook Knights building. The rest of the membership continually changed. Each member needed someone bumped off, and in turn was willing to bump someone else off, and pay fifty grand to make sure he wasn't caught killing, as well as being properly alibied when whomever he wanted killed was rubbed out. But when Cy Roberts had joined the group, both Albert and Evergrad saw their big chance. It was an opportunity to make a big coup and not take any more chances. Have Judy Roberts killed, then get rid of Cy Roberts. Let Albert marry Roberts' former wife Raquel, then let her disappear. Then all that loot, originally earned by Judy Roberts' father and passed on to her, would fall into the hands of Albert and Evergrad. And from the checking around I'd done, I knew they'd come into some fantastic fortune even after the multitude of taxes.
In order to keep the murder club from again ordering Judy Roberts killed, I now had to discredit both Albert and Evergrad. Evergrad, being the stronger of the two, would survive. Albert wouldn't. But Evergrad would go looking for the man who fucked up his rich future unless he came out of the whole thing smelling like an entire rose bouquet, so he had to think Albert was the reason for everything being loused up. This way, Evergrad wouldn't think to look in my direction. He'd clamp down on Albert when the time came, probably killing him, and then he'd disband the murder club. In fact, if he bumped off Carreba, he could claim credit for the discovery and destruction of the murder club, because no one in the club knew he was involved. And he had his share of all those fifty thousand dollar fees.
The way to screw up Kalman Albert would be to have him found banging Moira Evergrad. And Mitch Evergrad would have to be the discoverer. More important, if I could get Raquel Roberts to view the proceedings, she'd be through with Albert even if Evergrad let him get away with the ploughing of Moira. So even if Albert and Evergrad didn't "fall out," their plot with Raquel Roberts would be finished, and there would be no reason for the erasure of Judy Roberts. True, Cy Roberts would still want it so he could inherit Judy's money, but I could always put Cy Roberts out of action. Without him around to pay the fifty thousand dollar fee, the murder club wouldn't be interested in having Judy Roberts killed.
So now I had two alternatives.
First, make Mitch Evergrad angry enough at Kalman Albert to kill him, at which point he would also want to be rid of the murder club, since Albert did all the go-between work, keeping Evergrad's name clean. Without Albert, the club was an albatross.
Second, get Raquel Roberts angry at Kalman Albert. Even if Evergrad didn't kill Albert for fucking his sister before the wedding, Albert would have no reason to see Judy Roberts killed since Raquel Roberts would no longer be interested in Albert.
And I had to do all this without either Evergrad or Albert discovering my involvement in any way. What the hell. Moses performed miracles. I could, too.
My first trip was to the Evergrad house. I knew Mitch would be out boozing it up with some high class whore, it being close to midnight. The big question was, did Kalman Albert go out with Moira Evergrad that evening, or was he dating Raquel Roberts?
Evergrad lived in the northeast section of Elton, near the heavily Negro area. His house was a huge mansion, and had originally been worth close to a hundred grand. Though property values might have theoretically decreased since the influx of the blacks, Evergrad had kept the Negro homeowners on their proverbial toes, making certain they kept their houses properly maintained. So instead of letting that section of Elton decline, Evergrad's dictatorial policies had forced the Negroes into a higher standard of living, since any of them unable to afford to live up to Evergrad's expectations eventually moved.
I drove to Milennial Avenue where Evergrad's estate-like mansion stood out among all the smaller homes in the area. It had a high row of hedges surrounding it.
Parking a block away, I walked back to the Evergrad house and found a small fault in the surrounding hedge. Slipping through, I quietly crossed the lush acre of ground and walked up to the house. Quietly strolling around, I noticed a few lights – were on, but the house appeared deserted. Evergrad was so certain no one would dare rip off his house, he didn't even keep a dog around.
The back door was unlocked, but I had the feeling Evergrad did have some sort of silent alarm, so I didn't open it. I did notice a window on the second floor of the building that was open. And the long ladder in Evergrad's open garage was what I needed to reach that window. It took a matter of seconds to carry the ladder out and tote it around to the rear. I set it directly below the window, climbed up, and stepped in.
Going to the door of the room in which I was in, I opened it a few inches and listened. Not a sound.
Stepping into the hallway, I walked across the thick carpeting and hurried down the stairs. In the family room I found a bar. And behind the bar were more than a dozen bottles of wine and whiskey.
I took a small bottle from my pocket, an aphrodisiac created by a chemist friend of mine, and proceeded to dope all the bottles. I figured Albert would be bringing Moira Evergrad home sometime in the next one to four hours. She'd invite him in for a nightcap, and then the fun would begin. If Mitch Evergrad got home before his sister and went to sleep, he might well miss all the fun. But if he came home afterward… va va voom!
Leaving the Evergrad home the way I'd entered, I put the ladder back in the garage. Then I crossed to the fault in the hedge, slipped out, and went to my car. Next stop, the home of Raquel Roberts, Cy Roberts' first wife. She was listed in the Long Island directory as living in the village of Belless.
It was a few minutes after one when I pulled up in front of Raquel Roberts' seventy thousand dollar home. I noticed the front door was wide open, and though no other lights were on, light did reflect from her television screen. She was up watching the Late Late Show. When I came up to the front door and peered in, I saw her sprawled on her living room couch in a sheer negligee.
I tapped lightly on the door. She heard me, and quite unafraid, stood up and approached the door.
"Who're you?" she asked, and I knew then she was a bit high.
I handed her one of my cards and said, "The name's Fokker. I'm a private eye. I was hired to investigate a man by the name of Kalman Albert. Seems he's about to be engaged, and his bride-to-be wants him checked out.
My words sobered up Raquel Roberts in a hurry.
"Bride-to-be?" she asked, then said, "No wonder the son of a bitch keeps telling me he's busy Saturday nights. But what do you want here this time of night?"
"Mrs. Roberts, you're one of the people on whom I have to report."
"You mean the bride-to-be doesn't know about me?" she asked.
"If she did, I'd never have been hired," I lied.
"Just who is this bride-to-be?" she asked again.
"Ethics prevent me from revealing my client," I told her.
"Ethics, huh. Mr. Fokker, suppose you come on into the house."
So I entered Raquel Roberts' house. She shut the door, turned off the TV set, and flipped on a light. Now I had my first good glimpse of her. God! If I thought Joan Randall was skinny, well she was overweight compared to Raquel. I mean this broad was five feet five inches tall and maybe weighed seventy pounds. Maybe! Her brown eyes were large and soulful, and were probably the best feature on her face. She had a large nose, a firm chin, and long, brown hair running loosely down her back, almost to her waist. Her arms and legs were very thin, though she had hips and a round-enough ass. Oddly, she also had tits. The negligee was transparent. I could see through it, and she was naked underneath. And right now she wasn't the least bit selfconscious about her nakedness.
"Always my luck," she murmured, offering me a seat on the divan next to her.
"How's that?" I asked.
"Always my luck. D'you know I've known only two men in my life, physically that is. First there's my ex-husband, Cy. He has a long, skinny prick, and thin as I am, I needed something fatter than he had to offer. We had a lot of arguments over sex, and finally I divorced him. Then I met Kal. He has a short, skinny prick. Kal's prick isn't quite as skinny as Cy's, but it's almost half as long. Now Kal's cheating on me, even before we're married. Always my luck. God! I wish I could find someone with a nice fat cock."
"They aren't the only two men in the world," I pointed out.
"That's true," she nodded, smiling at me. "You're also in the world, Mr. Fokker. Tell me, do you have a skinny prick?"
"Look, Mrs. Roberts…"
"Raquel, Mr. Fokker, Raquel. You see, I'm tired of being the faithful wife and future wife, especially when I apparently am no longer going to be someone's future wife. Though to be honest, I'd like more proof than your word about Kal."
"I can give you the proof."
"Suppose I said give me the proof right now?"
"Would you care to take a short ride with me?"
"You're serious, aren't you. Well hell, I will take that ride with you, but not right now. Right now I want to get fucked. I want to get fucked with a nice thick, juicy cock. Will you fuck me?"
"It'd be my pleasure," I assured her. "You sure you want to get laid by me?"
"Hell, yes. You're tall, sexy, and I'll bet you have a thick cock."
Before I could reply, Raquel Roberts had knelt before me, zipped open my fly, put her hand in, and had come out with my semi-erect organ.
"Oh yes," she nodded. "That's precisely what I want." And she began rubbing it hard with both hands.
I opened her negligee and let it fall from her shoulders. She took her hands off my cock and let the transparent garment fall to the floor. Now I had an even better look at her skinny torso. Like I said before, she had tits. They were small but full, and stood out very nicely. Her tiny, brown areolas looked like small haloes for her dark, enlarging nipples. They were thin, but long. I stood up long enough to shuck my clothing, staring at the way her skin glistened in the lamplight. Then I sat next to her on the couch and gathered her skinny torso up in my arms, kissing her long, thin lips. She squirmed as my tongue forced its way between her marble-like teeth, pressing her thin frame against mine. She especially made sure to rub her scrubby bush against my now-upstanding schvance.
