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   Chapter  One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The lights inside the apartment were those bright halogen things. Mrs. Morgan had put them in at his request. She'd also sent the curtains out for cleaning, leaving him a perfect view with his 300 power Hoch and Mickler telescope.
 
   He doubted Mr. Morgan would be too worried about the loss of curtains. The apartment was on the fortieth floor and nothing else was nearby. Of course, with the Hoch & Mickler Sean didn't have to be nearby to have a close view of things.
 
   It was a nice looking apartment, luxuriously decorated. The floor to ceiling windows revealed every room to perfection except the bathrooms. So he hoped whatever happened didn't take place in there.
 
   He sat back and rubbed his back, muttering under his breath. It was getting late and he was bored stiff. Surveillance work would put you to sleep faster than almost anything, he thought. Only an economics textbook he'd once had to study came close.
 
   Next to the scope was a small field scope. It was only a foot long and sixty power, but it had great clarity and showed the line of windows along the wall that made up the Morgan’s' place.
 
   A couple of floors below the Morgans was a brightly lit bedroom and inside it, as he blinked in anticipation, was a gorgeous brunette standing before her mirror.
 
   She was wearing a dressing gown, but as he watched in delight she opened it and tossed it behind her.
 
   "Whoaaahhh," he whispered, licking his lips.
 
   He turned to the more powerful scope and laboriously shifted it down and sideways until it was fixed on her window, then growled softly.
 
   Her age was hard to guess because the light was mostly behind her. Anywhere from seventeen to twenty five, he figured. She had a slender figure with high, proud breasts, a tiny waist, and slim hips. Her buttocks were trim and perfectly round, like a plump apple.
 
   Her face was a little difficult, but it seemed quite pretty, as well, and her hair fell around her shoulders and halfway down her back.
 
   As he watched she bent over, flipping her hair down, and began to brush it. Her breasts dangled below her, and he licked his lips, feeling his cock stir. He remembered himself suddenly and began snapping pictures with the camera attachment.
 
   She straightened up, tossing her head back, her hair flying back behind her, and he snapped quickly to get her back just at the high point of its arch, those lovely breasts thrusting out perfectly.
 
   Christ, she had a nice set, he thought. He'd seen bigger, but hers looked absolutely perfect for her size. Sleek, he thought, she was sleek - neat, trim and sleek. 
 
   He pulled his eye away briefly and checked the smaller scope, checking the Morgan's apartment. Morgan was still sitting in the living room alone watching TV.
 
   Back to the girl.
 
   He watched her brush out her hair, admired the play of muscle below her lovely skin, admired the way she moved, the confidence and freedom it showed.
 
   She finished with her hair and pulled open a drawer, then pulled out a pair of panties. Disappointed, he resigned himself to the end of the performance, then hummed in appreciation as he realized it was a thong she was pulling up her legs, a nice black thong. 
 
   He snapped a few more shots of that wonderful round behind with its thong, watched as she danced slowly, seductively, sliding her hands up her body, her fingers through her hair, rolling her hips at her mirror. He snapped picture after picture.
 
   She stopped suddenly, went to her closet, then returned.
 
   She tried on a top, then discarded it, tried another, then another, some midriff baring, some not. He tried to choose with her.
 
   Then came trousers, one after another. Each time she pulled on a pair she'd sway and grind her hips in front of the mirror, sometimes sliding her hands up her body and through her hair.
 
   It was a great show for what he'd paid.
 
   Sloane examined herself in the mirror, frowning, then bit her lower lip as she peeled the tank top up and off. It still wasn't the right image, not the look she was going for.
 
   She sighed and examined herself in the mirror, putting a coy look on her face. She began to sway slowly, rolling her hips. She wondered what it would be like to be a stripper, and imagined a crowd of men watching, whistling, urging her on.
 
   She cupped her high, firm breasts, letting her tongue slide along her lips, smiling at her unseen audience. She remembered the strip club she'd been in with Tommy last month, how sexy the girls on the stage looked, how she'd envied them.
 
   She remembered the blonde, remembered watching her squatting at the edge of the stage, spreading her knees wide. It had been shocking, and arousing.
 
   She hated the fact that she was a virgin. All her life she had been under her father's close supervision, going to strictly regimented, all-girl private schools, most of them heavily religious.
 
   But she'd had a final fight with her father this spring when he'd proposed a very chic, very religious, all-girl university in Alabama. She hadn't been allowed to go to UCLA like she'd wanted, but at least Crawford University was Co-ed, and had a somewhat more open campus and philosophy.
 
   She turned her back to the mirror, grinding her perfect buttocks towards it, then peeling her thong down to bare herself, just like she'd seen that stripper do.
 
   She was so protected that going to the strip club was the most shocking, eye-opening sexual experience of her life. And if her father ever found out Tommy would be dead meat.
 
   She remembered how he'd slipped his hand into her shirt and squeezed her breasts, how her nipples had burned and sizzled as his fingers found them, and how her loins had throbbed with desire as his hand squeezed her through her panties.
 
   It had all been so... stunning, so high above anything she'd ever experienced before. She had almost given him her virginity then and there. The only thing that had stopped it had been his parents returning home early from a movie. She'd had to scramble out the back way carrying her blouse and bra and with her pants undone.
 
   But she'd have her own room soon, and be around college men, men who knew what to do with a woman like her, how to make them sing in pleasure.
 
   She dropped the thong to the floor and stepped out of it, moving in time to the music, turning to her mirror again as her small hands slipped down her body. She cupped her sex with both hands, moaning softly, rolling her head in pleasure.
 
   She felt the hard little bump at the top of her sex and slipped her finger along it, rubbing slowly, moving her finger in a circular motion as her breathing came faster and hotter.
 
   She stepped back further, turning and looking at the window with a grimace. It wasn't worth closing the curtains at this height, and it added a small thrill. Even though she was sure nobody could be watching there was the chance someone was.
 
   She felt the foot of her bed against the backs of her legs and sat down, spreading her legs wide as she continued to rub at her clitoris. She felt her moisture seeping out, and ran her fingers up and down her cleft as she lay back.
 
   She moaned and rolled in her bed, arching her back as her fingers moved faster and faster along her pink cleft, her mind filled with thoughts of men watching her, men getting hard and horny at how beautiful and sexy she was.
 
   She eased the tip of one finger into her tight tunnel, pumping it in and out, sliding it deeper, until it pressed up against that small bit of skin which blocked deeper access - her cherry. She groaned, wanting to break through, yet wanting to save herself, to feel a cock breaking her hymen.
 
   She twirled and stroked her fingertip, jabbing against her cherry dangerously, her excitement mounted as her other fingers whipped feverishly across her swollen clitoris. Her fingers moved faster, and she gasped and groaned as the sexual electricity charged her body.
 
   She writhed, partly for whoever might be watching (though she knew no one was), wanting to give them a lewd sight, pretending she had an audience just like that stripper, an audience of men, some gorgeous, some nasty, some slovenly and drunk, all staring at her hot little pussy as she fingered and stroked herself.
 
   She imagined a cock sliding into her, a big pink cock thrusting high into her pussy. Tonight, she thought. Tonight Tommy is going to do it to me.
 
   Images filled her mind, sweeping by one after another, Tommy above her, Tommy behind her, under her, Tommy's cock thrusting into her again and again.
 
   The electricity built up higher and harder, until her hair seemed to be standing on edge, until her insides were churning and twisting and her mind was consumed by lust and heat.
 
   She had almost reached the peak, and felt the rising tide of pleasure that always slightly scared her. She knew that as she was now she had no control over herself, none at all. If a man walked in that door now she would beg him to use her, no matter how nasty or crude he was.
 
   She would do anything with the pleasure gripping her in its tight fist. Nothing mattered but the pleasure. Nothing mattered but reaching her climax.
 
   And then she did, crying out her pleasure, arching her back again and again as she jammed her fingers against her sex and whipped them across her burning clitoris. She felt her body spasming and shaking, felt the pleasure roaring in her skull, bathing her in its fiery ecstasy.
 
   Sean was almost breathless as the girl finally went limp. He was sweating and his cock was so stiff and so hot he thought he'd come in his pants if he so much as moved. His fingers shook a bit as he pulled them away from the camera then unloaded the film and looked at it.
 
   He shook his head, then slipped it into his pocket. Two complete rolls he'd shot of the girl, seventy-two pictures, some of them extreme close-ups with the kind of quality only the best quality optics could produce. He could hardly wait to get them back to the office and develop them.
 
   He pulled his eye away and checked the Morgan place again, then cursed, his adrenalin rushing as he rapidly shifted the big scope up and sideways to focus in on him.
 
   Sean regretted turning away from the brunette, but he figured she was probably about finished with the fashion show anyway. He was just glad he hadn't missed much with Morgan. He was just hanging up her coat. He'd seen her before, too. He just couldn't quite....ahhh, yes, the newest associate at the law firm Morgan owned.
 
   She was buxom and beautiful, her face narrow, eyes glinting. Her blonde hair was short and stylishly done, and she wore a dress with a skirt far and away shorter than she'd ever have worn to the office.
 
   He watched Morgan slip his arm around her waist, then let his hand drop to her behind, squeezing it through the skirt.
 
   "Old pervert," Sean muttered, ignoring the fact that his prick was still rock-hard from the show that young brunette had put on.
 
   This girl looked in her mid to late twenties. Morgan was almost sixty.
 
   He led her over to the sofa which faced the window and she sat down as he continued on to the bar and got drinks. They sat together talking and Sean turned up the sound on the microphones he'd planted.
 
   "...gone all night," Morgan said with a trace of smugness.
 
   "You're sure? I mean, it would be pretty awkward if..."
 
   "Trust me," he said. "I don't make mistakes like that."
 
   "Wanna bet?" Sean muttered.
 
   Morgan leaned forward and kissed her, pressing her back into the sofa. Sean's camera snapped again and again as Morgan's hand slipped along her thigh, and up under her skirt. He squeezed her sex hard enough to jerk her body back against the back of the sofa, and threw himself atop her, gasping and panting as his fingers pried apart her panties.
 
   "You old smoothy," Sean whispered in amusement.
 
   What happened next was not pretty. Well, the blonde certainly was, Sean thought, but Morgan's performance was something of an embarrassment to men as a gender. He slobbered over her while breathing like a freight train, and his hands were everywhere, like a kid at Christmas not sure what to unwrap first.
 
   He tore her dress in his eagerness to get it off, tore her panties too, then he all but inhaled her big breasts, chewing and sucking like a starving babe as his fat fingers sunk into them.
 
   He shrugged out of his clothes, exposing his pale, flabby body, then thrust himself into her with a groan. One thrust, then two and he collapsed. >From the sound of him Sean was wondering if Mrs. Morgan would be saved the bother of a divorce.
 
   "Ooooh, you're so good, honey," the girl cooed.
 
   Sean rolled his eyes.
 
   "T-Tara,' he panted.”Get me a drink."
 
   "Money. If you got money you can be seven kinds of asshole," Sean said aloud.
 
   Morgan rolled off her and she stood up, giving Sean some great shots of her slender, athletic body as she crossed the floor. She made him a drink then came back, crouching next to the sofa as she handed it to him.
 
   He chugged it down as she cooed at him, sliding her hand up and down his body, then gripping his cock and massaging it.
 
   Sean changed the film quickly. When he looked again she was going down on him, or trying to. His view had the back of her head and her back. But then she bent over more, spreading her legs and he had a somewhat nicer view, for a time.
 
   Nice ass, if a bit thin, he decided.
 
   She worked on him for about ten minutes before she started to bob her head up and down. Sean figured that meant he was hard again and sure enough she soon stood up and straddled him, smiling as he reached up and pawed at her breasts.
 
   She gripped his stiff cock and slipped down onto it, gasping dramatically as she took it into herself. Then she sat atop him, breathing slowly and deeply, closing her eyes and moaning. Sean smiled in admiration.
 
   "Haaarryyy," she cooed in a musical voice. "I will be made a partner soon, won't Iiiiiiiii?"
 
   "Yeah. Sure," he panted.
 
   "Wheeeeennn?"
 
   "Jesus," he groaned. "Keep moving. Don't stop."
 
   "When harryyyyy?"
 
   "I... as soon as I can...figure an excuse," he gulped. "I can't just bring you in when you're so new. Not unless you can buy a share in the partnership like the others."
 
   "But you're the senior partner," she said in a pouty voice.
 
   "I know. I know," he groaned. "But they'll know something is screwy. Every new partner means less for the rest, you know, unless they bring in some big contracts."
 
   "I will," she said with a smile. "Mitchell Toothpaste is about to hire the firm on retainer."
 
   "M-Mitchell? But they're with... "
 
   "Not anymore," she said, sliding her hands up through her hair and arching her back.
 
   She ground her hips in a slow, circular motion as she preened like a cat.
 
   "How...shit..."
 
   "Mr. Mitchell likes blondes too," she said.
 
   "Christ."
 
   She giggled and leaned forward, her hands against his chest, then began to rise and fall on his thick prong.
 
   "Faster! Faster, baby!"
 
   Instead she slowed, leaning forward to slide her tongue along the side of his face. "I'll get the south corner office, won't Iiiiii?"
 
   "Uh...what...Jackson has that."
 
   "You can move him."
 
   She kissed him long and deeply, then began to slide herself up and down his cock again as his arms went up around her.
 
   Sean could almost feel sorry for the guy. He knew what Mrs. Morgan had planned for this. Their anniversary was next week. She was going to put the pictures and sound on a big screen TV with all their friends, family and business relations gathered around.
 
   Still, he was a lawyer, and a particularly nasty one at that. He'd let his fiancé put him through law school while she worked as a waitress, then dumped her. His first wife was rich, lithe and lovely and he used her for prestige while ignoring her. He'd really fucked her in the divorce, though, taking half her money. Then he'd taken a trophy bride, a young, gorgeous lawyer who was now, at thirty five, apparently too old and on her way out.
 
   She was going to make a hell of an exit, though. The prenuptial agreement was airtight but he'd be fucked when that tape was shown.
 
   "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" the girl was gasping, bouncing atop him as he gurgled and shook.
 
   Hell, Sean thought, if his wife didn't kill him this slut would.
 
   "Oh, Harry! Fuck me, Harry! Fuck me with your big cock! Ooohh!"
 
   Sean grinned and kept snapping. He ran out of film and quickly changed it, then snapped another roll. By then Harry had had it and all Tara's rocking and grinding and humping had to stop as she faked an orgasm - badly, then fell forward across his large fat chest and belly.
 
   Sean sat back and lit a cigarette. What the hell. Someone ought to, he thought. Then he leaned forward again, turning to the small spy scope. He saw movement in the brunette's window and felt surprise. Was she STILL changing? God, women were weird.
 
   He looked in on Romeo and Juliet, but he wasn't moving and she was just kind of laying there cooing. Sean figured he had more than enough to make Mrs. Morgan happy so he swivelled the telescope down and onto the brunette's window again.
 
   She was wearing jeans and a tank top cut off just below her breasts. It was taut against her pert young chest, but that was at least partly due to the fact that her arms were up behind her.
 
   They were up behind her because a man was there behind her with his arm around her throat, his other hand over her mouth. He swung her around, shoving her against the wall as she struggled fiercely.
 
   "Jesus Christ!"
 
   He stared in shock, then jerked his eye back. Two flights down and one apartment over.
 
   "Two down and one over from Morgan," he whispered.
 
   Then he fell backwards off the milk carton he'd been sitting on, running to the door. He flung it open, barely remembered the importance of slamming and locking it behind him, then raced down the hall to the elevator.
 
   His instincts said take the stairs, but that was ridiculous. Running might make him feel better but it was forty two floors.
 
   So instead he stood there, waiting. Every second felt like an hour until the elevator light went on and the bell sounded. The elevator took about two hours getting down to the basement, then he could move, running to his car, diving into it, starting up and racing out of the garage.
 
   It was a half mile to the Morgans' apartment, but it was a straight road with little traffic, and the Chevy hit a hundred a few seconds out of the garage. It roared down the road, the tires squealing protest as he turned into the sweeping driveway leading to the exclusive building the Morgans lived.
 
   They squealed again as he pulled to a halt in front of the main doors. He leapt out, ran past the doorman, past the security guy at the desk and into the elevator, ignoring their yells behind him as he jammed his thumb down on thirty-eight.
 
   Too late, he was sure. Too late. He checked his watch and blinked in surprise. He'd written down the time at the last picture he'd taken of the Morgans. It had been eight-forty-nine. It was eight-fifty-five. Even the cops couldn't have made better time.
 
   The elevator pinged and he leapt out onto the floor, racing down to where the Morgans apartment would have been two flights up, then continuing on past the next apartment to the one after that.
 
   The door was locked. He slammed his foot into it next to the handle as he drew his gun. It trembled but held. He kicked it again, then a third time and it flew back, slamming into a table and sending something breakable to the floor.
 
   He ran in, the gun moving in all directions as he hurried to the far bedroom. It was empty. The apartment seemed empty. He licked his lips and moved into the bedroom. It was the girl's all right. He recognized the furniture and the pictures on the wall, as well as the assortment of clothes on the floor and chairs.
 
   An open door was to his right and he moved slowly towards it. Then instinctively jerked his left arm up as something came down hard. He deflected the blow but was thrown back across the bed as a man in a mask dodged past and ran out the door.
 
   He cursed and jumped up, then hesitated, turning to check the other room. It was an adjoining bathroom, the water on in the bathtub. The girl was naked and laying face down in the tub.
 
   He ran in and grabbed her arms, pulling her head out, lifting her out of the water and setting her on the floor. He ignored her nudity as he bent her head back and gave her mouth to mouth resuscitation.
 
   After the fourth hard breath she began coughing. He turned her onto her side, thumping her back as the security guard from downstairs came in, looking around warily.
 
   "Call an ambulance!" Sean ordered.
 
   The man stared at him in shock, then at the girl with obvious interest.
 
   "Now, asshole!"
 
   He retreated and Sean pulled the girl's wet hair out of her face and stroked her shoulder as she gasped for breath.
 
   By the time the ambulance - and the police got there he had the girl wrapped in a blanket. She was breathing okay, if a little shaky, but seemed terrified, and clung to him even though she hadn't any idea who he was.
 
   "I-I just opened the door to go out and he was standing there," she gasped. "He had a mask on and he grabbed me and lifted me up, carrying me back here. I-I thought was going to...you know...especially when he started tearing my clothes off, but he had no interest...I mean...he just...shoved me into the tub and turned on the water."
 
   She stared at him with wide brown eyes. "Why would anyone want to drown me!?"
 
   "I don't know," he said.
 
   The scene with the cops was awkward, to say the least. Naturally they insisted on going back to where he had been staked out so they could look through the scope themselves. They made a lot of snotty comments about peeping toms, and confiscated his pictures as possible evidence.
 
   Luckily he'd put aside the rolls with the girl in them. He had wanted to make sure they weren't accidentally included with the rest.
 
   They tried, but couldn't come up with any excuse to hold his tapes. After all, Mrs. Morgan had given him permission to plant the microphones and nothing could possibly be considered evidence in the assault on the girl.
 
   Miller, her name was, Sloane Miller, age nineteen, college bound and cute as a button. How he'd love to get his hands on the creep that had tried to kill her.
 
   But that was the cops' problem, not his. He was just a private detective, even if he did charge upscale prices.
 
   He was finally allowed to leave and headed home to his own apartment. Once there he made sure the curtains were drawn, then hit the sack.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   His office was in a hideously expensive high-rise downtown. If you wanted to attract fat, wealthy clients, you needed to have an impressive address for your business card. There was a dark glass wall to the left of the elevator and the words Radford Consulting was written on it in discrete gold letters. He opened the oak door and let it close behind him as he stepped into the reception room.
 
   It was small, but tastefully furnished, with subdued lighting everywhere but over Wendy's desk.
 
   "Hi, Sean," she called in her soft, musical voice.
 
   "Hi, beautiful," he said with a smile, rounding the desk.
 
   "You got a bunch of calls."
 
   "It's nice to be in such demand," he said airily.
 
   He leaned over and kissed her and she slid her arm over his shoulder and gave him a squeeze.
 
   "Most of them are from women."
 
   "It's so nice to be in such demand," he repeated with a leer.
 
   Wendy was a twenty-four year old redhead, her loosely curled hair tumbling over her shoulders. She was wearing a loose cardigan type sweater except it was yanked up and back to bare her midriff. Four small buttons between her breasts kept the sweater together, and he eyed them in anticipation.
 
   "That sweater looks...sexy," he said.
 
   "Like it? I made it out of an ordinary cardigan."
 
   "And I bet you're not wearing a bra either," he growled.
 
   "Seaaaan," she said, rolling her eyes.
 
   He eased down to his knees alongside her chair, more in a playful mood than anything else. He growled dramatically as he slipped his lips in against her throat, then ran his hand up and down the inside of her thigh.
 
   "Seaan!" she gasped. "I have...work...and the doors unlocked!"
 
   "I bet I can make you come in your panties again," he growled, his hand darting up beneath her miniskirt and cupping her sex.
 
   "Seaaan,' she groaned, shifting her legs apart despite the protest and reaching for him with her arms.
 
   His left hand slipped up under the bottom of the sweater, palming her soft breast as his right stroked up and down against the crotch of her panties. He growled again, bending over and licking at her belly button as she giggled and slumped back.
 
   He turned her chair to him then grasped her slim legs, lifting them up and apart, draping them across the arms of the chair.
 
   "Pervert," she gasped, eyes alight as he pushed her skirt up then yanked her behind closer to the edge of the chair.
 
   "Slut," he replied, fingers tugging aside the crotch of her panties to bare her neatly trimmed red fur.
 
   He palmed her mound as she raised her ass off the chair slightly, then dove in and she groaned, her head rolling back across the back of the chair as her feet trembled. "God!" she moaned. "Oohhhh!"
 
   His tongue whipped along her slit then focussed in on her clit as she mewled and rolled her hips up against him.
 
   "Jesus! Oh! Oh fuck!"
 
   Her body shook, and he reached up and cupped her breasts, squeezing them through her sweater, then easing them inside to pinch her bare nipples. Wendy seldom wore a bra, and her nipples were so sensitive he'd been able to bring her off in the past just by pinching and sucking them.
 
   She gasped and bucked up against him as he ate her out, her hands coming around and slapping against his, jamming them in harder against her sensitive breasts.
 
   A soft bell rang and she gasped, straightening up instantly, yanking his hands out of her sweater and swivelling the chair to the counter, forcing him underneath it.
 
   "I'd like to see Mr. Radford," a throaty female voice said.
 
   "I...do you uhm...h-have an appointment?" Wendy gulped, trying to catch her breath.
 
   "No, but it's desperately important."
 
   Sean grinned as he slipped his hands onto Wendy's knees, then eased them slowly apart.
 
   "I...who shall I say is calling?" she gulped.
 
   She let her legs slide farther and farther apart as he slipped in between them, his fingers pressing against her sex, then slipping inside as he tried to get his tongue down against her clit.
 
   "I'm Alexandra Conroy," the woman said.
 
   "I-I'll see if...if he'll see you," Wendy gulped.
 
   He pumped his fingers inside her, licking at her clit as she fumbled at the phone.
 
   "M-Mr. Radford? A...uhm...Alexandra Connor to see you."
 
   "Conroy," the woman said.
 
   "Ye...yes, sir," Wendy said.
 
   She put the phone back. "It'll just be a minute," she said.
 
   A few moments later she eased her legs further apart, slumping down a little in her seat so he could get better access to her tight pussy. He knew the Conroy woman had gone back and was sitting down in one of the chairs a dozen feet away. Only softly playing music could cover Wendy's gasps as he lapped teasingly along her slit.
 
   He heard her hiss and her legs jerked as he blew air over her hot little clit. Then he jammed his face into her sex, sucking and slurping as his hands shoved her skirt up over her hips. He slipped his fingers under her and lifted her ass off the chair, lapping energetically along her slit and stuffing his tongue up into her hot little honey pot.
 
   Suddenly she shoved him back and pushed her chair back a couple of feet. She slumped down, smoothing her skirt out as she got unsteadily to her feet.
 
   "Mr...Mr. Radford will see you now," she said weakly.
 
   She moved away from the counter and Sean crawled out, peeking over the top as she showed the woman into his office. He got up then and brushed at the knees of his pants as Wendy came back, giving him a pouty look.
 
   "You almost made me come," she whispered.
 
   "That's a bad thing?" he asked with a disarming grin.
 
   "You know how loud I get when I come!" she hissed. "And with that lady right in the room too!"
 
   "Pardon me," he said.
 
   He grabbed her as she moved to sit, bending her over the counter and yanking up her short skirt from behind.
 
   "Sean! She'll hear!"
 
   He tugged the crotch of her panties aside and thrust himself into her as his hand covered her mouth. Her eyes went wide and she shuddered, her legs going rubbery as he ground himself against her.
 
   She was wet, sopping wet, the crotch of her panties soaking as it pressed against the shaft of his cock. She was hot too, and tight as he twisted his prick around inside her belly.
 
   He slipped a hand down her side and tugged up the loose sweater, then folded his hand around a warm, fat breast, his fingers digging into the soft meat as he began to stroke.
 
   She moaned into his hand, spreading her legs wider, thrusting back at him as he rapidly picked up the pace.
 
   His office door was ten feet away, and the woman could open it at any second. His hips slapped against her shapely round rear as his cock pounded into her harder and harder. She moaned louder, yelping and squirmed and chewed on his hand as he mauled her breast. His cock hissed wetly as it slipped back and forth between the tightly clutching wet lips of her sex.
 
   It gave new meaning to the term "quickie". Wendy was squealing into his hand in less than a minute, and her sucking, spasming pussy tunnel clamped down on his cock and threatened to tear it out by the root, drawing him into her climax and sucking the come right out of his balls as he fought not to make a sound himself.
 
   He stumbled back, gasping, then jammed himself back into his pants and zipped up as he hurried to his office. The door began to open as he reached it and he smiled at the woman, easing her back into the office before closing the door behind him.
 
   "I wondered where you were," she said, frowning.
 
   "I am sorry. I was in the other room." He gazed out at the counter and saw that Wendy was still draped across it, eyes closed, skirt and top up.
 
   He closed the door and smiled at the woman again, then licked his lips as she backed away and he really examined her.
 
   She was tall, his height, which was six, two. She had short blonde hair swept across from right to left, but with bangs falling across her forehead. Her face was intelligent, but very beautiful, with full lips and a narrow, aristocratic nose. 
 
   She wore tight jeans with a denim shirt and an open black vest. He could see beneath it that the blouse was straining against a more than ample bosom as she moved back to the chair before his desk.
 
   "What can I do to help you, Ms. Conroy?" he asked, slipping into his chair.
 
   She took out a billfold and tossed it on the desk. He picked it up and examined it. It had a private investigators licence with her picture on it. "Thirty-one? I'd never have guessed it," he said with a smile. "You don't look a day over thirty."
 
   "Thanks," she said dryly.
 
   He tossed back the billfold.
 
