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		Prologue

		

	
		

		Old Times There Not Forgotten

		

		“Well, Amanda Thorpe, all grown up and gorgeous! I thought that was you in the record store,” a man’s voice said. He sat down, unbidden, opposite me at the high-top four-seater table I was occupying in the small, downtown bar next to the record shop where I’d been browsing through the stacks when I’d noticed him furtively watching me and quickly ducked in here to ditch him.

		“It was the hair, wasn’t it, that allowed you to spot me so easily? I asked him, self-consciously shaking out my shoulder-length, raven-black curls and brushing my hand through the bangs that hung down just above my eyebrows. I’d worn it this way since grade school and though I’d admonished myself the change it by whacking off my bangs or getting the rest of my distinctive curly cascade of thick hair cut shorter, or straightened, I hadn’t done it!

		“You remember me, Brick Northam, don’t you?” he kept after me, motioning the passing cocktail waitress over to the table so he could place his order. “A Jack Daniels, neat for me, with a draft back and one more of whatever the young lady is having.”

		I remembered handsome, sure-of-himself Brick Northam alright! I’d sucked his long, fat dick off enough times in front of a hooting, cat-calling crowd of old reprobates, ten years ago, when I’d been a skinny fourteen-year-old! “If I recall right, you still owe my Grandpap and me some money, Brick,” I told him, keeping my voice as low and steady as I could.

		“Your worthless scallywag of a Grandpap is long dead, so he don’t need money any longer,” he answered coolly, and after giving my dressy pantsuit, gym-toned and artificially-tanned body a long once-over, he went on to add “And you look to be doing right well for yourself, Ms. Amanda; so I doubt you have a burning need for my money, either.”

		The twang of his regional accent took me right back to the nothing little Southern town I was raised in; to my hardscrabble youth, and to the man I’d called “Grandpap”, even though he wasn’t really a blood relation to me. My mom and my grandma had both been poor; each had married young, picking fast-talking, basically worthless men who’d promised to deliver them from a life of boredom and menial toil. “Grandpap” was one of the additional, freeloading men my grandma had attached herself to after she and my real grandpa had divorced. They’d lived together, unmarried, for more than a decade when I was a little girl and I had become very enamored with the skinny, full of piss-and-vinegar Grandpap. He’d always had a cuddle for me and a sly smile, and often had a funny story to tell. He even gave me a shiny quarter or two on those rare occasions when he’d been flush! And he’d usually made sure that he and grandma had set aside enough from their own meager incomes to buy me that special and much-coveted Christmas dolly that I wouldn’t have otherwise gotten, or a dress that I’d had my heart set on, but Mama and Daddy, always financially strapped themselves, couldn’t afford to give me.

		Long after Grandma had finally come to her senses and thrown him out, I regularly visited him in the little cabin where he lived all by himself in the vast piney woods just outside of town. When I’d turned twelve and the hormones had started kicking in, I’d often fought with Mama over everything--what I wore to school, whether or not I was old enough for make-up, if it was appropriate for a gangly twelve or thirteen-year-old girl to have a steady boyfriend—just everything. And thus, I often found myself walking down that dirt path to Grandpap’s place, fresh tearstains on my cheeks, begging him to let me spend the night.

		He always did, although he did it with a lot of grousing about the cost of feeding me, even though I “ate like a bird” according to my mom! But Grandpap wasn’t in the habit of keeping a lot of food around his place, just whiskey and beer! And the added expense of occasionally feeding me cut into his booze supply something fierce, to hear him tell it.

		I was of the opinion that the expensive whiskey was a pure waste of money, but Grandpap always maintained it gave him deep insights into the soul of his fellow men. Judging from the success of the little enterprise we eventually established out at his lonely cabin, maybe it did. But it was a dark insight; the kind supplied by Satan, according to the Reverend Mr. Phelps, who preached at the little church Mama dragged me to most Sundays!

		All I know is that one day, as I was scarfing down the fried Spam and pork and beans Grandpap had prepared for me for lunch and he was nipping at his Jack Daniels bottle, he got to noticing the twin bulges my suddenly-apparent, fourteen-year-old breasts were making in the flannel shirt I wore as I leaned over the table to shovel in the sweet and tangy beans.

		“Damn, girl! You look as if you’re growin’ you a nice pair of titties there!” he muttered almost under his breath, his eyes never leaving my girlish mounds. “Your mama never started gettin’ tits until she got married and started popping out kids!”

		“Uh, I guess I’m different than her,” I mumbled back, proud but anxious over this new aspect of our relationship.

		“I guess you are at that. Let’s see ‘em!” Grandpap all but growled.

		I sat still as a statue for a full minute, until he demanded angrily “You heard me, girl, take off that damned shirt!”

		Now Grandpap had seen my naked chest before, lots of times. I could remember my little sister, Sarah, and I running through the house like a couple of wild Indians, clad in only our panties, giggling and chasing each other like a couple of loons, and I could remember Grandma and Grandpap giving us baths when we were little and would spend the night at their house, back when they were still together.

		But that had been a long time ago, when I was still a toddler! Now I was a lanky, tomboyish teenager, just starting to get my curves, and I was appalled at showing my naked bubbies to any man, even Grandpap!

		“Come on, girl! Let’s see those tiny titties!” he hollered again, gulping down what was left of his Jack Daniels and pouring himself another, even healthier shot.

		Reluctantly, I unbuttoned my plaid shirt, took it off, and hung it on the back of my chair. Since we were too poor to indulge in luxuries, like training bras, I was naked underneath my shirt.

		Grandpap stared at my miniscule boobs; just two brownish-pink nipples in the middle of two ever so slightly raised hills of flesh in my otherwise skinny, bony chest. He licked his lips and something about the way he did it creeped me out!

		I remember reaching behind me for my shirt but he said “No, leave it off for a while, so I can study your chest.”

		“Not much to study. Like you said, they’re tiny,” I protested still fumbling with the shirt. But the look in his rheumy old eyes—like he’d kill me if I covered my chest up—stopped me from getting dressed again.

		It was nearly full into fall that morning and the old cabin was a little chilly, so Grandpap had an old, moth-eaten throw on his lap as he sat at the kitchen table. He reached under it and twisted around and I heard the zipper on his jeans being worked. For long moments, he fiddled with something under the throw, while gazing at my juvenile breasts, and then said, in a choked voice, “I got something here you ought to see. Come look at it, won’t you?”

		I sat unmoving in my chair, so he said, again, harsher this time, “Come here, you cute little bitch, and see what I got to show you!”

		Half afraid he would hit me if I didn’t—he had never struck me before, but he sounded a little out of his mind this morning—I slowly turned in the chair to face him and slid out of it. Something beneath the throw moved, as if it were alive! And I thought for a moment that he had some small woodland animal in his lap that he was going to show me.

		But then he reached up and put two claw-like old hands on my bare shoulders and forced me down onto his knees. “Suck it. Suck it just a little and I’ll come for you,” Grandpap whispered to me desperately as he drew me between his now-open legs and doffed the throw to one side.

		I had seen my little brother’s tiny penis lots of times, when I had bathed him for my mama. But I had never before seen an adult man’s swollen-with-lust hard on. My Grandpap’s cock was old and wrinkled-looking, like the rest of him, but it was fairly hard and throbbing with illicit excitement as he held it in his right fist and jacked it up and down.

		As I stared at it, mesmerized, a small, clear bead of what I was later to learn was pre-come oozed out of the tip and grew bigger as I watched him beat off. When I didn’t move, he reached out with his left hand and placed it roughly behind my head, urging me forward.

		“Suck it! Suck my dick—it ain’t difficult and I’ll make it worth your while!” he croaked needily, tugging my head forward frantically. He rubbed my stubbornly closed lips over his prick tip, smearing the hot pre-come all over them and begging me to open up and take him inside.

		I panicked and started to get to my feet, but my Grandpap—showing far more strength than I thought his thin old body could summon—kept me on my knees and my face pressed up against his spongy cock head.

		“Suck me, you pretty little bitch!” Grandpap begged, his cock nudging my lips partially open at last. “Here, let me make it nice for you!”

		It was as if a jolt of electricity went through my girlish chest as he released his cock and took my left nipple in between his thumb and forefinger and began to roll it gently back and forth as his cock burrowed further into my lips. The heavenly sensations got much stronger as he moved his left hand around from the back of my neck, down my naked shoulder and chest to reach for my right nubby, and began to twist and caress it in time with the left one.

		“That’s it; use your tongue while you suck!” my Grandpap groaned, and I realized that I was gently nursing on his cock head while lapping at it with my tongue tip.

		I remember relaxing a bit as I got over my fear of him hurting me and pressed my undeveloped but still very sensitive breasts into his grasp while I learned to suck cock. My Grandpap didn’t have a huge dick—it was about six inches long when fully erect—so I was soon taking nearly all of it as I sucked and licked. He was gurgling with pure joy and doing my nipples so nicely that we both felt locked in a cocoon of sensual pleasure that seemed to just get hotter and hotter as the seconds ticked by.

		All at once, he gave a strangled gasp and said, “Swallow it for me, you cute little cocksucker, and I’ll give you fifty bucks!”

		I was just about to slip my lips off his slippery pole and ask him what he was talking about when something thick and gooey and incredibly hot exploded up into my mouth! “Swallow it!” he commanded again, so I had.

		My first taste of come was salty and bitter and slimy—all at the same time! I managed to keep the yucky-tasting fluid down, because he threatened to strangle me if I didn’t! I think there were only two big jets of the awful stuff to deal with, because my Grandpap was old and out of shape. Those old balls of his probably didn’t have much cause to produce jism anymore, so they didn’t.

		After I’d successfully swallowed all he had to give me, Grandpap stood up, put his spent dick away, zipped up his jeans and reached for his wallet. He extracted a fifty-dollar bill and let it flutter down toward me. “I cashed my Social Security check just yesterday, so I’ve got some cash,” he explained. “A promise is a promise, so there you go.”

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

	
		

		Getting started

		

		I looked across the cocktail table at Brick Northam and remembered how it had felt to have fifty whole dollars to spend, all at once, and how that had led to me meeting him initially.

		Grandpap had invited me back to his cabin the following Saturday, saying a bunch of his friends and acquaintances played poker all afternoon and into the evening on the second Saturday of every month, their Social Security checks all having arrived by then. I knew about the games, that was how Grandpap afforded to live and buy whiskey—he was a much better poker player than most of his friends—but he had always insisted I stay far away before, when I’d asked him to attend and watch him play.” No, you’re far too young for such carrying on,” He’d always said, whenever I’d asked him. “Your Ma would skin me alive!”

		But now he just looked at me, as I wriggled back into my flannel shirt, and said, “Maybe I’ll make you our topless barmaid; let you serve us all a beer or a shot of whiskey!”

		I had been pretty sure he was just kidding, but I did have a load of semen sloshing around down in my juvenile tummy as I walked home that day, so maybe he wasn’t!

		

		****

		

		I remember feeling like a rock star all that week, with that much cash in my pocket! When my girlfriends and I would walk to the frosty stand after high school, I’d buy them all burgers and shakes, like my last name was Hilton, instead of Thorpe. One of my closest friends, a cute little strawberry-blonde by the name of Shea kept asking me where I’d gotten all the money, but I just blew her off with a wry little smile and said things like “That’s for me to know and for you find out!”

		Shea and I had met in middle school, where she was two years behind me. She looked up to me like a big sister and was not easily dissuaded. “I will find out, you know,” she said to me determinedly as I had attempted to sashay away, a smug smile on my lips.

		It was clear and mid-fall cold that Saturday morning as I got ready to walk out to Grandpap’s for the poker party. I thought about wearing the bra that Mama had finally got me during the last week, just for added warmth. But I kept thinking about what being his “topless barmaid” and—while I was pretty sure he’d just been mind-fucking with me—I didn’t want to hassle with more clothes than I had to when it came time for me to strip down, just in case he wasn’t!

		So, I wore just a heavy flannel shirt, my tightest pair of jeans—made even tighter by the way my girlish ass was keeping up with my chest, as far as getting curvier went—a pair of schoolgirl panties, heavy white socks and tennis shoes when I left my Mama’s house that morning.

		I didn’t expect anyone to be following me, so I didn’t see my young friend, Shea, ducking from elm tree to elm tree behind me. She trailed me out to my Grandpap’s cabin and she must have gotten an eyeful that morning as I helped him set out the whiskey bottles on the kitchen counter, fill up the galvanized tin buckets and tubs with ice and different kinds of beer. And get out the cards and poker chips.

		“Barmaids around here are topless, I told you,” Grandpap said to me at noon.

		The other players were supposed to start arriving soon so I was more reluctant than ever to shed my heavy flannel shirt, even though Grandpap had added extra wood to his old stove, making it almost hot inside the cabin.

		“Let’s see those twin little beauties again,” he said, still eyeing my chest expectantly. “I’m anxious to see if they’ve grown any since last week.”

		“I…I doubt it.” I assured him, slowly undoing my buttons. “They’re still pretty tiny.”

		“Show me; I’ll be the judge of that,” he insisted, still gazing at smallish twin bumps.

		“Nice!” he breathed out heavily as my shirt came open and my nearly nonexistent tits came into view. “I’ll suck them for you later, if we get a chance. I didn’t do that last time and I’ve been kicking myself mentally over it all week long!”

		What would that feel like? I remember asking myself as he ogled my bare breasts once again. He fondled them for me last time, and that had felt wonderful enough…how would his sucking lips and his lapping tongue feel?

		“Enough of this lollygagging around!” he said sternly, “Girl, fetch me a beer and a shot. You can have one, too, if you want. For courage—the guys will be here any minute.”

		I hung up my shirt next to his old coat by the front door, on the rack, and trooped on into the kitchen, my exposed mini-mounds jiggling a little as I walked. I liked that! I liked the way my Grandpap’s eyes seemed to follow every shake and shimmy, no matter how small. I reached for the shot glass and splashed a full shot of the dark brown whiskey into a waterglass for my Grandpap, and then fished around in the water and ice of a nearby tub for a Budweiser, knowing that was his favorite brand of beer. I pried the cap off and took a tiny sip.

		“Still as awful as the last time I tried it! I don’t know how you drink that stuff!” I said as I handed them both to him. He didn’t take them right away, saying, “Try a little bit of the Jack Daniels and then the beer; you’ll see how smooth it goes down after that.”

		I did as he said, the beer still tasted gross, but I had to agree, it was ambrosia compared to the harsh whiskey!

		I was only fourteen and I hadn’t had any booze to speak of at that point in my life, so the tiny taste of alcohol I’d just had went straight to my head. I was reeling on my feet as I crossed the kitchen toward the counter.

		“Jensen, you old hound dog!” A jovial male voice said from the doorway just as I reached it.

		My Grandpap’s name was Jensen Hedges, so that’s what that was all about. I turned to see Ben Northam and his nephew, Bricklin, entering the cabin. I suddenly felt really naked. Ben owned one of the local grocery stores, where my mom and I shopped all the time, and Brick went to the same high school I did, though he was three classes above me!

		Both of them stopped short, looking at the tall, skinny girl with the curly black hair and the half-a-hardball-sized tits, as bare as they could be, standing nervously in the kitchen. I shifted from foot to foot and crossed my arms over my chest, hiding my exposed nipples as best I could, and I could feel my blush rising from my neck up to my face.

		I bet I’m utterly crimson by now! I thought anxiously, wishing I was anyplace else other than here right now!

		“Grandpap said all barmaids are to be topless at his poker games,” I brayed, my nerves making my normally high voice even higher than usual. “I wanted to come, so here I am…topless! What can I bring you to drink?”

		The town grocer glared at my Grandpap, his angry stare demanding an explanation.

		Grandpap looked slightly nonplussed as he stammered, “Amanda, here, ain’t really the shy little thing she pretends to be. She comfortable enough showing off what tits she has, and I thought the rest of the boys might enjoy seeing a pair of young titties. Most of them are in their sixties or seventies and they haven’t seen a set of teenage tits in forty years or more!”

		He regarded young Brick uneasily and added, “If I’d known you were going to bring your nephew along to the game, I’d have had her wear her shirt a while longer.”

		“Oh, I’m okay with naked tits,” Brick assured the older men with the braggadocio common to young men showing off in front of older guys. “I’ve seen a few by now!”

		I’ll just bet he has! He’s been dating Florence Spooner, and everyone around school knows what loose girl she is! I remember thinking.

		Florence, when she wasn’t busy acting like a slut, was a big deal around school. She was Student Body Vice-President, and Head Cheerleader, and her father—who owned the local Ford dealership—had been Mayor of the town some years back.

		She was a tall, slightly-chunky redhead, with lots of pasty-white skin and dark brown freckles. And, while she didn’t have a particularly big chest, her tits, at seventeen, were probably much bigger than mine, at fourteen. I eased my arms downward, baring my girlish nipples to everyone’s view once more.

		Brick noticed, his eyes going big as he stared at my nippies, no doubt contrasting them with Florence’s! He gave me a wolfish smile and I remember an exquisite flash of heat shooting through both exposed nipples, right down into my untouched clit!

		“I’ll have a shot of Jack and a beer, as long as you’re offering,” Ben Northam said just then, “but Brick had better stick to beer or soda pop.”

		“I don’t have no damn soda pop!” by Grandpap protested, shuffling the cards. “This is supposed to be a poker game—not a damned church social!”

		All the men laughed and Ben said, “Okay, beer it is then; won’t hurt a boy Brick’s age. Got to start being a man sometime!”

		Another group of my Grandpap’s old pals trooped in minutes later, and he again explained about my being topless. Several of the old men leered at my revealed tits and practically drooled over them when I served them their beer and shots. I remember feeling sexy and desirable for the first time in my life, and that was a truly heady experience for a tangle-footed fourteen-year-old!

		The afternoon wore on, more men showed up, all of them staring unabashedly at my naked chest, becoming bolder about it as the beer and whiskey took hold; my Grandpap won a good portion of the pots, and the pile of wrinkled bills in front of him on the table grew and grew.

		It must have been about five or six in the afternoon, when my Grandpap suddenly called a brief halt to the card game, drunkenly plucked a fifty-dollar bill out of his pile of winnings, and waggled it at me, saying, “Amanda, here, don’t just flash her titties around. She knows how to please a man with her mouth, too! She charges fifty bucks for a blowjob, but it’s worth every penny! She swallows every drop and licks your cock clean afterword! Amanda, honey, come here and show the boys what you can do!”

		With that, he sat back down on his rickety old kitchen chair and unzipped his jeans and undid his belt. You could have heard a pin hit the wooden floor in that cabin as I stood staring at his hard dick and gray-fur-lined balls along with the men in the room. I swear, everyone was holding their breath, waiting to see what I’d do next. I nervously sat the whiskey and beer glasses I was holding in my hands in front of the man I’d been fetching them for, straightened up, and resumed staring at my Grandpap’s cock as it pulsed up and back steadily, propelled by his heightened heartbeat.

		“Well, don’t just stand there get over here and suck it!” Grandpap roared.

		I had nipped at a little whiskey and beer over the course of the afternoon—strange how the taste grew on you, the more you sampled, especially when you were as nervous as I was—or I don’t think I would have hopped over to kneel in front of him as quickly as I did. But kneel I did, and almost before I knew it, his musky-smelling old cock was gliding up and down in my saliva-slickened lips and my tongue was gliding all over it amid the hushed male imprecations to “suck it”, “suck it good, little girl”!