"How d'you want it?" I asked, stabbing her tongue with mine, nipping her lips with my teeth.
"A little of everything," she muttered. "Oh Christ! It's good to be with a man who's willing to do something. Kal doesn't like oral sex. Oh it's all right if I blow him, but he won't go down on me."
So I kissed her skinny throat, then licked my way down her shivering torso to her round tits. I bit each one in turn, sucking them into my mouth, letting my hungry tongue tantalize her nipples again and again. I lapped my way across her flat stomach, stopping only to ream out her navel, feeling her gasp loudly. Then I moved further down her trembling tummy to the small pubic region above her hairy cunt. I teased her thighs with my tongue, licking one and then the other, letting the point circle around the now-leaking honeypot without making a direct thrust into her. She moaned and sighed, turning and twisting, winding her fingers in my hair. Finally I aimed dead center, plunging my oral arrow straight into her inviting musky temple. My tongue pushed past the labial doors, licking the inside of each in turn, and suddenly she climaxed, then and there, spurting colorless delicious come juice all over my face.
"Oh Jesus!" she squealed. "What a fucking tongue you have. Not even Cy could lap this good. Oh are you a great pussy eater."
I stood up after awhile and let her grip my legs, her head resting against my firm fuckstick. She kissed it, then murmured, "Let me fuck you. Please, let me fuck you. Cy and Kal are both sexists. They think it's unmanly for the woman to be on top. Let me sit on your cock. Please, oh please."
"Sure thing," I nodded, and walked over to an armless overstuffed chair she had directly opposite the TV set. I sat and let my hot cock spring straight up, almost like a cobra popping out of a basket.
Raquel smiled down at my upstanding prick, anticipating the welcome feeling of it inside her watery box. Her hand reached out and touched it again, and she murmured, "It's real. It's really real. It's thick and solid, and not a stick of graphite coming out of an automatic pencil."
"It's real," I assured her. "And believe me, before this next period of time is over, you'll know it's real."
She spread her legs very wide, walking bowlegged over to me and hovering above my waiting dick. Her slick, eagerly waiting heated canal poised itself on the rounded knob of my stretched pecker, and then she tried sitting down.
"God!" she yelled, and almost stood up again.
The point of my throbbing cock was poking into the entrance between her slavering labia, but she wasn't used to a fat cock. She let herself sink a little, and a third of my itching glans parted the leaflike petals of her feminine portal. She muffled another scream, biting her lower lip as she sank just a little more. Now half my leaking cockhead was poking its way into her dark, womanly tunnel, stretching the narrow confines. For Raquel it was as if she were being devirginized all over again. She sobbed quietly, then took a little more pressure off her legs, sinking down until two thirds of the head of my fiery prick was enfolded into her aching cunthole.
"Help me," she muttered. "Help me. I'm afraid. I know it'll feel good once it's in there, but I'm afraid to push myself down any more."
Reaching up, I put my hands on both her shoulders, and pressed.
WHAM! Down she went, the rest of the way, feeling my knifelike penis slice through the walls of her weeping pussy. She opened her mouth to scream again, and I tugged her toward me, planting my lips on hers, swallowing her agonized yell into my throat.
I could feel the tight, squirmy walls of her stretched nookie squashing my cock as heavy sobs passed from her throat to mine. She gripped me in a wild fury, tearing at my back with her long, sharp nails, raking bloodlines in crisscrossed patterns.
Little by little she began to calm down. After a while she stopped crying, and finally she loosened her mouth from mine. Then she sat back, holding both my hands in hers, and she bounced.
"Oooooh," she giggled, "it does feel good. It feels really good. Can you open my ass the way you did my cunt?"
"If you wish," I nodded. And she told me she wished.
My hot cock, like a burning spear, was a direct line of searing fire in her stretched cunt. Bolt after bolt of erotic feeling blasted its way through Raquel's body as she leaned back, her eyes glazed and her mouth wide open. I could see the way her dry tongue hung slackly from her yawning mouth as if reaching out to be made wet. In all her years this skinny broad had never been properly laid, and now she wanted a prick in every hole. She wanted the saliva to flow freely from her mouth while the pussy oils in her tight cunt spilled out of her. And she wanted the slick feel of my own seminal fluids greasing the even tighter channel of her skinny ass.
I shifted a little, raising the almost-weightless Raquel from my lap. My swollen dick left her grasping chasm with the greatest reluctance, popping its objections loudly as it emerged.
Raquel moved forward a bit, holding her breath, anticipating and holding herself ready for what would happen next. I held my knife-like cock straight up, pointing it at her expectant asshole, then had her slowly lower herself until I could feel my hot cock rubbing against her convex derriere, my dripping glans nosing its way into her narrow crack. I tried opening the star-like entrance of her anus with my burgeoning peckerhead, but the sphincter was still too tight, and as I pushed her down, my poking prong slid along her ass crack as if it had a mind of its own and headed straight back to the gooey cunt it had just left. Like a train on a direct path, it snaked through the crevice, brushing aside the hairs in the lower part of her nookie bush, and proceeded to indent its way back into her tight, foaming quim. Raquel shuddered again as my solid fuckpole began ripping its way back into her hungry cunt. Now, more than before, her gripping pussy clung strongly to my working wang. She let herself slide down more and more until she was filled with cock. She moved in a circular way, settling comfortably on my lap as my pecker soaked in her womanly liquid. My thick prickstem vibrated and shook within the channel of her inner cunt recesses as she moved back and forth on it, massaging it again and again, imparting shooting electric thrills to it. I could feel her nest muscles tighten over and over again, squeezing my prong as if expecting to make it as thin as Cy Roberts'.
Whoever said all cats are gray in the dark is full of shit. Raquel Roberts had a truly unique vagina. It was tight, narrow, yet slick and creamy, and willing to stretch just enough to hold my aching penis. At the same time its muscles squeezed and squeezed, as if refusing to remain widened, trying to return her cunt channel to its former narrowness and make my cock fit it at the same time. Jesus! What a hot fuckbox.
I was enjoying the position we were sharing. The chair under me had a thick cushion and a strong back, supporting me quite well. Raquel was now settled in my lap, enjoying the feel of my probing prick, legs dangling outside mine; her feet touching the floor. Our bodies barely moved while her squeezing box continued clutching my ripping ramrod. Only her pelvis could be seen, bucking back and forth, plunging her eager hole around my thrusting shaft of fiery flesh. Each of us clung tightly to one another, her small but round tits pressing themselves flat against my chest as her nipples made me writhe as they rubbed and rubbed.
The climbing, solid pike of my fuckstaff created unbelievable friction as it ravaged itself against the walls of Raquel's flaming inner pussy, scratching at them like a leopard's claw attempting to rip apart some piece of choice flesh.
I pounded my dong up harder now, feeling a certain wildness overtake me. God but I loved the tightness of her slobbering box. The fit was so close, none of her liquid could seep out and cover my balls. It continued accumulating within her frothing slot, and I could feel it inundate my poking prick again and again.
My pounding prong seemed to swell even thicker in the tight confines of her pussyhole. Raquel was sighing and moving all the faster as her quaking stomach tightened with the beginnings of the feverish feeling she had apparently sought so long. We both knew I would probably blast off first, but she wouldn't be too far behind.
Raquel slid her greased canal along the entire length of my jazzing joystick, yanking her creaming cunt up rapidly, making the shudders shoot through me, then letting herself fall straight down, allowing my engorged member to fill every bit of her womanly area. It was as if we were doing some wild, tribal dance with her gripping nookie calling the tune. She would rise up, feeling my hard, stabbing cockflesh pull out of her suctioning cunt, then down she would go again, feeling my probing prong slice its way back into her cunthole as her clit rubbed against the hairs of my pelvis.
I slid one hand in back of her to help support her so she could lean back and continue her rhythmic bouncing of erotic fancy, then pushed the thumb of my other hand between us and found her little button of flesh. And as she continued bouncing, I massaged the clit, making it enlarge, listening to her gasp.
"M… my Goddddd!" she intoned, moving all the more quickly now. "You r… r… really know how t… to make a g… girl enjoy it. Wow!"
Her narrow, pounding pussy seemed to tighten as my thrusting tool enlarged. She seemed to feel my pulsing male peterpoint grow to some fantastic size, and in the narrowness of her slithering canal I felt as if my own prong were twice its normal size. It felt like a sequoia log-thick, throbbing and pulsating.
She fooled me. I would have sworn I was the one to have apexed first, but there she was squeezing those skinny legs around my thighs, screaming, cursing, sitting there all stiff while still bouncing to the best of her ability. Yet she was coming, and coming as she had apparently never climaxed before. Her body tightened again and again as her long-nailed fingers grabbed my shoulders and proceeded to excavate a multitude of holes in them.
Now oversensitive, she continued moving her body, preparing her cunt for the missile-like blast of my own sperm in her inner channel. I felt as if my cock was close to bursting.