   "So what can I do to help you, Alex?"
 
   "Ms. Conroy please," she said icily.
 
   He shrugged.
 
   "I've been retained by Joshua Miller to take care of his daughter."
 
   "Who?"
 
   "Sloane Miller?"
 
   "Oh her." He sat forward quickly. "How is she?"
 
   "Frightened, but otherwise all right. I was wondering if you could add anything to what you gave the police last night."
 
   "Not a thing. I only got a quick look at him. He was about five, ten, skinny but muscular. Don't know what else I can add."
 
   "You didn't, by any chance get any pictures of him?"
 
   She raised her eyebrows and then lifted a leg, crossing it over the other.
 
   "Sorry."
 
   "Because according to her report she had been changing. And you did say you spotted her in the same telescope as you were using for your er, surveillance."
 
   "So?"
 
   "Soooo, I'd expect a man like you...well, any man with a scope and camera setup would uhm...take advantage of an opportunity like that to snap a few pictures."
 
   "If I had I don't see how that would help you unless he was in the room at the time."
 
   She shrugged. "Maybe you snapped a few pictures when you saw him?"
 
   He was wearing the mask when I saw him so that wouldn't have helped anyway."
 
   "You'd be surprised what computer enhancements can do these days."
 
   "The cops took all my pictures anyway."
 
   She snorted in disbelief.
 
   "I have no reason to lie."
 
   "Unless you were afraid of anyone finding out you were popping pictures of some poor teenager getting changed."
 
   "She's what, eighteen, nineteen?"
 
   "If you do have pictures I'm authorized to purchase them, even if they don't show the suspect."
 
   "Oooh?"
 
   "With the negatives. Miller doesn't want pictures of his little precious virgin in her birthday suit making the rounds."
 
   "I wouldn't do that."
 
   "Yeah, yeah. Listen, I can offer you a thousand bucks for the pictures. You interested?"
 
   She was cool, even icy, and her attitude was too snotty for him. He'd never even heard of her or her crappy little agency.
 
   "I'll give 'em to you for a blow job."
 
   She blinked, then narrowed her eyes.
 
   "How about if I bite it off?"
 
   "I'm sure you can get it down your throat without resorting to that," he said with a smirk.
 
   She stood up, glaring at him.
 
   "In your dreams, Radford."
 
   "You betcha, tonight I bet."
 
   She gave him a final glare down her narrow nose then turned and yanked the door open. He stuck his fingers into his ears as the door slammed behind her then snickered and turned to peer out the window.
 
   The door opened and Wendy came in.
 
   "What'd you say to her?"
 
   "Asked her for a blow job. Said my secretary just wasn't doing it for me any more."
 
   "I am not your secretary," she said with a glare, folding her arms below her breasts.
 
   "Excuse me - my administrative assistant."
 
   "Why do I put up with you?" she sighed, rolling her eyes skyward.
 
   "Because I make you come at least twice a day."
 
   "Besides that."
 
   "Because of my gorgeous face, tight ass and long thick cock?"
 
   "No, that's not it."
 
   "The money?"
 
   She nodded. "That's it I guess."
 
   She dumped a pile of messages on his desk and turned to go.
 
   "Wait a second."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Sloane Miller called me?"
 
   "Yeah, so?"
 
   "I wonder why."
 
   "Why don't you call her and ask, big shot?"
 
   "You're not too big to go across my lap, y'know."
 
   "Promises, promises."
 
   "Get her on the phone for me."
 
   "What do I look like, your secretary?"
 
   "Yeah!"
 
   She gave him the finger and turned to leave.
 
   "Why do I put up with you?" he called.
 
   "Because I make you come twice a day," she called back.
 
   "My hand does better than that," he yelled.
 
   He picked up the phone and called Miller's number. She didn't answer but he left a message on her machine as Wendy brought in some invoices for him to sign.
 
   He grabbed her wrist as she turned to go, yanking her onto his lap, where she squirmed and giggled.
 
   "Stop it, stupid! I have work to do!"
 
   He blew raspberries into her throat as he unbuttoned her sweater and opened it.
 
   "You're so horny," she sighed.
 
   "Always."
 
   He pulled off the sweater, then undid the skirt and eased it down her legs.
 
   "Seaaan! The front door is still unlocked!"
 
   "Maybe we'll give someone a show," he teased.
 
   He slipped off her panties and moved his hands up and down her body as their lips met. Her small nipples were already erect and her soft breasts swelled with heat as his hands moved over them.
 
   Their tongues danced together, their lips moving in slow, sinuous caresses. Sean's left hand slipped through her hair as his right moved up and down her soft body, fingers stroking along the cleft between her legs, then pinching and twisting her nipples.
 
   Sloane Miller adjusted her narrow tie and looked at herself in the mirrored walls of the elevator. She was, perhaps, overcompensating, she thought. She was wearing an oversized, mannish white jacket and matching white dress pants. Her straight brown hair spilled over her shoulders like spun silk and her freshly scrubbed, pale young face looked entirely too virginal to her even without the white suit.
 
   Innocence? Was that the image she was trying to convey? She had no idea why someone had tried to kill her. It terrified her, and she didn't trust her father to choose someone to protect her. No doubt his choice would be guided by whatever agency was popular with the horsie set his friends ran with, an upscale place filled with yuppies and computer nerds.
 
   She had overheard the police talking about this Radford man, however. From what she gathered he was quite a respectable private eye, and, though she knew she was being emotional here, she had felt tremendously safe the other night when she was in his big, strong arms.
 
   She hadn't exactly been thinking clearly at the time but he just seemed so...so strong and kind and gentle. She was sure he would make a far better bodyguard than whatever uptight yuppie her father chose. Besides, if she was paying she could make the rules. The last thing she wanted was some guy following her around as she started university and making reports back to her father on everyone she met and everywhere she went.
 
   The elevator doors opened and she strode out into the hall, back straight and firm, head up. She was a short young woman, but a lot of people didn't notice because of her perfect posture and quick, graceful movements.
 
   She hesitated at the door to Radford Consulting, remembering the other thing she'd heard the cops saying, that he'd been taking pictures through a telescope of a straying husband upstairs. She remembered how she'd danced naked the other night, then masturbated, and her face colored with the fear he had seen.
 
   She felt a hot little thrill, as well. She loved to think of herself as beautiful, as sexual and seductive, but had had almost no chance to practice that. The idea that a grown man, not a boy, but a man in his thirties would see her like that was...exciting even if embarrassing, especially a big strong handsome man like Radford.
 
   And even if he hadn't, well, he had certainly seen her naked. He had saved her life, after all, pressing his lips to hers and giving her mouth to mouth resuscitation. Had he seen what a nice body she had? Had he thought about - doing things with her? Perhaps while she was helpless?
 
   She pushed the door open and went inside only to find the waiting room empty. She licked her lips nervously, again and again running through her mind what she'd done the other night and what he might have seen. The police said they had taken his films and that none had her in them, but the thought still made her both embarrassed and darkly excited.
 
   She went to the counter and looked around, then heard a soft noise from the door to her right. She stepped over to it, head turning from side to side, then put her ear against the door and frowned. It had sounded like a groan, a woman's groan.
 
   She heard it again, then another one, higher pitched. She felt her heart flutter as she imagined herself having stumbled into yet another violent situation. Could the man who attacked her somehow have known she was coming here? Maybe Radford had a picture and the man had come to kill him!
 
   She almost turned and ran, but instead put her hand on the door knob and bravely turned it slowly, opening the door just a crack to peek inside.
 
   The movement was to her left, and her eyes and mouth opened wide as she realized it was a long slender white back, female, and rising up and down with jerky motions. She saw the woman's red head, her curly hair bouncing as she rose up and down, then saw the man's hands sliding up and down her back before disappearing under the edge of the desk.
 
   "Oh! Oh! Oh! Fuck! Fuck! Ungh! Ungh! Oh!" she heard the woman gasp.
 
   The woman was without question riding up and down on the man's...the man's...cock. She was straddling the man as he sat behind the desk, Radford she knew, and she was naked!
 
   She drew back, then pressed forward again, eyes alight as she saw the man's face against the woman's chest, as he saw her head roll and heard her soft gasps and whines of pleasure and lust.
 
   Sloane had seen the occasional porno movie, finding them fascinating but ultimately boring. She had never seen anything like this, however. This was raw and carnal, deeply sexual and intensely arousing. She could feel herself moistening, could feel her lower body throbbing and pulsing with lust as she watched the woman riding up and down.
 
   She cursed the fact that she could not see the point of contact, could not actually see where the cock slid up into the woman's body. She imagined herself sitting there like that, naked and straddling Radford, her pussy impaled on a big hard cock.
 
   She squeezed her thighs together, then jerked back, closing the door almost tight as the woman rose. But she saw the man had lifted her into the air, his hands on her buttocks, her legs quickly wrapped around him.
 
   He sat her, then laid her back on the desk, standing between her legs, hands sliding up her thighs, then down onto her ankles as he lifted her legs up over his shoulders. As he leaned forward he pressed her legs back, and Sloane clamped a hand over her mouth as she saw his cock sticking into the woman's pussy opening.
 
   She had known...had been sure...but to actually see it was still shocking. It seemed monstrously thick to her, and it glistened in the sunshine coming through the open window. She bit her lip as she saw it sliding into the woman's slit, saw it disappear as the man's belly pushed in tight against the redhead.
 
   Then it came back out into view, inch after glistening inch sliding out between the woman's tightly clinging sex lips until the rounded helmet head came into view. She watched the man rub the head up and down the redhead's wet pussy opening, then insert it and thrust deep.
 
   "Ohhhh Jesssuuuss!" the woman groaned. "You're so fuckin' biiiig!"
 
   He was big. Sloane had little real-world experience with cocks but his looked tremendously big, and she wondered how she would ever get something like that into her own tight little pussy. She was sure it would...ache as it...filled her up.
 
   She squeezed her thighs together again, then again, rubbing them as she felt her own arousal deepen, as she stared enviously at the redhead while Radford thrust into her.
 
   "Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" the woman grunted.
 
   Radford's hips were slapping against her buttocks, and his hands slipped up to her ankles then lifted them back, then pushed them down towards her head. The woman's behind rose as Radford pushed her ankles way back, bending her in two, and Sloane felt her own back ache a little in sympathy even as her hand slipped down to cup and squeeze her puss.
 
   Radford's balls slapped against the woman's behind as he speared his big cock down into her again and again, and Sloane licked her lips, realizing she was sweating as she watched, realizing too that she was very near an orgasm.
 
   She thought about walking in on them, wondering what they would do. Would the woman scream and flee? Would Radford shout at her? Or would they invite her to join them in their nasty daytime interlude? She wished she had the courage to find out.
 
   "Fuck me, you bastard! Give it to me! Harder! Harder!" the woman gasped. "Fuck the shit out of me!"
 
   Sloane gasped as the man picked up the pace, staring in a mixture of fascination and horror as the man's hips beat down against the woman's backside, as he slammed himself against her with what she thought must be bruising force.
 
   His cock was stabbing deep into the woman's belly with each stroke as she grunted and groaned and gasped and yelped in wanton pleasure.
 
   Sloane wished she could trade places, wished she could will herself into the woman's body to see what it felt like. Her chest was tight and she was trembling slightly with the excitement building up inside her. She seemed to feel herself oozing wetness, the crotch of her thin silk panties clinging to her overheated sex.
 
   The lewd act seemed to be drawing to a close, and she saw the woman beginning to writhe and shake, her body to twist and wriggle and jerk as she yelped and cried out in pleasure.
 
   She was having an orgasm! So that was what an orgasm was like with a man. She wondered if she would scream and cry like that when a man fucked her. Would he pour his hot seed into her belly as it spasmed with orgiastic pleasure? Would her body tremble to the feel of his skin against it?
 
   She gasped and drew back, letting the door close, then rushed from the waiting room. She halted down the hall, then darted into the ladies room, hurrying into one of the stalls. Face red and hands shaking, she quickly undid her pants, jerking them and her panties down as she sat on the toilet.
 
   Her trembling fingers slipped between her thighs and she began to stroke them rapidly against her clit as she thrust two deep into her hot, hungry pussy hole, pumping them in and out, imagining they were Radford's cock.
 
   She pulled a hand free, sliding it up under her blouse, up over her breast, squeezing it through her small, dainty bra, then popping the catch between the cups so she could squeeze her bare breast.
 
   She groaned softly, the pleasure and pressure rising steadily. She jerked her legs as far apart as her pants allowed, her back arching, her head falling back over the top of the toilet as her breath came in short, sharp little puffs and pants.
 
   She felt so lewd! So incredibly hot and sexual and daring!
 
   She leaned forward, tearing off her pants and panties, then shrugged out of her jacket and peeled her shirt up and over her shoulders, letting all her clothes fall on the back of the toilet tank.
 
   She slipped off her bra, her skin radiating heat, sweating now as the pressure made her shake. She spread her legs wide, then raised them up off the floor, slumping down in the seat, spreading her knees wide as she imagined herself being fucked by Radford.
 
   Her fingers thrust into her pulsing hot sex in hard, sharp stabbing motions as she closed her eyes. The air of the bathroom felt cool on her damp skin as her knees rose and fell in mid-air.
 
   She felt the bathroom door open and halted, gasping, staring at the door of her stall. A shadow moved behind it, feet down below the door. She felt the door shaking, then the shadow and feet moved to the stall next door, closed the door and locked it.
 
   She held still, trembling, then began to slide her fingers in and out of her pussy, easing them through the soft folds of her pink flesh on a layer of moist honey as her thumb pressed against her clit and began to stroke.
 
   She clamped her lips together, slumping more, her knees almost hitting the sides of the stall, her head against the toilet tank now as she heard the woman next to her urinate.
 
   The toilet flushed next door and she watched the feet reappear just under her doorway. Then they went to the sink and she heard the sound of running water.
 
   She was gasping softly, her head rolling against the toilet tank as her fingers plunged into her hot pussy again and again. She was grinding her hips and bucking up against her fingers, caught midway between fantasies about Radford, and the reality of her own daring, lewd, naked actions in the public toilet.
 
   The woman left and the door closed behind her. Sloane whimpered, pumping harder, stroking her thumb faster against her clit as she squeezed her breasts with her other hand.
 
   They ached with need and want. She wanted to feel a man's lips on her nipples, his teeth on her flesh.
 
   She came with a gurgle of repressed delight, her head jerking back as the air hissed out of her frozen lungs. The pleasure coursed through her in waves as she jammed her fingers deep into her burning, spasming pussy tunnel and humped up feverishly against them.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "Come in, Miss Sloane."
 
   Sean felt himself hum softly as he ushered the girl into his office. She seemed so small and delicate, yet was so nicely proportioned, so beautifully put together. Her hair glistened, almost shining. Her face was narrow and oval, with intensely bright green eyes, a small snub nose and pert, full lips. Her teeth were perfect and white and she smiled shyly at him as he took her hand.
 
   "I'm glad to see you're so much better," he said.
 
   "Thanks to you," she said.
 
   "Well, I was certainly glad to help."
 
   "I uh...I heard that you saw him attack me through a telescope." She blushed as she said it, wishing she hadn't.
 
   "Yes, well, I caught an image as I was looking to a client's place. I'm not a peeping tom by nature." He paused. "At least, not more than most other men."
 
   "Well uhm...I uh, wanted to thank you in person anyway."
 
   He waved his hand and sat back. "Think nothing of it."
 
   "I was also wondering if I could hire you," she blurted.
 
   "Hire me? For what?"
 
   "Well, uhm, to uh, to find out who tried to kill me."
 
   "The police are doing that."
 
   "I don't trust them," she said dismissively. "Besides, they can't keep someone around to watch out for me. I mean...well, to uh, to protect me."
 
   "You mean a bodyguard?"
 
   "Well...uhm, kind of."
 
   "Guarding your body would be a pleasure, Miss Miller..."
 
   "Sloane."
 
   "Sloane, but I can't guard your...body...and search for your attacker at the same time. In any case I heard your father had already hired a bodyguard."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Yes, a blonde woman named Conroy."
 
   "That bastard! It would be just like him to hire someone without even asking me!"
 
   He shrugged helplessly.
 
   "Well I want to hire you!"
 
   "Uhm...but your father..."
 
   "The hell with my father! I got my grandfather's trust fund when I turned eighteen so I have plenty of my own money."
 
   "What would you like me to do?"
 
   "Well...well...find out who attacked me, and..maybe keep an eye on me..." she thought about the telescope and blushed fiercely. "I mean," she hurriedly added. "I mean help bodyguard me."
 
   He sighed, wishing he hadn't been such a loudmouth to the Conroy woman. "Uhm, your bodyguard and I didn't get off on the right foot. I thought she was kind of arrogant so I was...not very polite."
 
   "Good. Maybe he'll quit and you can take over completely."
 
   "She."
 
   "I should have known," she snorted. "My father doesn't want any man near his precious little virgin."
 
   "I bet he finds it awfully hard keeping them away," he said with a smile.
 
   She blushed again and smiled.
 
   "Who do you think would want to hurt you?"
 
   "I have no idea."
 
   "Former lover?"
 
   She shook her head.\
 
   "Boyfriend? Or maybe a guy who wanted to be."
 
   "No. I answered these same questions for the police. I don't know anyone who's upset with me. I have no angry old boyfriends. Nobody's been stalking me. I don't work for the mob."
 
   "How old are you?"
 
   She blushed. "Nineteen."
 
   "You blush a lot for nineteen."
 
   She blushed even more.
 
   "Nineteen is a little old for just starting university isn't it?"
 
   "My father persuaded me to take a year at a preparatory academy - all girls of course. It's supposed to give us proper study habits and introductions to the courses we'll be taking in university."
 
   "Which are?"
 
   "Oh, European art, African folklore, History, Feminist Doctrine..."
 
   "That must be a big trust fund."
 
   She giggled helplessly then nodded.
 
   I can bag this one, he thought. She wasn't like the women he dated, nor the ones he usually went for. She seemed sweet and shy, but with a strong edge to her as well. He wondered if she could really be an actual virgin. He hadn't had a virgin in quite some time. Then again he hadn't had many nineteen year olds lately either.
 
   "Who manages your trust fund?"
 
   "Why?"
 
   "There are two main reasons for killing, money and anger. If nobody's angry at you that leaves money."
 
   "McNeil and Ferguson are my brokers. They've been managing the fund for nineteen years now and doing a great job."
 
   "How much is it exactly?"
 
   "Twenty three million, more or less."
 
   He whistled softly. "Lot of money to play around with."
 
   "I intend to," she said with a smug grin.
 
   "You still live at home?"
 
   "I was going to buy my own place but my daddy kept convincing me not to. Anyway, since I'm going to college it didn't seem to make much sense, especially since froshes have to stay in the dorms."
 
   "The college likes to protect you innocent little virgins," he joked.
 
   "Not so innocent," she said with a cheeky grin.
 
   "What would your father think of me working for you?"
 
   "He'd be mad, of course. Too bad. I can hire anyone I want."
 
   "Your mother?"
 
   She hesitated. "I don't see much of her. She's remarried to a banker, and I hate him. She and daddy broke up when I was little."
 
   "They get along?"
 
   She rolled her eyes.
 
   "They loath each other. I can't imagine how or why they ever got married in the first place - well, aside from me. I was a surprise baby, you see, back when it was expected men would, quote, do the right thing, unquote, when they knocked a girl up."
 
   "Not very fashionable these days.."
 
   "No, except in certain circles."
 
   Sloane smiled all the way home, sure that Sean had been interested in her. He was so handsome! He had flashing blue eyes, a strong jaw, and a chest that looked simply enormous, with huge shoulders and a tiny waist. She imagined him atop her, his eyes looking down into hers, his strong body pressing down against her, her legs spread...
 
   "Sloane, this is Alexandra Conroy," her father said.
 
   She stopped dead in the entry hall, turning to stare up at the woman in surprise, then frown.
 
   "How do you do?" she said in a cool voice.
 
   She turned to her father and frowned disapprovingly. "You ought not to have hired anyone without asking me," she said.
 
   "Don't be silly. She comes highly recommended, and I wanted you in the best of hands."
 
   "I hired someone myself."
 
   "You what?"
 
   "Yes. The man who saved me yesterday."
 
   "Are you out of your mind? You hired a peeping tom!"
 
   "I'm sure Ms. Conroy has done her share of peeping too," she said with a shrug. "I understand it comes with the job."
 
   "I don't take those kinds of jobs," Conroy said in a chill voice.
 
   Sloane shrugged. "Anyway, I hired him."
 
   "Fire him."
 
   "No."
 
   They argued for the next twenty minutes while Ms. Conroy tried to pretend she was deaf. Finally, they settled on a compromise. Sean would investigate while Conroy would stay close to her. Sean would help protect her if she needed it.
 
   Sloane wasn't happy with it but gave in because she was sick of arguing. Her father ended the argument then by slamming the door of the apartment and stalking out.
 
   She stared at Alex Conroy unhappily. The woman was everything she wasn't, tall, blonde, sophisticated, and gorgeous. She glared at her while Conroy looked back placidly.
 
   "You don't look very tough. Sean is big and has huge muscles."
 
   "Especially in his head and his pants," the woman sniffed. "I have brains."
 
   "Brains won't beat up someone."
 
   "I also have a black belt and a gun. And I can bench press two hundred pounds."
 
   She sighed and walked across the room, Alex following.
 
   "I liked Sean. He's cute."
 
   "So am I."
 
   "You know what I mean."
 
   "He's also crude and ignorant."
 
   "I didn't think so."
 
   "He didn't ask you for a blow job."
 
   Sloane halted and stared back at her. "Really?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "How come?"
 
   "I asked if he had taken any pictures of you while you were undressed and offered a thousand dollars. He said he'd give them to me for a blow job."
 
   Sloane giggled and put her hand over her mouth. "I think he was just kidding."
 
   "No doubt," Alex snorted.
 
   Sloane pushed open the glass door to the terrarium then went into the glassed-in pool. The air was hot and humid and Alex waved her hand in front of her face.
 
   "It's hot enough in here," she said.
 
   "Of course. I like it hot for swimming. My father never bothers me in here," she added.
 
   She didn't say it was because she usually swam either nude or topless. She wondered if the woman was as conservative as her father, and if nudity would embarrass her. Maybe if she made her uncomfortable enough she'd leave and Sean could come and "protect" her.
 
   She took off her blazer and hung it up, then kicked off her shoes, pretending to pay no attention to Conroy. She took off her tie, then peeled her shirt up and off and skimmed out of her pants.
 
   "So you make much money as a bodyguard?" she asked as she slipped off her bra.
 
   "Not bad."
 
   She bent over, sliding her thong down her legs and off, then stood up, slightly embarrassed herself as she ran her fingers through her hair.
 
   "You should get undressed if you're going to stay in here," she said nonchalantly, picking up a towel and heading for the pool.
 
   "I don't think I'd have anywhere to put my gun then," the blonde replied.
 
   Sloane shrugged, then dropped the towel and dove into the water. She swam several laps, feeling a little tingle of sexual heat as her naked flesh moved through the water. It felt strange being naked while this strange woman watched her fully clothed.
 
   There was a splash nearby and she halted in surprise, turning to see the blonde swim strongly past, arm over arm. She continued more slowly, watching.
 
   She climbed out of the pool and picked up the towel, rubbing her hair then dropping the towel atop a small pad before sitting down. Overhead were some bright sun lamps for tanning, and she reached for some lotion.
 
   Alexandra climbed out of the water, reaching behind her to squeeze the water out of her hair. Sloane eyed her jealously. She had an athletic looking body with an hourglass figure. Her breasts were surprisingly large but very firm and round.
 
   "How come you have no hair?" she blurted, then blushed.
 
   "I like to keep myself bare down there," Alex said, picking up a towel and rubbing her face and body.
 
   "Why?"
 
   "It's cleaner. I like the feel of it. I like the feel of...things like this."
 
   "You mean when uhm...you have sex?"
 
   Alex shrugged and sat down on the pad next to her.
 
   "Sure."
 
   "It feels...different?"
 
   "More sensitive. No hair to get in the way and obstruct the feel of skin against skin."
 
   "I never heard of that," she confessed.
 
   She looked down at the woman's bare little mound curiously. It seemed so...so brazen, somehow, so slutty and outrageous to let her pussy slit be seen so easily. She looked up to see the blonde's eyes on her and flushed. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to stare."
 
   "That's all right. I'm not embarrassed."
 
   "I'm used to nudity, you see. I mean, I've gone to boarding schools my whole life practically, and we always shared rooms and showers and stuff. One of my friends painted me nude last year too."
 
   "Really?"
 
   "Boy was my father ever pissed! He tried to buy the painting so he could burn it but my friend Angela wouldn't sell it to him. She sold it to this little gallery instead and they won't sell it to him either."
 
   "You have a beautiful body," Alex said, looking her up and down. "You don't have anything to be embarrassed about."
 
   "It's okay," Sloane said, feeling a curious tingling between her thighs. "I'm not a centrefold like you, though."
 
   "I'm no centerfold," Alex smiled.
 
   "Oh please! You're gorgeous!"
 
   "Thank you. Would you like a little help with that?"
 
   Sloane was putting on the suntan lotion. She was about to say no then for no reason she could understand she nodded and handed the bottle to the other woman.
 
   She licked her lips and looked away as the woman poured some clear lotion into her palm then pressed it against Sloane's shoulder. Her hand felt quite warm as it moved across her flesh, stroking softly across the slippery flesh.
 
   Sloane was suddenly intensely aware of the other woman's body, of her flesh so close to her own. She felt the woman's hand moving over her shoulders and down her back, the skin slippery as she smoothed out the lotion.
 
   Although she had been around many other girls during showers and had many roommates Sloane had always been a very private person. Nor had she ever engaged in much horseplay around others. She simply was not used to having other people touch her at all, much less when she and they were naked.
 
   She knew that other girls sometimes...did things with each other. She knew about lesbians. She wasn't stupid, after all. But in her many fantasies about men and boys she hadn't ever really considered other women.
 
   At least, not since ninth grade when she had a crush on Miss Munro.
 
   But now she felt her nipples tightening as the woman's hand moved lower along her back, and she wondered what it would be like to do "It" with another woman. She knew that being bisexual or lesbian was sort of "In" now. It was quite fashionable, quite modern to take a lover of the same sex.
 
   She was sitting on her heels, her heart beating louder and faster as Alex's hand moved along her back, sliding up along her side, then down again. She gasped as she felt her press the nose of the thin plastic bottle to the small of her back. She felt the cool liquid emerge and trickle slowly down between her buttocks.
 
   Alex's hand moved over her hips then, then down along her outer thigh.
 
   "Lie down," she whispered.
 
   Sloane felt like a deer caught in headlights. She didn't know what to do. She was simultaneously shocked, and delighted, embarrassed and thrilled, frightened and aroused. She didn't know what lesbians did together and was terrified of making a fool out of herself, of being seen as childish and ignorant.
 