		I swallowed when he came, which wasn’t long, and licked him clean before he put his satisfied dick away. “Now, I imagine Amanda’s going to be busy with her customers in the other room for a little while, so y’all will have to fetch your own drinks for the next few minutes,” Grandpap said in voice that was self-assured, proud, and smug; all at once. “Remember, that’s fifty for what I got just now. And she don’t fuck yet, so don’t even bother to ask!”

		I remember shoving Grandpap’s fifty-dollar bill in my jeans pocket as I staggered to my feet and lurched my way into the “other room”. There wasn’t really a separate room; it was a one-room cabin with a half-wall that separated the actual cooking area of the kitchen from what served as a dining room, which opened out into the main room. There was a wood stove, a single bed and a couch and a rocker; that was it, as far as furniture went.

		“Sit right there, on the edge of the bed and you can get started, I reckon,” a male voice said from behind me.

		As I turned and looked back over my naked shoulder, I saw Ross Barnes, the man who owned the feed store in town, following me, his heavy plaid shirt pulled out of his jeans. He had a fifty-dollar bill in one hand as he wrestled with his zipper self-consciously.

		Before I had even gotten comfortable sitting on the bed, Mr. Barnes’s zipper was down and his long, thick cock was out and pointing right at my face. I wasn’t sure I could even get such a big one in my mouth, so I just licked around the enlarged head at first. To my shock, he tasted just like Grandpap! A little salty, but for the most part, bland and neutral.

		Keeping up my steady tonguing, I eased his slippery cock tip into my lips and sucked on it. “Jesus! She’s good at this, boys! The best fifty bucks I’ve spent in a while!” he turned his head toward the group at the card table and bellowed happily.

		He reached down and claimed my nipples, just as Grandpap had done the week earlier. Mr. Barnes was rougher with them than Grandpap had been, but it felt just as good! Once again, I was getting that warm, aroused feeling all over as I sucked the fat cock and Mr. Barnes tugged at my sensitive nippies, when—all at once—he groaned loudly and stared thrusting uncontrollably into my mouth, shouting, “Swallow it, you hot young bitch! Swallow all of it!”

		A geyser of searingly-hot, pungent cock-cream spattered against the roof of my mouth seconds later, and I had no choice but to swallow it or drown! I glugged it down and Mr. Barnes spunked me again, a much smaller jet this time, which I swallowed with ease. His stuff wasn’t nearly as bitter as Grandpap’s but there was a lot more of it. I licked his piss slit to clean it up and he moaned as he shot a final little spurt of come onto my laving tongue and sighed, “Oh, fuck, but that was great, little girl!”

		“How’s about getting out of the way so someone else can get a turn?” An insistent, older male voice from behind Mr. Barnes said just then.

		The feed store owner was a portly man, so I remember having had to lean to one side and peer around his bulk to see who the familiar voice belonged to. It was Josiah White, the stern-faced deacon of my mama’s church, who had greeted us at the door most Sunday mornings standing next to Reverend Phelps. Now he was dressed far more casually, in an old plaid flannel shirt and jeans, like most of the men in the cabin, and his jeans were unzipped, and a cock that was just as wide and long as Mr. Barnes’s had been jutted out toward me.

		He elbowed the fumbling-with-his-jeans Mr. Barnes out of the way and rubbed his hard prick tip all over my cheeks and chin as he demanded, “How old are you, girl, you little Jezebel?”

		“F-Fourteen,” I remember stammering as he parted my lips with his cock head and eased inside my mouth, sighing, “Fourteen, and already an accomplished cocksucker!”

		Mr. Barnes hadn’t started fucking my mouth like it was a pussy until he had been caught in the throes of his impending orgasm, but I remember the good Mr. White as having an entirely different style. Instead of tweaking my nippies, as Mr. Barnes had, Mr. White instead used his hands to cup my face, so that he could fuck into it with ease! I had seen a few bulls breeding cows and a few stallions mounting mares, so I knew what fucking was all about by then, and Mr. White was definitely fucking my mouth and throat!

		I was slightly repelled by this rough treatment, but I somehow remembered to use my tongue on him when I could, and to keep on sucking. He didn’t even last as long as Mr. Barnes had, his knees turning to jelly and his voice raising a full octave as he came in my mouth while keening, “Oh, it’s so good…so good to get off in the mouth of this little harlot!”

		As soon as he was all cleaned up and gone back to the poker table, my third “client” of the afternoon stepped up in front of the bed. He was a heavyset man with collar-length red hair, a Western-style hat and a full red beard. His cock was short, only about an inch longer than Grandpap’s, but it was heavy and fat, like its owner. I didn’t know this man, like I had the others, he was new in town and had recently met Grandpap and heard all about his poker parties.

		But he knew what he wanted when he saw it, and right now, he wanted me! He palmed both of my whole tits as I fit his huge dick into my girlish mouth, and that unfamiliar sensation felt so nice I didn’t want him to stop kneading them! I needn’t have worried about that! Redbeard kept pawing at them and squeezing them throughout the entire blowjob, which seemed to go on forever! He was younger than a lot of Grandpap’s other players and he had probably gotten his cock sucked more recently than they did, so he didn’t come as easily as the rest of them.

		He suggested I lick his balls for a little bit, so I did. I didn’t really know how to do that but he directed me through it and it turned out to be as easy as sucking cock. At his urging, I took each one of the hefty male eggs into my mouth and sucked it and tongued it as if it were a cock.

		My red-haired mentor moaned and begged me to suck his dick again, so I did. The usual torrent of hot come soon greeted me and I began to swallow. Halfway through downing his massive load, I remember beginning to wonder if this guy would ever run out of hot goo for me to swallow!

		“Ooh, I think that’s it—you got it all, cutie!” he sighed at last, as the final wave of jism slid down my throat. “Sorry there was so much but my old lady hasn’t done that for me in weeks!”

		I don’t blame her, if there’s always that much! I remember thinking.

		I got another surprise as my redheaded “customer” stepped away, after handing me his fifty.

		Brick Northam was standing there, his hard dick out and a wad of bills clasped in his hand. I saw a twenty, a five, and a bunch of ones.

		“I don’t think it’s quite fifty, but it’s close,” Brick said nervously as he released a rain of wrinkled bills on the bed next to me. “I’ll owe you for the rest, gladly, if y’all will do for me what you did for those other guys, Amanda.”

		“Oh, what’s the matter, doesn’t Florence suck it for you often enough?” I remember asking him cattily, wondering—even as I did it—how I had suddenly become so brave. Normally, I wouldn’t have had the courage to speak to an upperclassman like Brick at all, and he wouldn’t have deigned to notice a little freshman girl like me.

		But there I sat with three helpings of come in my belly and my tits hanging out for him to ogle, so I guess that made all the difference!

		“That stuck up bitch doesn’t suck cock—or at least she’s never sucked mine—and she’s a lame fuck, too. Just lying there, not moving that fat ass of hers at all, making you wear a rubber every time, even though Brian Carstairs told me he never once used a rubber when they were going steady!”

		He grinned down at me charmingly and added, “Besides, I bet she couldn’t give as good a head as you do, even if she tried!”

		I remember counting the money, just for something to do, and discovering that he was thirteen dollars short of fifty. But I blew him anyway, doing an extra good job, even lapping at his youthful nuts right before he came down my throat!

		“Goddamn, that was incredible!” he gasped as he stopped coming and I cleaned up his spent cock with my tongue. “Would you like to go steady with me, after I dump Florence, that is?”

		Seniors didn’t go steady with freshmen! And Brick had his own car and everything! My heart was nearly leaping out of my chest as I replied, “I sure would, but you can’t tell anyone about my carrying on out at Grandpap’s once a month!”

		“As if I would,” Brick promised me. “I may love what a great cocksucker you are, but I wouldn’t want everyone else in school to know about it.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		Fall and Winter

		

		My second real surprise of that night came as the last of the poker players left. The front door had barely closed, it seemed, when it abruptly opened again and Clarence Jones, re-entered the cabin, dragging a blue-lipped-with-cold Shea Livingston behind him!

		“Look what I found, outside, peeking in the front window!” Clarence chortled, thrusting the shivering twelve-year old girl into the center of the room.

		Shea, who was thinly-built and at twelve was nearly as tall as I was at fourteen, had, as I’ve said before, a shoulder-length mop of strawberry-blonde hair, a cute little juvenile face complete with a light spray of freckles on her ivory-white skin, and big, green eyes.

		Those eyes were wide with fright as she stood, shivering, in her waist-length tan car coat and a pair of brown leggings that fit her like a second skin. She looked at me imploringly and said, “I told you I’d find out where all that money came from!”

		“So, you followed me out here?” I asked her angrily. “Have you been here all day?”

		“Y-Yeah, I sure have,” she admitted, half proudly, half ashamedly.

		She was staring pointedly at my still-bare chest and said, “I saw you strutting around with your…tits hanging out, serving men beer and whiskey. And later on, I saw you doing that thing with your mouth!”

		No one in the cabin said a word for something like a full minute, but then Grandpap asked her in a soft, seductive voice, and what did you think of that, young Shea?”

		She seemed to consider her options for a moment, and then decided that truthfulness was her best choice. She turned red but admitted, with a tiny, guilt-ridden grin that it was “kind of hot.” Shea looked at me and sighed “I never would have guessed you’d have known how to do something like that. You come off as such a dweeb!

		“It’s not that hard to suck cocks; it’s really easy!” I maintained, ashamed even as I said it of what I was saying.

		Another embarrassed silence hung in the air. At last Grandpap asked her in the same low voice, “Would you like to learn how to do that, sweetie? Would you like to learn how to make an easy fifty bucks, like Amanda does?”

		Shea looked at my chest again and then back at Grandpap, pleading, “but I don’t have any titties yet, like Amanda does!”

		Grandpap gave her cute little rounded rump in those tight leggings a long stare before he answered, “That’s okay, sweetie, you’ve got something else that men like just as much as a pair of girlish tits!”

		

		****

		

		Thus, it was an hour later that a completely nude Shea gobbled up Grandpap’s hard on for the first time while I watched. She really didn’t have any titties, but her little ass and legs were perfect and Grandpap reached down and gently stroked her glistening pink slit as her lips went up and down on his old dick!

		“Swallow it all, there won’t be much, since Amanda already drained my old nuts earlier in the evening!” Grandpap admonished her as he started to unload in her inexperienced mouth.

		Shea obediently gulped down every drop of the acrid goo and was rewarded with a fifty from Grandpap’s poker winnings. She shrieked with joy as she hurried back into her blouse and leggings and shrugged on her heavy coat.

		

		****

		

		“That was fucking easy!” Shea breathed out as we walked along the dark trail leading back to town together. “Except that it tastes so yucky! Is it always that bad?”

		“Every guy’s is different, but it’s pretty much all slimy and hard to gag down, from what I’ve seen so far.” I told her, feeling like a big sister, all wise and experienced, compared to my young friend.

		“What about Brick Northam’s?” Shea asked slyly.

		“Well, Brick is a lot younger, so his didn’t taste as bad, but there was a lot more of it!” I answered truthfully, hoping Brick didn’t want a comparative blowjob from her at the next poker gathering, which Shea was looking forward to attending, after Grandpap had invited her.

		“I guess we’re gonna be making a lot of money, from now on, Shea offered.

		“I guess we are,” I told her. “I made two-hundred and fifty from sucking cocks tonight, and several of the old men tipped me a buck or two for getting them their drinks all night.”

		“I’m gonna be completely nude at the next party, so I bet I make even better tips than you do!” Shea taunted me, shaking her incredible pre-teen ass my way as she said it.

		“Well, I might have a little surprise for you there, junior! I might go totally nude as well and my pussy is way prettier than yours!” I teased her right back.

		“We’ll see about that!” Shea said, making fuck motions with her hips along the moonlit trail. “Mine has less ugly hair and I think my pussy lips are pinker than yours!”

		“I just might shave mine bare, the next time I shave my legs!” I threatened.

		“I don’t have to shave my legs yet; my leg hair is so light and blonde that I don’t have to!” Shea offered cattily, sticking her tongue out at me as she raced off down the path toward her parent’s house.

		I remember well having nothing to say to that. My raven-dark hair meant that I had a lush, thick bush of pubic hair already, as well as very noticeable leg hair, if I didn’t shave at least once a week.

		

		****

		

		Shea and I competed in showing off for the little gaggle of girls we ran around with, buying burgers or movie show admissions for the whole group. Our illegally-earned money seemed to be burning a proverbial hole in our pockets and so it was nearly gone by the time the next poker party rolled around.

		I had surreptitiously used the sideburn/beard-trimmer head on my dad’s electric razor to give my bushy pubic mound a short buzzcut, and then, while shaving my legs in the bathtub, I’d gone ahead and shaved my pussy lips on both sides, leaving just a thin “landing-strip” of short, dark hair above the actual opening.

		It still felt weird to think about stripping down totally nude in front of my Grandpap’s poker buddies, but the knowledge that Shea would also be there, just as naked as I was, was enough to quiet my nerves. A few weeks ago, if I had five dollars on me, I would have considered myself relatively well off; now I couldn’t wait to rake in more money than Shea did!

		

		****

		

		I wondered which one of us would end up blowing Grandpap before the others got there. I was almost sure one of us would and I wanted it to be me; not because I was eager to swallow another mouthful of that ugly-tasting ball juice, but because it was somehow important for him to want me more than he wanted Shea!

		She had beaten me out to the cabin that morning and was already completely naked and prancing about the kitchen, setting out the whiskey bottles when I arrived.

		For a kid, she sure has a nice butt and pretty legs! I thought to myself as I unbuttoned my heavy flannel shirt and removed it, leaving myself stripped to the waist.

		Just as I’d feared, he all but ignored my bare chest today and went back to ogling Shea’s ass and legs as she cavorted around the kitchen. I cleared my throat noisily and undid my tight jeans as he turned toward me.

		His rheumy old eyes went wide as I wriggled out of my pants and stood nude before him. I had eschewed panties that morning, meaning I was as bare as Shea, with my recently-shaven pussy mound and my naked, hairless legs.

		I shamelessly did a slow turn for him, so the old man could see my fourteen-year-old bubble butt and the back of my long, coltish legs. He let out a long wolf whistle and then said, “Get over here, girl and suck my cock!”

		“Wha…What about me?” Shea mewled pitifully. “Don’t I get to suck, too?”

		“Kneel down on my other side,” Grandpap told her sharply. “You two can take turns.”

		And that’s how Shea and I learned to do a tag-team blowjob, kneeling on either side of my Grandpap’s bony old thighs, one of us leaning in and sucking his cock all the way up and down, while the other lapped at his wrinkled ball sac! His beady old eyes were wide with pleasure as he cupped my tits and twisted Shea’s jutting pink nipples on her otherwise flat chest as we blew him.

		I remember running my tongue all over his cock head when it was my turn to suck cock, both to pleasure him and to impress him with what I had learned over the past month about giving a good blowjob. He grunted and whispered softly, “That’s fine tongue-work, sweetie! Shea had best pay attention to the way you lick me!”

		Shea did pay attention! As I recall, he gasped at the cunning way she lapped at his sensitive cock head the next time she got her shot at it, and petted her strawberry-blonde hair like a favored hound dog while she sucked at him and laved him with her girlish tongue! In what seemed like no time, he was sitting back in his chair, shivering from the intensity of his orgasm as he pumped his load of sour old come into her mouth!

		“First fifty of the day!” Shea crowed as he handed her a wrinkled bill from the pile of them resting in front of his traditional seat at the head of the table while she struggled to down his icky come fluid. “Here, maybe this will help, little girl!” he offered, quickly handing her a shot glass filled to the brim with Jack Daniels.

		“Ahhhhhh, that’s better!” Shea managed to croak as she swallowed the big mouthful of male come and whiskey all at once.

		He gave her a lascivious wink and tickled her clitty as she stood up next to him. She pressed the tiny pink bead of flesh eagerly against his toying finger, winking back and trembling with pre-orgasmic delight. I stood there, watching him flick her girlish bean and felt like I was being supplanted in his affections by the younger, bolder girl.

		He likes her better, because she’s a natural-born slut! She’ll drink whiskey with him and lick his cock even better than I do! I remember thinking. What a little Jezebel she is! Borrowing a phrase from Deacon White, the Bible-thumping, blowjob-loving hypocrite I saw every Sunday in church and once a month out at Grandpap’s poker games.

		“You can play with my pussy too, if you’d like!” I told Grandpap, hurrying to my feet and spreading them apart shoulder-width, so that my wet little cunt and aroused clit were fully on display. He eyed my teenaged treasure greedily and prodded my clit with just the pad of his forefinger. Tremendous feelings of naughty pleasure shot through me, the same as they always did when I fingered my clitty at night, in bed, thinking of big cocks and clenching balls; only this was even better!

		“You’re both a couple of hot young cunts,” Grandpap sighed, leaning back in his chair to get comfortable as he diddled both of our virgin pussies at the same time. “You’ll be fucking before spring, or I’m no judge of young passion!”

		His eyes narrowed as he asked me, “Or maybe you have started already? Has that Brick boy been in this pussy yet?”

		Brick and I had gone for a couple of long car rides after school already, and he had asked me to the Winter Prom as his date, but he hadn’t really tried to fuck me yet, so I said a hurried, “No, Grandpap, I swear!”

		I must have looked guilty—I had sucked Brick’s big cock after each of those car rides and he had come in my mouth, and I’d swallowed it all for him—because Grandpap was still looking at me as if I was lying to him. But I really hadn’t fucked Brick—not yet!

		“Good, cause I got big plans for both of your little cherries!” Grandpap cackled happily, stopping his gentle caress of my pussy to reach around and slap my bare ass instead as he said that. “So, keep Brick’s prick out of your little cunt, at least for a while longer, won’t you, Amanda-girl?”

		A cold feeling gripped my tummy, I remember, as he said that, and I whispered softly, “What plans?”

		“An auction—I’m gonna auction your cherry asses off to whichever of the boys will pay the most for them!” Grandpap announced. “Ought to bring a pretty penny, so no fucking—either of you! A man don’t want to pay top dollar for a horse that’s already been rode; especially with his pals looking on! That’d make him look like a fool, so both you girls be careful of your cherries for a few more months.”

		He gave us a conspiratorial wink and said, “You can fuck all the boys you want to after my auction; just not before!”

		I remember looking over at his old, sway-mattress twin bed and thinking about losing my virginity on it, with twenty drunken old men looking on—to one of them—and feeling the ice in my stomach spreading all through my naked body. Even Grandpap’s experienced finger on my clit didn’t feel good anymore; it just felt odd and suddenly… wrong!

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		For Old Time’s Sake

		

		“Can I drop you somewhere?”

		Brick’s deep voice cut into my lewd remembrances of my girlhood and my sexual awakening. He was staring at me across the cocktail table with the same sexy, blue-gray eyes I remembered so well from my youth.

		Our drinks were empty and I realized that I had been ignoring his presence for long minutes, lost in my reverie about home and how it had been growing up around Grandpap and his little unofficial bordello out in the woods. I smiled at Brick and said, “That would be nice, my car is parked down the street from my shop and that’s three blocks from here.”

		“Shop?” Brick asked, raising his eyebrows inquisitively.

		“Amanda’s Hair Lair,” I answered proudly. “Finest haircuts in town, dying and waxing services available too.”

		“Waxing? Is that a thing around here, in someplace this rural?” He asked.

		“I’ve yanked out more pussy hair than you can imagine,” I whispered to him, gathering up my purse and preparing to leave the bar.