Feeling the strength drain from her body, Raquel leaned against me, letting her hands drop to my thighs. Her nails punctured my thighs as I continued ploughing my fulcrum against hers. Her teeth bit into the fleshy areas where my neck joined my shoulder and she chewed like a lust-crazed animal, once more trying to get her pussy into high gear so she could satisfy me. My pistoning prong was on the point of eruption.
Raquel squeezed my legs harder, churning more than bouncing at this point, and my own arms were now wrapped around her tightly, clasping her skinny body to mine. And then I reached the top.
A torrent of boiling semen exploded from the narrow slit in my cuntfucking cock. I kept on plunging up into her with each shot, letting the burning cream cover the walls of her tightening interior. Her grasping pussy sucked the globs of jism from my blasting phallus as it rubbed it-self fiercely against my joyjammer. Like a tight, narrow vacuum cleaner it sucked up all my expelled semen.
I felt my body shudder and shake as if in a mild epileptic fit. The orgasm swiftly reached the heights of sensation, then descended like an oldtime steam locomotive charging downhill, furiously moving as if the cockjuice I had emitted was easing the way. And still I continued unloading my spunk.
Finally sated, I settled back in the huge chair, letting myself relax a bit. My softening dong was still deeply embedded in the tight, gripping snatch of Raquel Roberts. Right now it felt useless. Raquel swirled around a few times on my lap, then stopped. My prong had softened to where not even her narrow confines could feel anything. She reached down with her hands and gently rubbed my deflated nuts, trying to massage my prong back up. But for a short while nothing helped. I mean, I was only human. But Raquel was so hot, though she'd enjoyed what she'd had, she now wanted more.
Standing up, she took my limp pecker out of her thin slit, then strode forward and grabbed my head, yanking it lower so she could squat over my face. Pressing the leaking gash to my face, she began rotating her hips, letting me know she wanted to feel my hot tongue. So I sent my oral prober between the outer lips of her flooded box and began licking the sides. Her twat, already narrow, tried to literally tighten around my tongue and suck it in.
"Do it," she yelled. "Do it. Eat me out. Fuck me with that thick tongue of yours." And with her hands she slammed my head full against her puffy pussy, enjoying the feel of my thick tongue as it plunged into her narrow center and touched the inner recesses of her pleasure spots.
"Suck my cunt," she mumbled. "Keep on sucking it. Lick my clit and make me come again. I want to keep on coming. Oh Christ! I wish I could jam your whole head up there."
She flung her head back, forcing her box against my lips, and I could feel her hands gripping my shoulders again. My tongue continued prodding the walls of her tight cunt. And as I ate her, I felt my cock beginning to enlarge again.
Now I frantically sucked on her clitoral nub, rolling the bit of flesh between my teeth and letting my tongue play havoc with it. Her lubricant was flowing freely again, pouring into my mouth, and it was all I could do to swallow the stuff.
"Faster," she murmured. "Suck faster. God!!! Eat my cunt."
Raquel was frantically trying to attain another orgasm while my tongue scooped the pouring slitheriness from her nookie walls. Her fingers twined themselves in my hair, keeping my face jammed into her split, not even letting me up for air. The atmosphere in her pussy was so hot, I could feel steam covering my face as I continued licking out her slavering fuckhole.
My tongue moved rapidly back and forth, whipping her upstanding clit, forcing the blood to flow into it and make it stand at full attention. Small quakes of erotic sensation made her hair-fringed hole quiver. It was obvious wild feelings were rumbling through her sex center, and she speeded up the way she was thrusting her twat against my face as her bush scrubbed me clean. She was preparing for another climactic thrill.
I grabbed both ass cheeks with my hands, squeezing and kneading them, as I held the tender clitoris tightly between my front teeth and lightly bit on it. With my tongue I lashed the clit again and again, forcing it to extend itself farther and farther away from her sweating body. The odor of her flashing muff filled my nostrils as I avidly sucked and bit the bit of extended flesh. She was bucking too strongly, and I couldn't apply the pressure I wanted to against her man in the boat.
"Hold still," I mumbled, releasing my oral grip on her box. "Just let me do the work."
Raquel stopped her thrusting movements, stiffening and keeping her body taut and ready as I returned to snapping at her clitoris with my teeth and lips, using my tongue to wash the lubricious drippings from her center. It was a hard thing for her to do, and I could feel her tremble with the desire to ram her cunt against my tongue again.
Her nails tore at the already raw flesh of my shoulders as she quivered expectantly again and again. Every now and again she shook with muscle spasms.
And then, she suddenly realized she no longer had to remain unmoving. It seemed all right for her to move against me as her creaming cunt began vibrating by itself.
I pride myself on being an expert pussy gobbler. And I was proving it to Raquel Roberts, plunging my knowing tongue again and again into the warm, flooding pussy gash. Her clitoris was vibrating all by itself, sending all kinds of messages through her nervous system. Her tight split seemed to widen as her pussylips parted, and then a flood of onrushing vaginal fluids poured out, almost drowning me. Her fuckhole screamed with fulfillment, overflowing with her passion juices.
This time it was a short come, but oh how she loved it. Her clit was glued to my mouth the whole time, and then, when it was over, she fell to the floor, rolling around and around, her hands pressed against her sopping slot.
"You're great," she finally whispered, hoarsely. "I've never had a man as good as you. Hell, I feel like going to sleep."
"If you do, you'll never see the proof we talked about."
"Oh, you mean about Kal? All right, I'm willing to go. But not until I've made that horn of yours shrink again."
Pulling over a footstool, she sat on it, in front of the chair where I was sitting. She smiled, fingering my cock, as if wanting to get the fucking started all over again. But there was no way she was going to do anything seated where she was, because my feet blocked her. So I stood, pointing my prong straight at her face, curious if she was as good a cocksucker as she was a fornicator. I aimed it at the open hole of her mouth, wanting her to suck the whole thing in so I could line the walls of her throat with my softening white cream.
It went right in, and she closed her lips over it, swallowing the full length of my pole, right to the hairy root. Her tongue massaged the bottom of the cock as it moved back and forth without wandering about. I was damn close to the brink of another climax after the way I'd sucked on her pussy.
My hips rammed themselves uncontrollably into her face, jamming my cock deep into her throat, and she took it all. Once, she almost gagged, but kept on sucking avidly, letting her tongue press my prick until the creamy liquid once again spewed forth from my pecker into the hollow of her cocksucking mouth. This time I could feel jaws pulling at my peter, draining it of all the liquid within as her greedy, slurping lips pulled it all out of me.



CHAPTER TEN


Dressed in a mini-shift, Raquel Roberts now sat beside me in my car. It was past three o'clock in the morning. We had fucked and sucked so much, it was possible Kalman Albert had already brought Moira Evergrad home, reacted to the aphrodisiac, and finished her off before Raquel and I could ever get there.
I parked a block from the Evergrad estate and we walked to the fault in the hedge I'd found earlier. I saw a car parked directly in front of the long, circular driveway, and the Evergrad garage was closed, which meant Mitch Evergrad had returned, as well.
We could hear shouting voices coming from the house. We hurried to the family room window and peered in. On the bar was an open bottle of scotch and two empty glasses.
Sitting on the sofa at the far end of the room, totally naked, sobbing, and frightened, was Moira Evergrad, clutching her blouse to her large, firm tits. Halfway across the room, Kalman Albert, his face all puffed up from the beating Mitch Evergrad had given him, was sagging against the wall. His glasses were broken, as was his extra-large nose, and blood was seeping into his roachlike mustache. His scraggly beard was sticking out all over.
Mitch Evergrad was at the bar, getting a clean glass and pouring himself a shot of the scotch, saying, "I don't know what the hell came over you, Kal. It's a goddamn good thing you're gonna eventually marry Moira, or you'd be dead now. You're paying too fucking much attention to my sister. From now on you get your rocks off on Raquel Roberts. Give her a good time for the short time she's gonna remain alive. Once Cy Roberts inherits that loot and his heart gives out from fucking Joan Randall, all that money'll go to Raquel. But we have to wait until we knock off Judy first, and then Cy has to have his heart attack. It might take a little while, so you go fuck Raquel and keep her happy."
Raquel Roberts grabbed me by the arm and pulled me away from the house.
"What's this all about?" she wanted to know.
I explained, "All you have to know is, they plan to kill two people and make you rich. Then Kal is supposed to marry you, and then you get killed."
"What can I do?" she whispered frantically as we headed back to my car.
"If I give advice will you take it?" I asked.
"Anything. I don't want anyone's money if it means I have to be killed."
"So be smart. Write a letter to Kalman Albert telling him you don't want to marry him. Mail it, then pack up and leave town for a short while. When you get back I don't think you'll have to worry about Albert."
"But what about Cy? They want to kill him too."
"So what?"
"But it isn't right. Besides," she continued as we got into the car, "my alimony checks'll stop coming."