   But she lay down on her stomach almost as if in a daze, and felt Alex's fingers slide gently over her tight round buttocks. She felt them massaging her flesh, prodding and stroking and circling as the woman poured more liquid down onto her.
 
   She felt a tingling heat wherever her fingers touched, and felt her flesh coming alive as her insides churned and spun in confusion, fear and desire.
 
   She felt the woman's hand sliding over her skin, sliding down her back, then up across her round behind, following the contours of her flesh, stroking gently over her behind then down along her thigh and back up again.
 
   She pressed her hard nipples against the pad as the woman slipped both hands around her thigh, sliding them from side to side, as if to encircle her leg, then rubbing the smooth, cool liquid into her hot flesh.
 
   Her hands were so near, bare inches from her mound, where no one had ever touched her. Even Tommy had only squeezed her through her pants, and she wondered if she would simply explode if Alex touched her bare pussy.
 
   Her hands slid up her back again, then one caressed her spine before sliding down, down...down...following her spine down between her buttocks, BETWEEN them! She held her breath as Alex's hand slipped smoothly along the layer of oil between her buttocks then continued to follow the contours of her body as it slipped down between her thighs to cover her pubic mound.
 
   Her body was electric, and she was taut, breathless as the woman squeezed slowly, her soft, slick hand moving back and forth in a gentle rubbing motion that was making her insides scream. She felt her toes twitching, then her feet shaking. Her legs began to jerk helplessly, shifting apart as she gasped.
 
   Alex continued to rub, her hand moving back and forth across her soft pussy mound. Then she felt the two middle fingers easing down harder, forcing her pussy lips apart and dropping into the cleft between them, riding along the soft, pink furrow as her hand continued to rub gently.
 
   She felt her insides spasm and shake, felt her body trembling as the lust rose to higher levels than she had ever felt before in her life. Never had she felt so aroused. Her stomach was like acid and her chest was so tight she could hardly breathe.
 
   She spared barely a moment of wonder at how much more powerful the sensations were than when she touched herself, for comparing it was like comparing a bonfire to a candle. Alex's hand was just sliding gently back and forth against her mound as her other hand stroked along her back, yet she felt herself unable to keep still, felt her body move on its own.
 
   Her behind started to grind upwards, moving in a circular motion, and she tried to push herself back against the blonde woman's hand.
 
   Alex chuckled softly, then her hand pulled back. For a moment Sloane knew despair. Then the woman was kneeling next to her, her hands going around Sloane's hips and catching her on the far side, pulling her up across her lap.
 
   She said nothing, and neither did Sloane. Sloane didn't know what to say and was speechless anyway. Body trembling, mind spinning, she eased herself across Alex's thighs, spreading her legs apart as the woman ran two fingers down her burning little cleft, found her clit, then began to rub directly against it.
 
   Again her body started moving on its own, her behind thrusting back and grinding helplessly as the pleasure rolled through her in waves.
 
   She felt one of Alex's fingers slowly curve in and push against her hole, felt it slipping inside easily, driving upwards through the soft, moist folds of her pink pussy tunnel. She felt it push in to the knuckle and move around, pressing in one direction, then the other.
 
   A second finger joined it, then a third, and she groaned as her tight pussy entrance strained. Alex began to pump them into her then, sliding them easily along the layer of oil. 
 
   Sloane's mind was reeling and she felt herself spinning out of control, felt her body soaring towards a tremendous peak.
 
   Alex's thumb pressed up against her clitoris and began to rub against it, pushing it back towards her fingers as they pumped inside her.
 
   And Sloane went slowly insane, the pleasure ripping through another dimension, becoming ecstasy. She heard crying and groaning and realized it was her own voice as she bucked up helplessly, grinding her hips and thrusting her bottom back like a wanton whore as Alex continued to pump her fingers inside her.
 
   The orgasm hit her like an avalanche, and she cried out in wonder and shocked delight as her body shuddered and jerked in uncontrollable spasms of ecstasy. Her head shook violently, her eyes rolling back in her head as she gurgled helplessly, her mind spinning and tumbling amid a towering froth of animalistic sexual pleasure.
 
   Her legs shook, her feet bouncing on the floor as the orgasm raged within her. She thought, in that small, brief corner of her mind which was still capable of coherent thought, that she might actually die from the force of the orgasm, yet felt no care as it continued roll up and down her body.
 
   It eased slowly, then faded, leaving her gasping for breath, face red, body trembling as Alex smiled and slipped her fingers through her hair, peeling them back from her sweating face.
 
   "Sensitive, aren't you, honey," she said.
 
   Sloane only groaned, chest heaving as her body throbbed softly, still radiating heat, her insides still feeling the hot kiss of desire, a warm afterglow of lush languor caressing her mind.
 
   The feel of Alex'? fingers inside her was exquisite as they rode the layer of slippery tanning oil. Sloane couldn't help groaning in pleasure as they thrust deep into her burning pussy again and again.
 
   "Nasty little girl," Alex cooed, her other hand sliding slowly across Sloane'? upturned buttocks, then along her back to squeeze her shoulder.
 
   She abruptly pulled her hands back and pushed against the trembling brunette, rolling her over onto her belly. Sloane blinked her eyes weakly, gasping for breath as she looked up at the other woman. Alex was more than a decade older than her, yet their ages seemed unimportant then.
 
   Alex bent over, sliding her hand slowly across Sloane's stomach, then up her chest between her breasts. She rubbed it back and forth several times before sliding it over one of Sloane's breasts.
 
   Sloane gasped and stared at it, her insides flaming now as the woman poured more tanning oil over her breast, dripping it onto her rigid nipple and letting it pool there then dribble down the side of her round orb.
 
   "Your breasts are very firm," Alex said admiringly.
 
   Her hand slid over it, rubbing the oil into Sloane's flesh so it gleamed, so her fingers and hands could slide over it with silky ease.
 
   Her fingers prodded at the soft flesh, pressing in slowly, then with more vigour as she began to knead the younger woman's firm round orb. Her fingers massaged the oil into it then stroked against her nipple, tugging and twisting it, then pinching it and pulling it upwards, letting it slip free then gripping it again.
 
   She poured oil onto her other breast, squeezing and massaging it as well, both her hands working into Sloane's hot, swollen orbs until she thought she might come just from the heat and pleasure in her breasts.
 
   She sat back on her heels then, smirking, and poured oil down onto her own chest. Sloane watched the clear liquid dribbling down between her breasts, then down onto her breasts, dripping lightly off her big round nipples.
 
   Alex began massaging the oil into her breasts even as she examined the bottle and smiled. "Do you know this oil is...all natural, non-toxic, and biodegradable?" 
 
   Sloane nodded jerkily and Alex smiled again, sliding her tongue out between her lips then moving it sideways.
 
   She rubbed her belly, then slid a slick, glistening hand between her thighs, rolling her head slowly in pleasure as she rubbed it back and forth against her puffy little mound.
 
   She reached down and took one of Sloane's hands, then drew it up between her thighs, pressing her palm up into her sex.
 
   Sloane gasped and started to jerk it back, but Alex held it in place as she rubbed it against her incredibly soft, warm flesh.
 
   Then, smiling again, she slid herself forward atop the slender young woman's body, her heavy breasts pressing into her stomach, then sliding up firmly along her front to press into her own soft orbs.
 
   Sloane gasped as she looked up into the blonde's face, for the feel of her breasts against her own was like nothing she had ever imagined. It was exquisite and unbearable sensual, and she thought she would surely die of pleasure as the blonde began to rub herself slowly up and down against her.
 
   Her legs spread automatically, and she thrilled to the feel of Alex'? warm, slippery body between her thighs, her breasts rubbing back and forth against hers. She stared up, awed, stunned, her face a mask of wonder and embarrassed pleasure.
 
   Alex smiled then brought her lips down against Sloane's, letting her feel the oddity of another woman's lips against her own, of another woman’s tongue easing between them.
 
   Sloane stared through wide eyes at first, then tentatively began to kiss back, her arms, previously laying at her sides, rose slowly and slipped around the older woman, her slippery hands sliding across her back then, daringly, her pulse now racing at breakneck speed, easing down slowly, inch by inch to the small of her back, then rising across her firm, round buttocks.
 
   She slipped her hands up and down against Alex's behind, then squeezed in as her tongue pushed up against the blonde's. She moaned helplessly, her legs drawing apart, knees easing up and back as the pleasure coursed through her veins.
 
   She had never felt another person's bared body against her own before, and with the oil making them slick the sensation was like nothing she had imagined. Her breasts were burning with pleasure as Alex's own round, heavy mammaries stroked and mashed against them, and her pussy was on the verge of eruption as the blonde ground against her.
 
   She dug her fingers into the other woman's behind, gasping and moaning as their tongues slipped together, their lips moving in slow, sensual exploration of each other.
 
   The orgasm hit her like a freight train and she shuddered violently, jerking and shaking beneath Alex's body as the heat and ecstasy burned through her. She fell apart, body thrashing, head jerking spastically, grinding and humping up against the blonde woman as her nervous system overloaded on orgiastic energy.
 
   "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" she gasped, straining and trembling beneath her.
 
   She felt Alex's fingers slipping through her hair, gripping it, then jerking it back, exposing her throat. Then the woman's lips, then her teeth against her throat, sucking, gnawing and chewing as she continued to shudder in throes of raw, animalistic passion.
 
   She slumped weakly then, gulping in air, chest heaving as Alex released her hair and licked lightly along the nape of her neck, down her shoulder, then down her chest to her breast. She lapped across it, then drew her hot, pebbly little nipple between her lips, sucking on it then pulling it up into her mouth where her teeth could pinch and grind and nibble on the sensitive little bud.
 
   "Spread your legs," Alex whispered.
 
   Sloane only groaned.
 
   "Spread your legs," she repeated.
 
   Sloane shifted her legs apart, then wider.
 
   "More. Wider."
 
   She spread her legs further and further apart, until the tendons in her thighs ached, then Alex smiled and spread her own, and Sloane felt the woman's puffy little mound sliding down against her own, stroking moistly, hotly, softness against softness, clitoris against clitoris.
 
   The lewdness of it and the exquisite feel of another woman's sex on her own drove the sexual fever higher inside the lithe young brunette. She gasped aloud, staring up into Alex's blue eyes, trying to jerk her legs even further apart as her hands gripped the blonde woman's behind and jerked her down harder.
 
   Then they were kissing again, and Sloane, mind filled with passion, didn't care that it was another woman's lips on her own. Heat and lust filled her and her hands dug in hard against Alex's buttocks, jerking her down rhythmically as they ground their pussies together.
 
   Alex's pelvis rolled expertly, her legs curling in under Sloane's as she ground and rubbed her own overheated pussy against the younger woman's soft sex. Her buttocks tightened then released under Sloane's grip, as though she were a man thrusting himself into the girl beneath.
 
   Their tongues danced together as their glistening flesh moved in heat and excitement, writhing in carnal desire as their breaths became more ragged.
 
   Sloane came again, head falling back, shaking as her body continued to grind desperately up against Alex. Her mind floated on a sea of wonder. Only once in her life had she had more than one orgasm at a time, when she'd been so aroused she had continued to masturbate bare seconds after her first climax, bringing her into a second, slightly smaller one.
 
   "Ohhhh! Oohhh! UnngghhH!" she moaned.
 
   Alex had her mouth slack, her eyes narrow as she ground faster and faster, her own pussy afire, her insides heaving and twisting with lust and need. She shuddered as her orgasm lashed her nervous system, humping desperately as the orgasm went on and on, like a maelstrom tearing her mind and body apart.
 
   Then she gave a final convulsive groan and collapsed atop the slight brunette, rolling slowly off as her chest rose and fell.
 
   They lay side by side for a long minute, breathing deeply, then the sound of a small melodic chime lifted Sloane's head, followed by a voice.
 
   "Miss Miller? This is Drake. I'm here for your lesson."
 
   Alex raised her face slowly and looked towards the speaker on the far wall. "Lesson?"
 
   "Not like yours," Sloane said with a sly, though tired smile. "Drake is my guitar teacher."
 
   "Send him away," Alex groaned.
 
   "I wish I could," Sloane said, sitting up and shoving her hair back out of her face. "But he's very high-strung and temperamental. If I send him away I'll have to spend a huge effort coaxing him back."
 
   She looked down at Alex with sudden shyness, then smiled. "We can uhm, continue later...if you, like, if you want."
 
   Alex raised herself on one elbow. 
 
   "How much effort you willing to put into coaxing me, kid?" she asked.
 
   Sloane giggled then got unsteadily to her feet.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Meghan Taylor was a woman with the look of an eagle. When she fixed her stern eyes on him Sean felt like she'd deciphered him all the way down to his genetic code. She seemed too young to be Sloane's mother, though the look was there, the small nose, full lips, deep, piercing eyes.
 
   She was dressed in a knee-length designer dress, black, with padded shoulders. A string of what Sean judged to be horrendously expensive pearls hung from her neck. She wore her brown hair short and combed over to one side as she reluctantly stepped back to let him into her house.
 
   "Thank you. Lovely place," he said, looking around.
 
   "Yes, thank you. Well, come into the living room then."
 
   She ushered him towards a far door, then halted, eyes dropping down.
 
   "I...is that a...gun?"
 
   "It's part of the job," he said apologetically. "If it bothers you..."
 
   "No, no. Not at all." She looked at him again, her eyes different now, softer, less piercing, more...speculative.
 
   She smiled more as she led him into the living room and gestured to a sofa, sitting next to him.
 
   "Can I offer you anything? Coffee, Tea? Perhaps uhm, a beer?"
 
   "Thanks anyway. I shouldn't be long."
 
   She smiled.
 
   "Your daughter has hired me to examine the circumstances around an attack on her the other day."
 
   "Yes, I heard. Absolutely dreadful! You're not even safe in your own home these days."
 
   "Well, this wasn't a random act, Mrs..."
 
   "Ms. Taylor."
 
   "Ms. Taylor. I think whoever broke in was trying specifically to hurt Sloane."
 
   "Why on Earth would anyone want to hurt Sloane? She's a child. She's barely out of the cradle!"
 
   "Well..."
 
   "I'm sure it as just some thug who broke in and then...well, you know that type, crazed on drugs, brutal...like animals."
 
   "Yes, as a matter of fact. But there was no reason for him to attack her. She hadn't known he was there until then."
 
   "Well, yes, but that's the world we live in," she said. "I mean, you're all big and strong and...filled with...raging desires and lusts. Women have always fallen prey to such men through the years - hunted down...stalked, run down and...attacked, their clothes torn from them...."
 
   She cleared her throat and licked her lips. "Well, Sloane is a beautiful young thing, as you've no doubt seen. I'm sure she simply attracted the wrong kind of attention. It's the fate we beautiful women suffer."
 
   "Well, yes, but, it seems his only intent was to drown her."
 
   "Oh who can explain the way these types think," she said, waving her hand dismissively.
 
   She leaned forward, and her hand fell onto his knee as her voice lowered. "It's not that I don't understand the passions that men have," she said, "especially the kind of big, raw, lower class types one sometimes encounters in the service professions..."
 
   Sean raised his eyebrow.
 
   "It's all those hormones," she confided. "Sometimes they can barely hold themselves in check. I feel it when they look at me, like they're ready to pounce if I so much as wink at them."
 
   "Well uh, you're a beautiful woman. I can see where her daughter gets her looks."
 
   "Oh, you flatterer," she laughed, waving her hand as her head cocked to one side.
 
   "In fact, it's hard to believe she's you're daughter. You don't look old enough."
 
   "I'm not," she said with a smug look. "I'm a highly sexual person, you see, and I started things early, if you know what I mean. I had Sloane when I was a teenager, younger than her, in fact."
 
   "And your husband?"
 
   "A rutting pig," she said, her face changing expression instantly. "If someone did try to kill her you ought to look into his responsibility. I wouldn't put it past him."
 
   "Why would your husband want to kill your daughter?"
 
   "For the insurance, I would assume, and her trust fund. It's worth millions, you know."
 
   "But surely he loves her."
 
   "Him? The only one he's ever loved is himself. He keeps her around as a trophy, just to prove his manhood, much the same purpose I served before I wised up and left."
 
   Her eyes drifted down to his chest. "What kind of a gun is that?"
 
   "Pardon?"
 
   "Your gun?'
 
   "Uhm, it's a thirty-eight automatic."
 
   "Is that big?"
 
   "Well..."
 
   "Men are like guns, you know. I mean, all the men who buy them and make them do so because they're penis substitutes. I mean, when you think about it, they're long and hard, and the bigger and longer they are the more macho a man feels."
 
   "Some of us don't need substitutes," he said with a straight face.
 
   "I'm sure that's true," she said with a wink.
 
   "You uh...don't know of anything you're daughter is involved in that might cause anyone to want to want to harm her?"
 
   "Except for the unnatural relationship she has with her father, no."
 
   "Unnatural?"
 
   "Yes, he's an obnoxious, miserable pig and she's a sweet young girl. I'd call them being together unnatural."
 
   She leaned forward again, her hand dropping onto his thigh.
 
   "She is quite beautiful, is she not?"
 
   "Yes, ma'am, she definitely is."
 
   She nodded. "You couldn't help but notice it. I mean, men like you are...on the prowl all the time...isn't that right?"
 
   "Uhm."
 
   "You exude this raw, rough, masculine scent, you know. Women can scent it."
 
   "I do?"
 
   She's yours for the taking, he thought. He'd met her type before, though never one quite so filled with illusions about blue collar virility or the lustiness and excitement of private eyes.
 
   But he'd parleyed his job title into a roll in the hay so many times he'd lost count. There were a lot of women who thought that anyone who worked as private eyes just had to be as hot and sexy as all those television private eyes they'd been watching and hearing about over the decades.
 
   And Meghan Taylor obviously was one of the worst.
 
   "Men like you," she said slyly.
 
   He leaned forward and dropped his hand onto her thigh.
 
   "It's the blood."
 
   "Blood?"
 
   "Yes, it never really goes away, the smell of blood and gunpowder and violence."
 
   She caught her breath, her mouth opening as she stared at him, transfixed.
 
   "The men you kill, in combat, in the army, then afterwards, the confrontations, the fights for survival."
 
   "Yes," she breathed.
 
   "Someone has to fight the scum on the street," he said, in as serious a voice as he could manage "Keep things safe for decent people."
 
   "Oh yes," she sighed, eyes shining. "An epic, heroic struggle, violent men in the..."
 
   His hand slipped up and his fingers eased aside her bangs. She sighed, staring at him, mouth wide.
 
   His hand slid through her hair, then gripped it and pulled her towards him roughly. She gasped, eyes going wide, and he crushed his lips against hers, pushing her back as she moaned and melted against him.
 
   His hand slid up her thigh, shoving her dress with it, sliding under to caress her bare thigh, then cupping her mound through the crotch of her panties.
 
   "Oh! Oh! Oh my....God!" she gasped. "Take me! Take me!"
 
   He rubbed his fingers up and down her sex, then seized the side of her panties, yanking them back hard, tearing them from her body as she squealed in shock and excitement.
 
   His finger found her sex, wet and hot, and plunged inside, making her cry out again as they thrust up inside her.
 
   "Ohhh yes! Oh my God! Oh! More! Oh God!"
 
   Her eyes were glazed as his hands raced over his body. She seemed caught up in a world of fantasy, and he intended to do nothing to bring her out of it.
 
   He grabbed her pearls, pulling her forward off the sofa, down onto the floor, positioning her on all fours there as she gasped and moaned in heated passion.
 
   He flipped her skirt up over her buttocks then gripped her sex again, squeezing the moist, hot little furry mound as she sobbed in bliss and ground herself back at him.
 
   "Fuck me!" she gasped.
 
   He drew out his cock, hard and thick, then rubbed the nose along her dripping sex. In an instant he was inside her and he thrust in hard and deep, drawing a cry of pain and pleasure from Taylor as she reared back suddenly like a startled filly, then dropped back onto her hands, grunting as she pushed back against him.
 
   He ground his hips against her shapely rear as his hands moved up her sides, then underneath to cup her breasts through her expensive dress. He pulled back, feeling her taut pussy lips clutching the shaft, then thrust in hard again, making her whine like a bitch in heat.
 
   "Bastard! Dirty filthy...s-s-scruff!" she gasped. "Use me! Fuck me!"
 
   "Slut," he growled, slapping her behind.
 
   He gripped the back of the dress and tore it down from her neck, then ripped it all the way down, tearing it from her body. She moaned, wide-eyed, gasping for breath as she bucked back against his slowly pumping cock.
 
   He knew what she wanted, knew she needed it hard, fast and dirty, and wasn't at all reluctant to give it to her.
 
   He tore off her bra, then filled his hands with her breast meat, squeezing cruelly, mashing them together as he rode over her, pinching at her long, hard nipples as his cock worked back and forth in her steamy tunnel.
 
   "Oh! Oh yes! Oh my God! Oh Jesus! Jesus take me!" she cried, jerking and shuddering as she came.
 
   He grinned down at her, grabbing her pearls and tugging them lightly, using them like reins as though he were riding a horse. He picked up the pace of his movements, thrusting in deep and hard with every stroke, his hips slapping against her jiggling buttocks and sending her lurching forward.
 
   She grunted almost continuously, sobbing and moaning, her head thrashing from side to side as he used her, his cock a trip hammer as he rutted into her.
 
   She came again, then yet again, filled with lust and desire as he took her like an animal.
 
   Then her spasming pussy was too much for him and he poured his hot cream down into her belly, his head coming back as he groaned in release, spurting again and again.
 
   She sagged down onto her elbows, then dropped to her belly with a groan as he pulled back, his cock glistening but still partially erect.
 
   "We aren't finished yet, honey," he grinned, taking her arm and pulling her back to her knees as he stood up.
 
   Her eyes were glazed and she moaned softly as he looked down at her.
 
   He held her hair loosely then rubbed his slick, moist cock all across her face before positioning the head at her mouth.
 
   She stared at it, her eyes widening, her mouth widening too as she pulled back. Then she seemed to shudder and her eyes closed as she slipped her lips forward.
 
   "That's it, honey. You suck my cock," he said.
 
   She gasped and moaned around his cock, staring up at him, then down at his cock as she awkwardly ran his lips up and down its length.
 
   "That's it, Ms. Taylor," he said in a sneering voice. "You suck that cock, baby. Do a good job of it and maybe I'll give you another hot fuck."
 
   She closed her eyes, her fingers trembling as she ran them along the shaft. Her lips tightened and she began to suck as her mouth moved up and down.
 
   He slid his fingers through her hair, talking dirty to her, which she seemed to get off on, pumping his cock slowly as it hardened. Her lips felt fantastic as they slipped up and down the slippery surface, but he wanted one last thing from her, and figured she would go for it.
 
   He knew her type, the rich stuffy women with little of excitement in their lives - wanting to take little walks on what they thought of as the wild side so they could boast to their friends about how daring they were.
 
   He pulled back, gripping her hair again as he rubbed his cock lewdly across her face. She stared at it, mouth open, trembling in excitement at the way he was behaving.
 
   "Stand up, you slut," he said, stepping back.
 
   She got to her feet, panting for breath, eyes filled with heat. 
 
   He took her arm, pushing her back roughly against the wall.
 
   He stared at her, sneering, then ran his hand slowly up and down her body, over her heaving chest, cupping one of her breasts contemptuously as she gulped in air.
 
   Then his hand shot down between her thighs and cupped her sex. He squeezed it as he rubbed up and down her mound and her legs trembled, her body going back against the wall, head hitting it with a thump as she moaned.
 
   She ground herself down on his hand, sobbing, fingers clenched into tight fists as her head rolled slowly from side to side and her back arched. He thrust his two middle fingers up inside her then jammed his thumb against her clitoris, grinding it between them as she bucked harder, her ass slapping audibly against the wall behind her.
 
   He took her arm and turned her around, pushing her in against the wall, then cupped her sex from behind.
 
   "You got a great ass, lady," he said. "Your daughter has a better one, but yours ain't bad at all."
 
   He leaned in against her, his body pressing against hers.
 
   "But you know what an ass like this needs?" he whispered. "It needs a nice big cock up inside it."
 
   She gasped, wide-eyed.
 
   "Would you like that, baby? Want a nice hot prick in your ass. I always said all you hot-assed bitches need to get your asses fucked for you to really appreciate them."
 
   "I-I...n...never..."
 
   "And now you will," he said.
 
   He pressed his spit-wet cock against her wrinkled nether hole, jabbing it in slowly with short, even pushes.
 
   "You want it, baby? Want to fuck in the ass? Hmmm?"
 
   "I...please don't..."
 
   "No?"
 
   He pulled back.
 
   "No I-I...do it," she gasped. 
 
   "Do what?"
 
   "I-I want you to...to fuck me."
 
   "Where?"
 
   "You bastard!" she cried. "In the ass! Fuck me in the ass!"
 
   He chuckled evilly as he pushed his cock against her, jabbing it in again and again, slowly forcing it through her tight, wrinkled opening as she moaned and spread her legs.
 
   Her arms came up and apart as she pressed herself into the wall, her firm buttocks pushing back at him as he worked himself higher.
 
   "Oh! Unnggh!" she gasped.
 
   He eased back, pulling his back away as he gazed down at her ass. He seized her buttocks and thrust up, making her cry out as she rose to her toes. He pulled back then thrust in again, then again, until his body was pressing firmly into her soft flesh and his cock was buried inside her.
 
   He ground his hips in a slow, circular motion, twisting his prick around inside her abdomen as his hands slipped around her and cupped her breasts.
 
   Then he pulled his own arms up, sliding his hands along hers until his arms covered her own. He began to thrust slowly, his cock fighting the pull of her tight rectum as she remained pressed against the wall.
 
   She gasped and groaned and grunted and sobbed almost continuously as he sodomized her, but her eyes were wide with excitement and her body charged with sexual electricity.
 
   As her anus loosened its muscles he moved more smoothly, his cock using longer strokes as it slid up and down inside her. But each deep stroke he jammed his pelvis forward pushing her up onto her toes as she whined in heat.
 
   He felt her ass spasming around his cock as she began to tremble, and pumped harder, his hips slamming into her shaking buttocks as she came.
 
   Her head slammed back against his shoulder and jerked helplessly, eyes closed as her asshole tried to tear his cock out at the root.
 
   He reached around her, his hands sliding down her belly then griping her inner thighs, forcing her legs apart then lifting her right off them as he pounded his meat up into her tight, burning rectal chamber, then pumped what felt like a quart of scalding jism into her ass.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   His apartment was a loft in what had once been a turn of the century office building. It was reached either through an ancient, rattling elevator or up a set of narrow, dingy stairs. Sean normally chose the stairs, and took them two at a time as he considered whether to make dinner or order some junk food.
 
   He didn't even notice the guy on the second floor landing until he almost bumped into him. Then he ducked aside just in time to miss a gun butt aimed at his head.
 
   The guy was big and bald-headed. Sean guessed his weight at fifty pounds or so over his own two-twenty-five, but much of it was fat, and as they wrestled with each other there in the stairwell he felt the other man giving way before him, his arm slowly forced backwards.
 