		“I imagine I’d love that part of the job; think of all the pussy you’d get to see!” he whispered back, bouncing those thick eyebrows comically, so I’d know he was kidding.

		“Lost on me, I’m afraid. I’m still partial to cock, just ask my live-in boyfriend, who I’ve got to be getting home to soon, before he thinks the Gypsies have carried me off.”

		“Does your boyfriend have a cock as big as mine?” Brick said challengingly.

		“It’s been so long since I’ve seen yours, I can’t say.” I told him teasingly as we approached his car, a small Ford sedan.

		“Well, we can pull off on some side street and take care of that right quick,” he suggested as he opened the passenger door with his key. “Or you can stop over at my hotel for a while, if you’d rather; there’d be more room.”

		“Why, Brick, I thought this was going to be a quick ride back to my car, not an all-nighter!” I told him with mock sincerity. I’d known from the minute he found me in the bar that I was going to at least blow him again, if not fuck him!

		We decided that the hotel would be the safer option—I didn’t want to risk my good name around town by being hauled into jail for getting caught giving a guy a blowjob in the front seat of his car out in front of someone’s house!

		But that’s exactly what happened; not the jail part, but we did pull off on heavily-treed residential street on the way to the hotel and I sucked him off!

		We were driving along in what he explained was his company car--he was a salesman for some pharmaceutical outfit--when I remarked that this wasn’t like us joy-riding in the tricked-out old Impala he’d owned in high school, and he grinned that old, familiar, full-of-mischief grin of his and pulled over a block from Main Street and my shop, and whipped out his half-hard cock and showed it to me proudly.

		“You’ve grown a couple of inches since high school,” I said as calmly as I could, staring at his handsome ten-incher, throbbing to life under the streetlight.

		“It’s thicker, too!” he murmured, holding it out to me enticingly, as if it were an ice cream cone he wanted me to lick. “Go ahead, taste it! You know you want to. You always did love sucking cock!”

		The thing is, he was right I always had loved sucking cock, since the first time I had tried it back at Grandpap’s!

		I don’t know how many men I’ve blown in my life, but it has to be in the dozens, if not the low hundreds. As I looked at Brick’s familiar but bigger-than-it-used-to-be cock pulsing to life in the front seat of that plain-vanilla Ford sedan, I remembered how exciting it had seemed at first to see a fully-erect male cock out at Grandpap’s. All of those grown men, anxious to give me fifty dollars to lick them, fifty dollars to suck them off, to swallow their salty spend for them as they watched, their friends often hooting encouragement and waiting their turn to use my mouth; it had somehow been exhilarating, nasty, wrong, yet oh-so-right—all at the same time!

		The way those old codgers would squeeze my girlish tits as they came down my throat, the sounds they’d make as they came; the way some of them would tease my erect clit as they orgasmed so fiercely—causing me to come right along with them as I swallowed—it had been mesmerizing! Little short of addicting!

		After the great time we’d had at Winter Prom that year, and the many mind-blowing suck offs I’d given him by then, Brick had begged me to give up those Saturdays out at Grandpap’s and be true to him only! But, as much as I’d wanted to do that, I’d found that I just couldn’t!

		“Oh, God! You’re even better than you used to be!” Brick exhaled as I once again gobbled up his big cock under the streetlight, still daydreaming about those long-ago days out at the cabin.

		“Let’s get over to your hotel. I want to do that again, where we’ve got more room, and then I want you to fuck me with this big thing,” I told my old flame, swallowing the last of his come. “Can you do that?”

		“What about your boyfriend, waiting at home?” Brick asked me, zipping up his slacks.

		“Fuck him! I’ll call him later and tell him I’m catching up with an old friend from back home,” I told him unconcernedly.

		“Well, in that case; let’s go!” he said, turning on the ignition once more, as well as the headlights, and pulling out from the curb.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Jesus; it’s big!” I said to him as he drove it into me from behind, doggie-style.

		“Too big?” he asked, when he was halfway in.

		I was on all fours in the middle of the king size bed. “Fuck, no! I want it all!” I told him, looking back over my bare shoulder at him, urging him with my eyes to go ahead and fuck me!

		I had driven past the Breeze Inn many times before, but I had never been inside until now. The room was nice, in that Best Western/Holiday Inn Express sort of way; new furniture, not top-of-the-line, but expensive enough. It looked fairly recently-purchased, for one thing. The Breeze Inn had been the site of an old gas station when I’d first moved to town a few years ago. The land had been bought and the station torn down so that the hotel could be built just last year, as I recalled.

		The hotel version of Sealy’s best mattress squeaked a little as Brick drove the rest of his impressive dick into me just then and I sighed with satisfaction. This cock was different than the one waiting for me at home and I reveled in the difference.

		Poor Frank would just have to stew in his own juices a little longer. I wasn’t going to call him until Brick was done with me, and I remembered Brick from high school as being an energetic, long-lasting lover. One night, he had practically worn my young pussy out! We had been on Grandpap’s old bed, after he’d watched me fuck a good twenty or so old men, plus Grandpap. He’d mounted up on my gooey cunt and really given it to me for fifteen minutes or so, before pulling out, fucking Shea for a good ten minutes, and coming back to finish up in me while Grandpap and Shea had watched.

		“You’re quite the fucker, young Bricklin,” Grandpap had congratulated him, clapping him on the shoulder after he’d finally spunked me. “I could fuck like that, back when I was your age!”

		Since none of his old friends were around to confirm this statement, he got away with it, though I always suspected Grandpap of exaggerating about what a stud he’d been when he was younger. After all, some of his friends were as old as him or even older, and they could still about rattle my teeth loose when they fucked me, while Grandpap was lucky to last for more than a dozen strokes into Shea or my tight pussies!

		We had both started fucking when I turned fifteen and Shea had at last turned thirteen. Even Grandpap had been a little nervous about auctioning off the sexual favors of a girl who was still twelve!

		But as soon as she’d turned thirteen, in early February, he’d put me on the auction block, and her a month later. Grandpap was such a lecherous, greedy old codger that he’d figured out a way to increase his profits on our girlish cherries! With the permission of the eventual winners in the bidding, Grandpap had charged the unsuccessful bidders twenty-five dollars each to witness our deflowering! And he’d sweetened the deal for us by letting us charge our customary fifty buck per blowjob after the vaginal sex was over; reasoning that his crew of old horndogs would be even hornier than usual after watching us get fucked for the first time ever and knowing that each of them had had the chance to be the lucky first-time fucker of our recently-deflowered pussies!

		The man who fucked me first was Ross Barnes, the feed store owner, who’d been my first real blowjob customer. He didn’t have a huge dick—not compared to some of my other suck off regulars—so fucking him was really no big deal, other than the fact that he was the first to do it, so it had hurt at first and been very uncomfortable. By the time he blew his load in me, huffing and puffing and rutting away for all he was worth, amid the hoots and cheers of his on-looking fellow pervs, the choppy gliding motion of his unremarkable cock was already beginning to feel good, and I told Grandpap when it was over that I wouldn’t mind trying it again that very night. He’d just grinned and whispered that if there was any further fucking of my teenage pussy to be done that night that he’d be the one to see to it!

		And he had, drilling me twice before I finally walked home the following morning. His fucking was fast and jackrabbit-like, with him coming in me before I even knew we were fucking, it seemed like.

		That was why I’d enjoyed sex with Brick so much the next week, when we’d take those long car rides out into the country after school. Now, instead of a hurried blowjob in the front seat, we’d climb into the back, where I could strip down completely, give his great cock the kind of loving oral attention it so richly deserved before he’d slip it deep inside of me and fuck me until I could barely walk right, before popping one of those gigantic loads of his into my girlish womb!

		I didn’t worry about rubbers or getting pregnant because Grandpap knew a doctor in another small town twenty minutes away who would prescribe whatever you wanted, including birth control pills for the right price. The right price, in my case, was a long, lingering blowjob, wherein the old medico would paint my tonsils with spunk, and a crisp, new fifty-dollar bill, which I had a supply of, thanks to Grandpap’s poker buddies.

		He even got Brick to drive us over there, with the promise of a full tank of gas for his old Chevy and a goodnight blowjob from me for his trouble! Brick had to watch me suck off Grandpap first, but that never bothered my voyeuristic boyfriend—he didn’t mind watching me slobber over twenty old men’s cocks after a poker game, if he was assured of his own oral reward at the end of the evening! Once I started fucking, he didn’t mind seeing me used and abused by a like number of withered old cocks before he finally eased his fat young dick into my sloppy pussy all the way up to his balls and cut loose inside me.

		Shea and I both charged an even hundred for a complete fuck—which meant coming inside us, no rubber required---and fifty dollars for a swallow-all-your-come blowjob. Many of the old men were too financially strapped or too cheap to pay for sex with us girls, but they still enjoyed watching their more well-heeled cronies have their way with us. Grandpap only charged ten bucks to watch all the evening’s fucking and sucking, and many of them gladly paid that for their own private sex show!

		Plus, there was the allure of the gaming table; maybe one night they wouldn’t lose! They’d walk away winners, with enough spare money to afford a fuck with a forbidden teenage girl, and still arrive home with a handful of tens and twenties in their pocket!

		The crowds grew and grew over that winter, especially after Shea and I started fucking, and by spring, Grandpap was talking about knocking out a wall and expanding the place to allow for more “customers.” Then Grandpap made the mistake of his life, by not giving Sherriff Cosgrove a big “campaign contribution” and letting him fuck Shea and I for free on his first visit to the poker game.

		The Sherriff was a big old bear of a man, with a white-gray mane of combed straight back hair, which he was losing rapidly, a droopy white gunfighter’s mustache and watery hazel eyes that went wide with lust and stayed that way when he saw us girls strutting around stark naked, serving drinks and teasing the poker players good-naturedly.

		“Well, Jensen, this place is just like it was reported to me,” Cosgrove intoned to my Grandpap, after a half hour of sizing up the place. He’d worn civilian clothes that night, a tan windbreaker over a plaid shirt and Carhartt tan jeans, with black work boots and a Stetson hat. Tipping back the Stetson, he informed Grandpap in a low voice that I only heard because I was standing so close to them, that he really ought to raid the place, but might not just yet…” if you were to make it worth my while”.

		He then mentioned the sizable campaign contribution and turned to smile at Shea and me as he suggested pointedly that we looked as if we knew how to please a man, even though we were obviously very young.

		“Fuck you, and the horse you rode up on, Matt!” I remember Grandpap growling. He had been at the Jack Daniels and Bud since early afternoon, fucked me at least once, and gotten a long, slurpy blowjob from Shea so far tonight, so he was in no mood to be bullied in his own cabin by Sheriff Matthew Cosgrove, a guy he had gone to high school with fifty years before.

		Cosgrove had left in an angry huff, and the next time we saw him, at next month’s card game, he was dressed in his best uniform and he had several stern-looking young deputies with him, guns drawn, and their manner downright threatening. I still had my jeans and tennis shoes on—it was early in the evening, but Shea was totally nude, as usual, as we rode in the paddy wagon down to the jail, with a gaggle of protesting old men, who were telling the uncaring deputies over and over that “it’s not illegal to have a friendly poker game at a private home” and that it…” wasn’t their fault if a couple of kids were strutting around half naked as they played”.

		I was young, but even I didn’t think such evasions were going to work! When we got to the county jail, Shea and I, with rough-fabriced county blankets wrapped around us, to partially hide our nakedness, were separated into small interrogation room to await the arrival of the youth authorities, who would take us to the juvenile lock up where we would await trial for our crimes.

		“That one deputy was younger than the others, and he was cute! Shea whispered to me in the same excited voice she usually used to describe a man she meant to entice into a blowjob out at the cabin; one who had taken her fancy.

		“What are you thinking, you little ‘ho?” I demanded of her.

		She managed to look her age at that moment, and innocent, too! As she said in a demure whisper “I was just thinkin’ that if I could distract him, somehow, you might slip away!”

		“What about you?” I wanted to know. “How will you get out of here?”

		“I thought if I…distracted him good enough, he might just let me out!”

		Leave it to Shea to think she could blow a guy so great he’d risk his job to let her out of jail! I thought angrily. Still, what other options did we have? Grandpap had gotten us into this mess, but I had no illusions about him getting us out of it! Even if he was somehow able to talk, or bribe, or lawyer his way out of this, he’d never give us a second thought, the lascivious, double-dealing old scumbag!

		“Okay, work your young teen magic on him, you little slut, and good luck!” I told Shea reluctantly.

		She dropped her county horse-blanket on the cold concrete floor and sashayed up to the plexiglass window in the heavy steel door and thumped on it with the heel of her little girl fist. I stood around in back of where the door would be, if it opened, and clutched my rough blanket around my bare shoulders, a shiver of cold mixed with excitement tremoring through my half-naked body.

		After what seemed like forever, a male voice from the other side of the door asked, “What do you want?”

		“I’d like to go to the bathroom, if that’s alright. I have to pee!”

		The room we were in was small, with barely enough space for the beat-up table and chairs in its center. There was no toilet, no sink; just four bare walls and the steel door leading out to the corridor.

		“I’m cold!” Shea told the young deputy as he opened the door and came inside.

		“Well, if you’d keep your blanket on, you’d be warmer,” he advised her with a leering smile, ogling her titless chest with its teenage nipples openly, as well as her thirteen-year-old bare pussy slit!

		“That old thing is nothing but rough, and I’m all baby-smooth, here, feel!” Shea told him, offering him a shoulder to touch. “I’m as smooth as I can be…all over, officer!”

		“I’ll just bet you are,” the twenty-something deputy murmured, coming forward, like metal drawn to a magnet, his hand outstretched to feel Shea’s naked skin.

		I saw the come-hither look in her eyes and the way he was drinking her nakedness in, and I knew his cock would be in her mouth in less than a minute. I shuffled silently out the open door on bare feet and hurried down the hall, my county blanket billowing out behind me like Batman’s cape, toward the neon sign that said EXIT at the end of the corridor.

		I guess it must have been near four in the morning, by the time I emerged outside the lockup and started making my way across town to my folks’ house. The streets were dark, other than the pools of light thrown out by the streetlamps, and I stepped on some sharp objects along the sidewalks. But the soles of my feet had been made tough by going barefoot most of the recent summer, so I made decent time in my cross-town traverse.

		The front door was locked at that early morning hour, but there was a spare key hidden under one of the ceramic flower pots on the veranda, so I was inside and in my darkened room in just a moment. I ditched the scratchy county blanket in favor of a clean set of undergarments and a soft, plaid flannel shirt and a fresh pair of jeans.

		I was too poor to have one of those new-fangled cell phones—I could have bought one easily enough with my blowjob earnings, but Mama would have had real questions about where I’d gotten that kind of money—so I slipped into the kitchen and dialed up Brick’s house on the dial phone hanging on the wall. I knew he was a light sleeper and that his room was closest to the family phone, so, it was a reasonable assumption that he would answer, and not one of his folks.

		“Hello?” he sounded sleepy and apprehensive at four-twenty in the morning, on a Sunday morning.

		“Brick? This is Amanda, and I’m in deep shit! Can you help me out or not?” I burbled into the phone.

		“What kind of shit?” Brick asked, sounding less than happy to hear from me.

		“That fat old sheriff raided the game last night and I got hauled off to jail, but I escaped and I’m on the run,” I told him succinctly. “I got money in the bank, but I can’t get at it till Monday, so, I’m gonna have to hide out until then and then leave town; unless I want to spend the next few years in reform school or some shit like that—which I don’t! And even if I got paroled to my parents, I’d likely be grounded until I’m thirty. And that doesn’t sound like much fun, either!”

		“Wow! This is a lot!” Brick said, with something like awe in his voice.

		“Fuckin’ A; it’s a lot!” I agreed wholeheartedly. “I’m fifteen and a half and a fuckin’ outlaw!”

		“I’m glad I didn’t go out to that poker game last night,” Brick had sighed. “I almost did. But I didn’t want to see you slobbering over those old man-dicks again! It was kind of kinky and cool at first but later on, after you and I started going together, it got kind of creepy to watch!”

		You didn’t mind watchin’ Shea do it, or fuckin’ that little bitch, either! I’d wanted to scream, but I didn’t. Part of it was remembering how Shea had helped me break out of jail, and part of it was that I wanted Brick’s help in evading the law for the next twenty-four hours.

		“Listen, I gotta’ pack up some clothes to take with me on the road. Pick me up out in front of my folks’ house at six or so, will you?” I asked him, knowing that he would. He was too in love with my pussy and my mouth to say “no”!

		I also knew that Brick was going to catch some shit from his folks over the early-morning phone call and staying gone all day and all night, but I didn’t give a damn. If I was going to have to go through all I was going to have to go through, then Brick could damn well explain some erratic behavior to his folks!

		We were lucky, in a way, living in such a small town. The paper only came out on Wednesdays and Fridays and there was no TV station, so the story about the nude teenage girls at an old man poker game and the subsequent naked escape of one of them from the county lock up wouldn’t be printed right away.

		But the old busybody, word-of-mouth network was working overtime, and by ten o’clock on that Sunday morning I was careful to keep my head out of view as Brick drove me around town in his distinctive, souped-up old Chevy. He was happy enough that I kept my head out of sight; as, half the time, it was hovering above his lap as he drove, giving him exquisite road head that had him coming in my mouth twice before I had a proper breakfast in the next town down the highway at about ten-thirty.

		I could tell paying for the inexpensive meal for me at Denny’s rankled Brick, eating into his walking around money for the week, so I promised to give him a fifty-dollar bill out of the account I kept at the local bank, as soon as I could access it tomorrow.

		“Where’ll you go?” Brick asked me, slurping his mug of bad coffee.

		“Any—fucking--where I want!” I said louder than I should have, blustering a little out of fear and an unexpected sense of euphoria at suddenly feeling free of all restraints. It was downright intoxicating; I felt like I’d downed a full shot of Grandpap’s Jack Daniels and chased it with two Budweiser’s!

		“I’ll buy a car, and get a fake ID, and go anywhere I want to; California, maybe, or New York!”

		“We can sleep in the backseat of my car tonight, out at The Grove. I know some cool parking spots out there, where no one will bother us! We can just park and fuck and sleep all night!” Brick proposed excitedly.

		I had remembered to bring my birth control pills along, the ones the old doctor Grandpap had found had prescribed for me, so his idea didn’t faze me at all---it sounded like the perfect way to pass my last night in town, before running away to my exciting new life in the big city; as long as I remembered to take the little pills every day, I could fuck as much as I wanted to without worrying about the consequences!

		“Okay,” I said, “but I’m liable to want it all night long; no goin’ soft on me!”

		“I ain’t some old man who can only do it once or twice before my dick gives up the ghost for the night, like you’re used to!” Brick told me smugly. “I always told you I’d flat wear you out, if we ever spent the night together—so get ready!”

		

		****

		

		Brick had just fucked me again, this time with me on my back, with my long legs waving about as they stretched toward the hotel room’s ceiling while he pounded down into me as I was remembering the last night we’d spent together, in the backseat of his old Chevy, on the night before I’d left my hometown for good.

		I thought about what would happen when I went home that night, overflowing with Brick’s gooey, thick white come. My live-in boyfriend, Frank, would be waiting for me, angrily, since I hadn’t bothered to call him and tell him my lie about meeting an old friend from my hometown by chance, and going out with him to…” catch up”.

		Frank was very kinky, so I wouldn’t have to bother to hide the evidence of my cheating on him—Brick’s come, oozing out of me—from him. I knew from past experiences that it would turn him on, rather than incense him! He loved to lick another man’s jism out of my pussy, my ass, or to taste it on my tongue as we kissed; to clean me up a little bit before he fucked me savagely, lusting after the feel of “sloppy seconds” in my pussy as he balled me as though he both hated me and couldn’t get enough of me at the same time!