"Yeah, but think of that insurance policy that'll give you two hundred and fifty grand."
"How did you learn about that?" she asked.
"Simple," I said, starting the car. "I'm a private eye. I have eyes and ears everywhere. Cy is going to kill himself. But if you refuse to marry Albert, there'll be no reason for anyone to want to kill you."
I dropped Raquel Roberts off at her home, where she swore she'd pack and be gone the next morning. Then I returned to the Evergrad home. I saw Albert's shit-colored Mustang II was gone, but the lights were still on in the family room. This time I didn't bother going through the hedge fault. I walked in along the driveway and went straight up to the house, crossing the lawn to get to the family room window. I peered in, and there was Moira Evergrad, the prude, still naked, rubbing her leaking bush with her thighs wide apart. There was a look of indecision in her eyes as if she wanted nothing to happen, but couldn't help herself. She had obviously had some of the aphrodisiac in the whiskey, and was no longer in control of her emotions.
Across the room, also stark naked, and now affected by the liquor with the love potion, was Mitch Evergrad. His face and body were bright red.
"I don't know why," he was muttering just loud enough for me to hear. "But Moira, I'm gonna fuck the ass offa you myself."
"No," she whimpered, still rubbing her leaking split. "No, Mitch. It isn't right."
"The hell it isn't. You were gonna fuck for Kalman."
"But I didn't, Mitch. You stopped us just in time."
"So you say. I'm gonna find out f'myself."
"How?"
"I'm gonna fuck you and see if you bleed."
"I can't bleed," she reminded him. "Remember the doctor said I lost my hymen when I was twelve, playing tennis."
"I don't need no excuses, Moira. I'm gonna fuck you anyway. You're over thirty and you still ain't been laid. Well I'm gonna lay you."
"Don't Mitch. Don't do it. You know it's wrong."
"Yeah, well maybe, but I also know I'm hot for cunt. I don't know why, but I'm hot for cunt, and Moira, it's nearly four in the morning and yours is the only cunt around. So don't fight it, sister. You're gonna get fucked."
Evergrad approached his sister, watching her tremble as the perspiration dripped off her. She had stopped rubbing her pussy, and tried closing her thighs. But Evergrad was on her, using a knee to pry her loins apart, saying, "You fight and it'll hurt all the more. You relax and it'll all be over soon enough. Who knows? You might even like it."
He reached a paw between his sister's legs and grabbed for her snatch. Moira tried keeping her thighs together but it was no good. His hand was already clamped on her moistened pussylips, and much as she hated to admit it, I could see she liked the way his hand felt.
His head dipped down and his lips covered the reddish tan nipple of her large left boob while his hand kept rubbing her box. He made loud, sucking sounds as he slurped all over her breast.
His poking hand, pushing between her cunt lips, plus his chewing teeth working on her distended red nipple, added to the aphrodisiac Moira had imbibed made her vaginal walls pour forth a heavy lubricant. I could see the stuff come rushing out all over Mitch's wrist. He let the stuff cover his hand completely, then moved his fingers over her furry gash looking for her clit.
Moira tried hard to force her swelling passion down, but Mitch's movements were too overpowering. His rough fingers clamped over the extended nub of sensitive flesh and squeezed the woman-prick with just enough force to evoke an "ohh" from Moira. A shower of electric sparks seemed to erupt from inside her, and she writhed under his ministrations. One involuntary reaction followed another.
Her breath began escaping in trembling gasps as Mitch shifted his entire body between his sister's legs. When she felt his hot six inches of burning meat on the ridge of her now-torrid pussylips, she tried clamping her thighs together.
"Don't fight me, Moira," Evergrad whispered through his inflamed lust. He forced her legs slowly apart with his knees.
Reaching over to the side, he grabbed a cushion on the end of the couch and jammed it under his sister's ass.
"Mitch, no," Moira yelled.
He grinned back and said, "The fuck of the year, Moira, and you get it, baby."
He spread her burning cunt lips with his rough fingers and she screamed again as his bulging glans poked at the opening.
"Mitch," she yelled, "it's too big. Stop, you'll hurt me. Don't do this. I'm your sister. This is wrong. Don't shove that thing into me."
"Shut up, Moira. Shoving this cock into you is the only thing I wanna do right now."
I watched Mitch Evergrad push the pulsating point of his thick prong against his sister's slobbering twat. He wedged it between her tight, virginal labia. She screamed, anticipating the soon-to-be-experienced pain, bucking her ass back against the pillow, trying to dislodge his incoming cock. But the cushion kept her firmly in place.
Tears poured from her eyes as she continued begging her brother not to fuck his lob into her. But all Evergrad muttered was, "Relax, sis, relax. Take it easy and it won't hurt half as much."
"Please Mitch, it's going to hurt."
"Only for a little while, Moira, only for a little while. Then it'll feel real good. I promise."
"No, no, no, no, no," Moira Evergrad wept, still trying to dislodge her brother's pressuring cock.
"Here it comes," Evergrad yelled, and shoved his weight behind his extended meat. Three full inches squirmed their way into Moira's virginal nookie. Her agonized screams filled the air, and I could feel my own body jerk in sympathetic response to her agony. My left hand slapped itself against my heart, and that was when I felt it. Reaching into my inside jacket pocket I found my little high speed camera. I'd put it in my suit jacket more than a week ago with the intention of taking some still pictures of an infidelity scene. The guy had never shown up and I'd forgotten to take the camera out of my jacket pocket. So here it was, still loaded with high speed film and ready for the taking of pictures. As the action progressed I took more than thirty snapshots of Evergrad pounding his sister.
He was working his impaling prong into the narrow confines of Moira's slick but fist-tight twat. When he held back for a moment, watching her relax, he rammed once more, driving the huge prod in to the hilt, while his dangling hairy nuts slapped wetly against her newly opened slit.
I watched the excruciating pain smash into Moira's brain. It showed on her face and I got a couple of good pictures of her pain. Her stomach spasmed and she almost upchucked the pain was so intolerable. It was so intense her breath whooshed out of her, leaving her unable to scream. All she could do was lie there, her ass elevated by the pillow, her brother's fat dong buried deep in the sloshing crack between her agonized thighs.
Finally she began to sob and begged, "Please Mitch, please stop the pain."
"Don't cry, Moira," he reassured her, bending and kissing her tit (I snapped another photo). "It'll all be okay. Wait and see."
Moira's glandular secretions still flooded heavily out of her pussy and soothed the angry friction-rubbed walls of her aching cunt. Pain-easing oil smoothed its way along her entire inner cunt, washing over Mitch's cock as well.
Now he began working his erected prong in and out of her slippery hole, and I saw the pained look on her face slowly diminish as her narrow canal expanded to contain his raping cock. And then her cunt walls seemed to form a pocket around the invading tool, clutching it like a fist in a velvet glove, yanking on his tumescent muscle with gut-jerking power. It seemed as if the blood was draining from Mitch's face and finding its way into his steaming cock, swelling the burning meat to an unbelievable thickness.
"Moira," he said gutturally, his voice stuck in his throat. "Moira, you're terrific. I've never known a cunt as good as yours in the years I've fucked. Moira, your cunt was meant for me."
Moira's fingers were digging into his back, tearing bits of flesh from his pounding body. She soon was wrapping her legs around his waist, slamming her heels into the cheeks of his ass, yanking her wanton, seething pussy up to meet his every frantic lunge. Their hugging bodies were sweating profusely, glistening in the lamplight. I could hear the slapping of their bellies as Moira began to experience the good feeling her brother had mentioned.
Evergrad almost growled with animalistic fervor, and Moira screeched wantonly as they rutted, clawed, tore, grabbed, tugged, crammed and wriggled in total orgiastic carnality.
The torment of Moira's pain was all but gone and her own heated lust was building in her lubricating vagina. And as he fucked his sister, Mitch Evergrad kept dipping his head down and sucking away on her nipples.
Moira still made a half-hearted attempt to stop her brother, mumbling, "No, no, no."
She moaned, trying to keep his lips from sucking on her nipples, but after a while she was forcing her tit into his mouth, her belly twitched in wild rhythm to the pounding pace her brother was setting. The throbbing cock in her hot twat was setting her entire venal system on fire. Acid seemed to sear its way through her as she forced her hips up to meet Mitch's forceful thrusts.
"God!!!" Moira yelled, as her brother reached down and rubbed her extended clitoris. Her body and ass shook spasmodically as a million tiny icy impulses knifed their way through her.
Moira's knees opened all the wider now, affording her brother deeper ingress to her broiling cunt. He pounded solidly into her smoking snatch, his cock stuffing itself deep into her boiling, slithering cave.
By now, Mitch and Moira were at the brink of total fulfillment.
"Harder, Mitch," his sister suddenly said. "If you have to do it, do it right. Ram it all the way in. Screw harder, damn you." The tempestuous deluge was about to overtake her. Their pelvises slammed together again and again, in one violent collision after another.