   The guy tried to knee him but Sean twisted aside and his knee caught him in the thigh. He butted his head into the other man's face hard, then again before backing off and slamming his own knee up into the guy's crotch. An elbow to the face followed, though he took a punch to the belly that made him grunt.
 
   Then just as he had the guy the door opened and another one looked in with a glare. "What the fuck are you..."
 
   His eyes widened when he saw Sean and he tore at his pants, pulling out a forty-five and bringing it up. Sean slammed the first guy back against him as the gun went off, then grabbed his wrist and gave him three rapid jabs in the face before yanking him forward.
 
   But the guy wasn't made of stern stuff and practically fell into his arms, the gun falling from limp fingers as Sean let him drop to the floor. He gazed at the two with a glare, panting for breath. "Now who the fuck are you two assholes and what are you doing here?" he demanded.
 
   Neither answered. They lay on the landing, groaning.
 
   He plucked the guns from the floor, then frisked them both, coming away with a pair of wallets.
 
   "Eddie Musk, and Joseph P. Nibbins," he read aloud. "Sound like bankers to me. So what's the story, guys? Should I put you both out of my misery or are you gonna tell me what you're doing here?"
 
   Musk was a short, dumpy looking thug with hair coming out of his ears. Nibbins was the fat, bald guy.
 
   "Speak up. I ain't got all day."
 
   "We ain't sayin' nothin'," Musk gasped.
 
   He kicked Musk in he belly and he doubled over, clutching his stomach and coughing.
 
   "Somebody better talk. I'm in a bad mood. People trying to kill me don't do much for my humor."
 
   "We wasn't tryin' to kill you," Nibbins said. "We were just fetching you."
 
   "Oh really? For who?"
 
   Nibbins looked confused, then clamped his mouth tight as though he'd already said too much.
 
   "Who do you guys work for?"
 
   "Fuck you, asshole," Musk grunted.
 
   Sean slammed the side of one of the guns against his head, then turned and jammed the barrel into Nibbins' open mouth, cocking it.
 
   "Now you going to answer or am I gonna call he cops and tell them I just killed two punks in self-defense?"
 
   "houou mouours," Nibbins said.
 
   Sean pulled the gun back.
 
   "H...Howie Morris," Nibbins repeated.
 
   "What's that scum bag want with me?"
 
   "I dunno. We was just sent to get you is all. But we thought you'd come up in the elevator."
 
   "Tough luck. I ain't going. I got nothing I want to say to Howie Morris. He wants to talk to me he can make an appointment."
 
   "You can't talk like that to Howie Morris!"
 
   "Why? What's he gonna do? Send two fat punks to rough me up?"
 
   He put his foot against the man's chest and shoved him hard. Nibbins went over backwards and tumbled down the stairs.
 
   He turned to Musk and pointed down the stairs.
 
   "Don't come back," he said.
 
   "You'll see us again," Musk growled.
 
   Sean grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and flung him down the stairs. He tumbled head over heels to the next landing where he slammed up against Nibbins, who had just gotten to his feet.
 
   He shook his head then yanked open the stairwell door and headed down the hall to his apartment. He paused at the mail chute, a holdover from the building's days as an office building, and dumped the guns in one at a time.
 
   His apartment wasn't huge, but was comfortable and open, the furniture expensive and tasteful - though he'd bought most of it from a fence and was pretty sure it was stolen from somewhere.
 
   He set the alarm, bolted the door, then gave the apartment the once-over before going to his room to change. He stripped off his suit and hung it up, tossing the shirt in the laundry hamper, then pulled on a pair of short sweat pants and headed to his gym machine.
 
   For the next hour he did his sets, arms and legs pumping, grunting with effort as his mind floated, running over possibilities from the case.
 
   Howie Morris was a local loan shark and pimp. How he could have anything to do with the Millers was beyond him. And what could he gain by killing Sloane? 
 
   There was a possibility someone had paid him to do it, but he'd never heard Morris was into killings for hire. That wasn't his style. Morris would kill you if he was pissed at you, or if you owed him money and couldn't pay, but murder for hire he left to the big boys.
 
   The door rang and he looked up sharply, then let go of the weight bar and sat up on the bench. He got up and padded to the door, pulling his shotgun out from behind a shelf and taking off the safety. It had a pistol grip and he held it in one hand as he flicked on the little TV monitor next to the door and looked at it.
 
   He snorted in surprise, then unbolted the door and opened it.
 
   He stood back, holding the shotgun pointed up. He was only wearing the short sweat pants, and his nearly nude body glistened with sweat. But he made no effort to hide it. He knew what he looked like, his well-defined pectoral muscles, narrow waist, washboard hard stomach, knew how women reacted to it, and wasn't even slightly shy.
 
   Alexandra Conroy looked him up and down slowly, then raised an eyebrow at the shotgun.
 
   "This a social call?" he asked.
 
   "Kinda. You expecting company?"
 
   "Maybe."
 
   "Two guys were waiting at my apartment when I got there."
 
   "Me too."
 
   They stared at each other, then he stepped back and motioned her inside. She walked past and he closed and bolted the door behind her.
 
   "These guys wouldn't happen to have been a bald fat man named Nibbins and a short, fat guy named Musk?"
 
   "No, a short, skinny guy named Rabbit..."
 
   "Rabbit?"
 
   "That's what the other guy called him. Other guy was a hairy Hispanic named Jesus."
 
   She looked around the apartment, then at the gym machine. "Nice place."
 
   "Thanks."
 
   She walked over to it and examined it.
 
   "Two fifty?"
 
   "Bench press," he said, sliding the shotgun back behind the shelf.
 
   "I'm impressed. I only do two hundred myself."
 
   She took off her jacket and tossed it onto a table, then pulled a holstered Nine-millimetre from her belt before sitting down on the end of the bench.
 
   She wore jeans and a tight tank top. Her arms were what he considered the perfection of feminine beauty, slender, yet muscular without being mannish. In fact, until she lay back and gripped the bar with her fists he didn't even notice the muscle.
 
   Then she took a deep breath and began to lift the bar.
 
   Her breasts strained against the tank top as she lifted, and her jaw clenched as she pushed against the weight, grunting with effort.
 
   She lifted the bar, then lowered it, then lifted it halfway again before gasping and letting it fall.
 
   She exhaled deeply, then sat up.
 
   "How many of those you do?"
 
   "Ten slow."
 
   She shook her head. "I don't have the upper body strength for that."
 
   "Your upper body looks fine from where I'm standing."
 
   She snorted and looked him up and down again.
 
   "Yours looks pretty damned nice too."
 
   "I know. So what'd these guys say?"
 
   "They said I should find another line of work. They also said that it was unhealthy to hang around with Sloane Miller."
 
   "Who is where right now?"
 
   "Home."
 
   "Alone?"
 
   "Nahhh. Her old man replaced the door and bolt so it'd take a bomb to get in, then hired a couple of those security guard types to stand outside. She should be safe enough for now."
 
   He snorted.
 
   "I suggested setting her up in a safe house but the old man said no way. He wants her home."
 
   "Even if it kills her."
 
   Alex shrugged.
 
   "Want a drink?"
 
   She nodded and he went to the bar with her following.
 
   "Anything in particular?"
 
   "Brandy."
 
   He nodded.
 
   "You gonna put some clothes on?"
 
   "I'm sweating. I haven't finished my workout and I need a shower. You offended?"
 
   "No, not really."
 
   "Turned on?"
 
   "Mildly. You're cute and you got a hell of a body, but I don't like you."
 
   "Ditto, on all three."
 
   "What reason you got for not liking me?"
 
   "You're too arrogant, a cold fish."
 
   "Because I wouldn't blow you for pictures?"
 
   He grinned and handed her the glass.
 
   "I only said that because you pissed me off. I didn't like your attitude."
 
   "You got to have attitude in this business."
 
   "Not that kind of attitude. I don't like marital cases but they pay real well."
 
   "Oh, well...sorry. It was the thought of you hiding away peeping at Sloane that pissed me off."
 
   "Why? You know a guy who'd turn away from the sight of her getting undressed?"
 
   She frowned, then shrugged half-heartedly. "Probably not."
 
   "So stop treating her like some virginal child. She's not."
 
   "She is."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Uhm...well, a virgin," she said hesitantly.
 
   "How you know?"
 
   "I uh...she told me."
 
   He shrugged and went back to the gym machine. She followed, watching as he finished his sets.
 
   "So these guys didn't say anything more?"
 
   "No. What about you? You heard from anyone? Nubbins and Musk you said?"
 
   "Nibbins and Musk. I don't know what they intended to say. They thought I'd be coming up in the elevator so I caught them by surprise. All I know is they work for Howie Morris and were supposed to fetch me to see them."
 
   "That's interesting. You get to see him and all I get is a slap in the face and told to butt out."
 
   "A slap in the face?"
 
   He looked at her face, searching for bruises.
 
   "Well, an attempted slap in the face. I dislocated his shoulder after I grabbed his wrist."
 
   He snorted, but was impressed anyway.
 
   "I'm gonna take a quick shower," he said.
 
   Alex nodded, watching him, eyes moving up and down as he walked down the short hall then disappeared into the bathroom. She heard the shower come on as the door was swung closed. It didn't close all the way, however, and she licked her lips before setting the brandy down and walked towards it.
 
   She pushed open the door and stepped inside, then turned to look at the shower. It was a large shower stall with glass doors. She could see his outline behind it as the water poured over him.
 
   Heart starting to pound, she slipped her tank top up and off, then undid her jeans, unzipping them and pushing them down. She folded them on the counter, wondering if she were making a huge mistake.
 
   She unsnapped her bra, then skimmed out of her panties before stepping to the shower door.
 
   She slid it aside and looked in at him. He was standing beneath the water, head back, shampoo pouring down his body as the water rinsed it out of his hair. His hands were up and his back slightly arched, and she felt her insides throb at the sight of his tight behind and muscular body.
 
   "You really are something to look at," she said.
 
   He rubbed rapidly at his hair, then stepped back, turning to face her as he rubbed the water from his eyes. She stood in the doorway, arms up, gripping the frame. She felt a tight anticipation, worried he would throw her out, and that she had misjudged him.
 
   "You too," he replied.
 
   She smiled and stepped into the shower stall, letting the door slide closed behind her.
 
   They stared at each other, then his hands slid around her and pulled her in against him, their lips meeting hesitantly, then with strength and passion.
 
   She pressed her full breasts against his muscular chest, her arms sliding over his shoulders as her tongue dipped against his. She felt his hands, large and strong, sliding down her back until they could cup her buttocks and pull her in even more firmly against him.
 
   She felt his wet cock against her lower belly, felt it hardening as it pressed against her.
 
   She pulled her lips back with a gasp. "I...thought you might need someone to...do your back."
 
   "It's not my back that wants to be done," he said with a grin, his fingers digging into her slippery buttocks.
 
   She pushed her hands against his chest, pushing herself back, then her eyes flickered down, her tongue sliding out across her lips as she examined him.
 
   "You really do have some fucking body," she said.
 
   "Let me show you just what a great fucking body I have."
 
   She pressed her soft, full body against his, rubbing her heat-swollen breasts up and down against his hard, muscular chest as their lips met. His hands cupped her buttocks as her leg rose and curled around him.
 
   He pressed her back against the corner of the shower stall, away from the water, reaching down for his cock, but she pushed him back, gasping.
 
   "Not yet," she gulped.
 
   It was a large shower stall, with a long, narrow bench set against the back wall. 
 
   She grinned as she circled around him, standing under the water and letting it pour down on her, then moved to the bench and pulled it out into the middle of the stall. She shut off the water, then picked up the soap and began to soap herself up, smiling, almost leering at him as her soapy hands raised a lather across her chest and belly and groin.
 
   "Lay down," she ordered.
 
   He gave her a long look, then complied, laying face down along the bench as she moved along the side, then threw a leg across him, straddling he and the bench before sitting down on the backs of his thighs.
 
   Her soapy hands moved up and down his wet flesh, sliding along his spine and up along his back to his shoulders. Her long fingers dug into the muscles and flesh, kneading them with an expert touch as she slid herself slowly up along him, her soapy buttocks and crotch sliding over his behind then along his back.
 
   She slid backwards again, laying down now, her body against his, soapy flesh stroking soapy flesh as she slid backwards and forwards, using her body as a washcloth, her fingers still massaging and kneading his muscles as she moved.
 
   She slid her breasts up along his back to the back of his neck, pausing there to squeeze them from either side and press them in against his neck, stroking and rubbing lightly.
 
   She slid back down his body again, sliding along his legs, her hands keeping her breasts down, pressing them against the sides of his thighs, down his legs to his calves.
 
   "I learned this when I was in the navy in Korea," she said softly, lifting his foot and massaging it, pulling it up between her breasts as her hands and fingers moved over foot and ankle.
 
   She did the second foot, then slid up his body again before sitting back and standing.
 
   "Roll over," she said in a husky voice.
 
   He did immediately, his cock hard, sticking up like a missile ready to be launched. She smiled narrowly but ignored it, straddling him and sitting on his legs again.
 
   She bent forward and pressed her breasts against his chest, sliding them back and forth as she moved along his body. She could feel his hardness against her belly then abdomen then crotch, as she rubbed back and forth against it.
 
   She pulled his cock into her soapy breasts, rubbing and squeezing them around it as he groaned and his eyes fluttered. She grinned, mashing and massaging them around his erection before letting it go and sliding up his body again.
 
   He caught at her arm, then her hair, halting her in her steady sliding motions to bring his lips up against hers, his hands sliding down her back and over her buttocks, one finger probing at her rectum.
 
   She pulled back gently, then stood and reached for the shower controls. Water gushed down against them from three different shower heads and she massaged his chest, belly and then his cock, rubbing the soap out of them even as it ran in rivulets down her body.
 
   She ran her hands around his cock, then up under the balls, massaging them as the hot water continued to pour down.
 
   She turned off the water then slid down his body, pushing his legs off the bench as she licked at his thighs. She took her time, slowly licking up and down along his inner thighs, then nuzzling at his erection, her tongue darting out gently as she moved along his shaft, then down to his balls.
 
   She mouthed one, slowly sucking it into her mouth where she worked it around inside, her tongue licking it as she suckled rhythmically. She pulled slowly back, letting the testicle slowly pop out of her pursed lips as she licked along his thigh again then down his shaft to the head.
 
   Her tongue lapped at it, then her lips moved in and she took it into her mouth, sliding slowly down its length before her hands finally moved in and gripped the shaft. She bobbed her lips rapidly up and down, sucking expertly as her tongue worked on the head, then abruptly pulled free.
 
   She licked down along the shaft then took his other ball into her mouth, sucking on it for long seconds before pulling free once more. Her lips formed into a tight pursed kiss she pressed them against the head and slowly "forced" herself down on it, letting it push her lips apart and slide up into her waiting mouth.
 
   She began to bob her lips up and down, moving slowly but steadily, then on a downward stroke she pulled her head back slightly and took him up into her throat.
 
   She felt a wave of smugness and satisfaction at his gasp of shocked delight, and watched in excitement and heat as her lips slipped down his shaft to the base. She pressed her nose into his pubic bone as her lips moulded themselves to the base of his shaft, then slowly eased back up.
 
   His cock was less comfortable coming back up her throat than it had been going down, but it was manageable, and worth the effort as far as she was concerned.
 
   She let her lips pop free and massaged him with her fingers while licking up and down the shaft, then took him into her mouth once more and again gulped him down into her throat, this time sliding slowly up and down, letting his cock feel like it was fucking her throat.
 
   He was long and thick, one of the longest and thickest she'd ever deep-throated, and it pulsed and throbbed inside her throat as it made her neck bulge.
 
   Her head rose and fell slowly, up and down, as he watched and groaned, taking in the full length of his cock with each stroke until with a grunt of pleasure he came within her, spewing his thick gunk up into her mouth, throat and stomach
 
   She didn't stop, and he didn't soften. Her lips continued to suck at him as she bobbed them up and down, then she slid up along his body until she was straddling his loins. Her fingers gripped his cock, holding it upwards as she slowly eased down atop it.
 
   She felt the hard, helmet head pushing against her, slipping inside, forcing the tight lips of her pussy in and back as it pushed up through the tight folds of pink flesh inside her.
 
   She felt a sense of sexual passion, a deep feeling of erotic bliss as his thick cock strained her pussy, puling her wide open and rasping across the taut flesh as it drove up inside her belly.
 
   The sense of fullness was delightful, and she rode down it to the balls, gasping as it drove up deep inside her. She let herself groan softly in pleasure as she took him fully inside her and her moist buttocks pressed down firmly against his thighs.
 
   "You like that, baby?" he growled, his hands sliding up her to cup her firm breasts.
 
   "Yessss," she groaned.
 
   She leaned forward, moaning again as her stomach twisted around his cock, then crushed her lips against his as his hands went around her and squeezed her tightly.
 
   Her bottom began to rise and fall slowly as she ground herself against him, and her pussy squeezed down rhythmically around his prick as her tongue pushed into his mouth.
 
   His hands squeezed her taut buttocks, then ran up and down her back and sides before crushing her breasts, and she shivered and rode faster, her ass rising and falling, rising and falling as her sopping pussy slid up and down his stiff prong. 
 
   He slipped his hands through her hair then gripped the sides of her head, rising, pushing her up and back so her back arched. He sat up, his hands going around her, under her, cupping her buttocks  as her legs spread.
 
   She threw her arms over his broad shoulders as she continued to ride his cock, gasping in heat now, her insides churning, her mind filled with sexual heat and lust and desire, her nervous system sizzling with bolts of crackling sexual electricity.
 
   He bit down on her breast, making her cry out, then bit again, then again as her head rolled and she rode ever faster. His lips and tongue raced over her swollen orbs, his teeth nipping and chewing on the sensitive flesh until he circled in to her nipple.
 
   It was thin but hard, thrusting out like a small penis as he slipped his lips around it. He sucked, sliding his lips back and forth, then sucked it and a thick chunk of her breast meat into his mouth, his tongue whipping against the nipple as his teeth chewed on the surrounding flesh.
 
   He leaned further forward, easing her back, then lifting her and laying her on the floor on her back as he came down atop her. His hands slid up her long legs to her ankles, then forced them up and back, pinning her knees back against her shoulders as he rose above her.
 
   He started to thrust then, his movements precise, his strokes hard and fast and deep as she gasped and whimpered in the hurricane of pleasure rolling over her.
 
   His hands slid down past her knees to her ankles and he jammed them down harder, forcing them alongside her head, raising her buttocks in a lewd and helpless position as he began to stroke as fast as he could.
 
   His hips beat a cruel tattoo against her buttocks as his balls slapped against her and his cock pistoned back and forth in her body.
 
   She trembled and shook, her eyes glazing and her mind spinning as a foaming flood of wanton sexual need poured through her mind and body. She felt a deep bliss settling around her as she lay there on her back, crushed together, his stiff cock spearing her in a rapid, continuous pounding that made her kidneys ache and her pussy burn.
 
   She cried out as she came, a towering wave of pleasure pouring over her and swamping her nervous system.
 
   Her mind was dazed, her consciousness, like her body, rolled into a tight ball, the pleasure pounding against it just like his body was pounding down against her.
 
   He was so big, so powerful, his body so gorgeous and hard. She gave herself to the pleasure, to him, as she had seldom done in her life, shuddering and moaning as the orgasm bathed her in fire, then dropped her, slowly, then plummeting like a roller coaster. And like a roller coaster she felt herself rising again, as his cock continued to thrust down into her, his heavy hips continued to slam against her now aching buttocks.
 
   Higher and higher until she felt herself dissolving again into a swirl of sparkling lights and soundless screams, her insides twisting and roiling, her eyes rolling back in her head as the world spun around her.
 
   Again she slid downwards from the colossal high, her body still jerking violently under the impact of his pistoning hips. And yet again she swirled and tumbled and turned, then rose again, her nervous system spitting fire as she soared higher and higher along a plateau of sexual bliss into another climax.
 
   Multiple orgasms. She'd never had them. She'd always been sexually active, always loved sex. She knew she was very, very good at it, had reduced men to quivering jelly time and again, yet despite the pleasure she had taken herself - and unlike many women, even most, she almost always came - she had never had multiple orgasms before.
 
   And yet she had never been mastered like this, never allowed herself to be mastered. She had given up all pretense of partnership, of the competition she normally made sex into. She simply lay there, crushed into a ball as he rooted her, fucked her, used her. Her insides were aching with the force of his savage rutting yet her mind was spinning uncontrollably as her nervous system raced up and down like a roller coaster.
 
   "Again!" she thought, dazedly. "Again!"
 
   And the orgasm lashed her helpless mind, setting it tumbling and bouncing like a leaf in a high wind, her spirit screaming in delight as the tidal floods of bliss washed over her again.
 
   He was like a machine, his teeth tightly clenched, his powerful arms bulging as they held his chest aloft, his hands gripping her ankles as his ass rose and fell like a trip hammer, his cock drilling her in a motion she thought wondrously might last forever.
 
   Had a woman ever been fucked to death?
 
   Another orgasm screamed along her veins and blasted into the echoing cavern of her mind, then another, her mind blanking out almost entirely as her body spent itself, drained, exhausted. Still he pounded down into her, her buttocks bruised she was sure, her back screaming, her pussy lips raw, her insides aching.
 
   Finally he came, and with his come she felt her insides torn by yet another orgasm. By now she had lost track of how many. She shivered and trembled through it until his movements began to slow, then finally stopped. He eased back and allowed her body to unfold. Her back ached anew then her legs dropped to the floor and she lay there in a dazed mass of aching, bruised muscles, utterly exhausted.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "You're some kind of cocksman. I suppose you know that."
 
   He grinned, but it wasn't a grin of superiority or smugness, just acknowledgement. "I have a certain stamina after I've come a couple of times," he said. "It seems like I can go on forever then."
 
   "You only came once, in my throat."
 
   "I had just come back from seeing a lady."
 
   "Oh?" She sat up slowly, groaning.
 
   She was in his bed, wearing an old football jersey of his.
 
   "Just a casual acquaintance turned on by my being a rough, tough private eye."
 
   "You fucked some other woman just before you fucked me?"
 
   "It isn't like I was cheating on you, Alex."
 
   "I know but... who is she?"
 
   "Just a uh...a lady, a wealthy lady who doesn't get out much and who thought a private eye was the most excitement she was ever going to get in her life."
 
   "Poor her."
 
   "Maybe so."
 
   "My thighs are sore. You practically beat them raw."
 
   "Sorry."
 
   "You missed your calling, you know. I don't know if you're any good as a private detective but you could make millions with your dick."
 
   "Hey, with your body you could make yourself a fortune as an escort too, and yes, you're a hell of a lay, or at least you were before I kind of uhm..."
 
   "Squashed me in two?"
 
   "Yeah. Where'd you learn to deep throat? Not many women can."
 
   "Learned that years back."
 
   He shook his head. "And I had you figured for a dyke."
 
   She flushed. "What? Why?"
 
   "Well, just the way you looked at me, the uptight, nose in the air attitude."
 
   "You think that all lesbians act like that?"
 
   "Nope. Look, maybe it's my arrogance, but I figure if a woman doesn't like me when she hasn't had enough time to get turned off by my personality, then she doesn't like men."
 
   "I like men well enough," she said after a moment's hesitation.
 
   "Yeah, I noticed."
 
   She flushed then grinned and shoved her hair back from her forehead. "Next time don't be so rough."
 
   "I thought you wanted it rough."
 
   "Well...not rough just...uhm, oh I don't know what I wanted," she sighed. "I didn't come over here to fuck you."
 
   "Why did you come over? Just to find out if I'd had a visit from your thugs? You could have phoned."
 
   "I was afraid you'd lie. I wanted to see you in person."
 
   "Naked?" he smirked.
 
   "No. That was a nice bonus, though," she admitted, eyes taking him in appreciatively as he moved from the closet to his dresser, still naked. 
 
   She watched the muscles moving beneath his skin, fascinated.
 
   He turned and grinned, then walked out the door, going across the wide floor to the kitchen and the fridge. She had never seen a man so comfortable with his own nudity. Then again she had never seen a man with a body as perfect as his. He looked like a Greek statue, only with a better looking face.
 
   She had always been turned on by strong men, but had never met one to match her own strength - until now. Sean Radford, she thought, might just be that rare man, both physically and mentally strong enough to meet even her high standards.
 
   He made a couple of sandwiches, then came back to bed and sat beside her, crossing his legs beneath him.
 
   "So tell me what you know about the little princess," he said.
 
   "I know what you know," she said hesitantly.
 
   "Come on. You were with her all day."
 
   She sighed, and pulled her eyes off him. "She's spoiled, rebellious against daddy, and uhm...well..."
 
   "Hmmm?"
 
   "Oversexed would be the word except she's a virgin."
 
   "A virgin? You kidding? She's nineteen."
 
   "It's not that rare a condition."
 
   "She sure doesn't act like a virgin."
 
   "I don't think she likes being one. I think she's just waiting for the right man so she can jump his bones."
 
   His eyes perked open at that and he licked his lips.
 
   "Yes, I suppose you would be an...interesting first time for her."
 
   "Bet I would. I'd set her little feet on the proper path for sure."
 
   "If you didn't kill her doing it."
 
   "Hey, I can be gentle too. You just struck me as the kind of woman who was looking for something a little rough and ready, not soft and romantic."
 
   "Oh really?" She raised her eyebrows and narrowed her eyes.
 
   "We can do it the other way," he said with a grin.
 
   "You mean a way that isn't like a rutting bull?"
 
   "You don't like rutting bulls?"
 
   She shrugged and smiled. "Sometimes I do."
 
   "And What about Sloane? Think she'll like a rutting bull?"
 
   She snorted. "She has a bit of a crush on you, you know."
 
   "Really?" He beamed in delight.
 
   "But I think it would be wrong for you to just...well, use her like that her first time."
 
   "I wouldn't. I save that for older, sluttier women."
 
   "Ha, ha. I mean that her first time should be something special, with someone she cares for."
 
   "You know as well as I do that her first time is likely to be at some college party when she's drunk, the guy is drunk, and he does her for about two minutes before staggering off for more beer."
 
   "Well...yeah, probably," she said reluctantly.
 
   "Now I," he said, his voice arrogant, "Could give her a first time she'd really remember, a first time that would make her realize how good sex can be."
 
   "You are so arrogant."
 
   "And the best lay you've ever had."
 
   "Who's going to have a black eye in a minute?"
 
   "No, really, you want to make the kid happy? Find a way for me to get into her panties."
 
   "I don't think it'd take much effort," she said dourly. Then she smirked. "After all, it didn't take me much."
 
   His eyes widened. "No!"
 
   "Yup."
 
   "When?"
 
   "This afternoon."
 
   "No kidding. So you swing both ways, huh?"
 
   "Yeah, always have."
 
   "And now so does little miss virgin."
 
   "I had her eyes popping out of her head, honey."
 
   "The thought of you two together is giving me a hard-on."
 
   "I thought it might."
 