		No, I wasn’t worried about Frank. I’d even gone so far, over the years, as to bring men home with me, to finish our little trysts while my hulking boyfriend watched, nearly drooling with arousal as he witnessed another man, a complete stranger, fucking my brains out on our bed! The only reason I’d stopped doing that was that sometimes Frank got so turned on by licking the other man’s come out of me, he couldn’t resist sucking the surprised man’s dick a little, hoping for more!

		Some guys reacted okay to that; Frank, from what I’d gathered, wasn’t a bad cocksucker but some of them, straight-arrows to the core, had shoved him away angrily and left our small house in a huff, shouting curses at both Frank and I for being a couple of perverts!

		Brick wasn’t quite depraved enough to accept a blowjob from another man—I sensed—so taking him home to Frank wasn’t an option. I doubted I wanted to see Brick again after tonight, but I didn’t want to part on bad terms with him, either.

		“Ooh, you really came hard that time, babe; at least that’s what it felt like,” I said as he groaned and finished up inside me. “Have you had enough pussy for tonight?”

		“I think so, after you blew me so nice, and that last fuck was spectacular! I think you got every drop in my balls, honey!” he panted as he slid his softening cock out of me.

		“Well, good; we aim to please!” I joked with him as I rolled off the bed and started getting back into my clothes. “If I charged you at Grandpap’s old rate, you’d owe me the better part of three-hundred bucks for tonight, so you’re getting off easy!”

		“It’d be worth every penny—was back then, when you were a skinny fourteen-year-old--and it is now!” he kidded me right back.

		“I enjoyed myself, too; so I won’t try to collect, but I’ve got to get home now. Even though it is Friday, my beauty shop is open tomorrow, bright and early and I’ve got to be there. I’m already up too late for a work night!”

		He nodded his understanding and said, “I don’t have to be anywhere tomorrow. I could have made it home tonight, instead of charging the company for another night on the road, but I opted to stay over in this little one-horse town and see what it had to offer. I’m glad I did now! I’ll be sure to look you up the next time my travels bring me through here, if you’ll give me your phone number!”

		“Not a good idea, because of my boyfriend,” I hastened to assure him. “Just come by the shop; Amanda’s Hair Lair on Main Street, just a block down from the post office, on the same side of the street.”

		I had my outfit back on by then and was smoothing everything back into place for my “walk of shame” through the hotel’s lobby and out to the cab I’d call to get me back downtown to my parked car, when I said, “I’d give you my cell number, but I don’t have one anymore. Service is so bad around here, I got rid of it.”

		That was a flat-out lie! My phone was in my purse, turned off, so that I wouldn’t be bothered by my boyfriend, Frank’s, frantic calls, inquiring as to where I was so late, what I was doing, and who I was doing it with! Cell service wasn’t as good as in Memphis or Atlanta, or Chicago—once you got outside the city limits, out in the sticks. But it wasn’t so bad that I’d ever consider getting rid of my phone!

		I just didn’t want Brick to have the number, envisioning him calling me late at night, when he found himself alone in some other jerkwater town, having struck out with the local ladies that night, and wanting to reminisce about what a hot time we’d shared tonight and trying to line me up for his next foray into my little town! Frank wouldn’t like that at all, and neither would I, for that matter.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		Frank

		

		“Where the fuck have you been? And why didn’t you answer any of my voicemails?” Frank got up off the couch and thundered at me when I finally got home at a little after eleven.

		Frank looks a lot like The Incredible Hulk; except he isn’t green. He has massive shoulders and is a solid six foot, three inches tall. Slabs of muscle hang off him like unused armor plates. He used to do heavy, manual labor, like digging trenches by hand and construction when I first met him. But then he hopped on the gravy train and moved in with me, letting me pay all the bills, rifling my purse for money when he wanted to go out or go grocery shopping.

		But for all his ugly temperament and muscles, I knew him to be a big pussycat, in most situations, so I wasn’t a bit taken aback by all his bluster and demands to know where I’d been. I simply smiled seductively at him and purred, “I’ve got a hot delivery for you, big boy, the kind you love! Come; get it while it’s still warm.”

		I sauntered confidently across the small living room, to the master bedroom, dropping my purse on the coffee table in front of the couch. We left whatever mindless, American Ninja/wrestling extravaganza he’d been watching blaring away on the big screen TV and simply shut the door behind us, once we got in the bedroom.

		“Who was he?” Frank demanded in mock anger as he spun me around to face him.

		“Just some guy I used to know, back when I was a kid,” I told him, quickly undoing my coat and tossing it on an easy chair.

		“Did he have a big dick?” Frank wanted to know.

		I smiled at him as I rapidly undid the buttons on my blouse and slipped it off, revealing the sexy lace bra I wore underneath. “Not as big as yours, of course, but big enough!” I tantalized him as I unsnapped the flimsy bra and let it slide down my outstretched arms, baring my big tits.

		He zeroed in on my nipples, observing, “This guy must have really worked you over there are still tooth marks on your titties, around the nipples!”

		“He was excited to see how much I’ve…grown, since he saw me last,” I said in a teasing, taunting manner, purposely rolling my large breasts around on my chest as I spoke.

		“How many times did you fuck him?”

		“Lots. And I blew him twice, too. I swallowed every drop for him, just like I did back when we were dating,” I offered, twisting the knife a little because I knew Frank would love it.

		“Did you give him your ass, too?” Frank wanted to know.

		“No, like I said, he’s pretty well hung. Not as big as you, but too big for casual butt-fucking,” I told him, watching the formidable bulge in his khakis grow bigger still.

		Frank got out of his stretched-to-the-limit white tee shirt and undid his pants. I stepped over to him and unzipped them while unzipping my own skirt. It slid down my bare legs—my pantyhose were stuffed in my purse, after me getting dressed so hurriedly at the hotel—and I pushed his old khakis out of the way and reached for the huge tentpole inside his bulged-out boxers.

		Getting hard in a hurry! I told myself excitedly. Wait until he sees the big creampie Brick left him!

		I stepped over to our bed and flopped down on it on my back, stripping off my panties and opening my legs, so he could see how stuffed with come I was. Frank looked slightly shocked at how much gooey white man-cream I had flowing out of my well-used pussy. “Brick always shot a big load when he was a boy; nothing has changed, now that he’s a man,” I whispered to Frank tauntingly, humping my inundated slit up at him. “Do you like?”

		Frank growled like a trapped animal poked with a stick and launched himself onto the bed, clawing down his boxers to reveal that enormous manhood of his that was the best thing about him, as far as I was concerned! It was already more than half hard, and I hadn’t even touched it yet!

		Frank and I had met in a bar, a run-down dive; several years ago, and several states back. He hadn’t been any more handsome back then than he was now I had been attracted by his raw power and his obvious lust for me! He had looked at me as if he wanted to throw me on the bar’s dingy pool table and fuck me right then and there, and he hadn’t been a bit put off by the guy I was with—he struck me as a violent man that would enjoy fighting over a woman and beating her escort into a bloody pulp before taking her to bed!

		The man I had been with—a casual friend, a fuck-buddy that I sometimes called upon to buy me drinks and then bed me—had felt the same vibe! He had rapidly excused himself and gone home, after calling attention to Frank and the way he was possessively eyeing me. I had been in the mood for some new cock anyway, so I bid my somewhat less than gallant companion for the evening adieu and waited for the hulking Frank to make his move!

		I sat sipping my bourbon and water for a while, watching Frank warn off possible competitors for my attentions with threatening looks and by moving aggressively closer as I sat on my barstool and tried to ignore his towering presence.

		“Well,” I said at last, staring up at him, trying for fearless and not quite succeeding. “Now that you’ve scared off everybody else, what do you want?”

		“Pussy,” Frank had growled with an ugly, humorless smile.

		“I’ve got one, but I’m not sure I’m going to be sharing it with you!” I’d told him defiantly, my voice quavering with apprehension.

		“Oh, I think you will,” he had assured me in his rough, gravelly voice. “I think you’ve been waiting all your life for a real man to come along!”

		

		****

		

		I had left the bar with him an hour later, after letting him buy me two more cocktails; I hadn’t wanted to seem too easy!

		We had gone, in my car, to the little two-bedroom house I was renting, him explaining that he was temporarily living in a fleabag motel room that was “too ratty to take a high-class broad like me to”. He had seemed impressed by the middle-grade rented furniture and cheap decorations I’d done the little house in and asked me what I did for a living. I told him I was a hairdresser, working in the best shop in that tiny town—I didn’t own that one; I just worked there.

		As we had adjourned to the bedroom and I had taken off his clothes while he removed mine, I had seen the huge, knotted muscles of his arms and shoulders for the first time. When I had gotten to his jeans, I had observed that unbelievable bulge behind his boxer shorts for the first time and had known that I had been right about this animalistic man all along—he was mondo-hung! He had a cock that would put all the other cocks I had been around before to shame!

		Seeing it for the first time was both shocking and disappointing at the same time. Frank’s prick was like a loosely-packed sausage, meaty, but not especially hard! It was bigger than huge, but it just hung there atop his massive ball sac, pulsing but not necessarily getting any stiffer.

		“Here, let me help with that,” I had offered that night, reaching for my new lover’s impressive but still flaccid dick, intending to lick and suck it for him.

		“That won’t help much,” Frank had assured me, turning slightly, so that his genitals were out of reach. “Did you fuck that wimpy guy I ran off tonight, earlier?”

		His question, I remember, struck me as being so unexpected, so out of left field, that I’d answered it right away. “I have fucked him before, but I didn’t tonight,” I admitted honestly. “I intended to, but I seem to have substituted you for him.”

		“Did you ever suck his dick all the way off?” Frank had wanted to know.

		“Yeah, and I swallowed every drop for him when he came,” I’d admitted candidly, wishing right then that I had stuck with Randy—my less than brave date’s name—rather than giving man-of-a-thousand-questions Frank a chance instead.

		“Did he have a lot of come for you to swallow?” Frank queried me eagerly, his huge cock twitching suddenly.

		I watched the limp sausage fill with excitement for a moment, then answered “Oh, yeah; he really creamed my tonsils when he came!”

		The big cock continued to harden and a dreamy smile had spread across Frank’s not particularly handsome face as he seemed to contemplate that; me swallowing big gulps of another guy’s hot spunk!

		“You can suck mine now. I think that’d be hot. Suck it just the way you sucked his!” Frank murmured, talking more to himself than to me.

		“I’m not sure I can,” I remember telling him as I got into position, sitting on the edge of the mattress and reaching for his gigantic manhood. “You’re a lot bigger around and longer than he was!”

		“Just do the best you can, pretty lady, and I’m sure that’ll be fine,” Frank had told me as I began to lick around his abnormally large cock head and then nudge it into my sucking lips.

		He had waited for me to work a few more inches of hot, rapidly-hardening dick into my mouth and then took my head in his large hands and skull-fucked me; using my mouth and throat like it was a sex toy. I’d experienced rough handling from a number of men by then, so I wasn’t put off by his behavior. I licked and sucked as best I could as he used my lips to jack himself off into my mouth.

		Just when I was sure he was ready to come, he had slowly withdrawn his gargantuan dick and laid me out onto my back on the mattress. “Want to fuck you now,” he’d murmured as he slid my legs open and set the mammoth head of his unreal dick against my super-wet pussy lips.

		“Did that guy shoot a lot of cream up this tight little cunt of yours when he came in it?” Frank whispered as he had driven his monster of a cock deep inside of me for the first time.

		“Not as much as I’d had lots of times before,” I admitted, feigning shyness.

		I’d figured out by that time, what floated Frank’s sexual boat, so I murmured lurid descriptions of my nights out at Grandpap’s cabin back when I was barely a teenager, getting old man cock after old man cock shoved up my girlish pussy in between blowjobs. Sure enough, my new lover fucked me harder and deeper than I’d ever been fucked before, and had blown a titanic wad of jism up my hungry pussy when he’d finally come!

		

		****

		

		Now, Frank eyed my well-stuffed cunt hungrily and asked in a raspy voice, “Is it as full as it looks?”

		“Yes, why don’t you taste it and see?” I challenged him, working my pelvis up off the mattress, so that some of the thick creampie oozed out of me and ran down my ass crack as he watched.

		Frank didn’t say a word more; he just hurtled himself face-down between my spread legs and buried his tongue in my jizz-filled cunt! He began to lick and suck like a madman, and I heard him swallow a big load of Brick’s semen and growl out his pleasure as it slid down his throat! His rough tongue was all over me—licking my sensitive clit, plunging deep inside my slickened snatch, then swiping another mouthful of hot male jism into his greedy mouth—it felt nasty and taboo, like it always did, and I knew that once the stranger’s come was all gone, Frank was going to replace it with a hot load of his own!

		I could hardly wait I writhed about under his lusty oral assault, wriggling my clit against his insatiable tongue, forcing it down my pussy well as far as it would go; reveling in the hot, forbidden thrill of being ravaged this way! I squeezed my nipples as I ground my cunt against his face and urged him to “tongue it all out!” And to “swallow it, you perv!” And, lastly, to “fuck me, Frank-baby; just like he did!”

		As per usual, when the last of Brick’s come had been licked from my cheating pussy and swallowed, Frank’s monumental prick was as hard as the proverbial brick and he wasted no time spearing it deep into me! His muscular, working-man hips drove it in all the way in one lunge, also forcing the air out of my lungs at the same time! He fucked me like a runaway jackhammer, piercing my super-wet sex tunnel again and again, as I gasped for breath and clung to his rutting body like a drowning woman clutching a life preserver!

		“Ohhhhh, Fraaaaank; you’re killing me with your cock!” I sang out.

		“T-Too much?” he croaked, his large-bore dick all the way up in me.

		“Not enough, you tiny-cocked loser!” I chided him, hunching my violated cunt against his buried manhood.

		He screamed in frustration and really gave it to me! His mammoth prick nailing me to the bedspread; his oversized cock flying in and out of my slick fuck-hole.

		I giggled with naughty satisfaction, my clit throbs growing so close together that orgasm was inevitable. I clung to him and worked my ravaged pussy against his savage thrusts, knowing I was going to come like a star exploding very soon.

		He fucked me furiously for another minute, his super-sized cock splitting me open again and again, his strong hips pumping as if he’d gone crazy, and then my pussy suddenly clamped down so tightly on his flying meat that he screamed once again and, all at once, he went off inside me like a dam breaking!

		Wave after wave of lava-hot ball juice sprayed into me, my cunt and clit continuing to spasm out of control, the jolts of searing-hot total orgasm pulsing through my whole body. I shook and vibrated with an unholy come-fury as he unloaded deep inside me, filling my pussy channel with fiery spunk, ramming it all the way into my womb!

		“Take it, you cheating bitch! Take my hot jism!” he bellowed, his huge hands clasping around my slender neck as he began to squeeze.

		I sucked in a last breath of air as I prepared to be choked out—strangled into oblivion as he fucked me and cut off my breathing passage. The sudden deprivation of oxygen made my orgasm ramp up to indescribable heights as I lost consciousness, I was coming so hard, so furiously, I was sure that this was it—that Amanda Thorpe was going to die at the hands of this sadistic fucker!

		

		****

		

		I was almost surprised to wake up in the morning, Frank passed out, nude, next to me on the bed, snoring like a buzzsaw. Checking out my neck with my fingertips, I found that it was stiff and sore as it could be, thanks to Frank’s little choke-you-to-death- as-you-come fetish.

		I knew I’d have to do a masterful make-up job the next few mornings, to hide the gathering bruises, if I wanted to venture outside the house. I knew this from experience; I’d been hooked up with Frank for several years now, so I was no stranger to bruised necks!

		Still, I thought as I got out of bed to get ready for work today, I am far luckier than two other women Frank has lived with in the past.

		They were dead, while I wasn’t! Frank—that wasn’t his real name—had told me all about it during pillow-talk sessions over the years; strangling his ex-lovers a little too enthusiastically! Oh, they’d come, alright!

		But when it had come to getting up in the morning to go to work, they hadn’t. They’d simply lain there, dead, and Frank had been forced to skip town or face murder charges!

		He’d also killed a couple of men in barfights over the years, often over trivial matters, like bets on games or over women. He’d beaten them to death with those big fists of his, and been forced to flee yet another town or another state.

		We’re a good match for each other, I thought for the thousandth time as I stepped into the shower that morning, him, with murder and evading arrest charges hanging over him, and me; with underage prostitution and escaping from custody wraps waiting for me back home.

		There was also the matter of her being busted a half a dozen times over the years in different states for using fake ID’s and giving false names to the police for the various charges they’d brought against me!

		Soliciting for prostitution—back when I was younger and first out on my own—drinking underage, performing acts of prostitution in return for money, possession of small amounts of drugs, and minor shit like that.

		It all added up. And old Matthew Cosgrove wasn’t sheriff anymore, he’d retired years ago. But he kept his hand in at his old department; enough so that he had renewed the original charges against me every time they’d been about to lapse because of all the time that had gone by since my youthful “jailbreak”.

		Seems like that old hypocrite really got his nose out of joint over me, that night out at the cabin, when Grandpap had denied him complimentary blowjobs from Shea and me, I thought as I shaved my legs in the shower that morning. Took it real personal, about me not sucking his cock all those years ago! Silly old fuck!

		Still, I wished Grandpap had relented and let her do what the sheriff had wanted! His come wouldn’t have tasted any worse than that of most of my other elderly “clients”, and maybe I wouldn’t still be on my hometown’s Most Wanted list after so long a time!

		I rushed through the rest of my morning preparation routine, wanting to have extra time to spend on my neck, hiding the bruises, and thinking about whether or not it was time for Frank and I to move on again. Now that Brick knew where I was, would he let it slip to someone back home, so that local coppers would come pounding on my door soon? I really didn’t want that to happen, because Frank had told me countless times that he wouldn’t be taken alive again, that he’d “never spend another night in some lockup”. There’d be a bloody shoot-out—with me right in the middle of it—and I wasn’t relishing that thought at all! Better to sell the shop to one of my girls on the cheap, duck out on the rent on this house and just…disappear!

		We’d done it a number of times before, so I knew that we could. New fake ID’s, phony backgrounds—Frank had become good at computers out of necessity—and a whole new state to start over in! Maybe something more out west, like Texas! They’d never lived there before. We had, between the two of us, lived all over the South, but we’d never tried The Lone Star State!

		Those Texas Rangers had a reputation for being bad, but Frank and me were badder; at least that’s what I told myself that morning as I got ready for work! Life in this little town was getting stale, anyway, for two high-steppers like Frank and me. We should be back out on the road, having fun, picking a new place to live!

		No, I’ve got to stop doing this—bullshitting myself! I admonished my image in the medicine cabinet mirror, stopping my fingertips from attempting to feather in the concealing make-up over the bruises that were starting to show on both sides of my swan-like neck. If I don’t want to end up dead in a little house just like this one, strangled to death by a lust-crazed monster, I’ve got to stop lying to myself—RIGHT NOW! Frank is no good for me, and I’m no good for him!

		I shook my head, as if to clear it, and stepped away from the sink, bringing my make-up covered fingers down to grip the sink tightly. I was weaving about as if I might pass out, such was my level of sudden emotion. It was as if I was seeing my entire life from a great height; one shitty decision after another, and I was determined not to make another bad move!