Moira pulled her brother's face up and kissed him full on the mouth, letting her tongue mingle with his, and then she sank her teeth into his lower lips and bit hard (another picture) as the initial orgasm blasted through her entire body with cosmic force. She rocked, shuddering as if her body was about to shatter into a trillion pieces as shock after rampant shock surged through every capillary in her body. She sucked his surging cock deep into the maw of her exploding volcano, tugging so hard Mitch Evergrad was actually screaming in a strained, almost ghastly voice as his locks opened and he flooded the depths of her succulent cunt with a lava-like ocean of white spunk.
The thick warmth of his gluttonous semen, spreading through the velvety tissues of her broiling cunt caused a second orgasm to paroxysm through her trembling self. They clung to each other as if in suspended animation as Evergrad poured the contents of his swinging balls into his sister's gaping bush.
"Moira," he whispered, clutching her tightly to himself. "You're fabulous. You're terrific. I'd never dreamed you could fuck like this."
"Mitch," she murmured, clinging to him. "It was so-oo-o good. Do it again, Mitch. Do it again."
"You'll never marry Kalman Albert," he muttered. "Never. We have enough money. We don't need those millions. Besides, who wants to take chances and risk getting killed or locked up. From now on you're my own steady lady. No one else can touch you."
"But the club? What about all those other?"
"I'll take care of things Monday," he said. "Let's go upstairs."



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I thought of all that had transpired when I woke Sunday afternoon. The pictures I'd taken of Mitch Evergrad would put him in my pocket for good, should I ever have to use them. They were my life insurance in a way. I didn't intend to let him know I had them unless our paths crossed directly, but they were damn good to have. I would have a second set made up and stashed with a friend who would mail them to the District Attorney in case anything ever happened to me. Incest was still a crime, and for the Elton Chief of Police to be found performing so vile an act would ruin him for good.
It was already four thirty in the afternoon, and Sunday was one day I intended to enjoy, since I would be back to work on Monday watching the final outcome of what would happen to the murder club.
It was funny in a way. I hadn't expected things to end up quite this way. Perhaps it was just as well. True, I was responsible for the aphrodisiacs in the drinks Evergrad, Moira and Kalman Albert had swallowed. But I had expected only Albert to be affected by said aphrodisiac. Now that Evergrad and his sister were under its spell it would cause things to have a happy ending. Evergrad didn't want the murder club to continue. He had discovered his best fucking partner to be his own sister. That being the case, he had no intention of letting her go to Kalman Albert. Once Albert learned Evergrad was no longer going to let him marry Moira, he would try latching onto Raquel Roberts by himself But Raquel was probably long gone by now.
I felt refreshed and strengthened from the long night and morning's rest I'd had. I dressed, went to a restaurant on Merrick Road, and had a hearty brunch. I'd figured on spending the day in a local movie house. There were a number of pictures I'd wanted to see but hadn't had the time.
"Well Mr. Fokker," a female voice said. "How about buying a lady lunch."
I looked up, and there was Ella Van, another of the winsome wenches I occasionally used in my line of work. She had long brown hair, large brown eyes, a short, cute nose, and a wide smile with extra large front teeth. Ella had a pleasing body. Her tits were a nice size, though far from mountainous. Her waist was trim enough, and her hips had a nice swell to them. She was wearing a red sweater and a gray skirt. I could see there was no bra under the sweater by the way her boobs shimmied.
"Last time I saw you, you were a blonde," I commented dryly.
"I figured it was time to go back to nature," she answered. "Too many customers liked their action with the lights on and couldn't reconcile blond head hair with brown pubic hair. I had a choice of shaving my puss or redying my hair back to its natural color. I went for the latter."
"Smart girl. A shaved snatch can turn some men off."
"How about you?"
"I like a good hole either way. Why?"
"We've never made it together, I. Will."
"So I heard Debbie left town last night on an extended vacation, which means you'll need a new number one action girl."
"And you're volunteering for the part."
"Well, I've worked for you before and you haven't had any complaints."
"True enough. But I never buy from the girls who work for me."
"What about Debbie?" she asked.
"Debbie doesn't sell. She gives free samples."
"Well I don't know about normally giving free samples, but I'm willing to audition for the part of number one hooker until Debbie comes back."
"When was the last time you saw a doctor?" I asked.
"Stop worrying," she laughed. "I get a quick check just about every morning. The doctor I go to has his own private little lab, and checks me out after each night's work is finished. I'm VD-free."
"Debbie must have taught you that."
"She's taught almost all us girls at the Elton. It costs us nearly a hundred a week, but its worth it to know we can go on working."
"How come you aren't working today?"
"C'mon, I. Will. It's Sunday. You know I don't work on Sunday. But I hear with you it isn't work, just lots of play."
"You're creating the impression I'm some kinda pimp," I told her. "Look Ella, I don't solicit for you girls. You're all on your own. Debbie and all the other girls only work for me when they're free, as you should know. I don't get any money, and as a matter of fact I usually pay you girls for what you do without raking anything off the top."
"I know," she nodded. "Chief Evergrad gets pieces of our action weekly. This way he sees to it the Mafia doesn't come into Elton and organize us girls. We're allowed to remain independent as long as we fork over to our beloved Chief of Police. But my own action has been kind of slow, lately. I'd like to be one of your regulars."
"You already are," I assured her. "I've used you more than a couple of times."
"And you've paid regularly, too. I don't have to discuss price with you. That's why, with Debbie away, I'd like to become your Number One choice whenever you need a job done."
"Ella, I take whomever I find available."
"But you always give Debbie first crack."
"She's a good kid, always hustling, if you'll pardon the pun."
"All I want is a chance. You have my phone number, but you've never used it. The only time I've ever had work from you is when I run into you in the Elton and Debbie's unavailable. Now she's away. I'd like to be first in line when you need a working girl. So unless you have plans for today, I'd like to fill it by letting you fill me in every hole I have."
"Well I had kinda thought about going to a movie."
"If I can't take your mind off going to a movie, I'll work free for you the next two times you need a girl."
"You really have a lotta confidence in yourself."
"Try me, I. Will."
Now who was I to deny a sweet working girl the opportunity to "audition" for more business.
"You place or mine?" I asked.
"I hear you have a big mirror in your apartment," she said.
"Yep."
"I'd love to see it. Watching myself make it turns me on all the more."
"Let's go, honey," I said, "unless you want something to eat first."
"You are the only thing I want to eat, I. Will."
So we left the restaurant and headed back to the Elton Roc where I ushered her up to my apartment. I poured her a rye and soda on the rocks while I settled for my usual rum and coke. She stared at the mirror, admiring the way it showed off the entire apartment, but especially the way it reflected the bed when one was on it.
Finishing her drink, she set the glass down on a nearby end table and approached me. I was already seated on the bed, my drink finished. The late afternoon sun, streaming in through the window, cut across her face, and I saw rigid determination written on it. Obviously this chick was short on bread and really desperate. I could see by the hardness in her eyes she intended this to be purely business, seeing to it I enjoyed the hell out of her whether or not she got anything from me. Without a word she pulled her sweater over head and flung it across the room. She let me stare at her heaving breasts, milk-white flesh protuberances standing straight out, her nipples already extending themselves despite her intention not to care about enjoying herself.
In a way I felt sorry for her. She was pretty enough, and she had a pleasing body, and she deserved the opportunity to increase her income. But I could see she wanted to use me as a stepping stone to that increased income, and that I didn't exactly like. So I determined I'd be a bit rough on her.
Her eyes went down to my groin and flashed as if smiling at the lump in the crotch of my pants, pushing the fabric tighter. Her nervousness manifested itself in goose-bumps standing out all over her lush flesh. Then she loosened her skirt and stepped out of it, standing a little to the side so I could not only see her pink-tipped tits, smooth, flat belly, and hardlooking mound beneath her panty, but because of the mirror I was able to see her silky-smooth back and rounded ass.
She was ready to yank her panty down when I reached out, shaking my head. I pulled her close and felt the warmth of her delicious body as my arms curled around her firm back, pulling her forward. Her full, solid breasts squashed between us, the hard, extended nipples punching against my chest as they ground against me. I fitted my mouth to Ella's and kissed her long and hard. She moaned as my snaking tongue, stabbing into her delectable mouth, cut off her breath. I purposely raked her back with my fingers, though I had no real nails and could do no appreciable harm. My solid cock extended itself against her thighs, trying to ram its way between them. She could feel the iron hardness of it under my pants. It pushed and strained against the cloth, trying to burn its way through so it could bury itself in her eager cunt.
I slid one hand down the back of her panty, investigating the furrow between her two, firm hillocks of ass flesh.
I kneaded her bouncy cheeks, squeezing them harder than I normally might until she murmured, "You're hurting me."
I cut off any more words by thrusting my tongue to the back of her throat. My finger, working its way through the crevice of her buttocks, found the target I was seeking as my tongue buried itself in her mouth. I rammed my forefinger against the tight ring of her ass. She wiggled and pulled away but I yanked her right back again. I had my finger securely in place and drove it roughly into her dry, tight asshole. She writhed and wanted to pull away, but finally stood still.