   "So that mouth of yours is good for something besides sucking cock, hmm?"
 
   "Actually... we got interrupted so I never got around to eating her out"
 
   "No shit? What the fuck did you do?"
 
   "Well... I masturbated her, of course, as I was putting suntan lotion on."
 
   "OOooooo."
 
   "And then I rolled on top of her and we fucked."
 
   "How do two women fuck without eating each other out?"
 
   "What a nerd boy," she taunted. "We fuck the same way guys do, by sliding atop one another and grinding together."
 
   "Show me," he grinned, tugging at the jersey and sliding atop her. She grinned back, peeling it up and off as he skinned out of his shorts. Their lips slid together as their hands moved around one another.
 
   An explosion in the front of the room sent them spinning away from each other. The door burst open and a half dozen men pushed through carrying automatic weapons. Sean leapt over the bed and grabbed her wrist, yanking her behind him as he ran to the corner. Their movement attracted the men's' attention and they turned as one, automatic weapons spitting bullets that shredded the walls and furniture as they ducked into the bathroom.
 
   Sean slammed the door then jumped onto the counter, flinging open the window as Alex joined him. He boosted - almost threw her up through the window and she rolled nimbly in mid-air as she came down on the fire escape.
 
   The door was torn apart behind him as Sean leapt up after her, and the two took the stairs four at a time. 
 
   A man appeared at the window as Alex reached the bottom of the fire escape. She jumped the final ten feet to the alley below and Sean jumped after her as the man began firing. 
 
   Most of his bullets hit the metal staircase and ricocheted off in all directions as the two ran down the dark alley out of his sight.
 
   "Where to?!" she gasped, breasts shaking as she ran.
 
   "This way!"
 
   He ran ahead of her, racing to the end of the alley then turning right onto an empty street. She followed close at his heels as he took another turn into another dark alley. There was a fence at the end of the alley. He leapt as he approached it and caught the top, dragging himself up just as Alex hit the fence beside him, shaking it.
 
   The two tumbled over the fence into tall grass and scrubby brush, then ran deeper into it, cutting across away from the fence. When they reached a small group of stunted trees and thick brush they stopped and dropped to their bellies, both gasping for breath.
 
   "We...well...that...was...f...fun," he gasped.
 
   "Shit!" she groaned.
 
   They watched the fence for long minutes but there was no sign of pursuit.
 
   "Think it's safe to go back?"
 
   He gave her a contemptuous look.
 
   "Just asking."
 
   "It looks like I'm going to have to have a talk with this Howie Morris character. He owes me a new door and some plasterwork for one thing."
 
   "I wish they'd come a minute earlier," she said. "At least we'd have had something on."
 
   "Don't knock the timing. If they'd come a few minutes later we probably wouldn't have noticed them before it was too late."
 
   "So what do we do? We can't stay out here naked forever."
 
   "Me Adam. You Eve."
 
   "Not."
 
   "You have a car?"
 
   "It's parked right in front of your place."
 
   "Not a good bet then. At this point I wouldn't put it past them to have a bomb in the thing. Where do you live?"
 
   "West side, but they know that. They were there."
 
   "We just need to get to a phone."
 
   She crossed her arms, her hands rubbing at the goose bumps, and he moved closer to her. "Cold?" he asked.
 
   "It is kind of cool out to be wearing my birthday suit."
 
   "I like the looks of your birthday suit myself," he said, smiling.
 
   "I know but it's not too warm."
 
   "Maybe I can warm it up a little."
 
   He put his arm around her, pulling her in against his body.
 
   "You must be kidding."
 
   He grinned as he cupped her breast, then let his hand slide down her body and between her thighs. "I never kid."
 
   He squeezed and rubbed her softly as his weight bore her to the ground.
 
   "I'm still...sore," she groaned.
 
   "I'll be gentle."
 
   His hands stroked softly across her round breasts as she lay back amid the tall grass. She felt her inner fires warming as his fingers gently tugged and rolled her nipples, then his lips slid down around one as he opened his mouth and took it inside.
 
   She sighed as her body began to relax, as her muscles unknotted. His hands moved gently up and down the length of her body as his lips moved  up the side of her throat to her mouth and their tongues swirled together.
 
   His tongue moved down her body again, his hands caressing her as he slipped down her abdomen and alongside her bare little slit. His big hands folded around her thighs and pulled them slowly, but insistently apart. Then he let his tongue slide along her cleft.
 
   Alex lay back and let her mind float, her breathing coming quicker, like her body, her senses sharpening down between her legs, fading everywhere else. The sexual heat and need rose fast, despite the recent terror that had flushed her body with adrenalin
 
   She felt his fingers and tongue moving slowly against her, teasingly, lightly. Her insides began to quiver and her body twitched, then shuddered. She felt the cool, crushed grass and loose pebbles beneath her body as she began to slowly grind her buttocks into the ground.
 
   Her hands ran down her body, kneading and caressing her breasts, then sliding down her belly and onto his head, pulling at it insistently as her breath came in gasps.
 
   Her legs spread wide, and her knees pulled back further and further before her legs slid around him and she jerked in tightly.
 
   "Fuck me, you bastard," she groaned, unconsciously emulating Meghan Taylor's own plea from earlier.
 
   "Slow and easy," he said with a grin.
 
   "Fuck me now!" she cried.
 
   She had, in fact, never been interested in soft, slow, romantic sex. She was a tiger, a wild animal when it came to sex, and she had no patience.
 
   He pried her legs off him and sat back on his heels, gripping her legs at the knees as he pushed them down against the ground, spreading them wide and jamming her knees against the grass.
 
   He shifted in on his knees, his cock hard and thick as he pressed it against her hot, sparkling little sex. He pinned her legs down with his knees as he rubbed his cockhead up and down her wet slit, making her moan and curse again.
 
   He slid his prick into her like a hot knife into butter, making her groan and writhe as he buried himself to the hilt in her silky depths. She was sore, but didn't care. That was a minor, almost unnoticed condition as the heat and lust raced through her mind and body
 
   He pulled his knees back but replaced them with his hands, pinning her thighs to either side of her as he began to thrust carefully into her shaved opening. He fucked straight for several strokes, then eased to one side, then to the other. He fucked from all directions, varying his strokes as he pumped, but always making them steady, fast, and deep.
 
   Alex began writhing on the ground, gasping, back arching, hands squeezing her breasts, then pulling at her hair, then grabbing at him, trying to yank him forward atop her. The excitement rose within her, bringing a tremendous pounding pressure inside her skull.
 
   She moaned, head jerking back, eyes rolling as she gulped in air. Her body was on fire as his cock continued to churn up her lower belly, thrusting into her again and again, now from the right, now from the left, now from high, now from low.
 
   She tried to buck up against him but his powerful hands remained clamped around her thighs, his weight behind them keeping her down.
 
   She groaned and writhed, the sexual pressure setting her mind swimming, her muscles twitching and pulling.
 
   She grabbed for him, throwing herself upwards, grabbing at his arms and rising up until she could crush him against her. He sat back on his heels, bringing his knees together as she slid her groin against him, her legs clamping around him as she jammed her tongue into his mouth.
 
   She squeezed her pussy muscles rhythmically as she ground herself against him, her breasts rubbing against his muscular chest, then, as she rose, against his face, his tongue whipping out across her burning nipples.
 
   His hands gripped her buttocks as she began to ride him, her insides burning and churning as she tore her sucking pussy up the length of his steely prick then dropped herself back down. He chewed on her nipples and breasts as she flung her head back, her wild blonde hair slapping against her buttocks as she rode him with harsh, desperate motions, bouncing faster and faster.
 
   The sound of her pussy sliding along his cock was a wet slurping as her buttocks slapped against his thighs. She threw herself against him, crying out in bliss as an orgasm towered above her. She bore him back onto the ground, grunting as her pussy slipped back down his cock, impaled.
 
   She spread her legs wider as her knees hit the ground, her hands against his chest as she pushed herself up, arching her back. She ground herself down against his cock, then bounced again, higher and higher as she yelped and grunted and moaned in desperate heat.
 
   Her wetness soaked his cock and balls, and he was gasping too with the force of her desperate ride. She dropped forward, crushing her breasts against his chest as her tongue thrust into his mouth and her hands tore at his hair. Then she was up again, crying out, arching her back, the ribs showing as she went back farther and farther, her hair flying as she slid up and down his cock.
 
   She came with a long, drawn-out wail of mindless pleasure, arms flying up and down, hair spilled and tumbled around her sweating face, hard breasts hardly moving as the heat sizzling through them.
 
   She fell back onto the grass, gasping, chest heaving, pussy tearing itself free of his stiff prong. He sat up dazedly, shaking his head, then was on his knees before her splayed legs, hand gripping her sex, squeezing it as she mewled, feet jerking, legs bouncing, back arching.
 
   She collapsed with a groan, and he eased back, hands sliding up her lush body, over her concave stomach, over her breasts.
 
   He reached down, taking her leg and sliding a hand under her hip. He rolled her onto her belly as though she were weightless, and she rolled as though lifeless, still gasping, though, her breaths the only sound in the air now that their wild coupling had silenced the crickets.
 
   He pulled her legs apart and slid his hands up their backs, over her buttocks, and along her back. Then down again, hands kneading her ass, sliding over it, digging into the soft flesh.
 
   He let his body down atop her then, and she groaned as the weight crushed her down into the earth and grass below. His tongue slid along the nape of her neck. Then he pulled her hair back and licked at the side of her face.
 
   She felt his thick cock laying along the crack of her ass, rubbing slowly up and down as he slipped a hand beneath her chest and squeezed one of her breasts.
 
   "I want your ass," he whispered.
 
   She groaned, but spread her legs wider. She had been sodomized many, many times. She knew she had a great ass, and many men had worshipped it with their cocks jammed up deep inside. 
 
   Sloane had an even better ass, she thought weakly, knowing the girl would have Sean's prick buried to the hilt between her buttocks as soon as he was able.
 
   The thought was arousing, and it flickered through her mind that she would want to see that happening.
 
   She felt Sean's cock pressing against her anus and groaned as she consciously relaxed her muscles. She felt weary and sore, but was still gripped by a sexual torpor that made her skin sweat even in the chilly night air.
 
   She felt the head prodding at her, pushing in an inch, then easing back, in again, then back, preparing her, loosening her. She spread her legs more as he pushed himself back off her, and she groaned as his weight came off her chest.
 
   His hands squeezed her buttocks, pulling the flesh back as he pushed his cock in again, slipping the head past her sphincter this time before her anal muscles clamped down. She felt the tautness there, the full girth of his cock forcing her anus wide.
 
   He eased back slightly, then forward, back, then forward, giving her time to adjust, letting her catch her breath.
 
   Her mind started to function with something approaching normal again too and she knew an amazement that she was laying naked on her belly in the middle of an overgrown lot being sodomized - just after a group of men had attempted to murder her.
 
   She grunted as he thrust deep. Half his cock was up inside her now, and she felt her muscles relax as he pulled slightly back, then pushed forward again. Another inch, then another, until his cock was deep enough to give her a few light cramps. He pulled back, sliding slowly, then pushed in again to the same point - and beyond.
 
   She groaned softly, her fingers digging into the grass and loose dirt as her belly cramped. Sean's hard cock drove high and deep into her belly, and her legs jerked fitfully as she gulped in air.
 
   "Nice tight ass," he sighed, his hands squeezing her buttocks.
 
   He drew his thick prick back and she sighed as it pulled easily up. He began to pump slowly. At first her anal muscles fought it, but they quickly relaxed, and his pumping strokes became longer, his cock driving deeper.
 
   She gasped with a sharp pain in her belly as his cock plunged deep, buried at last in her rectal tunnel, his balls pressing in firmly against her buttocks as he slid atop her.
 
   He pressed his hands down against the top of her back as he leaned over her, his cock drawing back, then pumping again, in and out, in and out, in and out, working her anus looser and looser as the strokes became faster.
 
   She closed her eyes and shuddered, her insides burning up again as his cock pumped into her. He dropped his entire body atop her, and she turned her head, meeting his lips as he ground himself against her. The cramps were gone, and now his cock just felt deliciously BIG inside her.
 
   He twisted around in her anus as he ground his balls against her, then began to pump again, his ass rising and falling as he screwed her rectum.
 
   He pushed his hands down into her dirt alongside her and straightened his arms, taking his weight off her as he began to pump faster. She felt skewered now as his cock pistoned inside her, yet she hugged the ground, reveling in the lewd sodomy as he grunted above her.
 
   Hot, fast, wet and dirty - and oh so hot and wicked. That was her kind of sex, and she reveled in it.
 
   "Fuck my ass!" she gasped. "Fuck it! Fuck me in the ass!"
 
   She reached back, her hand sliding around his cock, feeling it pumping between her fingers, sliding deep into her asshole with every stroke. She groaned and pushed her ass up, beginning to hump back at him now as her excitement mounted.
 
   "Slut!"
 
   "Bastard!"
 
   They both gasped and grunted, then Sean dropped atop her again, his right hand jamming beneath her chest to squeeze her breast tightly, savagely, his teeth gnawing on the nape of her neck as he slammed his cock down her anal tunnel with all his might.
 
   His other hand shoved under her waist, wriggling down along her belly until his fingers found her cleft. She cried out as he jammed his finger against her clit, bucking her ass up against his pounding cock as her sobs of pleasure filled the air.
 
   "Bastard!" she gasped, slamming her ass up.
 
   "Bitch!" he groaned, slamming his hips down.
 
   She came with a cry of wanton bliss, her body shaking and thrashing, bucking up and down below him as though it sought to throw him off. He clung to her, his cock buried in her spasming, sucking anus as his sperm begin to pump into her belly.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sloane smiled and nodded at the doorman as she strolled past him, the two security guards following closely behind, looking around suspiciously. Neither was very bright, and both were on the poor side of homely, but they were at least reassuringly large.
 
   She went to the mail box behind the lobby and opened the extra box she'd rented, the one her father didn't know about. There it was, the box she'd been waiting for
 
   She drew in her breath in excitement and nervousness, hoping neither of the men would guess what was in there. She pulled it out casually and slipped it into her bag, then closed the mail box and graciously allowed them to escort her back upstairs.
 
   Once in her apartment she pulled the box out of the bag and ran to her room, yanking at the staples and paper until the box was bare she opened it and gazed down with wide eyes.
 
   It looked like a cock, a real cock, thick and long and pink with veins and a head and everything. She licked her lips then went to the curtains and closed them. She reached into the box and gingerly pulled it out, holding it before her and staring at it excitedly.
 
   It was a dildo, and she'd ordered it from a men’s' magazine she'd found in the kitchen. One of the Latino boys who helped around the kitchen had been reading it and had left it there. She had found it while getting a midnight snack and been fascinated with the lewd poses the beautiful women made.
 
   She wondered if Sean really had gotten pictures of her, and if so whether they looked anything like these. Many of the women looked like they were playing with themselves, or at least, appeared to be trying to give out that impression.
 
   How good a telescope had Sean had?
 
   She looked at the window again, then at the big dildo in her hand. She giggled, then moved to the mirror and lifted her brief miniskirt. She pulled aside the crotch of her thong to reveal the bare little pussy slit she'd shaved only that morning, then rubbed the head of the rubber cock along it.
 
   She picked up a small bottle of baby oil from the counter and poured some on the front of the thing, rubbing it down along the shaft with her finger, then rubbed her oily finger along her cleft before placing the head of the fake cock against her again.
 
   She remembered when she'd dreamed of her first time, of being in a white gown, taken by a handsome man in front of a crackling fireplace on a bearskin rug.
 
   She would moan gracefully as he took her cherry, and then they would fuck like animals.
 
   But she couldn't wait! She had to see what it felt like to have a big cock inside her - now!
 
   She eased the dildo in, feeling her tight pussy lips giving way before it, pushed in and back as she stared excitedly at the mirror. She twisted and pumped the head inside her as she stood there, legs wide, looking at herself. She felt her insides churning, her breasts swelling with heat as she saw the lewd image of the dildo sticking into her slit.
 
   She pushed it upwards, feeling the head pressing against her cherry, her pussy lips pulled wide apart, wider than they'd ever been by her fingers.
 
   She pushed against her hymen, then again, then again, gasping as she felt the tight little pain there.
 
   She dropped slowly and carefully to her knees, legs apart, the base of the dildo pressed against the floor as she let her weight push down against it.
 
   She groaned, holding her skirt up with one hand, the other going to her breast as she began to ride atop the rubber cock, feeling it prodding her elastic cherry again and again.
 
   Then it was through, and she let out a little cry of pain as she felt a smidgen of sorrow mixed in with a wave of elation. The dildo slipped higher inside her, forcing her tight, never-before-opened pussy tunnel apart.
 
   She felt it inside her, way up inside her stomach! She gasped as she slid lower, her knees sliding apart, her pussy easing down along the dildo. She stared at her image in the mirror, entranced by the sight of the thick rubber cock sticking up into her pussy slit, watching as more and more of it disappeared into her hungry opening.
 
   Her legs spread even wider, and she groaned, the tendons in her thighs aching as they had with Alexandra. She slipped her fingers under the base of the dildo, then awkwardly stood up. She moved to the mirror and bent over, her side facing it, her skirt flung high.
 
   She stared at the image, giggling and wide-eyed at the sight of her taut, shaved pussy lips clamped down around the shaft of the dildo. She tried to pretend it was a real cock inside her, attached to a real man, even as her hand slipped up between her thighs, her fingers pushing in against the base of the dildo to force more of it inside.
 
   She moved again, dragging a chair before the mirror, then sitting - carefully in it, slumping down low, knees drawn well up and back as she gripped the base of the dildo and began to pump it slowly into her pussy.
 
   She felt it moving inside of her, felt the pressure against her pussy tunnel, against her inner organs. She breathed slowly but deeply, measuring her breaths as she pushed the thing deeper, still pumping, gasping as the excitement made her hands tremble.
 
   Her legs jerked in mid-air as she drove it high inside her, and she groaned, clutching the base with both hands, her head rolling as she felt an orgasm approaching. She pumped faster, ignoring the small pains as she shoved the dildo deeper and deeper into her pussy.
 
   The orgasm made her cry out, and she shook violently on the chair as she used both hands to pound the dildo up into her moist pussy tunnel, fucking herself. Fucking herself!
 
   She buried the dildo in her tight, spasming pussy, feeling her muscles squeeze down around it as she writhed and jerked in wild, sexual abandon. Then she went limp, panting for breath, her body overheated.
 
   She groaned as her hand moved softly over her pussy, feeling the base of the dildo sticking out only slightly between her straining pussy lips. She rubbed at it, pushing lightly, though it hurt a little. It seemed to be buried in as far as it would go.
 
   Yet she knew an urge to take it fully, to see her pussy swallow the entire thing. She sat up slowly, gasping, wincing a little as her pussy mouth began to press down against the chair beneath her.
 
   She spread her legs as she straightened, groaning a little as she rubbed the base of the dildo along the chair seat. She felt a hot thrill run through her body even as something inside her ached.
 
   She sat up, gripping the arms of the chair to hold much of her weight. Her legs were spread wide apart and she winced again as she lowered herself, rising and falling ever so slightly as she jabbed the dildo against something inside her.
 
   She stood up, closing her thighs together, looking at her shaved pussy and the base of the dildo, now almost level with her tightly clutching pubic lips. She reached down and squeezed herself, grinding her hips, and suddenly something inside her seemed to give. She felt her pussy sucking the dildo in deeper - only a little, but it was enough.
 
   She took her hand away as she felt her pussy lips close behind the dildo, beaming at her image in the mirror, her tightly closed pussy slit not showing the big dildo that was buried to the hilt inside her hot, virgin pussy.
 
   She pulled the crotch of her thong back into place and lowered her skirt, considering how exciting it would be to go out in public as she was, without anyone knowing that the seemingly innocent young woman they were looking at had a big dildo buried in her slender belly.
 
   That would be so wicked! She giggled at the idea, then considered it. Where could she go? She knew where she wanted to go - to visit Sean. It would be terribly exciting to stand there in front of him with a big dildo inside her and him not knowing at all.
 
   She swayed in front of the mirror, slowly, teasingly lifting her short skirt, turning and grinding her nearly bare buttocks at the mirror as she imagined dancing in front of Sean.
 
   Or Alexandra.
 
   That gave her pause. She was still astonished at what she and Alexandra had done. She felt a little guilty, a little embarrassed, but mostly thrilled and delighted. It had been the most pleasure she'd ever had in her life - and after all, lesbianism, or at least, bisexuality was kind of fashionable.
 
   She wondered what the tall blonde woman would think of her busting her own cherry with a dildo. Would she get excited? Would she like to see her dance?
 
   She thought again about being a stripper at one of those sleazy nightclubs. She knew her father would be enraged if he ever found out. Then again he'd be enraged if he found out the woman he'd hired to babysit her had been a nasty old dyke who'd seduced her.
 
   Her lover. Ah yes, she'd say, Alexandra and I are lovers. His eyes would all-but pop out of his head. He'd probably have a heart attack. So would her mother.
 
   Her lover?
 
   Little shivers ran up and down her spine at the word, at the fact she actually had had a lover. Now if only she could get rid of her virginity - however technical that still was - she'd be well on her way to adulthood.
 
   There was a brief knock at the door, then it opened and her father stood there, frowning as always.
 
   "Daddy! Knock first!"
 
   "I did."
 
   "Well wait until I say yes. I could have been naked you know."
 
   "You haven't got anything I haven't seen," he said with a snort. "Come on. We're late already."
 
   "For what?"
 
   "For what? We're late for a fitting for that damned dress you've been pestering me for months. That fag Italian designer won't stay one second longer than the time scheduled. You know that."
 
   "Oh yeah."
 
   "Yeah, so come on."
 
   "Uh...can we just - ." 
 
   "No. Let's go."
 
   He took her arm and led her quickly out of the room.
 
   "But daddy! I have to do something."
 
   "Do it later."
 
   "But...but - ."
 
   She couldn't tell him her pussy was filled by a big dildo and she had to get it out. That certainly wouldn't do. And despite what she'd told Sean the truth was her trust fund didn't really kick in until she was twenty-one. The money she had now was what she'd managed to scavenge and save from what her miserly father gave her. Usually he refused to give her any money. He'd just buy what she wanted - after a suitable amount of whining, begging and coaxing from her, of course.
 
   It was a miserable few thousand dollars. That was a large sum for ordinary young women but to Sloane it was chicken feed. The designer dress he was buying her was worth at least five thousand dollars alone.
 
   She had little time to think up an appropriate excuse as her father herded her out the door, accompanied by four guards now, one of them a woman.
 
   They went downstairs and got into the limo, where Sloane gasped as she sat down.
 
   "Something wrong?"
 
   She shook her head quickly as she adjusted her position on the seat.
 
   Well, she'd thought of how wicked it would be to go out in public with a dildo inside her, and now she was doing it.
 
   The drive to the designer's studio was interrupted by the screech of brakes. Then a van sideswiped the limousine, throwing it sideways into a fire hydrant. She screamed as she was thrown against the side door, her head slamming into the window hard enough to knock her unconscious.
 
   Men surrounded the limo and she was dragged from the back seat and thrown into another van as gunfire began to echo on the busy street. She heard none of it as the van raced off, nor the sirens that followed, nor the crash as the excited driver hit another car and flipped over.
 
   Bystanders pulled her from the van and she groaned as one of them put a wet towel against her head. The men in the van were in worse shape, however, and as she blinked her eyes awake they drew more attention than her.
 
   She stood up, legs shaky, mind in a fuzz, then wandered away, eyes blinking as she swayed from side to side. She wandered down an alley and sat down to rest, then fell asleep.
 
   Sean yawned and rolled over, then reached up and rubbed his head absently. Abruptly he sat up, staring around him at the field.
 
   "Oh shit!"
 
   Alex groaned and opened her eyes, then she too sat up quickly.
 
   "We fell asleep," he said.
 
   "Jesus Christ! What time is it!"
 
   "How the fuck would I know?"
 
   "What do we do now?"
 
   "Well, I doubt they're still waiting at my place."
 
   "You want to take the chance?"
 
   "Not really. Not naked and without a weapon anyway."
 
   "Well, what the fuck do we do now?"
 
   He shrugged, then stood up slowly, looking around. She stood up alongside him and they examined the fenced in lot and the buildings that faced it.
 
   "We need some clothes."
 
   "Oh brilliant," she snorted.
 
   "Or a phone. Shut up unless you have a better idea."
 
   They made their way through the grass, going around the perimeter of the lot and examining the closest buildings. They found several holes in the fence, including one ten feet wide that faced a parking lot.
 
   A sound alerted them and they ducked into the grass as a car pulled into the parking lot. It was a big black Chrysler. It stopped next to the fence and a small, thin man got out, a cell phone glued to his ear as he talked.
 
   "Keep down," she hissed, crawling forward on all fours to the edge of the grass nearest the fence.
 
   He stared at her in surprise, then watched as she rolled onto her back and began to moan. Her hands moved slowly up and down her body as her head rolled back and her legs spread wide, knees rising.
 
   "Holy shit," he whispered.
 
   The man heard the noise and turned with a frown. His eyebrows shot up halfway over his head as he saw the beautiful blonde laying there, her hand sliding down between her legs, fingers stroking against a bare pussy slit.
 
   "Oh! Oooohh! Fuck meeee!" Alex groaned. "Fuck meeeee!"
 
   The man stared in astonishment, then moved slowly forward, head turning from side to side as he reached the fence. 
 
   Sean kept low as the man moved past the fence, eyes now glued to Alex, who was grinding her fingers along her sex, her head back, knees spread wide, gasping and whining in heat.
 
   "Hiiiii," she said dreamily, opening her eyes and smiling seductively up at the man.
 
   "H..h...hi," he said, his voice breaking. "A...are you all right?"
 
   "I'm hoooornyyy," she groaned, reaching out her foot to press against his ankle. "Fuck meeee!"
 
   She sat up and grabbed at his crotch, which was already bulging, then yanked his pants down. His cock sprang up and she giggled and pulled him down as she fell back. The cell phone dropped from his hand and he gasped in shock as she pulled his cock into her mouth and swallowed it to the balls.
 
   Sean looked on, a mix of anger, jealousy and shock in his mind. He had thought she planned nothing more than a distraction so he could either sneak up behind the guy and hit him, or she could grab the phone and run. Yet she was going a lot further in the distraction than he had expected.
 
   A lot further!
 
   The little man was gasping and moaning, his bare ass rising and falling as he fucked down into Alex's mouth. His hands and legs were spread and his eyes were closed as she sucked expertly on his eager cock.
 
   Yet without looking she reached out one hand, found the cell phone, and picked it up, then tossed it into the grass where Sean lay. He shook his head in amazement, then crawled to the phone, grabbed it, and crawled deeper into the grass.
 
   He phoned the office, hoping Wendy was there by now. It answered on the fifth ring, and her musical voice said hello.
 
   "Wendy? Listen to me. I need you to do something for me."
 
   "Sure boss. But over the phone?"
 