		I stumbled over to the toilet and sat down, even though I didn’t have to use it. Sitting there, trembling atop it, I took in deep breaths and tried to think of what to do next.

		The idea about selling my current beauty shop for cash and ditching this town was a good one, I realized. Brick telling someone they both knew that he’d seen me and that I was living here could happen, I told myself. Local deputies coming to the front door in the next few weeks wasn’t a bad dream; it could really happen, along with the subsequent deadly shoot-out with Frank! That was a real possibility!

		But moving to Texas isn’t going to help anything, I realized. I need some way to extricate myself from this mess for good—not just a change of scenery! Frank was the problem; but couldn’t he somehow be the solution as well?

		A plan began to come together in my mind, and as it took shape, a big, relieved smile spread across my face…

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know about this, babe,” Frank said dubiously as they crossed into Alabama. “Isn’t this state you grew up in?”

		They were sitting side by side in a big UHAUL truck, with Frank driving. Amanda’s two-year old Honda Civic was in tow behind them. She was grinning confidently as she replied, lying through her teeth, “Yeah, but that was ages ago, I’m no more wanted here than I am in any place else.”

		“I never did anything wrong in Alabama, so I guess I’m safe, too,” he smiled back at her. His smile grew more uncertain as he asked, “What’s your name now, Amanda?”

		“Grace. I’m Grace Livingston and you’re Rhett Benning, Frank, darling!” she gushed happily.

		“Rhett sounds like a fag name. And I ain’t no fag!” Frank growled unhappily, shifting in the uncomfortable truck seat.

		“Well, I like it!” Amanda/Grace said. “And it was available. If you wanted to choose your own new name, you should have done the computer search, instead of making me do it!”

		“I was too busy, getting ready to move, to hunt around for recent dead guys on the web,” Frank groused. “Somebody had to rent the truck and load it, and I didn’t see you busting that pretty little ass of yours to help!”

		“I’m more into planning than I am loading,” Amanda admitted, looking at the map of Alabama they had bought two gas stations ago. The route they were traveling on would bring them into Hemmings, Alabama, her old hometown in about an hour. She intended to ooh and ahh over the quaintness of the place and talk Frank into settling there, touting its small-town charm and tree-lined, leafy ambience.

		She had never mentioned to Frank--or any of her previous lovers--the name of her birthplace, so he wouldn’t realize how connected to the rural hamlet she actually was. That was all part of her plan!

		They drove along in silence, with her lost in looking at the open farm fields and infrequent piney woods of her youth. “Looks a lot like parts of Arkansas or Mississippi,” Frank commented at last. ‘

		“Yeah, I guess the south is pretty much the south,” Amanda replied noncommittally, keeping her warm feelings about the state of her youth to herself.

		But, inwardly, she was fuming a little over his last statement. Alabama was special! She had been all over Arkansas and Mississippi, and they were nothing like her beloved Alabama!

		

		****

		

		“You sure about this one-horse town?” Frank asked her as they toured the small house Amanda wanted to rent. “This little burg is a long way from Muscle Shoals or even Mobile.”

		“We can have fun here, baby; trust me!” Amanda gave him a scorcher of a smile and pirouetted happily around in the empty living room,

		“Okay, it’s your money,” he commented, watching her twirl all around him, her skirt billowing out to show off her trim legs and thong panty-clad ass. “But I don’t see why we moved. This town is pretty much like the one we left, except that one was in North Carolina and this one is in Alabama.”

		“Alabama makes all the difference,” Amanda insisted. “Alabama is where I want to be right now.”

		She didn’t, of course, add that this particular town in Alabama was where she wanted to be. Or that being in it was central to her plan to rid herself of him!

		Let him find that out for himself, she thought, as she eagerly waved the real estate agent over to the kitchen counter to watch her signing the rental agreement on the house and cutting her a check for first and last month’s rent.

		“Are you sure this Marge’s is the busiest hair salon in town?” Amanda demanded to the departing real estate agent. The girl--who was just a few years older than Amanda, smiled broadly up at Amanda, who was standing atop the front porch, while the agent was halfway down the front steps, signed agreement in her briefcase—grinned bigger and said, “Oh, yes, ma’am, it surely is! Has been for years!”

		I guess nothing much changes around here,” Amanda thought to herself. Marge’s had been the place to go to get your hair done for the prom, back when Amanda had been in high school. Not that she had ever been there! Her folks were way too poor to afford Marge’s outlandish prices, and by the time Amanda could well afford such a visit herself, she’d been way beyond the high school prom stage! After you’d made a small fortune from swallowing the spunk of half the town elders, proms seemed kind of…quaint and unsophisticated.

		Tomorrow, I’ll go down there and offer to buy the place for cash, Amanda promised herself. Old Marge Bennet had to be seventy or thereabouts by now. Probably tired of standing on her feet all day, cutting hair, giving rinses, plucking old ladies’ eyebrows. She’d no doubt be happy to take Amanda’s offer and retire!

		

		****

		

		Marge Bennet was just as old-looking and used up as Amanda had envisioned her to be. She was definitely past ready to retire, and took the offered cash for her long-established beauty shop gratefully, with no haggling, and offered Ananda, who had introduced herself as Grace Livingston, some advice about “watching that new shop on the edge of town.” It seemed they offered new hairdos and beauty treatments that Marge and her more traditionally trained operators didn’t, like waxing and eyebrow threading and the like!

		Amanda/Grace smiled and nodded along, thinking that if any of Marge’s present operators didn’t want to learn new skills, to keep up with changing trends, then they could seek employment elsewhere, or follow old Marge into retirement! But she didn’t say that to Marge, who clearly had a matronly concern for her girls. She merely smiled and assured Marge that she’d keep an eye on the new shop and pledge to compete successfully with them if she could.

		Because the transaction was a cash buy out, and not a conditional sale, Marge wouldn’t be obliged to step in and take over the foundering shop again if the new owner wasn’t successful, but she acted as if that were the case. Marge had operated the place in the same location for over thirty years now and she was sentimentally attached to it. “This place has been good to me, and it’ll be good to you, if you run it right!” Marge assured Amanda as they shook hands and Marge handed over the front door keys.

		“I’m sure it will,” Amanda agreed, hustling out the door before Marge could even introduce her to the four girls who worked there as the new owner. She was anxious to get to the print shop, to have the signs saying Under New Ownership printed up and the outdoor sign place that would make sure the neon sign outside read Grace’s Hair Lair by Monday morning, instead of its current Marge’s Beauty Shop. There was also the matter of the new signs for inside the shop she was raising the prices on everything; haircuts, coloring, facials, manicures…all of it! And they’d be offering full-body waxes as of Monday morning! Amanda would rip out pussy and ass hair herself, until she could train one of the other girls to do it. It wasn’t that difficult! And it was a good money maker nowadays, with all the younger girls wanting to follow the trends like they did.

		

		****

		

		One thing Amanda adored about the beauty trade, aside from her own facility for it, was how much gossip you could pick up on in a single day! Just the casual mention of ex-sheriff Matthew Cosgrove’s name to a doughy old crone getting a shampoo and set, netted a half-hour diatribe on Cosgrove, his holier-than-thou wife—she was a Presbyterian, after all--and everyone knew how they were! —and how that corrupt family had no right to look down their noses at anyone; not after the way they ran roughshod over the Sheriff’s Department and had, for all these years!

		It turned out, from what Amanda could piece together from the old woman’s rant, that they tall, handsome deputy who had carelessly let her escape all those years ago while slobbering after the naked Shea, was Matthew Cosgrove’s nephew, his insufferable sister’s boy. And instead of getting fired for his incompetence that night in letting both girls escape custody—he’d turned Shea loose right after she had sucked him off, Amanda was sure—he’d instead kept his job, because he was Matthew’s nephew, and was now County Sheriff himself, because of his long tenure on the force and because of the Cosgrove name!

		She further learned that this old lady had been a Sheriff’s Dispatcher for twenty years, so she knew whereof she spoke. Seeing Amanda/Grace was interested in her stories of Sheriff Department shenanigans, she shared one about the County River Rescue Boat, that actually served as the Cosgrove family fishing boat, bought and maintained at county expense, and a long-ago fishing trip/sunbathing trip down the river that she and the old sheriff had shared one sunny afternoon in May.

		Amanda looked down at the wizened old senior citizen in her chair. She could see that this old lady had once presented a fine rack of tits to the world! Amanda tried to imagine her client topless, on the river in a small boat with Matthew Cosgrove, alternating between sipping a cold beer and sucking Cosgrove’s hard dick as they fished and made out. No wonder she’d been hired as Dispatcher and kept on for twenty years—her lips may have been wrinkled and somewhat thin now, but she could see them, plump and full, in her mind’s eye, wrapped around Matthew Cosgrove’s erect cock after hours, down at the Sheriff’s Department, in between microphone transmissions to squad cars, keeping the sheriff entertained, so he wouldn’t have to go home and spend the rest of the evening with his fire-and-brimstone wife!

		

		****

		

		She didn’t go right home to Frank that night. First, buoyed be what she had learned from her new favorite client, she went to the Sheriff’s Office, still housed in the exact same one-story building out behind the county courthouse that she had fled from on that long-ago night, when she’d been a scared fifteen-year-old.

		“I’d like to see Matthew Cosgrove, please,” she told the female deputy at the front desk. “I understand he still has an office here.”

		“That he does, but he usually doesn’t have visitors,” the pretty, young deputy told her doubtfully, eyeing her from top to bottom, clearly wondering who she was.

		“Tell him Amanda’s here; I’m sure he’ll want to see me,” she said imperiously, tossing her long, black locks back over her shoulders with a shake of her head.

		The deputy still looked dubious but retreated back into the bowels of the sheriff’s office to tell him she was here, seeking an audience. The deputy, who looked to be only a year or two older than Amanda was back in a flash, asking anxiously, “Are you Amanda Thorpe?”

		“I used to be, and hope to be again,” Amanda responded enigmatically. “Will he see me?”

		“If you’re really who you say you are, he will!” The slightly older girl responded.

		Amanda couldn’t help but notice the deputy’s right hand now hovered above the butt of her service revolver as she motioned for Amanda to come on back behind the counter.

		“Yeah, it’s you, alright!” The deputy murmured aloud as Amanda did as she wanted, stepping back behind the service counter. “You’re a lot taller than you were when I last saw you, and you’ve filled out nicely, but you’re really Amanda!”

		She turned to face the deputy, studying her face. “I’m Natalie Hollister; I was Natalie Collier back in high school, when we knew each other slightly. I was two classes ahead of you. I married Skip Hollister a few years after graduation.”

		“Well, Natalie, my condolences, Skip Hollister always struck me as being a smart-ass, asshole type!” Amanda blurted, unable to stop herself. She had always acted a bit cocky, when she was really nervous.

		And Natalie’s hand near the butt of that gun made her more than nervous! Natalie looked as if she’d like nothing more than to pull it and empty it into Amanda, the most notorious jail escapee this county had ever seen! They hadn’t exactly been friends back in high school, Natalie belonging to a little clique of girls who thought they were prettier, hipper, and far cooler than Amanda and her little ragtag group of friends. The cool, older girls had been outraged when Brick had dumped Florence for Amanda, a nothing little freshman with no family name and nothing special about her. It wasn’t until after the arrest and jailbreak story had made the rounds around town that everyone had figured out what Amanda had had that Florence, the ex-mayor’s daughter, didn’t namely, the ability to suck cock like the pro that she was and to fuck a man senseless!

		“Skip was an asshole—still is, for that matter!” Natalie suddenly admitted. “That’s why I divorced him a few years back.”

		Amanda glanced down at Natalie’s left hand and noticed no ring on the third finger. She still hadn’t remarried.

		No wonder Jedidiah Collier’s daughter is working as a deputy!” Amanda told herself. I bet he about shit himself when she married a no-account like Skip Hollister!

		She bet that was why old Jed hadn’t stepped in and rescued his divorced daughter financially. She could almost hear that family argument! …” I told you he was no good when you married him!” strait-laced, stern old Jedidiah would have thundered. Natalie would have cried, trying to tug on her rich daddy’s heartstrings with tears. But that wouldn’t have worked!

		Amanda wondered if Natalie knew what a hypocritical old reprobate her big-shot father really was? How much he liked to mount up on a fifteen-year-old girl and fuck her brains out? She wondered now, as she had back then, if old Jed had been dreaming of his little Natalie all those times he’d shot a huge load into Amanda’s tight teenage cunt out at Grandpap’s?

		She knew all about men and their depravities. She bet he had been daydreaming about his then-virgin daughter as he came and came!

		Natalie and she had been in the same P.E. class, when Amanda had been a freshman. She’d seen Natalie’s sodden blonde bush in the showers a number of times, as well as her big, sudsy, teenaged tits! Thinking back on how round and white they’d been, and how succulent Natalie’s pink nipples had looked—and how perverted her straight-arrow-acting father had been in public and how kinky he’d been out at Grandpap’s place—she had no doubt Jedidiah Collier had fantasized about his daughter’s hidden-away teen body as he’d blasted wave after wave of hot, forbidden jism down Amanda and Shea’s juvenile throats!

		“Is your father still alive?” Amanda asked suddenly, curious.

		Natalie’s face turned sad as she said, “No, he passed several years ago. I think it was the same year your mom died, a couple of months later, in June.”

		Amanda had heard about her mother’s death, right after her dad’s. She’d been half tempted to come back to town for the funeral, but she hadn’t, fearing arrest. The local cops were stupid, but they weren’t that stupid, she had reasoned. Instead, she’d wired money anonymously for a huge wreath, just like she’d done at her daddy’s funeral, and directed that it be set up graveside, so that all the attendees would see it—including the cops!

		Natalie led her down a corridor, right to the door of the room she and Shea had been locked in on that long-ago raid night. “He’s right in here, waiting for you,” Natalie said, knocking lightly on the solid metal door, then opening it.

		Ex-sheriff Matthew Cosgrove sat at a desk in the middle of the small room, reading through a manila file folder. The desk sat in the same spot the blonde-wood table and chairs had been all those years ago, when they had been the only furniture—save for a wooden camp cot over in one corner—the night Shea and Amanda had been locked in this very room. Amanda glanced over and saw the camp cot, or one like it, was still shoved into the corner, and wondered, briefly, if Cosgrove spent some of his nights here, in an attempt to get away from his famously pious and stiff-spined wife?

		“Well, young Amanda; you’ve come home at last! To what do I owe the honor of this visit?” the old man said, rising with some difficulty to his feet and holding out his right hand for her to shake. He looked past Amanda to Natalie and motioned that she was no longer needed.

		“I’m tired of looking over my shoulder for the Law all the time,” Amanda told him as she stepped forward and shook his hand. His skin was soft and dry, like old parchment, and she didn’t squeeze hard as they shook, as if she was afraid that it would crumple and break apart in her grip, like old parchment might.

		“I came to see you to make a deal,” she went on quickly, worried that her courage would fail her if she dragged this out.

		“What kind of a deal could we possibly make, you’re a wanted felon, dating back years! The charges just keep piling up,” he indicated the manila folder on his desk.

		“Oh, a lot of that—most of it, in fact—is from years ago! I haven’t committed a real crime in years!”

		“Prostitution, resisting arrest, fleeing bail; that sort of thing doesn’t just go away!” the old sheriff insisted, his grey-blue eyes glinting like highly-polished gunmetal.

		“No, but a man like you could make it go away, if you wanted to,” Amanda answered boldly, jutting out her chest inside the low-cut summer dress she wore, emphasizing her considerable cleavage.

		“Just why would I want to?” Matthew Cosgrove persisted, staring at the large canyon of flesh between her two bountiful breasts.

		Time hadn’t been kind to him, in the intervening years since she’d last laid eyes on him out at Grandpap’s cabin on the night of the raid. Still well over six feet tall, this elder version of sheriff Cosgrove was somewhat stooped and aged. The once barrel-like chest had morphed into a slight pot that had slid down that chest to rest above the buckle of his tan slacks, and the shock of salt and pepper hair had thinned and was now white as a pristine snowbank in winter. He still wore the 70’s porn star, gunslinger’s mustache, but it was now as white as his hair and somehow wasn’t as thick and manly-looking as it had been out at the cabin that night, when he’d been eagerly staring at Shea’s perfect little nude butt and Amanda’s much smaller juvenile breasts.

		He was about Grandpap’s age then—middle to late sixties—so he’s almost seventy now, Amanda thought, sizing up the aging lawman. Do men that old still want pussy?

		Of course, they do! she mentally reassured herself, remembering some of her elderly best customers from the cabin. It takes more to get them up for sex, and they don’t last long once they’re up, but they still want it!

		They didn’t tend to shoot as much jizz as younger men, either, when they finally came, but that was a good point, not a bad one, as far as she was concerned! Who wanted to swallow a huge mouthful of yucky old man-spunk anyway?

		“Since I left town, I’ve met a lot of men,” Amanda started out in a breathy, seductive voice. “You’ve got a lot of the story there, but you don’t have it all, by any means. Why don’t we just sit back and I’ll tell you the sordid story of my life, Sheriff, and you’ll see what I have to trade for my freedom?”

		The two of them sat down, he in his big swivel chair behind the desk and she in a client chair beside it, as Amanda began to reveal her life as a teenage fugitive and sometimes prostitute to him in all its lascivious detail, and she watched him pop a blue Viagra tablet, and his old cock begin to rise up beneath his khaki trousers as she talked on and on about the men she had seduced into helping her secure fake ID’s, escapes, and establishing new identities over the last decade.

		“Before I start in, I have a couple of question for you, alright?” she asked Cosgrove with a big smile. He nodded silently, so she went ahead and asked, “First off, is Dan Hopkins, over at the bank, still around?

		“He’s still around and still running the bank, why do you ask?” the ex-sheriff raised a snow-white eyebrow.

		“Mr. Hopkins wasn’t a regular attendee out at my Grandpap’s poker games, but he’d heard about the teenage pussy available out there, and he knew I was involved in all that,” Amanda shared with Cosgrove. “So he wasn’t surprised when I opened a savings account with four-thousand dollars in cash. It was a little unusual for a fifteen-year-old girl, but after I gave him a really good blowjob in the privacy of his office, he was more than happy to welcome me as a new depositor. He was a little surprised, the morning I left town, that I was the very first customer at the bank and when I wanted to withdraw all of my savings, in cash so that I could buy myself a car!”

		She flashed Cosgrove a conspiratorial grin and said, “Too many years have passed for an ‘aiding and abetting’ a fleeing felon charge to be filed against a fine, upstanding man like Mr. Hopkins, right?”

		Cosgrove winked at her and returned her smile, saying “I guess they have at that. Did you blow him that morning, too?”

		“Just to pass the time it took for his clerks to count out my money and bring it to his office,” Amanda informed the old lawman with a mischievous grin. Her smile morphed into seriousness once again as she asked, “Bluebird Auto Sales, the cheap lot that used to be on the east edge of town is gone, right?”

		Cosgrove nodded that it was. “Well, then, I guess I won’t have to worry about that old lot’s owner selling me a used Dodge for way too much money that morning, now will I?”

		She laughed and added, “Me, with no ID and no paperwork; just a scared kid with a big wad of hundred-dollar bills; he shouldn’t have done it, but he did—just like Brick said he would. That was where he’d bought his Chevy, so he kind of knew the owner a little bit.”

		“Brick? That would be Bricklin Northam, your boyfriend at the time, wouldn’t it?” the ex-sheriff wanted to know. “We questioned him at the time, of course, but he always claimed he had nothing to do with helping you escape custody.”