Her hand caressed the back of my neck gently, as if letting me know she didn't want me to be so rough, but I figured it was tough titty. She had asked for this session, not I. And she had been almost arrogant about wanting to prove her ability. Well I was willing to let her prove it, but my way.
Taking her lips from mine for an instant, she whispered, "I've done a lot of things, I. Will, but no one's ever asked to go into my ass before. It's virgin territory."
"Ella baby, it's time to devirginize it," I murmured, and kissed her again. Our tongues locked tightly against each other, crushing hard.
I pulled Ella down onto the bed and rolled on top of her. My mouth was still pressed to hers, and I had one full, swollen tit covered with one hand while my other hand remained behind her, my finger sinking deeper into her rectum. And as she hit the bed, rolling onto her back, my finger pushed itself all the way in. I lay on top of her, my hungry cock rubbing against her eager snatch, my lips sutured to hers, with one hand caressing the allbut-iridescent flesh globe of breast while the other lay flat against the firm, rubber-like cheeks of her butt with a forefinger sunk into her squeezing asshole to the hilt.
"This is only a prelude," I whispered.
Standing up, I unzipped my fly and murmured, "Before the day is over, I'm sinking this into your lovely ass." And yanked my stretched cock out.
I let her study it for a moment. As an experienced girl she'd seen many phalluses, some, I'm sure, considerably larger than mine, though few, if any, thicker. She caressed the shiny white shaft, then massaged the purpling head, and it pulsed with the desire to be wedged somewhere in Ella's delectable body.
"It's so thick I can barely get my fingers around it," she murmured in awe. "How do you expect to fit something like that in my puss, much less my ass."
"It'll fit," I assured her, dropping my pants and underwear.
I kicked them across the room, letting them land near Ella's skirt, then walked over to her and flipped her over on her belly. Holding her down, I began paddling her ass hard, until the white mounds turned a bright, rubyred.
"You really like the sadist route, don't you," she muttered, wincing with every slap, but bearing up under it all very nicely.
"It doesn't seem to bother you," I said to her, whacking her again.
"I've had worse," she told me indifferently, hardly reacting to my walloping.
"So you say," I muttered, a little angry that she was taking my spanking so lightly. Had she kept her mouth shut, I probably would not have taken the next step. But she was so goddamn blase about the whole thing, I decided she needed a real whipping.
Going to my pants, I removed the belt and returned to where she still lay, face down. Ella turned, saw the belt, and tried to get up. But I was on her and threw her back onto the bed. Once again she attempted to rise, pointing that lovely reddened ass into the air, and then I struck, the leather belt hissing through the air and landing smack on the twin cheeks of her round butt. At first she was surprised more than hurt, then lay there on her belly, submitting to every whack I gave her, crisscrossing the moons of her behind with large, red welts, still being careful not to break her skin. I slashed the leather across the backs of her thighs, watching it mark her luscious white flesh. When a sting snapped against the leaking bottom of her hairy cunt she bolted upright and tried moving away. But I was too quick for her. When she spun around, lying on her back, I gave her a few lashes across her nice tits and flat belly, snapping the leather against her nipples until they were blood-red. Her flesh gleamed with sweat now, and she twisted as I raised the belt again, moving to the side and trying to dodge the blow. I turned around and sat on her back, straddling her in such a way I faced her ass. Then I peeled those panties off her whipped ass, exposing the star-like crack of her asshole. She tried to crawl away, but I sat on her all the harder, pushing her tits and belly into the mattress of my bed, while her legs dangled over the side with me putting my weight on her back.
"Okay," she whispered. "Do it. Do it. I'll stay still."
So I took my weight off her, then parted her ass cheeks and brought the leather belt, now doubled, against her crack. She bucked as the cowhide stung her flesh, almost sobbing as I methodically lashed that tiny rosebud of flesh again and again. I got a little carried away and whipped her very hard though never once making her bleed. The ass puffed up and the flesh was a bright crimson, and I still wanted to whip her. So instead of risking the breaking of her ass skin, I flipped her over again on her back and made her part her thighs. Then I brought the doubled strap against her thighs, slashing at the white flesh repeatedly, watching the thighs, then the outer puffy cunt labia turn a brilliant shade of red.
I was wearing myself out, whipping the broad. But I was also getting hotter and hotter. The sight of that box reddening set me to burning, and when she drew her knees up to her chest in a futile gesture to stop me from using the belt on her belly, I flung it away and threw myself on top of her, after first removing my shirt. I grabbed her round, full fits and squeezed them both, chewing on the nipples together, biting down hard on them. My thick cock rubbed between her tormented thighs, burning into her punished flesh.
I saw her head turn toward the mirror, and noticed she could see the way my balls rubbed against her fiery twat. It reached her, and despite all the punishment she'd taken, or perhaps because of it, she grabbed at me and pulled my head down, biting my face and sucking on my lips.
Her beaten thighs slowly opened wide and my cock rubbed against the entrance, feeling heavy fluid oozing out of her slot. But it was a tight pussy, and try as my cock would, it couldn't enter by itself. It needed help. So I reached down with my hand and guided the throbbing head to the entrance of her female paradise. I got the puffed, purple head started between the tight, albeit sucking inner labia, then began pushing the rest of it into her. She cried out as the burning, pulsating flesh made deeper inroads, splitting the labial doors wide open, exposing the way the inner lips sucked tightly onto the stem like a hungering mouth. Reaching under her with both hands, I grabbed her burning, rounded ass, and pulled her toward me as I plunged my ramrod even deeper, finally fitting the entire length into her, though I'd had to do it a fraction of an inch at a time.
Ella twisted under me, her mind crying out at the way my thick cock sundered the walls of her feminine breech.
"Oh hell!" she muttered, "that thing is really in me deep. God, but it fills me."
And fill her it did. I could feel the tightness of her slobbering vagina as it held tightly to my plunging pole, trying now to pull it ever deeper, enjoying the way I filled her foam-lined interior with such solid pressure.
I was buried in her squeezing furnace-like cunt to the hilt. I leaned forward and kissed her lips again, and this time she plunged her tongue into my mouth, wanting to fill it the way my prong filled her heated hole. It was like being surrounded by a tight mattress the way her lower depths clung to my burning staff.
Her nipples were fully extended now, and I kissed them, feeling the way each throbbed as I sucked it into my mouth. Ella held my head against her body, wanting more than her nipples in my mouth, so I sucked in each entire tit, one at a time, letting my tongue roam over its whipped flesh while the back of my throat compressed around each nipple in turn. And as my mouth engulfed her tasty tits, my steaming cock continued plunging itself in and out of her gobbling pussy, its pink lips trying desperately to cling to it.
Throwing my shoulders against her body, one tit still down my throat, I reached under her body with both hands and cupped her two ass cheeks, squeezing them until she squirmed even harder against my straining cock. I rocked inside her with long, slow movements, letting my sliding prong touch every nerve in her distended cunt. Electric shocks seemed to sparkle through both of us. I knew she was as affected as I by the way she kept ramming her moon-shaped tit into my hungering throat again and again. The friction of my flesh-tearing cock in the maw of her urging pussy made us sizzle together, and I could feel the way lightning crackled in there. My finger returned to her ass crack as my hands held her ass split wide open. I delved deeply into her anus again, feeling her writhe all the more as the finger went right in, her clutching sphincter grabbing tightly to it.
The fierceness of the situation really got to me. I suddenly realized I was about to come, and though I wanted her to climax with me, I couldn't tell whether or not she was ready. Her torso shuddered and I could feel it rock in time with mine. Her blistering cunt rushed up to meet every thrust of my powering prick as it stabbed into the redness of her tight womanly snatch.
I bit hard into the tit filling my hungry mouth, chewing her nipple with my back teeth. At first it bothered her, then she once again shoved her breast against my face with the same ferocity she used to undulate her hips against my pounding cock. I chewed on the rubberiness of her luscious nipple, then pulled my head back, releasing most of her tit so I could lick on it. Then once again I bit on it, never once breaking the rhythm of my pulsating prong as it zipped back and forth inside her come-hungry tunnel.
Oh Jesus! It was really building. I pumped harder and faster now, speeding up my strokes, breathing very hard as I pulled my prong out to the head, then squished it right back down that slithery cushioned canal of hers, my finger in her ass matching the rhythm. The heat was broiling in my belly and I knew I couldn't hold the seed back any longer. I poured my wad into her boiling cunnus, releasing her ass and gripping her shoulders, digging my fingers into her flesh.
Ella pressed her body to mine, crushing her firm tits to my chest as she kissed my face and chewed on my earlobe. Her tongue probing into my ear caused the white gusher of cream inside me to pour out all the faster. Hot, thick, bursts of fluid jetted from my firing cock, filling her luscious, clutching hole.