   "Don't get smart. I want you to take my spare suit out of the closet there and bring it to...to one-forty-five Minor road. There's a parking lot there. Drive into the lot to the fence, where there's a hole in the fence."
 
   "Why?"
 
   "Because that's where I'll be. And hurry. Oh, do you have any spare clothes lying around the office?"
 
   "Of course," she said with a giggle. "After that little stunt last month... remember?"
 
   "Yeah."
 
   "Well, I keep a little something just in case of emergencies."
 
   "Fine. Bring it."
 
   "Why?"
 
   "I'll tell you when you get here. Just get here fast."
 
   "Okay," she said, sounding confused.
 
   *
 
   He crawled back through the grass and saw that the man now had his face buried in Alex's pussy, licking for all he was worth as she ran her pert lips up and down his cock from head to base.
 
   This was some distraction she was providing, but he decided he was really going to have to speak to her about it later. In the meantime he tossed the cell phone over beside them and eased back behind the grass.
 
   The man came, and Alex either came or pretended to. They rolled apart and she stood up, a smirk on her face as she turned and sashayed back into the grass.
 
   The man stared at her as if wondering if she had been a figment of his imagination. Then he scrambled to his feet, yanked his pants back up, grabbed his phone, and scurried away.
 
   "Jesus Christ," he said. "You didn't have to actually fuck the guy."
 
   "I didn't. I sucked him," she said with a grin.
 
   "Why? I could've come up behind him and -."
 
   "And hit him? Stolen his cell phone?"
 
   "Well, he would have loaned it to me."
 
   "And run off to call the cops. Look, this way he's got a memory that will probably last him the rest of his life, something really hot and exciting, a story he can tell his buddies.  Your way he gets mugged by a couple of thugs."
 
   He shook his head in confusion.
 
   "See, I like making memories like that," she said. "It's like... living on forever. You wouldn't believe the things I've done with some college boys just because they were cute and I wanted them to have a sexy memory to look back on."
 
   "I bet there are a lot of men who'll never forget you," he said.
 
   "Damned right. I've slept with more of them than I can remember and enjoyed every damned one. And you? You a virgin?"
 
   "Don't be ridiculous."
 
   "Then don't judge."
 
   "I wasn't!"
 
   They sat in the grass and waited until a cherry red firebird raced into the lot, circled once, then came to rest facing the hole in the fence. Sean stood up and motioned and Wendy looked at him over the top of her sunglasses before climbing out of the car carrying his suit on a hanger.
 
   "What's going on?" she asked.
 
   "Come here."
 
   She ambled over, carrying the suit, eyes going wider as she saw that he was naked. Her lips curved up and she started giggling - until she saw Alex.
 
   "Who's this?" she demanded.
 
   "Uh, you remember her. She's - ."
 
   "Conner," Wendy said, still frowning.
 
   "Conroy," Alex said.
 
   "Did you bring something she can wear?" he asked, snatching the suit from her hands.
 
   "I uh...don't know. I mean, all I brought was the dress I had in case you uh... destroyed my clothes again."
 
   "Get it."
 
   "She's kind of... big for it."
 
   "It'll do. She only has to wear it in the car."
 
   Wendy looked at her doubtfully, then went back to the car.
 
   "You're fucking her, aren't you?" Alex demanded.
 
   "Are you serious? Look at her. Of course I'm fucking her."
 
   Alex snorted.
 
   Wendy returned with a small red dress, handing it wordlessly to Alex, who shook her head.
 
   "I'll never fit into that."
 
   "You're not running for Miss America. Yank it on."
 
   "You owe me a new dress if she busts it," Wendy warned.
 
   Alex pulled it over her head, then shoved her arms into it. Luckily it was a stretch fabric, for it was too tight for her at the chest and hips. It clung to her like a second skin, and she had to tug hard to get it down below her crotch.
 
   "Very nice," Sean said admiringly, shrugging on his blazer.
 
   "I look like a cheap hooker."
 
   "I happen to like that look," he said.
 
   She sniffed, then looked at Wendy. Both of them sniffed.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sloane blinked her eyes and looked around her. The sun hurt her eyes. She'd been sleeping in an alley, she realized. She stood up unsteadily, wondering what to do and where to go. She frowned in the bright light, trying to remember where she lived and who she was. 
 
   Vague memories surfaced of her dancing naked, grinding her hips, smiling teasingly. She shook her head again and moaned, reaching up a hand to the bump on the side of her head.
 
   Her stomach rumbled and she looked in her pockets, finding nothing, no money, no wallet, nothing at all.
 
   She shuffled down the sidewalk and came out onto the street. Directly across from her was a nightclub, the front brightly lit with a neon sign that said "Sluts Galore!". She saw pictures of half naked women on posters, and heard loud music coming from the place.
 
   The women looked familiar, and she realized they looked like the memories she had of herself dancing. There would be food inside, she knew, food and something to drink. All she needed was money.
 
   For some reason that didn't worry her. It was as if she hadn't ever really had to worry about money before.
 
   She walked across the street, stomach rumbling again, then stepped inside as the doorman grinned and opened the door.
 
   It was dim inside. She walked down a narrow hall and through an open door into the bar. It was dim too except for the stage against the far wall. That was brightly lit, and a woman danced on it, wearing only a G-string. She bounced back and forth in time to music - or almost in time, she thought with some contempt.
 
   The woman really wasn't much of a dancer, and she knew somehow that she could do better. She had a better body too, she knew, remembering her own dancing.
 
   Maybe she was a stripper. Looking at the woman she felt no embarrassment, nor any embarrassment at the thought of dancing naked in front of this crowd. In fact, the more she thought about it the more she felt a tingling in her loins, a thrum of pleasure and excitement that picked up her spirits.
 
   She moved closer to the bar, and at once side saw a salad bar. She moved quickly to it and pulled out a mass of some leafy substance, stuffing it into her mouth. She chewed rapidly and swallowed, then filled her mouth again, then again, then filled a plate and wandered further inside, eyes watching the dancer as she stripped off the G-string and danced naked.
 
   Again she thought she could do better, though she couldn't remember... anything much. She looked down at herself, noting that she wore a small black blazer, a white shirt, and a very short tartan skirt. 
 
   She knew she was past high school. She had a very slight memory of a graduation ceremony some time back. So why was she dressed as some kind of schoolgirl. Well, maybe she wasn't but...
 
   She looked up again, nodding with her mouth full of salad, watching the woman lay back on the stage and spread her legs, then slide her fingers into her pussy.
 
   "You gonna be paying for any of that, baby?" a man asked.
 
   She turned and looked at him, then swallowed. "Who's the boss here?"
 
   "Alfred Smith."
 
   "Where can I find him?"
 
   "Through that door."
 
   She nodded and walked past, entering a small hall then looking into an office where a man sat behind a wide desk.
 
   "You Mr. Smith?" she asked.
 
   "Yeah."
 
   She sighed, hoping he would recognize her, that she worked here.
 
   "I uh... I'm looking for a job."
 
   "That so?"
 
   He eyed her closely, nodding in approval.
 
   "You sure got the face, honey. And if that body is anything like what it looks through the clothes you can be a headliner. You worked before?"
 
   She nodded hesitantly.
 
   "That your outfit?"
 
   She nodded again.
 
   "Well, you're in luck. I got an opening right now. One of the girls booked off sick tonight and I got a space. Think you're up to dancing tonight?"
 
   She nodded again
 
   "Don't talk much, do you?"
 
   "No."
 
   "That's okay. I don't pay my girls to talk. In fact, I wish none of 'em would." He laughed and slapped his hand on the desk, then yelled "Doris!"
 
   An older woman appeared and he pointed his thumb at Sloane.  "Take her to the dressing room. She can go on in slot eight."
 
   Doris nodded and motioned her out the door.
 
   "What's your name, honey?"
 
   "Uh... Jessica
 
   That seemed familiar somehow.
 
   "Okay, Jessica - people call you Jessie? What kind of act you do? School girl?"
 
   She nodded, not sure what that was exactly.
 
   "Fine. Always goes over well and none of the others are doing it tonight."
 
   Jessie... felt anxiety creeping over her. She couldn't remember anything about schoolgirls, other than that she seemed to be dressed like one. Her memories of lewd dances were shadowy and uncertain, and she felt butterflies in her stomach at the thought of dancing in front of people.
 
   She thought of leaving, but had no idea where to go. The thought of wandering the streets wasn't appealing.
 
   She licked her lips as she gazed at the makeup on the table before the mirror, then reached down hesitantly and picked up some lipstick, sliding it across her lips. She put it down and looked on the table, but saw nothing else she wanted to use.
 
   "What music you want?" Doris asked.
 
   "I-I don't know."
 
   Doris muttered under her breath, then went to a ghetto blaster and brought it over. She pressed a button and a song played.
 
   "Too fast."
 
   She fast forwarded to another, then another, then another.
 
   "That one," Jessie said.
 
   She followed Doris to the back of the stage and watched a pretty blonde swinging on the pole in the middle of the stage. She was nude, and showing everything she had as she pranced from side to side.
 
   She watched two more dancers, then it was her turn. The song began pounding over the stereo system as a hundred pair of eyes turned towards the stage. Her heart pounded and her stomach churned with acid, then she threw herself forward, half dancing, half bouncing to the front of the stage, a look of coy seductiveness on her face as she began to swing her hips.
 
   She skipped across the front of the stage, swinging her behind, pausing to throw her head over her should and give them a challenging look every few seconds.
 
   She felt her anxiety leaving, excitement growing.
 
   She rolled her hips, turning abruptly and swinging her arms violently back as she arched her back. The blazer flew back over her shoulders and dropped down her arms to the floor. She kicked it back to the curtains, skipping across the stage again.
 
   She knew she had done this before, but felt like she was doing something deliciously wicked anyway. Her pussy began to throb and moisten as she flicked her tongue over her lips and fucked them with her eyes.
 
   She ran her hands up the front of her body, cupping her breasts through her blouse. It was only then that she realized it was held together in front with snap buttons. Delighted, she gripped the front and tore it open, thrusting her chest out at them as she danced forward, then back.
 
   She ran her hands over her body again, discretely unsnapping the buttons at the blouse's wrists. Then she threw her shoulders back again, letting it slide down her arms. She threw it behind her, dancing in just the little skirt and her bra, taunting them, flaunting herself, excited and getting more so by the second.
 
   She pranced along in front of them, delighted at the attention, at all those male eyes on her, wanting her, lusting after her.
 
   She kicked off her shoes then undid her skirt, grinding her hips, shimmying from side to side so as she undid the zipper it slid down her legs and pooled at her ankles. She laughed, jumping out of it, then twisting and turning across the stage.
 
   She reached for the catch at the front of her bra, feeling her chest tighten as she yanked it open and bared her proud breasts to them. They hardly jiggled as she swung her hips from side to side, tossing the bra back and swinging her nearly bare behind.
 
   She felt alive, felt wild, like a hot, sexual beast as she gyrated across the stage. She dove forward, caught the bar and let it swing her around, letting her legs slide out from under her until she was on her side on the stage, then on her back.
 
   She lifted her knees up, throwing them up as her fingers slipped into the strings of her thong and peeled it down. She drew her legs far back as she slipped the thong off, then dropped her legs to the floor again, rolling onto her belly, pushing herself up onto all fours to crawl like a cat - a sluttish cat - across the edge of the stage.
 
   Her mind and body were alive with lust as they all stared at her, their eyes ravishing her naked body. She was surprised, even startled at her bare pussy cleft, but it only excited her more as the men growled and whistled in approval.
 
   They all wanted to fuck her, she knew, and she wanted to fuck them all right back.
 
   She rocked back onto her shoulders, then rocked forward, throwing her shoulders and head forward at the same time and landing on her feet. She squatted briefly, spreading her legs wide, then stood up, bouncing up really. 
 
   She felt something shake then, felt something inside her move. For the first time she was aware that the sensation she'd been detecting just below her consciousness now... well, ever since she'd wakened in the alley, was not natural.
 
   Her hand reached down and cupped her crotch, and she felt something hard there, something just behind her pussy lips that wanted to push free.
 
   She was flustered momentarily and faltered in her dance, then a memory surfaced, her laying back, legs spread, the dildo... for that was what it must be... pumping into her.
 
   She had a dildo inside her! What a slut she must be!
 
   Though maybe it was part of her act?
 
   She danced back then forward, sinking slowly down next to the bar, squatting, legs spread. She pushed out with her pubic muscles, throwing her head back as she felt the pressure mounting against her pussy lips.
 
   And then the base of the dildo pushed through and out into the light, sliding down, inch after inch of it, glistening in the floodlights as the audience howled in approval. The dildo slid down to the floor and halted as she ran her tongue along her lower lip.
 
   She clamped her knees together, then fell forward onto them, the dildo sticking out straight behind her, almost ready to fall free of the confines of her slippery sex.
 
   She backed up, backed up to the bar, feeling the bar press against the base of the dildo, feeling it pushing back into her. 
 
   The air was filled with yells and obscenities as the dildo slid back into her body, inch after inch of it, until she was jamming her wet sex against the bar, gasping and whining as she rubbed her pink slit up and down it, her ass rising and falling.
 
   The men were yelling and cheering, calling out suggestions and advice, obscenities and offers.
 
   She felt the lust and desire swirling like a tornado inside her, sweeping everything else away, tearing at her thoughts, at her mind and body and soul. She wanted to dive into the audience and into the lap of the nearest man.
 
   Instead she ground herself against the bar, dropping her chest low, keeping her ass high. She twisted, rolling, throwing a leg around the bar so she was on her back now. Her legs crossed behind the bar and she arched her back, still moving somewhat in time to the music as the audience roared its approval.
 
   She drew her legs up along the bar, her toes clenched against it, higher and higher as she spread her arms out beside her. Then she began to swing herself in and out against the bar, her moist pussy opening glistening wetly, the base of the dildo very obviously poking between them as she swung herself in against the bar repeatedly, gasping as the bar hit the dildo and jammed it deeper into her hole.
 
   She rolled away from it, rolled and rolled, getting to all fours at the edge of the stage. She spread her legs and worked her pussy muscles, and the dildo pushed out into the light again as she began to crawl forward. She swung her behind from side to side, the dildo jerking.
 
   One man leaned forward and grabbed it, ramming it up inside her. She squealed and halted, bucking back as he pumped it inside her, laughing in delight as she lewdly ground her hips back at him.
 
   Another man grabbed one of her breasts and she laughed. She slid forward, half off the edge of the stage, grabbing at another man's crotch, squeezing him through his pants.
 
   He jerked them open and she bent still further, licking at his trembling cockhead, then taking it into her mouth where it immediately exploded.
 
   She laughed as she gulped it down, drunk on sexual heat and lust, rolling back, twisting and falling, legs wide, crotch open as the audience yelled. Her hands reached for the dildo and began to thrust it in furiously as an orgasm of epic proportions stormed through her mind and body.
 
   She screamed in ecstasy, the sound momentarily stilling the watchers. It warbled then slowly fell off into groans and grunts as a dozen men found their crotches wet with their own juices.
 
   Her body was wracked by convulsions and her legs flailed, heels drumming on the floor as she writhed and thrashed from side to side.
 
   The men watched entranced, many with hands openly gripping their bulging crotches, mouths slack. It was obvious that the young woman on stage was either far too good an actress to be working as a stripper or they were watching the real thing.
 
   Many groaned in delight as they watched her humping and grinding slow, and then her body begin to relax.
 
   Her arms flew back and she arched her back slowly and rhythmically, her head pulled back and rolling from side to side, thighs tightly together, legs crossed as she ground her soft round buttocks into the cool wood of the stage.
 
   Then she lay still as a tremendous burst of applause filled the club.
 
   "Stop that!"
 
   "Sorry." Sean grinned, giving the lie to his words. He moved his hand back from the curved bottoms of Alex's buttocks as the tall blonde yanked down the dress again
 
   "I need something to wear," she said. "I can't go anywhere with this."
 
   "Wendy will go and buy you something."
 
   "What am I, your servant?" Wendy demanded.
 
   "Pretty much, yeah."
 
   She stuck her tongue out at him, then turned and unlocked the office, letting the in. Alex hurried inside, still gripping the hem of the too-small dress. Sean swaggered in after her, natty in his black suit.
 
   Wendy went to the reception desk as Alex followed Sean through the open doorway into his office.
 
   "You're not worried about them coming here?" she asked.
 
   "If they'd wanted to come here they'd have done it. They obviously wanted to go somewhere more deserted. Although, if you notice I did lock the front door."
 
   He bent over a filing cabinet and pulled a nine-millimetre semi-automatic pistol from it, checked the load, then stuck it in his belt.
 
   "Sean."
 
   Wendy came to the doorway and leaned in. "Mr. Miller left a message saying he needs to talk to you right away. Urgent."
 
   "Now what could he want?" Sean wondered aloud. "I don't work for him anyway."
 
   "I better check with my answering machine," Alex said anxiously.
 
   "In a minute." Sean dialled Miller's number. The phone was answered on the first ring.
 
   He spoke for a minute, frowning, then hung up and looked at the other two.
 
   "It seems Sloane has disappeared. There was a kidnapping that ended with the kidnappers crashing and flipping over. The police have them but not Sloane. Bystanders say she just wandered off."
 
   "How long ago?"
 
   "This morning."
 
   "Well, are the police looking for her?"
 
   He snorted derisively.
 
   "Do they think the kidnappers have her?"
 
   "Nobody knows, Alex. I'm going to go down there and look around. Oh, and he's been looking for you. He said he's been calling your answering machine for hours."
 
   "Shit! I can't go and see him like this."
 
   "Wendy will get you some clothes," he said with a grin.
 
   He gave Wendy some money and whispered something to her, then hurried out the door. Downstairs he borrowed her car and drove to the area the girl had disappeared in, then parked and began asking around, offering money to anyone with information.
 
   After half an hour he had gotten nothing but a tail by two very large men who were not terribly subtle. 
 
   He went into Ryerson's Deli, hurried down the aisle, then out the back way. He circled around the building, tugging the automatic from his belt as he approached the front. The two men were at the door. One went inside while the other leaned against the wall.
 
   Sean eased up behind him and stuck the gun in the small of his back.
 
   "Want to be a quadriplegic?" he asked.
 
   "Nuh uh," the man said slowly.
 
   "Back up slowly."
 
   Sean pulled him deeper into the alley alongside the building, then ran his hand up his body, removing a gun from a holster in the small of his back and a wallet from his back pocket.
 
   'Now then, Ed. What is it I'm doing that interests you so much, and why?"
 
   "I got nothin' to say to you, pal."
 
   "That's the wrong answer. You working for Howie Morris?"
 
   The man said nothing and Sean slammed his knee up into his crotch, then brought the gun down against his head, knocking him to the ground. "I'd sure like to know what a two-bit hood like Howie is doing messing around with a girl like Sloane Miller," he said.
 
   He stuck his gun into the man's open mouth and raised his eyebrow.
 
   "Nebberhearadoher."
 
   "Pardon?"
 
   "I never heard of no Sloane. We're looking for a girl named Jessie."
 
   "Jessie? Who the fuck is Jessie?"
 
   "Jessie Miller."
 
   "There ain't no such person."
 
   "She calls herself that anyway."
 
   "Why you looking for her?"
 
   "I dunno. I don't get told shit like that."
 
   "Interesting," he said to himself.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "Just watch it in future!"
 
   "I'm sorry," Jessie said. "I forgot I had it in me."
 
   "Oh bullshit! You walk around with a dildo up your pussy all day?!"
 
   "Well, uh, no..."
 
   "We could get busted if the cops saw you doing that. We keep that kind of shit for the private rooms and parties. No blowing the customers right out in the open!"
 
   She nodded.
 
   "Christ!"
 
   "The audience sure liked it."
 
   "Of course they liked it! That's not the fuckin' point! You want to fuck someone do it in the champagne rooms not up on stage! And make sure we get our share!"
 
   She sighed and nodded again.
 
   "Now you got twenty nine requests for a private dance. No big fucking surprise there after you practically made ever guy in the audience come in their pants." He shoved a sheaf of papers into her hands.
 
   "Get your ass upstairs, and remember, don't give something for nothing."
 
   She nodded.
 
   She was dressed in nothing but a towel, having taken a fast shower right after her "act". Now she donned her clothes again, brushed out her hair, and hurried down the hall and up the back stairs.
 
   The Champagne rooms were small booths for private dances - and other things. Men paid anywhere from five to twenty bucks a song depending on the quality of the club for a private dance. The longer the girl danced the more they paid and the more they expected.
 
   She wasn't sure how she remembered that, but it seemed to come naturally. She shrugged and looked at the first name on the list, her pussy already starting to burn.
 
   He was tall and middle aged, and licked his lips as he saw her. She smiled and he laid a ten on the table.
 
   She wondered if that were the price here. She had forgotten to ask. Well, she'd find out when the song was over.
 
   She began to dance for him, grinding her hips from side to side as she moved provocatively closer. This time she removed her blouse and blazer together, for the songs only lasted three minutes.
 
   She straddled him, grinding her crotch into his lap, pressing her chest against his as she flicked her hair against his face.
 
   She undid her bra, still grinding, rubbing her breasts against his face now, though pulling back whenever he tried to kiss them.
 
   She undid the short skirt and peeled it up her body and off, dropping it behind her, then stood up, turning and bending over, still grinding her barely covered buttocks as he reached up and grabbed her.
 
   She pulled away, smiling and wagging her finger at him while still dancing.
 
   She peeled the thong down and off, then spread her legs, keeping them straight, arms up and sliding through her hair as her hips moved from side to side. She straddled him again, and the song ended.
 
   He slapped another ten on the table, eyes wide, cock hard in his pants, and she continued to grind against him, throwing her arms around him and pressing her breasts into his chest as she humped and ground her crotch against his.
 
   His hands moved up her back then down to cup her buttocks. She ground harder, and he gasped, his hardness suddenly softening beneath her. She smiled and kissed his forehead, then climbed off.
 
   Twenty bucks for six minutes wasn't bad, she thought, the mercenary greed within her beaming in approval.
 
   She continued to dance slowly until the song was over, however, then dressed very quickly, blew him a kiss, and went on to the next booth as he cleaned himself up.
 
   She giggled excitedly, delighted at making him come in his pants. It proved how hot and sexy she was, what a wild, sexual animal she could be, and how the men lusted after her.
 
   The next man came in his pants during the first song. The one after that didn't come until the third. Then came number four. By then she'd made sixty dollars for less than forty minutes of work. She clutched the money in delight, excited almost as much by it as by the way the men were lusting after her.
 
   Number four was older, but very distinguished looking, even handsome. She smiled coyly as she began her dance, getting down to her skin just before the first song ended. Soon she was grinding herself against him, heating up as her bald little pussy rubbed against his crotch. He started hardening, but didn't make any move to touch her until the third ten hit the table.
 
   His hands moved slowly over her, very gently, as if luxuriating in the softness and warmth of her skin. They slipped down onto her bare ass, gliding over her skin, then squeezed in, jamming her in against his crotch.
 
   She giggled as a fourth ten hit the table and his lips slipped over one of her erect nipples. He sucked headily, his teeth closing as he chewed lightly on the surrounding flesh. She felt her pussy bubbling and worried she'd leave a wet stain on his crotch before long.
 
   Another ten hit the table, then a twenty, and another. She licked her lips, her chest tightening as she undid his pants. She reached in, feeling his hard cock, feeling the heat of it as she slipped her fingers around it and pulled it slowly up and out of his pants.
 
   He groaned around her nipple, sucking hard now as his fingers squeezed and kneaded them.
 
   She brought his cock up against her abdomen, holding it there with her palm then rubbing it from side to side.
 
   She felt his jism shooting up her stomach and hitting the underside of her breasts as he came, and smiled inwardly, elated by another conquest.
 
   She expected him to finish it but he slapped another twenty on the table, then bent and slipped his fingers along the wads of come on her stomach, scooping them up and holding them up to her lips.
 
   She pursed her lips and slipped them over his fingers, sucking them into her mouth and working them over with her tongue, swallowing his jism as he groaned and squeezed her breasts hungrily.
 
   She slid slowly backwards off his lap, her legs spreading though staying straight. She ran her hands up his thighs to his cock as he slapped a fifty onto the table, then another, and her body bent forward at the waist as she tugged his pants further down.
 
   Her breasts hung down and he reached for them, squeezing, almost milking them as she continued to dance, her ass rolling, hips grinding. She eased his wrists away, bending lower and lower until she could slip her lips over his cock. She felt it harden almost instantly and she eased her lips lower and lower as she sucked.
 
   Her tongue flicked back and forth against the head, twirling and circling as her lips bobbed up and down. She felt his hands in her hair, his fingers sliding through the long, silky tresses as she bent lower and lower.
 
   She took him into her throat almost without thinking, as if it were a natural thing to do. The air behind her was cold on her hot, wet pussy, but she ignored it as best she could, her throat full of cock as her lips slid down to the base of his cock and kissed his groin.
 
   She slid her throat and lips back up slowly, then back down, then back up, then back down, sucking rhythmically as he stroked her hair and squeezed her breasts.
 
   Miller stared at her in astonishment.
 
   "Uhm, I was...working undercover," Alex said. "Trying to find out why a gangster is interested in your daughter."
 
   "I've been trying to call you," he said, still staring at her, frowning, eyes moving up and down.
 
   Alex cursed Wendy mentally, and Sean too, for she was sure he had put her up to it.
 
   She had given the stupid woman her size but somehow Wendy had "mixed them up". The shoes fit, at least, even if they were a neon pink with five inch heels. The miniskirt was about eight inches long and barely covered her ass. And the top...the top was an off the shoulders silk thing that dropped just below her breasts. It was paper thin and her nipples were quite visible.
 
   "I didn't want to stop to change," she said. "I rushed right over."
 
   "Uhm, yes, well... uh... there isn't a lot more to tell you."
 
   "I'd like to see her room."
 
   "Her room? She's very private about her room."
 
   "If she's wandering on her own looking at her room would give me a better idea of how she thinks, of where she might go to."
 
   He looked down towards her breasts again, then cleared his throat and nodded. "Very well. You know the way?"
 
   She hurried past him, hoping the skirt was staying down and not flouncing up and down. It didn't have to flounce much to give him a show, and the G-string Wendy had bought her to wear under it offered little protection.
 
   Once in Sloane's room she started a quick, but expert search. She went through the dressers, checking on the bottoms, then under the bed, and finally in the closet. Taped above the door was an envelope and inside it were hundred dollar bills, nearly two hundred of them.
 
   She whistled and replaced them, then went through the clothes and boxes. On the bottom box, buried beneath three others, was a collection of clothes that would have done a hooker proud. They were flashy, bright, tight, and revealing. There was spandex, studded leather, corsets, crotchless panties, edible underwear, see-through tops worse than the one she had on, and lots of cheap jewellery. 
 
   It was hard to think of Sloane wearing any of it. As far as she knew the only clothes the girl wore were those schoolgirl blazers and tartan skirts her father insisted on - though apparently he didn't notice that some of the skirts were rather on the short side.
 