		“He didn’t, unless you count coming in my mouth a bunch of times, or fucking me all night in the back of that old Chevy of his, while we waited for the bank to open up that Monday morning,” Amanda was quick to offer.

		“But he did give you a lift out to that car lot and introduce you to the owner?” Cosgrove wanted to know.

		An awkward minute of silence went by and then Amanda said, “Yeah, it was the least he could do, after I fucked him that much!”’

		“That’s one way to look at it,” the old lawman admitted after a time. His gaze never wavered as he stared at the young woman seated next to his desk. At last, he said, “You said you had some questions, is that all of them?”

		“Only two left,” Amanda said with an intentionally sexy growl in her voice, glancing toward the steel door leading into the old interview room. “Can a man as old as you still get it up? And is that door locked securely?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		Making the Deal

		

		“The answer to both of those is yes,” ex-sheriff Cosgrove answered quickly, his steely eyes glinting with a hint of mischief as he spoke and darting once again to Amanda’s cleavage.

		“I think it might be better if we could relax a little bit before I finish telling you my life story,” Amanda grinned at him, leaning forward in the client chair so she could unzip her summer dress and reach her bra snaps.

		Cosgrove’s aged eyes reminded her of her Grandpap’s, the first time he had seen her girlish bare titties, as the bodice of the dress fell into her lap and the straps of her lightweight bra slid down her forearms, revealing her nipples to his eager gaze. She wriggled completely free of the bra and dropped it on his desk, sitting back in her chair as both of her breasts rolled and jiggled to a stop on her chest.

		“The last time you saw these, they weren’t nearly this big, because I was only a girl,” Amanda whispered to the clearly entranced older man. “Grandpap should have let me suck your cock off that night, to avoid that eventual raid. I’d like to do that now, if we can reach some kind of a deal about what happens to my life from here on out.”

		“W-What did you have in mind?” Cosgrove murmured, his eyes never leaving her exposed globes.

		“As I said before,” Amanda began. “After I left town, I met a lot of different men. I brought the latest one with me when I moved back here. He now goes by Rhet Benning now and before that it was Frank Duckett, but those are both phony. His real name, as near as I can tell, is Marvin Stanley. And he has quite a temper on him—he’s wanted for murder and evading arrest in at least two states, and he’s committed more murders that he’s never been charged with. Compared to him, I’m Mother Teresa! I was hoping that I could trade him for me, as far as wiping out all my old wants and warrants goes?”

		Amanda sat back in her chair, breathing hard and fast, and it wasn’t due to the fact that she was half-naked or that she was about to suck off an ex-county sheriff.

		“Well, that’s quite a proposition, Amanda-girl,” Cosgrove sucked in his breath, now alternating his gaze from her impressive naked tits up to her face, and back down again. “It might take a little while to get it all put together, what with all the different jurisdictions involved and all the various district attorneys.”

		“We just moved here,” Amanda told him, “as long as nothing happens to spook him, Frank will be happy to stay here as long as I want to so we’ve got plenty of time. We lived in the last town we were in a little over two years.”

		“That’s right fine,” the old sheriff said with a lascivious smile, reaching out for Amanda’s naked tits. “Plenty of time for the two of us to get to know each other, Amanda-girl!”

		She fought to keep from shuddering as he lightly twisted her nipples, dreading what was coming, but knowing it was coming!

		“That sounds great to me, Sheriff,” she whispered as alluringly as she could manage, as she leaned toward him and reached for the zipper on his tan trousers.

		Amanda didn’t really want to suck a seventy-year-old cock again, but that was just what she found herself doing a few minutes later! Retired sheriff Matthew Cosgrove’s dick must have been a formidable sight when he was a younger man; it still jutted up a good seven inches out of his unzipped fly now, but it looked as old and withered as its owner did, somehow. Slightly wrinkled with age and stooped over a little, instead of being pink and throbbing with life and dangerous looking as Amanda imagined it had been, back when Cosgrove was a young man, the cock didn’t look tempting at all. But Amanda used all of her hard-won feminine wiles to disguise that fact, cooing seductively, “What a nice one you have, Sheriff! I can’t wait to suck it!” Just before running her tongue all over the head of the half-hard prick, then drawing it into her mouth.

		“Oh, Amanda-girl, you’re so good at that!” Cosgrove sighed. “I just knew you’d be a great little cocksucker back when you were a teenager, and I wasn’t wrong!

		I bet you’d like it even better if I was still fifteen! Amanda thought angrily to herself as she slid her lips up and down the old man’s semi-flaccid dick, licking as she went, ignoring the cock’s pissy, old-man taste; acting like she was really turned on to be giving this obscene blowjob, sucking for all she was worth.

		Slowly, Cosgrove’s ancient cock began to harden beneath her tenacious sucking. She recalled how difficult it had been to fully stiffen the pricks of the old men she had serviced out at Grandpap’s, all those years ago. Some of them had never gotten completely hard, shooting their watery loads into her young mouth without warning, forcing her to swallow their acrid come when she least expected it! In a way, she hoped old Cosgrove would prove to be as unstable as those other old men had been she wanted to get this over with as soon as possible!

		But Matthew Cosgrove surprised her; his cock got harder and harder as she continued to lick at it. And he didn’t come in her mouth! When he was as firm and unbending as a twenty-year-old, he stopped tweaking her nipples—that was a shame, because it was really feeling good at that point—and eased his hard prick out of her sucking lips. She was a little taken aback when he stood up and slipped his hands into her armpits and lifted her out of the chair and urged her over onto his desktop, her manila dossier folder brushed off and clattering down onto the linoleum floor.

		“Got to fuck this hot, grown-up body of yours, Amanda!” he panted as he worked off her open sundress along with her filmy panties, baring not only her legs but her waxed-clean pussy lips to his hungry gaze.

		“That little pussy is as cute now as it was when you were a girl, and still had your muff,” Cosgrove observed in a breathless growl as he stared down at her smooth, pink furrow, while moving into place to fuck it.

		His shorts and trousers were down atop his shoes, shackling his leg movements. He shuffled around the desk like a road-gang detainee, moving into place slowly, his rampant dick waggling out in front of him.

		He grabbed the now very hard cylinder of male flesh and centered it in Amanda’s wet gash. She was shocked by how good the thick, knob-like head felt against her pussy’s entrance and up against her swollen-up clit!

		I’m really lubed up! She realized as he parted her sopping-wet labia and eased inside. Inch after inch of pulsing hot old-man dick slid into her, and she wriggled around under him on the hard desktop, trying to get comfortable enough to accommodate all he was giving her.

		“Oh, Sheriff, fuck me!” she murmured into his ear as he hunched over her, driving in more of his now massive girth. “Fuck me good, you old sweetie; you feel so nice inside my hot puss!”

		Matthew Cosgrove didn’t reply, but he did start sawing his thick cock in and out of Amanda’s slick inner canal. He fucked her as well as she had been fucked in the last several years, not counting Frank’s ‘choke-you-into-ecstasy’ specials that were more spectacular but far more dangerous! She oohed and aahed, working her lush hips up off the desk to meet his insistent thrusts; she wrapped her arms around his wide but now skinny old back, clinging to him like ivy to a wall.

		“T-Take it! Take every drop, you hot little whore!” he gasped as he started to spew into her. “Oh, God, there’s so much! I haven’t come in so long!”

		Amanda had to agree! There was a lot! It felt as though a virile, thirty-year-old man was jizzing her; not a frail old specimen like Matthew Cosgrove!

		“Mmmmmm, so good! So fucking good!” Amanda murmured as some of his spunk back-washed out of her clamping pussy and his rutting cock smeared it over her throbbing clit.

		Like its owner, the old sheriff’s come was hot! The heat of it against her sensitive clitoris sent her spiraling further into orgasm! This burnt-out old man was making her come spectacularly!

		“Oh, keep on fucking me! I’m going off!” Amanda urged him, drumming her balled up fists on his back as she came and came.

		“Quit beating on me. I know you’re coming—I can feel it around my dick!” the older man rasped.

		Amanda stopped thumping him. He was right! She could feel her pussy sheath clenching around Cosgrove’s softening prick, squeezing it as if it was trying to milk the last little spurt out of him!

		They clung together for another minute, while he drained the last of his nut juice into her. Then Amanda pushed him off of her, saying, “That wasn’t just good; it was exceptionally good, especially for a man your age.”

		“Age ain’t nothing but a number, a high one, in my case,” Matthew Cosgrove told her with a smile as he reached down for his underwear and pants and pushed all of his manly equipment back into place before cinching back up his belt and redoing his zipper.

		“I fucked a lot of older men out at Grandpap’s cabin, but none of them compared to you!” Amanda told him truthfully as she got down off the desk and got back into her discarded panties and dress.

		“Nice of you to say,” Cosgrove replied, smiling at her awkwardly. “I guess you’d be in a position to know.”

		He waited until she was fully dressed, then indicated the client chair once again, saying, “We’d best get to getting some information down, filling out the holes in our records, so we can pinpoint just where you were, where this Frank fellow was and when he was there, so we can figure out just who we need to contact.”

		As she settled into the chair, he said, “Some of this guy’s fingerprints would be helpful, as far as figuring out who he really is goes.”

		“Easy enough. He drinks about a dozen cans of beer a day,” Amanda assured the lawman. “Shouldn’t be hard to lift one of those out of the trash and get it to your lab boys.”

		“That would be great,” Cosgrove said, opening the manila file folder he had rescued from the floor. “Now, as to you, where did you go when you left our fair city, Amanda-girl?

		“Well, I told Brick that I might go to New York or L A, but they were both so far away and I wasn’t much of a driver back then, so when I got to Missouri, to Kansas City, that seemed far enough at the time. It wasn’t Chicago or New York, but it was a hell of a lot bigger than what I was used to, so I decided it would do. I needed an ID, a phony one, saying I was at least old enough to drive. So, I got one that said I was eighteen, old enough to dance naked in a nudie bar, so I wouldn’t have to burn through all the money I’d made out at Grandpap’s. From there, I got a job in a high-class brothel, where I made a lot more money than I ever did shaking my bare titties in a topless place. I got tired of sucking and fucking every night after two years or so, and I hit the road again for Florida. I got another job whoring and got into drugs--weed and cocaine, mostly--and got into trouble with the law as a result. I was scared that if they started digging around too much, that they’d discover all the charges filed against me here, so skipped out on bail and moved from Pensacola down to Miami. What a mistake! If I had thought drugs would be a problem in northwest Florida, I had a lot to learn about Miami and COCAINE! It was everywhere around there! Especially for an air-headed young girl shaking her moneymaker onstage to make a living!

		Amanda took a deep breath, grinned at Matthew Cosgrove and went on to say, “Suffice it to say that three months after relocating to Miami, I ran afoul of the law again, BIGTIME this time. Trafficking and intent to sell, and all that shit!”

		She offered the ex-sheriff an embarrassed little smile and said that the drugs weren’t even hers, she’d had a Cuban-American boyfriend that she’d met while working at still another strip club, who’d been killed in a gang shooting and had left her with a briefcase full of high-grade cocaine and stacks of hundred-dollar bills! When she’d attempted to sell the cocaine stash, it had cost her all of the hundred-dollar bills to bail herself out of jail, get a good lawyer, and a new fake ID, with a new name. She’d run as far as Atlanta to get the ID and enroll herself in beauty school. After that, she’d bounced around the south, moving every few years to keep herself free of the police, until she had met Frank. After they’d been together for a while now; she knew he had bigger problems with the police hanging over him than she ever would, so they just kept on moving every so often so that no one ever caught on to who they really were.

		“You ain’t exactly Bonnie Parker, but you ain’t Little Mary Sunshine, either, girl!” Cosgrove said after she finished talking. “Let’s see…you’ve likely got charges against you in Florida, Georgia, and maybe in Kansas City. In addition to the ones here, in Alabama.”

		He leaned forward in his desk chair, popped his big knuckles, and asked, “What about this Frank fellow? What’s he done that you’re sure of?”

		“Well, Frank’s never killed anyone in front of me, at least not yet, so I can’t be completely sure he murdered all the people he’s said he murdered,” Amanda told the old ex-sheriff with a twinkle in her eye, “this is the list, as best I can remember it…”

		As Amanda went on speaking, Cosgrove pulled a mini-tape recorder from the top drawer in the desk and clicked it on, motioning for her to continue speaking. Amanda watched the tiny reels spin as she recited all she knew about the man Frank had gotten into a heated argument with back in Tennessee in 1995 about a casual bet they’d made as to the outcome of a football game they’d been watching on a bar TV while they’d shot pool and about breaking a pool cue over the man’s head when he’d refused to pay up on the ten-dollar bet. She also furnished what details she could remember about the killing by Frank of swimming pool contractor he’d been working for over in Georgia back in the late eighties, digging swimming pools mostly by hand, with a shovel, in the hot Georgia sun. It seemed Frank was sure the man owed him a few hundred more than the three-hundred dollars the man had counted out on the hood of his pick-up truck. Frank had had heated words with the fellow, gotten himself fired on the spot, and had hit the man in the head with the shovel. He’d then taken all of the man’s payroll cash and buried his body under a fresh pour of concrete underneath the completed swimming pool!

		She also furnished information on the two women that she knew of who’d died of strangulation while having sex with Frank. The most recent of those had happened just three years ago, right before she’d met Frank in that barroom. Only a month before, he’d been living with a woman named Cynthia, just up the road from where she’d met him, in a little town called, appropriately enough, Climax. The woman and Frank had been in bed, fucking, and Frank had inadvertently choked her to death during her orgasm.

		“Jesus, what a cold fucker, Cosgrove muttered disapprovingly under his breath, “killing a woman while she was pleasuring you!”

		“You come even harder than you usually would, when the brain is denied oxygen, Sheriff.” Amanda informed him. She touched her own recently-bruised neck nervously as she spoke, thinking back to the spectacular orgasms she’d enjoyed as Frank had nearly choked her to death. “Don’t knock it, till you’ve tried it.”

		Cosgrove drew himself up in his chair, flicked off the tape recorder, and said in a voice so soft and yet guttural that it was almost a growl, “I like coming hard as well as the next guy, Amanda-girl, but I’d prefer to still be breathing, when I stopped!”

		Amanda cleared her throat before she spoke, then said “The other woman was named Julie, and she lived in West Virginia somewhere. It was about five years before this Cynthia girl died. Frank just left her in bed, strangled and full of jism, and skipped out of town, hitchhiking.”

		The old man tossed the recorder back in the drawer, closed it, and stood up from the desk. “You wait here, while I get the wheels started turning, checking on all of this,” he said, stepping toward the locked door.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		Nephew

		

		It seemed like forever--stuck in that small room, with nothing to do but contemplate the mess she had made out of her life since she’d last been sitting in the interrogation room, but Amanda’s rational side recognized that it had probably been only five minutes or so—before the door opened again, and a tall, early-thirties man also dressed in the same tan uniform that Matthew Cosgrove wore stepped into the room, closing the door behind him. He locked it once more; Amanda noticed that, before he sauntered over to the desk and said, “Hello, Amanda, I’m Sheriff Cosgrove. My uncle told me you were in here. We met once before, a long time ago. My name is Luke, Luke Cosgrove.”

		He extended his hand to her and she shook it, noting how big it was, like his uncle’s and all at once it hit her! This was the same doofus deputy who had let her escape on that long-ago night; the one who had been so entranced by Shea’s girlish nudity and her let-me-give-you-a-blowjob smile that he had completely zoned out on the other half-naked teenager slipping out of the door behind him!

		Luke Cosgrove had gained some pounds—mostly muscle, from the look of it—on his lean frame in the intervening years, and his handsome, young man’s face was fuller and contained more character than it had had when he had been in his early twenties, back when she had first seen him, but other than that, he was the same; tall and nice-looking with a softer version of his uncle’s steel-gray eyes, clean shaven, with brown hair as opposed to his uncle’s snow-white locks, Luke Cosgrove was quite the honey! A quick glance down at his left hand indicated that one of the local girls had thought so too. His wedding ring was a simple gold band that lay indented in the skin of his ring finger.

		“You’re even prettier as a young woman than you were as a skinny teenager,” he offered with a winning smile. His eyes honed in on her cleavage in the once-again in place sundress as he continued with, “You don’t look skinny anymore.”

		“Well, I hope you’re not intimating that I’m fat!” Amanda responded teasingly. “That would be a shame; all those hours I spent in the gym wasted!”

		She sat up in the client chair, thrusting out her big chest and sucking in her gut; giving him a good look at her body as she went on “I’m surprised you remember me at all—I thought you only had eyes for Shea!”

		“That little girl was something, for sure! Near got me fired as a deputy! If I hadn’t been Uncle Matt’s nephew, I’d have ended up unemployed for sure; letting her out on her own recognizance. Not going after her as stringently as we could have.”

		“No. You chose to make me the heavy, throwing the book at me, instead of her!” Amanda retorted angrily, all the old resentments bubbling to the surface unexpectantly.

		“Well, you ran and she didn’t!” the new Sheriff Cosgrove said defensively.

		“Shea’s people had a little money. My Ma and Pa didn’t! I heard how her folks hired her a fancy lawyer from Memphis, who came down here and got her off nearly scot-free!” Amanda nearly shouted. “When she sucked nearly as many dicks as I did! Fucked as many of those old fossils as me, and we both served them liquor while showing off our naked asses!”

		“All of that’s no doubt true, from what happened to her later,” the younger Cosgrove admitted with a sad, wry little smile. “She got off relatively easy, but she still had to live with the stigma of being a teenage whore! That’s why she took up with the crowd she did; that’s what led to her overdose!”

		Amanda had heard about Shea dying when she’d been barely eighteen of a drug overdose. She’s apparently been at a wild party, where there was all sorts of underage drinking, promiscuous sex and drug use going on. It was years after her probation had ended. Shea had apparently taken up with the local out-of-control crowd of high school drop outs and ne’er do wells who got by begging for money around town, working at various low-wage, dead end jobs, and pooling their money to buy drugs and alcohol, so that they could party their days away. Shea had fit right in, turning tricks or giving front seat blowjobs for her portion of the rent on the old house they had all shared and the “party favors” they all partook of.

		The studly young lawman and the runaway felon stared at each other angrily for a few silent moments. Gradually, their enmity turned back to interest and then lust; Amanda felt her pussy getting moist again as she noticed the growing bulge at the front of Luke Cosgrove’s tan trousers. She licked her full lips suggestively and said, “You know, our old customers said I gave an even better blowjob than Shea did?”

		“I don’t see how that’s possible,” the younger Cosgrove murmured, still staring down at Amanda’s half-revealed tits in the sundress. “She was the best I’ve ever had!”

		“Even better than your wife?” Amanda demanded teasingly, eyeing the Sheriff’s wedding band.

		“Leave her out of this!” Cosgrove warned her menacingly. “She don’t figure into it.”

		“Oh, well, as long as we’re going to ignore her…” Amanda whispered seductively, reaching back to unzip her dress again. She undid it all the way down to her waist and then leaned forward, so that the straps would fall into her lap again, just as they had for his uncle. When she again unsnapped her bra and placed it on the desk, Luke Cosgrove shook his head and gave her a soft wolf whistle.

		“Those have sure grown since I last saw ‘em!” he gasped appreciatively.

		“I bet this has grown too, since Shea sucked it that night,” she teased him as she naughtily reached out and unzipped his zipper.

		“Maybe a little bit,” Luke admitted, as she reached into his open fly and extracted his half-hard cock from the opening at the front of his jockey shorts.