I could tell Ella was feeling my seed as it poured into her. It seemed to wash away the aches and pain I'd inflicted on her. My long, slippery, thick goad was an oiled piston ploughing through her, ramming into her tender flesh, lubricating the inner walls of her pleasure hole until the same feeling I'd enjoyed overtook her, ripping through her groin, her belly, and all of her body.
"God Almighty!" she expounded. "Oh you motherfucking son of a bitch, but that was good. I've had little orgasms before, but nothing compared to what you did to me now. Hell! Now I know what climaxing is all about. All that whipping you gave me is what did it."
We relaxed for a little while. I refilled her rye and soda, and she asked, "Do I qualify?"
"You're good," I admitted. "So good you've whetted my appetite for more," I told her, looking up and down her trim shape.
She was sitting naked on the bed with her legs drawn up under her tight ass. Her breasts, legs, and buttocks still had the welts from the beating I'd given her, and I even saw a scratch I'd inflicted while at the height of passion. I could barely see the tiny brown hairs of her box, but looking at the way they glistened in the fading sunlight made me hungry, and I licked my lips. The way the light bounced off her flesh made the blood boil inside me, and I could feel my cock coming to life again.
She looked at my enlarging prong and laughed. She laughed so hard she spilled some of her drink. It splashed all over her hard, round boobs, splashing on her nipples. I leaned forward and licked the liquor off, noticing the way her pinkish-red areolae began to throb as blood filled their tips. Then we kissed and I felt Ella's tickling tongue swirl through my mouth. Her fingers rested lightly on my swelling dong, then moved almost automatically over the skin, sliding over the thick shank, rubbing the corona, and caressing the purpling glans. Her thumb touched the lubricating tip, and I sighed and began to embrace her.
I let my hands roam freely over her firm, round, upstanding breasts, cupping the nipples in my palms, feeling the way they enlarged as blood filled them. I squeezed them, pressing them between my fingers, noting their resilience, and then I let my mouth swoop down and cover them, my tongue licking each in turn. Ella sighed out loud, and it was a real sigh and not something for my benefit. I'd been around these chicks long enough to know when they were faking. Ella's sighs were real.
Her hand began jerking up and down faster, yanking my rigid cock up and down. The quicker she tugged the harder I sucked. I put my hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her back on the bed. Then I let my fingers trail down her delectable torso, tracing the rounded curves of her delicious tits, the flatness of her tummy, and the wiry brown hair on the mound of her wet cunt. My fingers moved lower, tickling and teasing the lubricated flesh of her heating pussy. Her legs parted and I pushed a finger into the slit, hearing it squish into her.
"Oh I. Will," Ella murmured in my ear as I worked another finger over the thick, sopping lips of her vagina, sliding it slowly up and down, matching it to the rhythm of the finger I had buried inside her.
I turned my body more toward her, letting her get a better grip on my prong, enjoying the way her fingers caressed its hardness while my fingers continued massaging her soaking slot. And then I kissed her, gently at first, and then hard, forcing my hot tongue into her yearning mouth.
She writhed again as I began jerking my tongue in and out of her mouth, using it the way I would shortly use my cock. And then I began kissing her neck and breasts, once again swooping down on her cherry-like nipples. Then, as I kissed lower, letting my tongue lick across her firm belly, I pulled my finger from her aroused quim and grabbed her thighs. Because I was working my way down, she could no longer clutch my hot cock, and had to let go. I let my mouth roam the plane of her tummy, dipping into her navel, feeling her squirm as sparkling sensations filled her.
When she tried pulling me back up, I shook my head and dipped lower, letting my tongue lick into the wiry bush on her pelvis. Lower I went, letting my tongue tease its way across her tight flesh into the center of her heated hole. The musky, sticky fluid filled my mouth, and when I brought it out and tantalized her upstanding clit, I felt her body stiffen with shocked pleasure. She needed her hands to yank her thighs apart, giving me a better shot at her fleshy nub. I licked hard, slurping loudly, letting her know I was drinking in her fluids, and she began bucking crazily.
I twisted my own body around, surrounding her head with my thighs, letting my rock-hard cock dangle above her face. I felt her slick tongue snake out and lick at my salivating glans as I continued tonguing her watery labia. And as my head buried itself as far down between the pillars of her thighs as it could go, I felt her yank my ass down so she could swallow my pylon between her full lips. The whole fat hot cock went in, right to the base. Oh man! Did that ever feel great. I hunched my thighs and hips, twisting and flexing my lower body so I could screw my plunging pupick into her sucking mouth. I thrilled to the way she wound her soft lips tightly around my rigid staff, shuddering to the feel of the way they rubbed as I pumped. I could feel her tongue stiffen against the back of my probe and then against the front, gobbling my fiery cock as I fucked into her throat, gently at first, and then hard, pounding against the velvety softness inside.
My blood was on fire, roaring hot and fast through my arteries and veins, tearing through my nuts as I compressed my thighs around Ella's head. My entire body was tense and rigid, concentrating to prolong the exquisiteness I felt at the touch of her smooth lips on my thrusting prick.
My own tongue worked frantically on her tasty cunt, swallowing the salubrious liquid deep into my throat, my lips pressing hard against the nub of her burning clit until they actually hurt me. Ella was as worked up as I, thrusting her hips up full into my face, wrapping her thighs around my head and pulling my mouth deeper into her cradling cunt as my tongue worked all the faster.
I pounded my own crotch into her sweet face, letting my pole fuck its way into and out of her mouth, feeling her stiffened tongue thoroughly lick the glans each time. She had a tight grip on the fuckstick, using her teeth to scrape the skin of the shank.
We sucked one another with the wildest abandon, each concentrating on making the other come, going ecstatically wild over the sensations building inside ourselves. My raging cock drove deep into her throat each time my lusting tongue slurped as far into her burning box as it would go. Each time I withdrew said tongue, I lashed it across her full swollen clit.
I felt myself boiling up again, ready to gush once more. I tensed my hips and thrust my prong all the way into Ella's hungry throat, then erupted in a burning outpouring of sperm. I filled her throat so quickly she had no choice but to swallow and swallow again, each time making room for the next come-load.
At the same time her own pussy tightened, the feeling burning, charging and smashing inside her frothing cunt until she was lost in a sea of discharge. I could feel the liquid splash heartily against my face; I was barely able to breathe because of the quantities she unloaded.
I yanked my cock from her lusting mouth, spun around, and thrust my own lubricant-soaked tongue between her teeth, letting her suck the liquid from my mouth. I tasted none of my own semen in her throat, she having swallowed it all. She licked my tongue until all the lubricant was gone, then proceeded to lick the quantities of her musky oil covering my face.
For some reason my cock was remaining rigid. It didn't want to shrink. So I pressed it against her creaming cunt, pushed it in, wiggled it about, and withdrew it, making sure it was covered with a heavy coating of her slippery lubricant.
"Now Ella," I muttered, "it's time to fulfill the promise I made before."
"Oh no!" she gasped as I pushed her thighs up and pressed my mighty truncheon against the tight dark star between the hillocks of her ass. My cock opened the split between her cheeks and pushed hard against the webshaped hole.
"You'll kill me," she yelled. "Don't do it, don't do it."
Ignoring her cries, I plunged deeper, pumping again and again until the tight ring opened just enough for my cockhead to fit in. Ella yelled again, bucking hard. I rammed my prong a little further in, savoring the touch of her clasping sphincter around my swollen pudendum. I moved it around circularly, and when I found difficulty in plunging ahead, popped it out, stuck it back in her gooey cunt for one more helping of lubricant, then tried ploughing it into her rectum again. Each time I repeated this maneuver I sank it in a little deeper. I continued alternating between her leaking pussy and tight asshole, pumping harder into the rectum each time, enjoying the way her ass cheeks seemed to surround my cock each time it sank between them. Ella twisted and turned, screwing herself more firmly onto my plunging spindle each time.
"Oh but it's starting to feel good," she muttered now as I thrust my prong continuously into her reamed rectum. The tight passage crushed my cock deliciously as I ruthlessly battered it into her.
That climaxing sensation began building in my prong once again, and I crammed the full length of my pounding prick into her tight, solid ass one final time. I could feel her rectum squeezing my pole as I went off in her ass, filling the void with my white, hot creamy come, my pidookie riding up to the end of the long canal. I blasted into her again and again, glorying in the way her asshole squeezed and squeezed.
Ella was burning again, in need of an orgasm. She jumped off my halflimp prong and shoved me back on the bed. I lay back, my legs forming a V, and I let Ella toy with my tired screw machine. It was only half hard now, and she pressed it against her burning flesh in the hope of resurrecting it. But for a while it was no use. All I could do was lie there. And then I felt her move her body between my thighs. I could feel her dangling tits rubbing against my inner thighs as the nipples found their way to either side of my balls, their hot, ruby points pressing into the crevices where my thighs joined my body. First one nipple, then the other ran across my limp cock, touching the head and the sensitive undernerve. Little by little my wang started to come back to life. It reared its head, pressing its leaking hole against the soft flesh of her firm tits. Ella pushed her tits together and trapped my growing cock between them.