   Well, girls were funny in what they wore. She supposed Sloane could have bought them, hoping to wear them some time her father wasn't around, but why on Earth had she bought the nurse's uniform, or the police costume, or the prim white sailor's outfit?
 
   She heard a throat cleared behind her and quickly straightened up, turning to see Miller standing red-faced in the door. Obviously he had gotten a reasonably good shot at her bare buns.
 
   "I uh... was wondering if you'd found anything," he said.
 
   "Not yet."
 
   "Uhm well uh, is there...anything I could help you with?"
 
   "I'm almost finished"
 
   "I can't imagine what you hope to find. Sloane is just an innocent young girl. Really, she's been to private schools all her life. She wouldn't know how to survive on her own."
 
   "You can't think of what she'd do if you weren't around?"
 
   "Go to her mother, I assume."
 
   "She's already been called?"
 
   He nodded.
 
   "Well then, maybe I ought to go and see this gangster who has such an interest in her."
 
   "No gangster would be interested in Sloane! You must be wrong."
 
   "Maybe, maybe not. I'll see."
 
   She pushed past him, brushing her breast across his chest, then moved out the door. She felt his eyes on her ass until she was out in the hall and the door had closed behind her.
 
   Jessica was gripped by a deep and all-encompassing thrill of sexual heat. Her naked body was sweating in the cool air, and she swayed rhythmically, her mind bathed in fiery lust, her flesh tingling, cracking with desire, her glossy hair tangled, plastered against her forehead.
 
   Her toes twitched as she pressed the balls of her feet down against the floor, her groin grinding against the man she was straddling, his lips seemingly locked around her throbbing nipple as he sucked blissfully, his hands digging into the soft meat of her round buttocks.
 
   Fifty dollar bills were scattered on the table now, and her head rolled slowly from side to side as she gripped his stiff erection between her fingers, then rose, the balls of her feet straining as her crotch lifted. She pulled his cock towards her, sliding the moist head along her bare slit, rubbing it over the wetness oozing from her overheated sex.
 
   She eased down, feeling it prodding her, forcing its way up into her body, thrusting aside the tight lips of her sex as it burrowed higher and higher. She groaned softly as her insides bulged out to accommodate the intruding member, as it slid deep into her abdomen.
 
   She felt every hair and vein on it, every ridge and bump as they slid across the sensitive flesh of her pubic lips, stroking her in that most intimate of ways until her buttocks were grinding against his thighs again and she had the entire length of it buried within her.
 
   She could feel it throbbing inside her stomach, pulsing with a life of its own. She could feel the hardness up inside her, filling an empty place within her abdomen in a way that felt so deliciously natural and right.
 
   She was aware of voices, music, footsteps nearby. Men walked past the little booth she was in. She could see their legs beneath the door as they passed. She heard a giggle from the booth next door as another stripper danced for a man there. 
 
   But all her attention was focused on her own inner heat, on the rolling wave of pleasure and need and desire that was making her insides twist and churn and roil. Her mind was dazed, her eyes glassy as she shuddered to a particularly severe burst of pleasure, and the muscles of her feet tightened as she prepared to rise.
 
   Her arms were over his shoulders, and she pulled with them even as she pushed with her feet. She slid upwards, the man's stiff erection caressing her insides as it moved down. She instinctively clenched down with her pubic muscles, pulling at it as she rose, feeling it escaping slowly, slipping out of her as she pulled herself higher.
 
   Then she relaxed her muscles and slid back down, taking it high inside her once again and groaning as her buttocks pressed against his thighs. Again she rose, sliding up until she could feel the head of his cock beginning to pull out of her, then she sank back, delicious bliss rolling over her as the long length of his prick slid into her body.
 
   She gasped softly as his teeth began to hew on her breast, his lick flickering desperately as he sucked. He lifted another hand to her other breast, crushing it up and back, his fingers digging into the malleable flesh as he grunted and began to hump upwards.
 
   She rose again, faster, more eager for the penetration again, sliding down with delight, drawing it out, wishing he were longer, a foot, ten feet, twenty, so she could feel that delicious bliss of a thick cock sliding in through her pussy lips forever.
 
   She gasped softly, repeatedly, her movements more hurried now, rising and falling, rising and falling, clenching and unclenching as his stiffness rode through the tight, very wet flesh of her pussy tunnel.
 
   She was near, could feel the orgasm hovering over her like a tidal wave, building higher and higher as her body crackled with sexual electricity, with a gut wrenching tension. She was wicked and sinful depraved and wanton!
 
   She clutched him to her as she gasped, as her body shuddered through the steaming, burning pleasure that enveloped it, her ass rising and falling, her pussy sliding up and down his up thrust cock until her juices had soaked his balls.
 
   And then she bit down on her tongue, gasping, shuddering violently, convulsions racking her soft flesh as the orgasm fell over her, swamped her mind, roared through her nervous system and overloaded it. She jerked and bounced atop him, whimpering and gurgling, riding his prick in desperate, feverish need.
 
   She felt him exploding inside her, felt his steaming juices pouring into her body, her spasming pussy sucking on his cock like a straw, greedily drawing every last drop from his shrinking testicles.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A cab was only too happy to drive Alex uptown. His only problem was keeping his eyes on the road and not the mirror. She wanted to stop at her bank and get some money, then some clothes, but she didn't know if Sloane had the time, and she knew she didn't dare go home.
 
   She'd just have to play the hooker for a bit. Where she was going it wouldn't be out of line.
 
   She got off a block up the street from where Morris was reputed to hang out, then walked down a bit until she spotted the little car. She stared at it, frowning, wondering what it was that seemed odd, then focussed on the red sports coupe parked out front, recognizing it as Wendy's car, the one Sean had taken.
 
   She grumbled to herself as she moved up to the dirty windows of the bar and tried to peer inside. It was too dark, the windows too encrusted with grime. She took a deep breath then pushed her way through the door, swaggering as a whore should.
 
   There were few men inside, and they all eyed her carefully as she moved to the bar. Sean wasn't there, so that meant he had to be through the door in the back.
 
   She smiled seductively at the bartender as she moved along the bar to the end, nearest the door.
 
   "What'll you have, baby?" he asked, his fat face breaking into a leer.
 
   "What you got, honey?" she teased.
 
   "I got anything you want, baby."
 
   "Just give me a cold beer - no glass. I want something I can...suck on."
 
   He snickered and leered, then went to fetch the bottle. Alex grinned inwardly. She kind of liked playing the cockteaser. She seldom got a chance because she thought in her business she had to play the stern, non-nonsense private eye, a respectable businesswoman that people wouldn't be ashamed of hiring.
 
   She thought of some of her exploits during high school and college, the orgies, the wanton get-togethers with two, three, or more men at a time, the lewd games and risky liaisons in public places.
 
   She sighed, wondering how she'd managed to wind up in a job where she had to wear a suit all the time.
 
   "Here you are, baby," the bartender said, sliding the long-necked bottle in front of her.
 
   "Thanks, honey."
 
   She put it to her lips, seemingly ignoring him as she slipped her pursed lips over the end of the neck, then slipped them down it more than necessary as she lifted the bottle.
 
   The bartender already had a hard-on, she realized, disgusted in a way, for he certainly wasn't much to look at, but proud in the way all women get at the almost effortless arousal of men.
 
   "Haven't seen you around here before," he said, his eyes never leaving her nipples.
 
   "I'm slummin',' she said with a smirk.
 
   "Yeah? You too good for us, baby?"
 
   She smiled and arched her back, cocking her head to one side. "What do you think, sweetie?"
 
   "Oh yeah, you're pretty hot stuff," he said with a grin and a leer.
 
   "Don't I know it," she smirked, sliding her lips along the neck of the bottle, up and down, up and down before taking her drink.
 
   "How much you charge, anyway?" he asked. "You ain't no ordinary street hooker."
 
   "Street hooker," she snorted derisively. "Cheap little whores who lay back and spread their legs and hope the john comes within two minutes so they can go find another. Their prices are as cheap as they are. I'm expensive, my man, and worth every penny."
 
   "So what you doing here?"
 
   "Ahh, I had to visit a friend. She's older now, see, so she can't work the top services any more."
 
   He nodded knowingly. The services, the escort services were big money now. Rent a whore. You could get a girl sometimes faster than a pizza, though at a big price. Most of them charged a hundred bucks just to send the girl, then it was and additional two hundred and up after that depending on what you wanted.
 
   And that was for mediocre girls. Someone with her looks would be top of the line, commanding five bills or more. The thought occurred to her briefly that she was in the wrong business, that she could make a damned fortune if she could get connected with the right people.
 
   God knew she loved fucking more than anything else in the world. Even this greasy bastard was starting to turn her on. It wasn't his looks so much as his obvious case of blue balls for her that was intriguing. She loved men whose eyes got big and wide, whose skin started to sweat and cocks harden just by looking at her.
 
   She wondered if she could make him come in his pants just from talking, just from looking.
 
   "I bet you make some kind of money," he said, licking his lips.
 
   She smiled and shrugged, bringing her arms closer to her chest, letting them press in against the sides of her breasts. They bulged out even more tautly against the thin top she wore, and the man's eyes bulged even more.
 
   "I do all right," she said with a slow, smug smile.
 
   "Yeah, I bet. Hey uh...I don't suppose you, like, would consider doing a little... uh..."
 
   She raised her eyebrows.
 
   "Well I uh... a working class guy like me couldn't afford what you charge but... uh... I uh... got some money and..."
 
   She looked around, looking obviously at the door.
 
   "What's back there?" she asked in a husky whisper.
 
   "Uh, a couple of offices and the supply room.
 
   She smiled and raised an eyebrow.
 
   "There's people back there."
 
   "So much the better," she said with a smirk.
 
   "Shiiiiiit."
 
   He looked around nervously, licking his lips, then pushed a button underneath the bar. After a minute a squat, frowning man emerged from the door and came to the bar. The two whispered and the squat man snorted and then shrugged.
 
   The bartender grinned in delight as the squat man took his place. Then he led Alex back to the door and inside.
 
   The hall was very small. One the right was a closed door, and she could hear voices from behind it. In front of her was a small office with an open door, and to the left was a supply room, the door also open.
 
   He led her into the office and closed the door behind them, eyes filled with eagerness.
 
   Until they closed and he slumped to his knees.
 
   "Sorry, honey," Alex said with genuine regret. "I just don't have the time right now."
 
   He fell back onto the floor and she put the heavy wooden paper holder back on the desk. She looked around the little office, then went around the desk and opened the top drawers. Unsurprised, she pulled out the small nine-millimetre gun there, checked its load, then went to the door and out through it.
 
   She could hear their voices easily through the thin door, one of them Sean's.
 
   "So you see, Radford, this ain't no situation you're gonna smooth over. This bitch is causing me sleepless nights, and that's it. She goes. The only question is if you wanna go too."
 
   "Well now," Sean said. "I don't really know the girl. Like I said, her old man hired me. It's the money I'm in this for."
 
   "So take a fuckin' hike," she heard another man say.
 
   "We understand," the first voice said. "Tell you what. I'll give you a grand to walk away. And there's another grand if you get that blonde to back off too."
 
   "Waste of money," the first voice said.
 
   "We can get rid of you both pretty easy," the second voice said. "But we'd like to do this without a big fuss. That idiot who tried to snatch her downtown has already made too much of a mess of this thing."
 
   "You wanted to go with the low bidder," the second voice said.
 
   "So I was wrong. So he was a clown. Shut up already!"
 
   "All this is very interesting," Sean said. "But I don't see any money."
 
   "Greedy bastard."
 
   "Yup."
 
   "There. You want to count it?"
 
   "Nah, I trust you."
 
   "Just so you don't try and double cross me, Radford. I don't want to see you around that slut again. And I don't want to see that blonde bitch neither."
 
   "I'm sure I can handle her," Sean said.
 
   She heard chairs scrape and quickly opened the hall door, sliding the gun into her purse as she sashayed across the floor. The man behind the bar looked up and she smirked at him. 
 
   "Give him a few minutes to catch his breath," she said sweetly.
 
   He snorted and grinned as she walked past him.
 
   "I want your ass!"
 
   Jessie moaned and let her head fall back as the man fingered her clitoris.
 
   "I want your ass! You got the best ass I ever seen! I gotto have it!"
 
   She shook her head slowly, groaning, arching her back. She was straddling the man, her legs spread, her pussy bare and vulnerable as his fingers rubbed and stroked at her hard, pebbly clit.
 
   "I gotto have it!" he growled. "I need that ass of yours, bitch!"
 
   He dropped fifties on the table like they were quarters, his right hand behind her, finger plunging up and down in her rectum, left hand between her legs, fingers stroking, squeezing and pinching her clitoris.
 
   She fell back along his legs, back arching down over his knees, hands hitting the floor as her body writhed and rolled.
 
   "Say yes!" he gasped, sweating. "Let me feel it wrapped around my cock!"
 
   She groaned, then gasped as he reached down and took her chest, lifting her back up. She sat atop him, eyes blinking, body gripped by a maelstrom of sexual tension and heat.
 
   His eyes were filled with eagerness, desperation, and she smiled dizzily, pushing down with her weak legs, standing slowly and turning. She rolled her hips as his hands squeezed her behind, laughing softly, grinding her hips and pushing her round white buttocks back at him.
 
   He gripped her hips, tugging insistently, and she parted her legs, straddling him again, this time backwards. She felt his teeth on her buttocks, chewing as she laughed again, his tongue whipping out as he kissed her.
 
   Then he was drawing her down, and she knew what waited. She groaned as the head of his cock pushed against her wrinkled rectal opening. She felt it pushing up into her and slowed, rising slightly, then lowering once more.
 
   She bobbed slowly up an down, taking his cock up her ass a little at a time, relaxing her muscles as she sank down, as her knees spread wider and her ass lowered and his cock drove higher.
 
   "Oh!" she gasped, eyes going wide.
 
   His cock was high inside her, and she felt a little cramping in her belly as she settled more firmly on his thighs.
 
   "Oh yeeeesss!" he moaned. "Oh God! Oh you're so tight! So hot! I love your ass!"
 
   She smiled and sighed, rolling her head tiredly, leaning forward, then back as his hands went around her and cupped her breasts.
 
   She began to ride him then, almost drunk on pleasure and sexual heat, his cock moving inside her as he slobbered on her back and shoulder.
 
   It felt so good, so free, so wild. She was so sexy, so wanton, so utterly immoral. And she loved it.
 
   "Well, well. Nice dress," Sean said as he slipped into the car.
 
   "I'm glad you like it," she said coldly.
 
   "Oh come on. It's a lot better than those mannish suits you like to wear."
 
   "You're disgusting."
 
   "I know. So? You knew that this morning."
 
   "Selling that girl for a lousy thousand dollars!" she hissed.
 
   "Huh? How'd you know about that?"
 
   "I was listening, you scum!"
 
   "Well, then I suppose you'll want your share."
 
   "I have no intention of abandoning Sloane to those creeps!"
 
   "Me neither."
 
   "You... you don't?"
 
   "Of course not."
 
   "But you - ."
 
   "I'm a liar. So? I got a thousand bucks out of it."
 
   She stared at him in confusion.
 
   "But what about Sloane?"
 
   "Ahh... well, now that's interesting."
 
   He started the car and pulled away from the curb. "Do you know what sweet, virginal little Sloane has been doing for the last year?"
 
   "I only just met her."
 
   "She's been stripping at a club."
 
   "What?! No way!"
 
   "Calling herself Jessica Miller. Apparently she's quite the wild little party girl."
 
   "I don't believe it."
 
   "It is hard to believe, isn't it," he said.
 
   "I'm telling you she is not an experienced girl. I slept with her. I know the reactions. She was as wide-eyed as a virgin."
 
   "Maybe she'd just never done it with a woman before."
 
   "She hadn't done it at all. I'd swear to it."
 
   "Well, according to Howie she gives great head and has the hottest, tightest pussy he's ever had."
 
   "Bullshit."
 
   "He says she's practically a nympho. She'll do anything for money, and almost anything just for kicks. She loves to cock tease and loves to fuck."
 
   Alex was shaking her head.
 
   "Anyway, he won't say exactly why he wants her, but my I get the idea she either saw something she shouldn't have when she was around him, or took something she shouldn't have."
 
   "Since all they tried to do was drown her the first time I'd guess he saw something."
 
   "Probably right."
 
   "That's if you believe Morris."
 
   "Well, at least we have a point to start at. We can check the strip clubs in the area she disappeared to. Maybe she holed up in one of them."
 
   "That's crazy. I don't believe it. I would have known if she was that experienced. I'm telling you it was like she was a complete virgin."
 
   He shrugged and made a face.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "Yeah, I know her. Crazy chick. I hadda let her go because she couldn't hold to the rules."
 
   "What do you mean?" Sean asked.
 
   "She was a fuckin' whore, man, I mean in the true sense of the word. Look, she was a real hot dancer, but get her alone in those booths and she couldn't keep from fucking the customers. We can't afford a bust for prostitution."
 
   Sean nodded and shrugged at Alex, who frowned and shook her head.
 
   The two walked out of the club and back to the car.
 
   "Well, that's the third one with pretty much the same story."
 
   "But Sloane? It's impossible to believe! She just seemed so innocent."
 
   "Well, maybe Sloane is, but Jessie sure as hell ain't."
 
   She paused and gripped his arm. "You don't suppose - ."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Well...you know, a split personality."
 
   "Oh please."
 
   "But it's possible, isn't it? Sloane, the innocent virgin, and then this Jessie person she invents, the hot, sly, slutty temptress?"
 
   "We can ask her when we see her," he said with a smile of disbelief.
 
   They checked two more bars, then at the third place the bartender grinned and nodded."Yeah, that's Jessie. Hot little number, eh?"
 
   "She still works here?"
 
   "Sure. She's here now. Matter of fact she's up after this next girl."
 
   Alex and Sean exchanged glances, then moved to one of the tables.
 
   They watched a redhead cavort with a fake snake, writhing and humping and shaking her body to the beat of steel drums until she was prone on the stage, the snake between her legs.
 
   "Big yawn," Alex said.
 
   "I'm sure you could do better."
 
   She glanced at him sharply, for she had been thinking just that.
 
   The woman disappeared, and the music changed. Sloane Miller sauntered out onto the stage with all the self-confidence of a woman who knew she was hot, knew she was gorgeous, and knew every man there wanted her. Her long brown hair was puffed out in a lion's mane around her beautiful face and she smirked at the audience as she began to move in time to the music.
 
   The difference between her and the previous dancer was striking. For Sloane wasn't just going through the motions. She was obviously basking in the sexuality she exuded, exulting in the attention and lust being focussed upon her.
 
   She stripped naked, and continued to dance, posing, arching, thrusting her loins out, moving on the balls of her feet, rolling and grinding against the centre bar in a way that had Sean's cock stiff and Alex's pussy oozing.
 
   "I just can't believe her," Alex said, shaking her head in wonderment. "She's so... hot."
 
   "Man," Sean sighed, watching her stiff nipples as she arched her back again.
 
   He cleared his throat then got to his feet, hurrying over to the bartender and talking with him. Sloane was still dancing when he returned.
 
   "I put in for a private dance. I wanted to be first in line."
 
   She frowned at him.
 
   "She's going to get piles of requests as soon as she's finished. You think we'll be able to talk to her any other way?"
 
   "Well can't we just -."
 
   "What? Jump on stage and ask to chat?"
 
   Alex shrugged helplessly. "She doesn't seem to see us. I mean, her eyes keep looking at the crowd but she doesn't seem to notice us."
 
   "You mean recognize us? Come on. I'm not buying that split personality bullshit."
 
   "Well you'd think she'd be startled, embarrassed at having us find her here."
 
   "She just isn't looking."
 
   "Oh she's looking, all right. She's getting off on every sweaty face down here."
 
   "She's got some kind of body," he sighed.
 
   She looked at him sharply. "I think I'll go into the booth with her."
 
   "You? Don't be ridiculous. You're a - .."
 
   "So?"
 
   "Well..."
 
   "I don't trust you. I want to talk to her not fuck her."
 
   "I'm not gonna fuck her," he said indignantly.
 
   "I wouldn't put it past you. I bet you've already got a hard-on."
 
   He glared resentfully.
 
   "People will get suspicious if you go in there."
 
   "In this day and age? I don't think so. Besides, you forget, I'm not exactly a virgin with women myself."
 
   "You've been to strip clubs?"
 
   "Now and then," she smirked.
 
   "Shiiiit."
 
   "Now you've really got a hard-on I bet," she snickered. "Thinking about me in a booth with some stripper. Maybe I'll tell you about it some time."
 
   "Please."
 
   Sloane finished her dance, and then, naked, sauntered casually back stage and out of sight. Sean kept his eye on the bartender, and when the man motioned to him he nodded. "Well, okay, it's time," he said reluctantly.
 
   "Don't worry," Alex said with a smirk. "I'm sure you'll get to fuck her eventually."
 
   "I better."
 
   She laughed as she headed for the stairs leading to the champagne rooms. The man there eyed her curiously but didn't ask any questions when she said her name was Sean Radford. He directed her to one of the booths, and she went in and sat down, waiting.
 
   Sloane opened the door and sauntered in, hesitating, eyes widening when she saw Alex there. Then she smiled and let the door close behind her as she came in.
 
   "Hiiii," she said with a leer. "I don’t do many women, and you're pretty good looking. This could be fun."
 
   "You're pretty hot yourself," Alex said, sliding a ten onto the table as the girl began to sway in place.
 
   "I know," Sloane said.
 
   "You been doing this long?"
 
   "Forever."
 
   "Must get pretty horny up there. I know I would."
 
   Sloane leaned forward, straddling the chair, her behind grinding slowly in time to the music as she brought her face down close to Alex's. "I get so hot," she whispered slowly, "That sometimes I can feel my pussy cream oozing out and trickling down my thighs."
 
   Alex blinked and swallowed as the girl straightened, fingers sliding through her cloud of thick brown hair, then caressing her firm young breasts through her blouse.
 
   She tore the blouse open, then pulled it and her blazer back over her shoulders, letting them fall to the floor behind her.
 
   She let her skirt slide down her legs, then turned, presenting Alex with her buttocks, the thong digging in between them.
 
   Her bra flew off and she turned again, straddling Alex, grinding her buttocks down against her as her tongue flickered in her open mouth.
 
   "You hot for me, honey?" she whispered.
 
   "Yes," Alex breathed.
 
   Sloane smiled smugly.
 
   "You like that, don't you? People being hot for you."
 
   "Yeahhh," she growled, rolling her head, then pulling back, sliding along Alex's legs.
 
   She wiggled her tongue again, sliding her hands down her body, over her bared breasts, cupping and squeezing them as she looked tauntingly at the blonde.
 
   One of her hands slid down her belly and into the crotch of her thong and she groaned softly, rolling her head as she wriggled and ground her body.
 
   "You like having a shaved pussy?" Alex asked.
 
   Sloane smiled and shrugged even as she slid backwards and off her, hands sliding the thong down to her ankles and off.
 
   "I like it," she said. "People love to touch me there, and I feel them better naked. I like to touch me there too," she said with a conspiratorial wink.
 
   She slid her hands up through her hair, grinding her hips, humping slowly out at the blonde as the song ended.
 
   Alex slipped another ten onto the table and Sloane smiled smugly.
 
   She shuffled forward, hips rolling, legs spreading until she was straddling Alex again, then slipped her crotch down onto her legs and slid them up until she was grinding against her belly.
 
   "You want to touch me, don't you, baby?" she whispered. "I know you do."
 
   "Do you think you could stand it if I did?"
 
   Sloane smiled and rolled her head back, arching her back, pushing her breasts up and out as though offering them.
 
   Instead Alex slid her hand up the inside of the younger woman's thigh, caressing it gently. One long finger traced its way up along her slit as the brunette rolled her hips slowly, rhythmically, in time to the music.
 
   She smiled as another ten hit the table, her hips still rolling slowly, upper body turning, twisting, hair sliding along her shoulders as her head turned in time to the music.
 
   Alex slipped her index finger inside the girl's sex, pushing it up, then curling it towards her, tugging, pulling the brunette closer. She pressed her thumb down against her clitoris, rubbing it softly from side to side.
 
   Sloane grunted and shook her head, still moving to the music, hands sliding through her hair, then up above her head as her back arched.
 
   "Have you ever met a girl called Sloane?"
 
   Sloane smiled dreamily, shaking her head, then gasped as Alex pressed down harder against her clitoris and began stroking her thumb up and down.
 
   "Ooooo! That feels niiiiice!" Sloane sighed.
 
   "I know. Have you been stripping long?"
 
   "Forever," Sloane groaned again, spreading her legs a little wider as Alex's finger tugged her closer and she straddled the chair.
 
   "Do you like it?"
 
   "They all want me," she said through slitted eyes. "I feel so sexy when they're all looking at me."
 
   "You're a very sexy young woman. It would be a shame if you were a virgin."
 
   Sloane giggled, "Me a virgin? God!"
 
   "You've fucked a lot of guys, huh?"
 
   "Tons," he girl said smugly.
 
   "Slut."
 
   "Yeah!"
 
   Alex slipped a second finger up inside the young brunette, pulling inwards against her stroking thumb. Sloane seemed to be hardly looking at her now as her head rolled from side to side and her hips ground in slow, blissful circles.
 
   She looked so sexy that Alex found her own pussy throbbing again and slipped a hand up along the girl's taut flesh, up her stomach to her swollen breast, squeezing and rubbing it as Sloane moaned and began humping against her.
 
   "Oh! Oh yeah! Ungh! Yeah! Yeah! Oooh!" she gasped, squeezing her own breasts now as she bucked harder and harder, hair flying.
 
   "Yes! Ungh!" 
 
   She arched her back, digging her fingers into her breasts as she came on Alex's fingers, hair whipping around as she humped frantically. Her legs got rubbery and she collapsed onto Alex's knees, then fell forward against her, gasping and panting, still grinding her pussy down on Alex's fingers.
 
   She gave a final, convulsive heave then lay still, panting for breath as she buried her face in Alex's shoulder. Alex stroked her hair, then her back, her hand continuing down to squeeze her soft buttocks.
 
   Sloane recovered quickly, sitting back and grinning at her.
 
   "I'm supposed to be making you come," she said with a giggle.
 
   "But I'm better at it than you."
 
   Sloane snorted, then stood up, grinding and dancing again, putting in considerable energy, as if to show Alex how hot and sexy she could be.
 
   She rolled her hips lewdly as she danced forward, straddling Alex's chair again, putting her shaved pussy inches from the blonde's face. 
 
   Alex grinned and slipped her hands around her hips, then seized her buttocks, pulling her closer, burying her face in the brunette's pussy.
 
   Sloane giggled at first, still grinding and rolling her hips, but her eyes began to change, and her movements became slower, more sensuous, her jaw going slack as the feel of Alex's tongue roused her sexual heat once more, driving it quickly into fiery lust.
 