		“Big enough,” Amanda assured him, palming it and lifting it slightly, to gauge its heft and length. She leaned forward and ran her tongue up and down its rapidly-swelling expanse, taking special care with the bulbous. mushroom-shaped head. She slipped it inside her mouth and laved it with her tongue tip and Luke Cosgrove’s cock began to inflate even more quickly than his uncle’s had. She soon had the eight-inch shaft rock hard inside her lips as they moved up and down on it and her tongue continued to lap at its tip.

		“Jesus, you weren’t kidding about being good at this, were you?” Luke sighed in ecstasy as she really began to suck his dick in earnest.

		He didn’t last long, no man usually did, once Amanda really got down to business. Her tongue was relentless, swiping and teasing Luke’s sensitive cock head. Her lips flew in and out on the meaty surface, sucking insistently. And he was hunching his hips forward, into her mouth as she sucked. Her tits jiggled and rolled; Luke’s eyes were clearly mesmerized by them. She tickled his hairy balls with her long, red fingernails as she blew him. In moments, she felt his swollen shaft pulse in that old, familiar telltale fashion, and the next thing she knew, the county’s young sheriff was cradling her face between his big hands, pumping jet after jet of rich, creamy, hot come into her throat and onto her ever-moving tongue.

		“Swallow it all, you hot little whore, just like Shea did that night!” he urged her as he came, shivering from head to toe, his orgasm so intense that Amanda was a little fearful he might lose consciousness. “Don’t you miss a drop!”

		Amanda didn’t intend to; Luke Cosgrove had the type of come she found entrancing! It was heavy and thick, like melted pudding! It didn’t taste like pudding, of course—it was pungent and slightly sour and salty, like all jism—but it was yummy too, in its own way, and Amanda had come to savor the strong flavor and acrid taste over the years!

		“Oh, you’re quite the cocksucker, alright!” Luke breathed out slowly as his torrent of semen slowed down to a trickle. “I do believe you’re even better than Shea was!”

		She licked off his final dollop of cock cream and tucked his depleted cock back in his jockey shorts, saying “I told you I was. And I’m an awesome fuck too, but we’ll have to wait for another time for me to prove that, as your uncle is back.”

		Right on cue, Matthew Cosgrove began banging the bottom of his big fist on the locked interrogation room/office door, demanding entry. Amanda had seen his face through the single panel of plexiglass set into the center of the door, watching her swallow the last of Luke’s load. The old ex-sheriff had been grinning proudly at his successor’s antics, before he had started hammering on the door.

		Luke zipped his uniform trousers back up as he sauntered over to let his insistent uncle in. Amanda had her bra back on and was struggling to get her dress back in place when the older Cosgrove breezed into the room, a sheaf of papers in hand, and said, “Don’t worry about that, Amanda, Junior and I both love seeing your bare titties, that’s obvious. I suspect we’d both love nothing better than to throw you up on that desk again and take turns fucking you all evening, but we haven’t got time for that right now. I’ve been on the phone with a couple of DAs and they’re hot for your deal! Seems like old Frank, as you call him, may be a bit of a catch! That means you’d better get home and get to finding us some fingerprints, so we can properly identify him! He could well be your ticket to freedom, just like you thought!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		Setting it up

		

		Amanda drove straight home from the city hall; it was only a few blocks away. Everything was only a few blocks away from everything else in this small town. She checked her dress nervously as she drove, looking for telltale white droplets of dried come. It wouldn’t do at all for Frank to know what she’d been up to!

		She found him seated in his recliner, watching a football game and sipping a beer. That figured, it was Monday night and Frank never missed a pro football game if he could help it. She kissed him lightly on the cheek after he’d welcomed her home and scurried into the kitchen to fetch herself an after-work brewski. She noticed the kitchen trash can was overflowing with empty cans already, and reached down to claim one of them and stuff it into the oversize purse she was using that fall. So much for gathering evidence against Frank! It had been so easy, she wanted to laugh as she went back into the front room, but she didn’t; not wanting to explain the reason for her mirth to Frank.

		She sat down on the couch and watched the Tampa Bay Buccaneers, with newly-acquired Tom Brady at quarterback, beat the holy living shit out of some other team she didn’t recognize. The Buccaneers had been total losers during the year she’d spent in Tampa Bay and she said so to Frank. “Yeah, that Brady guy may be a Yankee, but he’s still a hell of a QB, even at his age!” Frank agreed. “Just getting him has made the Buc’s into winners, and a lot more fun to watch!”

		Amanda put her beer down on the coaster on the coffee table and gave Frank the fish-eye as she asked, “Hey, weren’t you supposed to go get KFC for dinner tonight, instead of just sitting around, guzzling beer and watching football?”

		“I got caught up in the pre-game show, and then the game came on. I’ll go over at halftime and get the chicken,” he informed her imperiously, reaching for her purse as he added, “besides, I didn’t have enough money for KFC—they act as if one of the Colonel’s secret ingredients was gold or something; that shit is expensive! I had to wait until you got home with some money, baby!”

		Remembering the empty beer can she had thrust into her purse to give to the police lab, she leaned over and snatched it away from him before he could open it, growling, “If you’d get a job for a change, instead of hanging around the house, sucking down beer all day, you’d have some money of your own! You’re nothing but a big mooch!”

		He grinned at her, leaning back in his recliner and grabbing at the front of his jeans, surrounding his hefty male package with his big hand and jiggling it at her, saying, “I bring something else to the table beyond mere earning power.”

		“Yeah, well you and your big dick can take a hike any time you want to, as far as I’m concerned,” she told him, “I can always find another cock to keep me company; maybe not as big as yours, but big enough to get the job done!”

		“Aw, baby, does this mean you don’t love me anymore?” he answered in a teasing voice.

		“Never did. Never will.” Amanda answered as she always had, when he’d asked that question. It was true! She never had loved Frank; he was just a muscle-mound lummox with a huge cock, as far as she was concerned. Good for a great fuck once in a while and a steady diet of thrilling, dangerous sex—with his strangulation fetish and his brooding, violent nature--living with him was like living with a wild animal, which might turn on you, with deadly results, at any time!

		“Okay, I’ll go get dinner,” he finally said after long moments of waiting to hear her say she loved him—which he knew she never would. He lurched up out of his recliner and said “This game sucks, the Bucs are creaming them, and it’s nearly halftime, anyway.”

		She quickly got a twenty out of her purse and handed it to him and he turned and shuffled toward the door. Once he was safely in the car, she took the purse and its incriminating evidence into the bedroom and put it in the easy chair beside the bed, a coat over it for added safety, and then changed into shorts and a tee shirt for the rest of the evening, The old sheriff’s jism was getting really runny and thin up inside her pussy canal by now, so she went in and sat on the toilet for a while so that it could drain. It wouldn’t do to have a big creampie spot forming on her panties and soaking through her shorts later in the evening even a lout like Frank might be observant enough to notice that!

		He almost never ate her, so, unless they fucked tonight, she wouldn’t have to worry about him finding the lawman’s big load up inside her. She could just take her normal shower in the morning—taking one tonight would be out of the ordinary, and Frank might notice the break from routine and get to wondering what she had been up to and why she was so late in getting home from the shop.

		

		****

		

		“Here’s the beer can with those fingerprints I promised the Sheriff,” Amanda said to Natalie, the front desk deputy the next morning, as she dropped the can off at the sheriff’s department on her way to the shop. “Would you see that he gets this?”

		She had slipped the beer can into a plastic bag and zipped it shut this morning, on her way out to the car, secure in the knowledge that lazybones Frank was still sprawled out in bed, snoring away blissfully.

		Natalie took the offered bag and said, “Sure I will.”

		Natalie seemed flustered, as if talking to Amanda embarrassed her or something. Amanda wondered about that as she left the building, but put it out of her mind, concentrating instead on getting to the shop on time and thus setting a good example for her new employees.

		

		****

		

		The day went as most days went in the beauty trade; a little gossip, a little cutting up between the girls who had worked together for years, with Amanda feeling slightly left out as the new boss and the new girl in the shop.

		Three o’clock rolled around, and she found herself in the rear of the shop, in the small “room” they used for waxing; really an imaginary room formed by four blankets thrown over ropes secured to the walls of what had been a tiny storage room, with a waxing table in the middle of it and Amanda’s waxing paraphernalia scattered around the table, the flat popsicle-looking sticks she used to spread the hot wax, the electric clippers she used to shear the pubic hair down to a manageable buzz-cut length, the strips she used to pull the cooled wax and the unwanted hair free of the pelvic region and the asshole, in full Brazilian waxes, and the various salves and ointments she used to comfort the stressed flesh of her customers.

		She had just finished up with a heavyset, pimply-assed teenage girl, whom she felt like telling losing thirty pounds or so would do a lot more for her dating life than getting her somewhat ugly young pussy rendered hairless, when one of the front shop girls, Val something or other, popped her head inside the waxing cubicle and told her that she had a customer out front who wanted a haircut, who had asked for her by name and would accept no one else!

		“She asked for Grace, are you sure?” Amanda asked her employee incredulously. She knew next to no one in this town yet, especially by the name Grace Livingston, that she was using as an alias! Mind racing, she collected the hundred dollars she charged for the full wax and sent her teenage customer on her way, with a complimentary tube of aloe-based gel that she assured the girl would help soothe her throbbing pelvic area after showers and towel drying.

		When she followed Val back out into the shop her heart almost stopped! Shea Livingston looked up at her from the latest issue of Vogue and smiled that old Shea smile! “Grace Livingston?” the apparition from her past inquired as she got to her feet and extended a hand to be shaken. “I’m Amber Livingston, or at least I used to be, before I married Luke Cosgrove. I wonder if we’re related, since you’re a Livingston, too?”

		It all fit into place now! Amanda remembered Shea’s skinny little cousin, Amber, from way back when. She’d only met Amber a few times, she had gone to a different grade school than Amanda and Shea, and she’d been three grades below them, so they hadn’t hung out with her much. Amber had still been into Barbies when they were just discovering boys and rock and roll and fan magazines.

		As a grown-up woman of twenty-two or so, Amber looked enough like Shea to pass as her--the same strawberry-blonde hair, the same willowy build, the same green eyes and cute little smile—Amber looked exactly as Shea might have looked, if she had lived to be twenty-two. It was uncanny, heart-stopping, if you weren’t ready for it! And Amanda definitely hadn’t been ready for it!

		“I should explain,” Amber said as she slid into an unoccupied chair and Amanda slipped a styling cape over her chic-looking pants suit and got ready to cut Amber’s slightly too-long locks. I’m best friends with Natalie, over at Luke’s office and she phoned me last night and told me that you’d been in to see Luke and his uncle, Amanda—I mean Grace!”

		Amber’s voice had dropped to a whisper, so that the other girls wouldn’t hear what she was saying, and Amanda was glad for that. Amber obviously knew exactly who she really was and what she had gone to see the Cosgroves about! Her scissors flew over Amber’s hair she wanted to make this the fastest haircut she had ever done!

		“I was hoping we could go out and get a drink somewhere later this afternoon,” Amber whispered as the strawberry-blonde chaff flew from Amanda’s scissors. “To kind of catch up, and talk things over. That’s why I came by so in late in the day.”

		“I can leave right after I finish cutting your hair,” Amanda assured her. “It’s my shop; I can leave whenever I want. Val or one of the other girls can lock up for me.”

		“That would be super. There’s a little bar where we could talk freely just a few blocks from here,” Amber told her with a smile that was so like her deceased cousin’s that it made Amanda’s heart flutter again.

		

		****

		

		Leaving work early to have a drink with the Sheriff’s wife would cause tongues to wag among her employees, but Amanda couldn’t worry about that right now! She had to find out what had brought Amber into the shop today! Did she plan to “out” Amanda as the infamous teenage runaway whore that a few of the town’s older citizens still wondered about? That would totally wreck her plans with Frank, and using him as trade bait for a plea-bargain deal!

		He’d insist on moving again as soon as he heard about this being her hometown and everyone being up in arms about her true identity! He’d be so wary of the cops; they’d never get near him without a giant shoot-out and a bloodbath that could well include her!

		“This is it, the Hideaway Room,” Amber said suddenly, drawing up in front of a tavern a few blocks down from the shop. They had been striding along in silence, almost race-walking, they’d been moving along so quickly, their long legs gobbling up the distance between Amanda’s shop and the bar.

		“I know the owner, so I’ll make sure we get a secluded booth, where we can talk without being overheard,” Amber assured her as they entered the slightly run-down ginmill and their eyes adjusted to the dark atmosphere.

		The place still stank vaguely of cigarette smoke, though there had been no smoking inside the premises for years now. But it was an old bar, Amanda remembered it from when she’d been a kid growing up in this town. It had been named something else back then, Bob’s Corral, or something like that. Something western; corral or barn or something cowboy-themed.

		“Johnny, I’d like a couple of martinis, very dry, on the rocks. My friend and I will be in the back booth,” Amber said to the barman as they entered. She looked at Amanda, who nodded that a martini was fine, and then she followed Amber around a corner and deeper into the pervasive darkness, until she stopped at a booth that was the last one in a row of empty booths.

		“I didn’t just talk to Natalie on the phone last night,” Amber murmured as they settled into the booth. “I went over to her house and she showed me the video she’d shot on her cell phone, the one she made off of the surveillance footage in the old interrogation room Luke’s uncle uses for an office.”

		Her green eyes glowed with mischief, even in the darkened barroom and Amanda’s blood ran cold as she croaked, “Surveillance footage?”

		“You’d think that old horndog would remember that that room has surveillance cameras, wouldn’t you? Or that Luke would!”

		Amber stared at Amanda’s chest across the table for a few seconds before she said “You’ve got quite a set of titties! They’ve really grown, since you were a teenager!”

		Amanda didn’t know what to say; how to react! She just sipped her martini, when the bartender finally delivered it and stared back at Amber.

		“Men are so crazy about big tits!” Amber said, taking a big drink of her own cocktail after the bartender had disappeared back into the front room. “They are fun to play with, no doubt about that, but I still don’t see why they go so bonkers over them.” She looked down at her own modest chest and added, “Of course, mine are nothing to brag about, not compared to yours!”

		She stared off into the darkness for a few seconds and then added, “Natalie’s got nice boobies, nearly as nice as yours, I bet!”

		Amanda thought back to Natalie Collier’s bare, soaped-up tits in that long-ago girls’ locker room at the local high school. She’d had nice tits as a seventeen-year-old; Amanda expected they were even better now, ten years later.

		“Yeah, Natalie’s got herself some big knock-knocks,” Amanda whispered across the table to Amber. “But you didn’t invite me here to discuss Natalie’s tits, now did you?”

		“No, I didn’t,” Amber shook her head negatively, “And even though you did a nice job on my hair, I didn’t really come to see you today because I needed a haircut.”

		“Why did you come to see me?” Amanda suddenly demanded. “Are you pissed because I fucked Uncle Matt?”

		“Jesus, no!” Amber laughed, and I’m not mad that you gave Luke a blowjob, either! It’s one less I’ll have to give him.”

		She downed some more of her cocktail and sat it back on the table. Her eyes never leaving Amanda’s, she asked her, “Did you like sucking him off? It sure seemed like you did on that video!”

		Amanda was more than a little bit taken aback by the question, so she found herself answering it quickly and truthfully. “Luke has the kind of dick I love to suck, big and meaty, but not too long. And his come is yummy; all thick and hot and gooey, like melted pudding, not thin and watery, like some guys’.”

		Amber gave her a wry little grin and admitted, “I can do it, suck cock, but I don’t enjoy it like you do!” Shyly, she slid her hand across the table and touched Amanda’s as she added bashfully, “Over the years, I’ve found things I like better than sucking cocks.”

		Amanda resisted her impulse to jerk her hand away as she realized that Sheriff Luke Cosgrove’s pretty wife—Shea’s cousin—was gay or, at the very least, bi-curious!

		Her two years spent in a high-end Kansas City whorehouse had taught Amanda to lick pussy and suck tits as well as any man could do it. She hadn’t really gotten off on it, the way some of her co-workers had, but she could do a credible job of it. Her male customers had really dug it—seeing two gorgeous women going at one another! She had enjoyed the attention of some of her partners more than she had others during those little performances, but she could honestly say she was far more into men than she was women.

		But that didn’t mean she couldn’t use her hard-earned expertise to find out more about what little Amber was up to! She took Amber’s hand in hers and brought it up to her lips for quick kiss, saying, “Let’s get out of here and go someplace where we can get to know each other better, if you get my drift, gorgeous. We can’t go to my place because I live with a guy who’d want to fuck you, if I brought you home with me. Is there a discreet motel somewhere in town?”

		“Oh, we can go to my house,” Amber suggested readily enough. “Luke won’t be home for hours yet!”

		“Working the late shift, eh?” Amanda said.

		“Most nights,” Amber commented sadly. “We don’t see that much of each other anymore.”

		She drained the rest of her drink and added, “Perhaps that’s best, the way the two of us have been getting along lately. He seemed to enjoy that blowjob you gave him yesterday more than anything I’ve given him in a while.”

		That’s sad! Amanda thought, eyeing the long, lean, yet very beautiful girl sliding out of the booth across from her. Maybe I can help her fix that, after all, I am very good with men!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		Amber

		

		Amanda didn’t know what being county sheriff paid, but it had to be a lot, because the house across town that she followed Amber’s new Chrysler to was as recently built, sprawling, and sumptuous-looking as it could be! The place was all one story, built out of red brick, and richly shingled with dark, almost black, roof tiles. There was a three-car garage, and very stylish, red brick lamp-post out front that lit the driveway’s entrance.

		It was as unlike the simple two-bedroom cottage on the other side of town that Amanda had grown up in as it could be. She had to restrain herself from oohing and aahing at the gourmet kitchen and beautiful furniture as the two of them moved through the model-home lovely house. They stood in the kitchen while Amber made them martinis at the island bar, then went into the front room to drink them.

		“My uncle, Dan Hopkins, over at the bank, helped us get into this place, back when Luke was still a deputy. Then, when Matt decided to step aside--so that Luke could run for sheriff--it became a lot easier to make the mortgage payments,” Amber offered as they sat down in the spacious living room.

		“Oh, I know Mr. Hopkins, he helped me out with a saving account, back when I was still in high school,” Amanda said.

		The conversation lagged, as Amber realized what Amanda’s knowing her uncle back then might mean. Her pretty, light-skinned face grew red as she imagined Amanda’s youthful lips sliding up and down Dan Hopkins’ dick and him coming in her mouth, just the way Luke had yesterday!

		“Well, of course you know him—you grew up in this town, just like I did,” Amber managed to choke out moments later. She sipped her martini, as if hoping it would help lubricate her vocal cords.

		“I’m anxious to see more of the place; it’s so beautiful!” Amanda told her, snatching up her own drink and standing up. “Give me a tour!”

		“Well, I wasn’t expecting company, so the place is probably a mess,” Amber apologized, getting to her feet. “But the cleaning girl was here today, so maybe it’s not too bad.”

		She has a housekeeper, a new car, a palace of a house! Old Luke is treating her like a princess, alright! Amanda thought to herself as she followed Amber into a hallway off the living room.

		“This is a spare bedroom we use for guests,” Amber said, opening the door to what looked to be a professionally decorated guest bedroom, with throw pillows on the perfectly made bed that wedded the room’s paint scheme and carpet colors and tied together the bed’s elaborate bedspread with the light lavender accent stripe of paint that circled the room just below the ceiling. The guest bathroom next to it down the hallway was just as perfect and unused-looking. And the children’s bedroom looked as though it had yet to experience the patter of little feet.