My hot prong was fully awake now, stiff, burning, and ready for whatever she wanted. I'd gotten all I'd expected from her, and I figured she deserved one good come of her own any way she pleased.
She loomed above me, her dark brown hair flaring wildly around her face, accentuating her delicate features. Her hair curled around her shoulders, ran over her chest, and settled near her pink nipples. The rigid nipples bounced, jiggled, and glistened as she lowered her gurgling cunt onto my upstanding rod, spearing herself with its thickness, sucking in her breath as it seemed to split her wide open.
I shuddered with bliss as her flaming pussy engulfed my thick rod. Blast-furnace hot, my prong soothed itself in the silky heat of her inflamed cunt. Her nether lips suckled so convincingly on my prick at first I thought it was back in her versatile mouth. But no! When I looked, she was still seated on me, her rounded buttocks resting on my thighs, the soft mounds yielding to the hardness of my own legs. She rolled back and forth on me, and my skewer felt more like a corkscrew as it twisted about within her body, pressing against the walls of her burning abyss.
Ella sat on me for a long time, her eyes closed, her body soaking in every sensation as she rotated herself again and again. Although every pore of mine was alive with feeling, my body was tired, what with having come so many times earlier. So I lay there and let her do her thing, watching her bobbling breasts shine in the orange, sinking sunlight. Her face was a mask of many features, twisting as the pleasure boiled up inside her. She could plainly feel my fleshy column tightly up inside her deep, sobbing pussy, and the way she moved told me she wanted to tear it out at the root, keeping it locked inside her yearning hole forever and ever. Then she leaned forward, balancing herself on her elbows, and slammed her wide hips down, sucking up my throbbing meat, until she felt her hotbox expand to suck my pidookie all the way in, and then fell on top of me as she orgasmed again and again. The very squeezing of her pussy brought me off one more time. No liquid this time, just sensation.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Ella spent the night in my apartment, doing all sorts of nice things to me again and again, though I wasn't able to climax anymore. She worked so damn hard to please me, I had to comply with her request. I promised, as long as Debbie wasn't around, I'd give her first call for any business.
It was noon of the following day, Monday, when she finally left, satisfied she'd accomplished what she'd set out to do. When I finally managed to dress and get to my office, after having had a sparse breakfast, my telephone-answering machine let me know four prospective clients had called. I called each one back and set up appointments with them for the following day.
I called Judy Roberts and made sure she was all right.
She wanted me to come over, but I didn't have the strength. Ella had done too good a job on me.
I spent the day watching videotape reruns of myself with Judy Roberts and a half dozen other former female clients. There wasn't much else to do.
At six o'clock I had a light supper at the hamburger place across from the Elton. I wanted to see if Andy Durslag had any additional. information for me, but he never showed up.
Getting into my Falcon, I drove to Seabrook and parked my car in the same shopping center parking lot I'd used on Friday evening. Then I watched the members of the murder club show up. Cy Roberts was the last one, and from the tired way he dragged himself into the building, it was obvious he had been working on Joan Randall again.
I was tempted to enter the building by way of the storeroom window again, but I had a feeling this was a good time to stay out of there. And sure enough, twenty minutes later, a half dozen squad cars pulled up in front of the building and twelve cops with riot guns poured out and charged inside.
The skirmish was short. The members of the murder club were in no way equipped to fight the police and all surrendered. But on the way out of the building I saw one of the club members break away, make it across the street and get lost in the early evening twilight. Four cops went chasing after him, but lost him.
"It was that guy with the chicken face," I heard one of the cops say as he got back. "You know, that doctor."
"Carreba?" another cop asked.
"Yeah, that was the one."
They piled the handcuffed members of the murder club into the cars and drove off. And that was when I saw Cy Roberts emerge from the building. He stood outside, leaning against the front entrance. He didn't see me standing in the shadows nearby. Neither did Carreba, who for some unknown reason had decided to return.
"How'd you get away?" he asked Roberts.
"I was in the craphouse when they broke in," Roberts explained. "So this is the end of it all, huh?"
"We were finked on," Carreba nodded. "In a little while they'll know your name as well as mine. I suggest we both get the hell out of the country. An APB'll sure as hell go out for us shortly."
"But who could've finked on us?" Roberts wanted to know.
"I only know of one guy," Carreba responded. "It has to be Kalman Albert. Something must've happened and he wanted out. And he'll never get caught because no one else knows he's been the head man."
The two of them moved out of range and I wasn't able to hear anything else said. So I returned to my car and headed for my apartment.
Parking my car in the area behind my building, I went inside, went up to my apartment, opened the door and turned on the light. Surprise! There was a dead body in the middle of my living room (actually my only room) floor. It was bleeding all over the place, letting my carpeting soak up the gore. And the body was that of Mitch Evergrad. I was so surprised at seeing the dead police chief, I forgot to shut the door and came into the room. Did I dare call the cops and tell them their chief was lying dead in my apartment?
The decision seemed to be taken out of my hands when Kalman Albert himself appeared from my bathroom waving what appeared to be a.38 Police Special.
"You happy, Fokker?" he asked, pointing the gun in my direction. "Mitch told me he was canceling the murder club. He told me he wasn't taking any more chances. He also said I was to stay far away from Moira, his sister. But then you know all about it, don't you. You set everything up this way. I know. I spoke to Raquel Roberts just before she tried leaving town, yesterday."
"Tried?" I asked.
"She's dead meat, Fokker, just the way you're gonna be. Why couldn't you leave things alone?"
"I'm paid not to leave things be."
"You're nuts. I sent those two broads here to keep you off my back, and this is how you do things?"
"You sent Ruth and Cassandra here to make sure I wouldn't work for Judy Roberts. By that time my job for Judy was finished, and I haven't worked for her."
"You stopped Ignatz Randall from killing her, didn't you."
"Right the first time."
"You broken-nosed son of a bitch. I'm gonna kill you with Mitch's gun. Then I'm gonna put the gun with which I killed him in your hand. It's gonna look like the two of you killed each other. Oh yeah. I let Moira know where her brother is, and when she comes up here, I'm gonna kill her with the same gun I used to kill Mitch. That way it'll look like you invited Evergrad up here, and Moira as well. You killed the two of 'em, and Mitch killed you just before he died."
"What's my motive?" I asked.
"You were gonna blackmail him," Albert replied, smiling, taking out the newly developed photographs I'd hidden away. "You saw him fucking Moira and you took pictures. You wanted money. Mitch wouldn't pay and went for his gun. You shot Moira and Mitch just as he shot you."
"And what about you?" I asked.
"Me? I'm Judy Roberts' attorney. I'm gonna handle her divorce when she dumps Cy Roberts, who'll be either dead or in prison very shortly. And then I'm gonna set it up so I marry Judy and get that money anyway."
"Moira might not like that," I pointed out;
"Moira's gonna be stone cold dead, Fokker. Just like you."
He'd said it good and loud, just in time for Moira Evergrad, who was outside my open apartment door, to hear. She stood there, frozen for the moment, and then very quietly opened her purse and dipped her hand in. She came out with a tiny.25 caliber pistol, probably given to her by her brother for protection. Then she silently came into the room and said, "Kal."
He half turned and took the small slug right in his temple. He was dead before he hit the ground.
Then she fainted.
I took the gun from Moira and put it in Mitch Evergrad's hand. Then I took the other gun from Kalman Albert's pocket and put it in his own hand, returning Evergrad's pistol to his holster. Then I called the cops who, when they arrived, decided to keep my name out of things because they not only wanted Evergrad to get full credit, but didn't want his sister's name smeared. It seemed both Roberts and Carreba had been caught, and the two had given the cops the name of Kalman Albert. It looked as if Evergrad had somehow or other apprehended Albert in my apartment, where Albert had come with a gun looking for me. Just how the cops thought I was involved was never satisfactorily explained, since I destroyed all the photos and negatives I had of Evergrad making it with his sister long before the police reached my apartment.
At any rate, Mitch Evergrad ended up dead, as did Kalman Albert. Cy Roberts and all the other members of the murder club, including Dr. Joe Carreba, received life sentences for the heinous murders they'd either committed or abetted.
Joan Randall phoned me once, trying to collect the insurance I'd supposedly written on her husband just before he'd died. I told her the policy was void since he'd died committing a crime.
I had one helluva cleaning bill having Mitch Evergrad's blood shampooed out of my carpet. I also had a long sob story from Moira Evergrad once the police had left my apartment with Mitch's body. She had enough money, but now that she was used to getting laid (under the influence of some considerable liquor she confided her incestuous relationship to me), she didn't know whose cock to depend on.
I spent two nights a week for the next month consoling her in her bed, keeping her happy. I spent another night each week keeping Joan Randall content. And I had a night for Nicky, Dr. Carreba's nurse, who was unemployed and in need of consolation. Boy did I console.
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