   She groaned and then whimpered, her hands sliding up her body, crushing her breasts, then sliding through her hair, pulling at it, pulling her head back as she began bucking again, abandoning any sense of following the rhythm of the music to play her own seductive tune.
 
   She whined and moaned, breathing in short, sharp little puffs of air, grunting and sighing as Alex's talented tongue whipped her into a high, feverish state of sexual desire.
 
   She came explosively, gurgling in helpless delight, the air hissing out of her locked chest as her muscles spasmed and her body shook to the force of the sexual release.
 
   She groaned and fell into Alex's lap again.
 
   "God!" she gasped. "I should be paying you."
 
   "When do you get off work?"
 
   "In... in an hour."
 
   "Meet me?"
 
   The girl raised her eyes, blinking them and then smiling. "I shouldn't. We're not allowed to. But you're a girl... so I guess it's safe."
 
   Alex smiled then kissed her. Sloane seemed surprised at first, then kissed back eagerly, her arms sliding over Alex's shoulders as she pulled herself in tightly against the blonde's chest.
 
   Then she sprang up, giving her a wink. "I'll show you some of the tricks I've learned," she said with a sly grin.
 
   "We'll see. I know a few more of my own, honey."
 
   Sloane dressed quickly then sauntered out to do one final stage show. Alex rubbed her hungry pussy then sighed and followed, going downstairs and meeting Sean at his table.
 
   "Well?"
 
   "She thinks she's Jessie. She doesn't know who Sloane is."
 
   "Come on."
 
   "I'm telling you she didn't recognize me. She's prostituting herself too."
 
   "The virgin prostitute?"
 
   "Well, obviously she's no virgin. I mean... well, Sloane is a virgin, but not Jessica."
 
   "It's the same girl!"
 
   "No it's not. It's the same body but... I don't know. I'm not frigging shrink. We need to call a shrink and have her see him."
 
   "Sure, bring him down here and let her give him a lap dance."
 
   "That's not what I mean. We need to get her to one though. I'm going to meet her after she gets off work."
 
   "And do what?" he asked, with raised eyebrows.
 
   She leaned forward until her face was inches from his. "Fuck her socks off."
 
   He frowned, then looked very interested.
 
   "And no, you can't watch. I want you to go to my apartment and pick up a little bottle of pills I keep in my desk drawer."
 
   "What do they do?"
 
   "Knock her out. I'll slip one into her drink. That'll knock her out. I'll dress her in one of her more conservative outfits and we'll bring her home and put her to bed. I'm guessing that when she wakes up in Sloane's room in Sloane's bed she'll be Sloane again. We can bring her to a shrink then."
 
   "And what happens if she wakes up and she's Jessie? And oh by the way what about Howie Morris? We need Jessica to tell us about what she saw."
 
   Alex thought for a moment, then nodded slowly. "I'll talk to her and see what I can get on Morris."
 
   "Where will you take her, a motel?"
 
   "That's so tacky. Anyway, Morris might have the word out to the local motels."
 
   Sean wrote down an address on a piece of paper and handed it to her. "The key will be under a flower pot on the left side of the door."
 
   "You're kidding? Who does that in this day and age?"
 
   "Wendy."
 
   "Oh. Does she know we'll be going to her place?"
 
   "I'll call her."
 
   Sean took a cab while Alex stayed in the car, watching the club. It was an hour and a half before Sloane...or rather, Jessie appeared, wearing the same outfit she'd gone missing in, the same outfit she'd used on stage and in her private dances.
 
   Alex honked the horn, and the girl, who'd been standing at the doorway of the club looking a little lost, suddenly beamed in delight and trotted over to the car.
 
   "Nice car," she said as she slid in.
 
   "You don't have one?"
 
   "I..." She looked confused for a long moment. "I guess not."
 
   "Where are you staying?"
 
   "Uh... well, we can't go there. I uh, have a roommate. What about your place?"
 
   "My place is kind of busy too. But I do know of a place we can use."
 
   "Great. I'm no virgin, you know. I bet I can make you scream."
 
   She leaned over teasingly, breathing against Alex's ear before giggling and sitting back.
 
   Alex smiled then slipped her hand down between the girl's legs, quickly sliding it beneath her short skirt and plunging them down the crotch of her thong.
 
   Sloane gasped and gripped her wrist, but then loosened her grip, spreading her legs instead. She closed her eyes briefly, then began to slowly slump down in the seat, legs spreading wider and wider as she began to grind her behind into the seat.
 
   Alex's fingers worked quickly and expertly, and just as she decided the girl was on he edge of an orgasm she pulled her hand back and smoothed out her skirt, starting the car and turning into the street.
 
   "Heyyyyy," Sloane whined.
 
   "It'll keep you nice and hot for when we get there," Alex said.
 
   "Ooooh, you're a nasty bitch," Sloane said with a grin.
 
   "You haven't even seen my leather collection yet."
 
   The drive was quick, though Alex had to reach out and tug Sloane's hands out of her thong several times. Wendy's place was a small apartment facing the sea, and they'd no sooner gotten inside when Sloane was naked and ready for action.
 
   She pushed herself against Alex, her hands sliding up Alex's body and squeezing her breasts. Alex grinned and pulled off her thin top, then skinned out of her little skirt. 
 
   Sloane, or rather, Jessie, seemed fascinated, as if she'd never done it with a woman before. Her hands kneaded Alex's large, firm breasts, then she tentatively kissed and began to suck on them, her lips hungry as they slipped over her big, stiff nipples.
 
   She made hungry little noises as she sucked and slurped on them, and her hands went around Alex, sliding down onto her behind and squeezing.
 
   Alex smiled and stroked the younger woman's hair, then slid her own hand down her spine and between her buttocks. Being taller and having longer arms she had no trouble slipping her fingers underneath her buttocks and in between her thighs, then thrusting them up into her still-sopping pussy.
 
   Sloane groaned, though she continued to suck on Alex's nipples. Her behind started to grind and hump back onto her fingers, moving faster and faster, until she dug her hands into Alex's ass, jammed her face into her breasts and shuddered through a powerful orgasm.
 
   "Well, hello. I hate to interrupt."
 
   Alex turned to the door, seeing Wendy standing there. She blushed and tried to pull free of Sloane, but the brunette was just coming out of her climax and clung to her languorously.
 
   "Oh please, don't interrupt on my account," Wendy said with a smirk, closing the door behind her and coming over, completely unembarrassed.
 
   She looked the two up and down, and Sloane gasped, jerking around when she realized she was here.
 
   "So you do women too," Wendy said.
 
   Alex shrugged and smiled.
 
   "Who... who are you?" Sloane gulped.
 
   "You don't recognize me?"
 
   "Didn't Sean call you?" Alex asked.
 
   Wendy snorted. "He said I should come home. That you were here and needed my help with something. Is this it?"
 
   Alex snorted. "That guy is such a prick."
 
   "Yeah, but he has a great prick too," Wendy said with a grin.
 
   "Yeah, he does, doesn't he."
 
   The two women smiled at each other, then turned to Sloane, who was looking only a little bashful now.
 
   Wendy began to remove her clothes as Alex watched. The two looked at each other hungrily while Sloane stepped back a pace. When Wendy was naked she and Alex stepped closer, a little wary. Then Wendy's hands came up and cupped Alex's breasts. Alex returned the favour, and soon their tongues were sliding together as their breasts mashed tightly.
 
   Alex reached out and caught Sloane's arm, pulling her in with them, and then the three of them were exchanging long, deep kisses, their breasts pushing in together, their hands sliding up and down each other's bodies as they crowded in together.
 
   They shuffled to one side and fell across the sofa in a mass of naked flesh, giggling and laughing as they examined one another. Then Wendy slid atop Alex, licking and kissing her way down her body to her pussy.
 
   Sloane leaned in to watch as Wendy pried Alex's pussy lips apart then went to work with her tongue. Soon Alex was gasping and moaning, her hips bucking up against Wendy's flicking tongue and stroking fingers.
 
   She came with a scream of pleasure, her head slamming back repeatedly against the back of the sofa.
 
   "I want to try!" Sloane exclaimed.
 
   Wendy eased back and let the younger woman in between Alex's legs. Alex did her best to repeat what she'd seen, but was distracted as Wendy began fingering her sex, then slid in between her legs on her back, gripped her ass, and pulled her pussy crack down into her mouth.
 
   Sloane exploded into her climax before Alex soared off into another one. Then the two went to work on Wendy.
 
   Sloane licked and sucked on her nipples, her small hands squeezing and kneading the meaty orbs without stop, while Alex slipped between her legs and began to lick and finger her quivering sex.
 
   Soon the redhead was gasping and groaning, her body writhing in the grip of sexual heat.
 
   When Sean came in the door Wendy was laying along the couch with Sloane straddling her face and Alex's mouth buried between her thighs. Sloane was gasping and groaning, arching her back as Wendy ate her out. Wendy herself was jerking her knees back again and again as Alex pumped three fingers into her dripping sex and licked excitedly at her clit.
 
   Sean stood there looking at the three for almost a full minute, while his cock threatened to burst through his pants. Then he tore off his clothes and moved in behind Alex. He slid his cock into her pussy from behind as she bent between Wendy's legs, and she mewled in delight, humping back at his pumping cock.
 
   After Sloane sucked him back to life he fucked her, then Wendy, then all three women knelt on all fours as he moved behind Alex. He thrust his cock deep into her pussy as his hands dropped to either side, his long fingers thrusting up into Wendy and Alex, pumping rapidly in and out in time to his fucking.
 
   He caught their clitties under his thumb and soon all three women were gasping and whining, humping back against him as their breasts jiggled and swung beneath them.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sean stroked Sloane's hair and she smiled tiredly.
 
   "By the way," he said. "Do you know a guy named Howie Morris?"
 
   Her face shifted quickly and became guarded.
 
   "I never heard of him."
 
   "Well he's heard of you. He's looking for you."
 
   "Don't tell him where I am!" she gasped, sitting up.
 
   "We won't, honey," Alex said.
 
   "Who's Howie Morris?" Wendy asked.
 
   "But he's going to keep looking for you unless you do something about it."
 
   "What am I supposed to do about it?" she groaned.
 
   "Why is he after you?"
 
   She bit her lip, looking back and forth between them.
 
   "You might as well tell us. Howie is already trying to kill you."
 
   "I was fucking him when this woman came barging into the room screaming and yelling and cursing at him," she sighed. "I left quickly but the next day in the paper I read where his wife had died in Seattle in a car accident."
 
   "So?"
 
   "So the woman I saw was his wife and she was here when they said she was in Seattle."
 
   "Ahhh."
 
   "Who'd have thought that pig could have had a wife anyway."
 
   "If he was a pig why did you fuck him?"
 
   She shrugged. "He was a good fuck."
 
   Howie Morris had the grace to die in a gunfight while resisting arrest, thus saving Sloane...or perhaps Jessie, the bother of having to testify in court. The next day Sean and Alex took the girl to see Doctor Robinson, the psychiatrist Sean had consulted about her.
 
   The two waited out side the office, talking idly as Sloane went in with the psychiatrist. She was inside a full two hours before the doctor came out to talk to them.
 
   "Well?"
 
   "Well, it's difficult to say after just one visit. But based on what you've told me my guess is that she's been repressing these sexual urges for some time now, probably because of her father. Yet the urges were so great, the desire so great, that a part of her decided to go out and experience what she so desired."
 
   "So she, like, split?"
 
   "Well, sort of. I don't think it's a very deep split. The only difference between Jessie and Sloane appears to be that Jessie is an inexperienced virgin who longs to have sexual fulfilment while Jessie experiences everything Sloane can't."
 
   "So what can we do about it?"
 
   "Well, after a long period of therapy it's possible that - ."
 
   "Wouldn't this split personality bullshit just disappear if Sloane went out and had a gang bang or something?" Sean asked.
 
   Doctor Robinson stared at him in astonishment then began stuttering. "Well uh... I wouldn't... that is it uh... I couldn't possibly predict how... Well..."
 
   "If the only reason for Jessica to exist is to have the kind of fun Sloane wants, then she ought to go away if Sloane starts doing these same things."
 
   "That's uh... well... possible. But it's not something I could arrange, you understand."
 
   "That's okay. I can."
 
   Sloane was wearing a long black gown with spaghetti straps. It was tight across her chest, and hugged her rounded buttocks.
 
   "Do you think this is, like, silly?" she asked, biting her lower lip and blushing. "I uhm, well, didn't know what I should wear."
 
   "No. It's perfect," he said with a smile.
 
   He took her elbow and guided her across the room to the fireplace.
 
    A thick, plush rug was before it on the floor, and two glasses of wine sat on the stone before the crackling flames.
 
   Sloane's eyes flickered with delight and she swallowed nervously as she let him guide her down onto the rug. She sat down awkwardly and he sat down nimbly beside her, lifting a glass and offering it to her.
 
   She took it with a smile and looked down at it.
 
   "I don't usually drink much."
 
   "That's all right. This is a special night."
 
   She blushed again, then sipped at the chilled wine.
 
   His hand slipped up and around her, then rubbed her back through the thin material of the dress. She took a deep breath, her chest expanding, pushing her breasts out even more firmly against the tight top.
 
   "How do you feel?"
 
   "Nervous."
 
   He smiled, and leaned forward, then kissed her on the forehead. He eased back, looked into her eyes, then kissed her again, lightly, on the lips.
 
   He moved his body closer to her, his arm going around her slender shoulders. He picked up the other glass of wine and sipped, then set it down, picked up a remote control, and turned on the stereo. The music was soft, gentle.
 
   His hand rubbed her shoulder, then he slipped his other hand under her chin, raising it slightly as he kissed her again. This time she kissed back, eagerly. He took the glass from her hand and put it on the stone ledge before the fireplace, then took her hand in his and kissed the back of her fingers.
 
   He let his weight push her down onto her back on the soft rug, his lips and hers sliding together gently, his hand caressing her hair, then her neck and shoulder. For long minutes their lips moved together in slow, languorous pleasure, his body half atop her, his hand stroking her bare arm and squeezing her hand.
 
   Then he let his hand ease down her side, along her bare hip, then in through the slit in the long skirt and along her inner thigh. He avoided her crotch, though she gasped as his finger gently caressed the edge of the thong.
 
   He slipped his lips along her neck, then down along her chest, kissing her through the thin fabric, taking her nipple between his lips and rubbing gently, squeezing.
 
   He pulled back, sliding his hand out from under her skirt, sliding it up her flat stomach, up over her breast, letting it glide along her, following the contours of her rounded body as she gulped and breathed faster.
 
   His finger traced the spaghetti straps, then eased them slowly over her smooth shoulders. She gulped again as his fingertip traced its way down her shoulder, along her upper chest to the top of the dress, then slipped inside to tug it gently down and expose her breasts.
 
   His fingers caressed them lightly, avoiding the nipple, siding over and around them, probing her and there as his lips and hers moved together once again. He began to caress the outside of her breasts with his hand, letting it slide back and forth, still avoiding her painfully erect nipples.
 
   He eased his lips down, kissing the upper swell of one round orb, then kissing along the surface, encircling her straining nipple but not touching it. His tongue slipped out and lapped across her flesh, then his lips closed as he sucked gently.
 
   His fingers began to work with more certainty now, squeezing gently but firmly, his fingertips coming within millimetres of her nipples. His lips moved from one breast to the other, then back again as he slid down her body. He pressed his hands against the sides of her breasts, pushing the soft meat together.
 
   He chewed on the underside, then let his hands moved back, one sliding down her body again, over her belly and along one long, extended leg.
 
   He tugged the dress lower, baring her trim, concave stomach, letting his fingers dance along it. His lips moved teasingly down between her breasts to light over her belly button, his tongue swirling against it.
 
   Then he rose higher again, his hands on her breasts as he kissed and licked his way up over them and chewed lightly on the nape of her neck.
 
   All through it she lay there wide-eyed, face flushed, gasping, chest heaving as she drank in every sensation.
 
   He brought his lips over one hard nipple then let his tongue dip out, barely touching the tip. He licked at it harder, then kissed it and let his puckered lips slide down it and spread out across the centre of her breast as he began to suck, chew and lick.
 
   She groaned aloud, shuddering, rolling her weight from one side to the other, arching her back as her hands jerked on the floor above her head.
 
   His other hand moved along her breast and he caught that nipple between thumb and forefinger, pinching and pulling, rolling it between them, tugging at it as she whimpered and moaned.
 
   She was instinctively grinding her hips up at him now as she gasped and moaned, but he was in no hurry. He eased back on his heels, fingers tugging at her dress, sliding it down over her hips, then down her long legs.
 
   He removed it, tossing it on the sofa behind them, and licking his lips at her nearly bare body. She flushed in excitement and embarrassment, staring at him, then looking away shyly.
 
   He slid back down atop her, her legs easing aside as he settled between them. His hands slid beneath her as his lips came down on hers and his tongue pushed into her mouth.
 
   Their tongues slid together, her arms around him as he ground himself against her, his erection pushing against her heated groin as his weight rolled over her breasts.
 
   He chewed on her earlobes, and licked his way down along her throat and over her breasts. He spent long minutes on each nipple as his hands moved up and down her body.
 
   Then his right hand slid down her stomach and unerringly into the front of her little white thong, fingers questing along the soft, warm skin for the top of her cleft. He found it and she jerked violently, then cried out as she began to buck up desperately, gasping and moaning as the climaxed.
 
   His fingers rubbed fast and hard at her clitoris as she came, helping her through it until her body stopped jerking and went limp. Then they slowed and softened their movements. His hand flattened out as it slid down deeper into the crotch of her thong, his knuckles pushing up against the silky material as he palmed her moist sex.
 
   He squeezed her gently as his tongue caressed her nipple, then began to rub his palm up and down against her, feeling her moisture soaking it instantly as his fingers slid between her thighs and up against the bottom of her buttocks.
 
   Within minutes she was grinding up against him again, eyes slits, lips parted as she gasped for breath. He had two fingers inside her now, sliding them in and out as his thumb worked over her clit. 
 
   She came again, crying out this time, her back arching as her buttocks bounced on the soft rub and her legs jerked and bounced.
 
   He kissed his way down her belly and along her bare hip, then licked and kissed his way down her long pale leg to her ankle. He sat back on his heels, lifting her leg, licking and kissing her ankle, then working his way along the top of her foot to her toes. He kissed them, then slipped her big toe between his lips, sucking, bobbing his lips up and down as she watched with bated breath.
 
   He lifted her other foot, kissing it as he set the first time, licking and sucking on her toes, then working his way slowly up her legs, up along the insides of her thighs, his hands pushing her legs farther and farther apart until his tongue was slipping along the crotch of her thong.
 
   He rose on his knees again, smiling as he gripped the thong and tugged it down, then off. She spread her legs, revealing her hairless crotch, her erotically prominent little cleft bare of all covering.
 
   He let his body slide atop her again, his lips on hers as he ground his body against her. He took long minutes to work his way down her until he was between her legs. He gazed at her cleft from inches away, then ran his tongue firmly up along the slit from bottom to top.
 
   And she came with a cry, her hands grabbing at his head and trying to jam his face into her as she humped and bounced wildly.
 
   He laughed inwardly, rubbing at her clit as she came, waiting for her to settle back to Earth, then starting in again. His tongue slipped between her lips and rode along her slit. Then his fingers seized them and tugged her slowly and gently open, baring the glistening pink flesh inside
 
   His tongue rode up and down along it, then plunged into her round little hole, pumping and twisting inside her before turning up again to her hard, excited little clitoris. In minutes she climaxed again, then again, then yet again, sobbing and jerking spastically as he showed her the pleasures his tongue could give.
 
   He drew his shirt up and off, then pulled off his pants and underwear. He gave her pussy a final lick, then slide his body up hers, letting his skin massage hers as he slid higher and higher, his chest rubbing her breasts as his hard cock pressed against her crotch.
 
   His tongue pushed into her mouth as his hands raced over her, and she moaned, her legs wide, humping against him.
 
   "Put it in!" she gasped. "Please! Now!"
 
   He kissed her gently, then took her slim wrist and pulled it down along her hip, then up between them. He let it go and she seized his cock pushing it against herself, pressing it against her moist heat.
 
   He felt the head sinking into her velvety sheath, felt her lips surrounding it as he pushed in slowly. Then, with it securely in place he drove himself into her with a slow but steady push that buried him in her heaving belly.
 
   Her eyes glazed and she let out a long, drawn-out grown up pleasure, her back arching as she felt his cock inside her. It felt marvellous, unique, natural. It was so familiar somehow, so deliciously right and perfect.
 
   She was no longer a virgin, she thought with elation. 
 
   She felt her tight pussy walls clinging to his cock, felt his prick moving inside her, pressing from one side to the other as he ground his hips against her.
 
   He began to pump, very slowly at first, but building up speed until his cock was riding steadily across her pubic lips.
 
   Fucking, she thought. I'm fucking. Fucking.
 
   She came with a cry of bliss, her nails digging into his back, her knees jerking back again and again as his cock pumped into her.
 
   He fucked her through it, his strokes hurrying, then slowing after she went limp. He changed speeds, then thrust from different directions. He lifted her legs and sat back on his heels, pulling her ankles up over his shoulders as he continued his steady thrusting motions.
 
   Again she came, her behind bouncing up and down now, her head thrashing from side to side, breasts red and jiggling as her body shuddered.
 
   He pushed her legs back against her body, raising her ass into the air, crushing her breasts beneath them as he let his weight come forward, his hands on the back of her knees. Her feet jerked in the air, pointed straight up as she groaned and gasped in a feverish, intoxicated sexual high.
 
   She came again, then again as he pushed her ankles back harder, making her back strain. She felt the sides of her feet against the sides of her head, and whimpered at her crushed body, her pussy gaping as his cock pounded down into it, spearing deep into her body.
 
   He eased back, grinning savagely, slowly letting her legs lower and drop to the floor. She lay there, gasping, chest heaving, sweat coating her, eyes closed. His hands moved over her, then he rolled her onto her belly. His hands moved up the backs of her legs, over her buttocks, then under her.
 
   She grunted as he lifted her belly up, then pulled her onto all fours. She knew a fresh surge of heat and excitement, gasping, kneeing there like a bitch in heat.
 
   She cried out as he entered her brutally, thrusting hard, his fingers digging into her flanks as he buried himself inside her. He began to thrust hard now, his hips slapping against her buttocks as he rode her.
 
   Her mind soared even as heat swamped her body. Fucked! This was being fucked! 
 
   His cock drove so deep it hurt, but she revelled in it, gasping and grunting in time to his strokes. She came again and again, head tossing and jerking, ass jamming back against him.
 
   And then he poured himself into her, his sperm pumping inside her body. She felt a wonder at that, and a hot, wanton delight as a final orgasm washed over her. Her insides heaved and quaked and her mind spun. Her vision swam and she felt herself going faint even as Sean's hips continued to slam into her buttocks.
 
   She fell to the floor, groaning as he slowed, no longer a virgin in any sense.
 
   And inside her she basked in the delight of her own sexual hedonism, in what she perceived as her own wanton sexual freedom and attractiveness. She was no longer the dainty daddy's girl, the virginal princess. She was a hot, seductive, sluttish woman with a body that men lusted after and used fully.
 
   Laying there, sweating, the soft, languorous afterglow of her orgasms filling her with contentment, she felt layers of inhibition falling away, and felt a new freedom and life inside her. 
 
   She would no longer be the dainty virgin. Now she was a woman in the full grip of her own sexual high, a woman who knew what she wanted and would never again be afraid of getting it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The music started out slowly, but the rhythm was seductive and sensual as the tall, beautiful blonde moved out onto the stage. Dressed in black satin she began to sway to the music, then move in a carefully choreographed dance, her long legs perfectly sculpted, her body tight and hard as she swung and moved.
 
   Another woman came out onto the stage, younger, and slender, a brunette, wearing white. The two pirouetted about each other, getting closer and closer until they were inches away.
 
   They began to grind their bodies together, their hands high above their heads, hands joined. Their tongues flickered out across their full red lips, then pushed out farther as they leaned in against each other. The tongues touched, then their lips as they ground their bodies in time to the music.
 
   The blonde slid her hands down the brunette's body, and the white gown seemed to drop on its own, leaving her in G-string. The brunette returned the favour. High, firm breasts gleamed as if oiled then ground together in slow, delicious movements that had the audience leaning forward in excitement.
 
   Hands moved over flesh, stroking, caressing, squeezing, then the G-strings disappeared and the blonde and brunette entwined legs, grinding their pelvises in lewd sexual heat.
 
   Now the audience could see that neither had any pubic hair, and the two beautiful women parted to dance alone, hips rolling, breasts jiggling as they moved across the front of the stage, oblivious to each other.
 
   The blonde backed into a tall bar that ran down from the ceiling, and the brunette moved in against her. Again their legs entwined, this time the blonde raising one of hers and curling it in around the brunette, the brunette raising one of hers to bring their bare pussies together.
 
   Their pussies rubbed furiously as the two young women gasped and moaned, stiff nipples brushing against one another, tongues and lips moving hungrily in wanton lesbian heat.
 
   The blonde threw back her head, gasping, a look of exquisite pleasure on her face as the brunette chewed on her exposed throat. Then she cried out, bucking feverishly, clutching the brunette's buttocks as she climaxed.
 
   The brunette slid down to her knees, licking her way down the blonde's body until her mouth was in her pussy. Soon she was licking avidly, her tongue pushing out far and deep so the audience could watch, her fingers probing and thrusting as the blonde humped and whined.
 
   The blonde's legs gave way and she sank down and forward, pushing the brunette back onto the stage on her back. The brunette lay there licking, her own legs wide apart, knees drawn back as the blonde rubbed her moist pussy into her mouth.
 
   "They're very good," Wendy said.
 
   Sean grinned and turned to her with a wink. "The trick is they're not acting. That's all natural."
 
   "I know. Do you think these people do?" she giggled.
 
   "They hope, but most probably figure it's an act."
 
   "You think they'd get enough of showing off like that after a while."
 
   "Apparently not. Sloane wants to make the act bigger. She's found these two enormously muscled black guys at a gym she wants to bring in to fuck them both there on stage."
 
   "How does Alex feel about that?"
 
   "You know Alex."
 
   Wendy giggled and nodded.
 
   "Jealous?"
 
   "Nahhh. I know Alex is a nympho. Sloane isn't far from one, even if she has at least managed to avoid prostituting herself since..."
 
   "Since you popped her cherry?"
 
   "Yeah." He turned and grinned at her. "You know, Alex was mentioning how they'd love to get two more women too, a black girl and a redhead."
 
   Wendy snorted and shook her head. "Not me, man. I could never do that up on a stage with everyone watching."
 
   "You've done it everywhere else."
 
   "Yeah, but not with this many people watching! No. It's kind of a kinky idea though."
 
   "Well then, maybe when the three of us get home," he grinned. "You can join them and put on a show just for me."
 
   Wendy gave him a cocky look, then the two turned back two watch as Sloane and Alex slipped into a sixty-nine, gasping and slurping away at each other while the audience looked on.
 
    
 
   END
 
    
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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