		“No kids, yet; I’m guessing,” Amanda whispered.

		“Not yet, but we’re hopeful,” Amber replied as if by rote; it sounded as if she’d answered the same question from inquisitive friends and relatives more times than she cared to remember.

		“If you want to get pregnant, you and Luke are going to have to fuck more! How many times a month do you do it with him?” Amanda asked her.

		Amber’s green eyes went wide as she stammered, “T-That’s kind of…personal—don’t you think? I’m not sure I’m comfortable discussing such an intimate detail with someone I just met!”

		Amanda took charge; sweeping the other woman into her embrace and whispering hotly, her lips a few inches from Amber’s, “That’s what we’re here for, isn’t it? To get personal and intimate with each other?”

		She boldly drew Amber in for a kiss, and a few seconds into it, the tall strawberry-blonde’s lips opened to her insistent tongue’s advanced and she felt Amber’s tongue shyly exploring hers as they kissed. Like her long-dead cousin, Amber didn’t have a lot in the way of tits, but Amanda felt Amber’s hard little nipples clear through her bra, blouse and suitcoat, getting even stiffer and pokier, pressing against her own pliant mounds, pulsing with growing excitement!

		She’s done this before, but I don’t think she’s done it much! Amber told herself as the kiss heated up and the two of them began rubbing their chests together instinctively as they made out, searching for the added thrill of nipple touching nipple, even through the layers of clothing they both wore. Her saliva is sweet as honey; I bet her pussy juice is sweet as it can be too, Amanda found herself thinking as they traded spit.

		Resolving to find out, Amanda reached down and unbuttoned Amber’s stylish pantsuit coat, working it off the slender girl’s shoulders as they continued to kiss. Amber had an expensive-feeling, satin-like blouse on under the coat and Amanda’s nimble fingers made quick work of those buttons as well.

		“Here, let me help!” Amber panted as she broke off the kiss, leaned back in Amanda’s arms so that the other girl could yank her blouse free of her slacks’ waistband and ease it off her shoulders. Now topless, except for a lacy little bra, Amber made no effort to resist as Amanda reached around behind her and undid the clasps. “See? I told you they weren’t very big!” Amber said with a blush as Amanda stripped off the bra and bared her small mounds.

		“No, but these look positively…delectable!” Amanda growled as she released Amber from her embrace to give herself room to dip her lips down to the other girl’s tiny, red raspberry-like nipples. Amber sucked in her breath as Amanda gobbled up the left one while tweaking the right nipple between her eager fingers. Amanda’s tongue made little swirls around the pulsing berry between her lips and she discovered that Amber had the sweetest nipples she’d ever sucked!

		Her lust heightened by tasting Amber’s succulent tits, Amanda found herself hungering to feast on the little blonde’s slit! Still nursing at her luscious nipples, Amanda waltzed the slender girl over to the nearby bed and bent her back down onto it. She switched nipples a few times, lying in between Amber’s spread open legs and then began kissing her way down the girl’s sleek little tummy while squeezing both of Amber’s saliva-glistening buds. “Wha—What are you doing?” Amber called out with alarm as Amanda’s kissing lips neared the waistband of her pantsuit. “You’re not going to kiss me…there, are you?”

		Amanda looked up at her over the expanse of her flat stomach, with wonder on her face. “My, my girlfriends in college and…and Natalie just used their fingers, while they…sucked my nippies!” Amber explained ashamedly.

		No wonder she’s so shy,” Amanda told herself. She’s not even a real lesbian! She’s a lesbian wantabe!

		“This will be so much better, baby! My wriggly little tongue in your hot snatch will feel so much better than a finger!” Amanda assured her as she straightened up, knelt on the carpet and unzipped Amber’s suit pants. Digging her fingers in, to find the panties underneath the pantyhose Amber drew the whole thing—pantyhose, panties, and suit pants down Amber’s lush little thighs. Amber made muted sounds of protest and squirmed a little to keep her clothes on, but Amanda noticed she wasn’t really struggling that hard to get away, and that she actually raised her fine young ass up off the mattress a little, to help Amanda strip off her clothes!

		What a pussy! What a nice butt—she reminds me so much of Shea, except for that thick, strawberry-blonde bush! But, Amanda reminded herself, I never saw Shea’s when she was in her twenties, because she died so young; the last time I saw Shea’s, she was barely thirteen, so she didn’t have a pubic bush yet!

		Amber had the same sort of petite, tiny, pink pussy that her cousin had been blessed with. Amanda’s first thought was that Luke, the girl’s husband, might have trouble getting his fat dick inside such a small opening. But then she remembered how many thick, old-man dicks had burrowed their way into Shea’s girlish cunt out at Grandpap’s cabin, and put the thought from her mind. Men, she knew from experience, much preferred a snug pussy; Luke would have no compunction about forcing his wide cock into his wife’s smallish opening. Hell, he’d love it!

		Staring down at the diminutive slit, Amanda couldn’t wait to taste it! She parted the thick, red-gold tangle of pubic hair partially hiding it away with both hands and drew the mat of curls aside, baring the glistening-with-arousal pink furrow for her tongue. “Oh, how cute your pussy is,” she breathed out excitedly as she leaned forward and teased it with just her tongue tip. Amber cooed in ecstasy as she reached to top of the tiny treasure, and rubbed her clit against Amanda’s exploring digit. “That feels so good, but it’s so nasty!” Amber sighed.

		Amanda just chuckled and slid her tongue inside those pink furls, thinking I’ll show you nasty, you little prig! You ain’t seen nothing yet!

		She released her hold on the girl’s cunt hair and moved her hands up Amber’s torso, all the time kissing her pussy lips and tongue-fucking her steadily. Amanda took a plump little raspberry-red nipple in each hand and began to twist and squeeze them in time with her cunt-licking. The little strawberry-blonde went crazy, bucking and mewling beneath Amanda’s experienced love-making. She sucked at Amber’s gushing pussy lips and drove her tongue into the girl’s sweet depths again and again. She tweaked those sensitive little nipples until Amber was screaming for more, thrusting her twat up off the mattress, seeking more and more of Amanda’s talented mouth and tongue!

		This little girl is a hellcat, when she gets going! Amanda realized. She must be giving old Luke the best sex he’s ever dreamed of!

		But that didn’t sound right—Luke hadn’t reacted like a man getting fucked regularly and well, the other night in the interrogation room. He had gone for Amanda’s tits and blowjob right away, with no hesitation, not like a happily married, well-taken-care-of-at-home husband!

		He acted like he hadn’t had titties or head in months, Amanda realized, not like a man who was living with this little hottie!

		She resolved to find out more about this apparent conundrum later, but right now, Amber was quivering all over, screaming out her release. So, Amanda sucked a little harder on the girl’s clit and pummeled it with her tongue, causing Amber to nearly black out in ecstasy. The lithe redhead’s wails of joy died away and she lay back on the bed, gurgling with utter bliss, her hands gravitating down to fondle and caress Amanda’s hair as she continued to suck and lick.

		But Amanda didn’t want her head cradled. She wanted what she had just given Amber; a huge orgasm! Insistently, she pulled her long, black locks free of the other girl’s fingers and straightened back up, reaching behind herself to unbutton the top button of the blouse she wore. As Amber watched, she drew the blouse up over her head and shucked it off. Next, she unsnapped her bra and shimmied out of it. Putting a hand under each of her bobbling tits, she offered them to Amber, saying, “Look how my nipples are standing out, after eating your pussy. Don’t you want to suck them a little?”

		Amber smile bashfully and said, “I sure do. They’re incredible! You have a great set of titties!”

		“They’re all yours, cutie! Suck ‘em all you’d like, but then I really want to feel that hot little tongue of yours on clit!”

		“I…I’ve never done that before! It’s so nasty! My college girlfriends and I thought only real degenerate girls sucked each other’s c-cunts!” Amber choked the word out hesitantly.

		Amanda could imagine Amber with a bunch of hoity-toity sorority pusses, all naked and fingering each other off while they sucked each other’s nipples and told themselves they weren’t really lezzies because they didn’t lick one another; all the while hungering to go all the way and get totally down and dirty with the delicious-looking snatches they were fingering! Stuck up little Southern Belles who couldn’t admit who they really were, even to themselves! Amanda thought disparagingly to herself as she lowered her nipples to Amber’s voracious lips.

		Sure enough, Amber went for the twin nubs like a starving baby! She squeezed Amanda’s tits as she licked and sucked like a wild woman, remembering what Amber had said earlier about not getting why men “were so bonkers over big tits.” Maybe she understood it better now! Amanda thought while Amber went absolutely nuts over Amanda’s big set of boobies.

		She had already been wet as could be, just from tonguing Amber’s succulent little pussy. Now that the girl was spasing out over her sensitive nipples, Amanda was really getting turned on! She waited until she was sure Amber was as excited as she was before suddenly withdrawing both breasts from the other woman’s needy mouth. Amber mewled pitifully and reached for the retreating mounds. But Amanda pushed her hands away and sat up straight, saying “Here! Try some pussy you’ll love it, you hot-blooded little tramp!”

		With that, Amanda quickly knee-walked up the reclining Amber’s lithe frame until her knees were on either side of Amber’s pretty face. She lowered her pelvis and squished her wet cunt folds all over Amber’s chin and lips, as if she were juicing an orange half. “Stick your tongue out and taste me!” She ordered the younger girl, and she felt Amber’s tongue pierce her nether lips tentatively, then travel up and down, gliding over her swollen clit. “Oh, yeah, baby, lick my hot clitty for me, while I do the same to you!” Amanda panted, spinning around into a sixty-nine, but careful to keep Amber’s head trapped between her thighs as she did so.

		The two women lapped and sucked at each other until both were breathing erratically and grinding their juicy cunts against each other’s lips and questing tongues! Amanda could feel her stiffened nipples digging into Amber’s sleek little tummy and she had the delicious sensation of Amber’s spiky nubbins gliding against her own belly flesh! She pressed her responsive nips down harder on Amber’s hot skin and sucked at the girl’s clit more forcefully. Amber squealed that she was coming up into Amanda’s liquid depths and the vibrations of her shouted bliss set off an answering orgasm deep within Amanda’s pussy!

		They clung to each other desperately and came and came! Amanda’s clit was hammering with excitement and she could feel Amber’s pulsing in come-ecstasy as she lapped it with her cunt-oil-slick tongue! “Ugh! No more!” Amber at last huffed, pushing Amanda away. “It’s just too much…I’m too sensitive!”

		“Come up here and cuddle with me,” Amanda commanded, straightened back around in the bed and tugging on Amber’s arms. They wriggled their way up to the head of the bed, shedding the remnants of their clothing as they went, and embraced, nude, among the bed pillows, their lips meeting for a sensual, tongue-filled kiss that tasted of pussy-oil.

		“Mmmmm, that stuff isn’t bad!” Amber pulled away, tasting cunt juice for the first time and breaking into a hesitant, wry little smile. “I always thought it would be gross—sticking your tongue in another girl’s…business!”

		“Not as gross as swallowing a man’s jism!” Amanda commented, making a face. “And I’ve done that countless times.”

		“Those stories making the rounds around town after you left! Are they true? Did you and cousin Shea really fuck and suck all those old men?”

		Amanda didn’t answer, but she slowly nodded that they were. Amber gave her an embarrassed little half-smile and said, “You and Shea always were a pair of little devils, when you were young! Always getting up to something! That’s why my mama didn’t like me playing with you guys.”

		Reaching out for Amber’s bare nipples, squeezing them mischievously, Amanda said, “Well, your mama ain’t around anymore to warn you away from me, now is she?”

		“No, she isn’t. No telling what depravities you might lead me into, is there?” Amber sighed as Amanda leaned in to kiss her again.

		No telling… Amanda thought as her tongue found Amber’s once more and they began trading spit and pussy juice during the torrid kiss…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Luke, Amanda, and Amber

		

		Sheriff Luke Cosgrove slipped into his bedroom in utter silence. Amanda saw that he had his cowboy boots in his right hand, so she knew he had eased out of them once he was inside his house and padded silently down the hall in his stocking feet. Amanda was on her back in the bed, with Amber as naked as she was, on her hands and knees between Amanda’s spread legs, her face buried in Amanda’s pussy.

		Luke’s gray eyes were the size of quarters as he watched his wife lick and suck contentedly. Amanda smiled invitingly at him over Amber’s bobbing head and nude body and he bent down and put the boots on the carpet and began unbuttoning his uniform shirt. He got down to his underwear without making a sound, and then pulled his tee shirt up over his head, baring his big chest and arms. Amanda moaned in anticipation and wiggled her slit against Amber’s greedy tongue as the sheriff hooked his thumbs in his jockey shorts and began to tug them downward.

		It was just as meaty and luscious-looking as Amanda remembered it, hanging down, half-hard already, over Luke’s impressive nut sac! He wrapped his right hand around it and began to stroke it, staring at his cheating wife on her hands and knees, buck naked, licking pussy. Amanda’s pussy! She moaned and wriggled her clit against Amber’s insatiable tongue, reveling in showing off for Luke and his reaction to her soft moan and Amber’s little answering growl of lust. His dick got firmer as she watched and soon the fully nude sheriff was shuffling toward the bed, mesmerized by the sights and sounds emanating from it as a cat by the smell of catnip, his fully-erect eight-incher jutting out of his pumping fist.

		Where would he elect to put his fierce hard on? Would he sweep his wife out of the way, so that he could plunge it balls-deep in Amanda’s juicy cunt? Would he shove Amber clear, so that he could sink his swollen manhood into Amanda’s lips and begin fucking her face?

		Instead, he knelt quickly between Amber’s legs and centered his cock head in her slit from behind and shoved forward. Amber reacted as if a switched-on cattle prod had been rammed unexpectedly up her pussy. She yanked her head free of Amanda’s gushing cunt lips and turned it to look over her shoulder at her hunching, rutting husband, an exasperated look on her pretty face. “Give a girl some warning, why don’t you, baby?” she demanded of her lustily-fucking husband.

		“S-Sorry, but you just looked so sexy, eating this little slut’s pussy, I couldn’t resist!” Luke stammered, never ceasing his thrusts into his wife’s super-wet gash. “Besides, you usually won’t let me fuck you like this, doggie style.”

		“That’s because it’s nasty, doing it like barnyard animals do it!” Amber’s chastising voice dissolved into a moan of ecstasy as her husband’s big hands moved underneath her, to cup a small breast in each palm as he continued to nail her.

		“How about me? You can lick while he fucks you, you know!” Amanda broke in at that point, thrusting her denied pussy up off the mattress and waggling it around below Amber’s raised head.

		“T-That would be even nastier than our doing it like this!” Amber insisted.

		Amanda looked past Amber and up at Luke as she said, “This dumb bunny just doesn’t get it, does she? The nastier it is the better it is!”

		With that, she reached up and drew the struggling Amber’s head downward, mashing her mouth up against the saliva and pussy-oil-smeared lips of her neglected cunt. “That’s right, babe, eat it!” Luke brayed happily as he felt his wife’s pussy grab at his gliding cock. “Eat her right up, while I fuck you!”

		

		****

		

		“It feels…odd to be doing this while his thing is smeared with his come and mine,” Amber groused as she licked her husband’s once-again hard cock.

		Amanda, who was on her tummy next to Amber, licking the other side of Luke’s rapidly-reviving dick, looked over at her co-fellatrix and growled, “You’ve tasted his spunk lots of times before, and you couldn’t get enough of it, when I was licking your pussy before, hot stuff; so, I don’t know what you’re complaining about.”

		Amber gave up her half-hearted attempts at reluctance. Instead, she licked her way up her husband’s dick and pushed her mouth down over it. “Oh, yeah!” Luke moaned enthusiastically as he fucked up into Amber’s mouth. “Suck it! Suck it like a whore, baby!”

		Amanda slid her mouth down out of the way, so Amber could bob all the way up and down on her husband’s cock, and began licking his balls instead of his prick. She got them good and wet, then plopped one of them into her mouth and started tonguing it and sucking it while Amber blew him.

		“Oh! Oh, fuck; that feels so great!” Luke sighed, his balls clenching together inside the sac Amanda was tonguing. “I…l gotta’ come, baby. I’m sorry, but I just gotta’.

		“Don’t swallow it all I want some!” Amanda called out to Amber as the fat cock began to buck and spurt inside her mouth. Luke proved to have quite a bit, considering the fact that Amanda had just drained his nuts last night. But then, he was a young guy with an active libido, and he was getting the blowjob of his life from his innocent little wife and her switch-hitting girlfriend!

		Amber looked stricken when Luke’s cock finally stopped spewing forth its load. She slid her lips free of it and looked at Amanda in a panic, some of Luke’s nut juice obviously still in her mouth. “Here, baby, kiss me. Let me swallow that for you.” Amanda offered holding out her arms. The two women embraced, Amber feeding Amanda a huge wad of warm spunk, mixed with spit, as they tongue-kissed. Amanda swallowed it noisily, winking at Luke as she did so.

		“Fuck, you two are incredible!” Luke murmured under his breath, and Amanda saw that his spent dick was already firming up again.

		She scrambled into place to suck it again, urging Amber to join her. “Help me get him hard; I want to fuck him this time!”

		“B-But he’s my husband!” Amber protested as she slid onto the pillow next to Amanda.

		“Don’t be such a greedy little bitch—I’ll let you watch!” Amanda chastised her teasingly “Maybe I’ll even let you eat his jizz out of my freshly-fucked pussy. Would you like that?”

		Amber hesitated, turning red as she imagined doing that. Turning her eyes away from Luke, she admitted, in a small, embarrassed whisper, “I might…I just might!”

		Luke’s cock got hard almost instantly as he heard his once-demur little wife say that and Amanda began to suck it. “You bitches are so hot I can’t believe it!” he whispered, squeezing Amber’s swollen little nipples as Amanda blew him and his wife licked his balls.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby; he’s got a nice one! Not too big, not too long; just right for a pussy ride!” Amanda whispered to the wide-eyed Amber as she hunched up and down over the reclining Luke’s body. “If I had a cock like this one at home, I’d fuck it a lot more than once or twice a month!”

		Amber looked both contrite and embarrassed as she murmured, “I told you that in confidence, you weren’t supposed to blab it back to Luke!”

		Amanda wasn’t just vamping for the on-looking sheriff and his wife. Luke’s fat, solid, eight-incher did feel just right in her almost-liquid pussy, as it glided up and back, her super-slick cunt walls gripping at it, her clit throbbing with joy as the hot shaft caressed it. She shook her big tits for Luke and Amber, and worked her hips even faster over his up-thrust cock.

		“I…I’m gonna’ come!” Luke gasped, looking over at Amber guiltily. “Her pussy just feels too good not to!”

		“Flood her, babe! Give her lots of that hot cream of yours!” Amber whispered back enthusiastically, so enthusiastically that Amanda had to wonder whether it was the heat of the moment or Amber’s excitement over licking the semen out of her pussy that had the sheriff’s wife so excited?

		In either case, she was about to find out, because Luke moaned loudly and a gusher of lava-hot come shot up Amanda’s cunt at just that moment. “Oh, so goooooood!” She murmured eagerly as Luke did just what his wife had suggested—flooded her spasming pussy with pulse after pulse of warm ball juice!

		Both Luke and Amanda came for a long time, and she wasn’t surprised to see that Amber—masturbating finger sawing in and out of her own pussy—was coming right along with them. The younger girl’s raspberry-red nipples stood out on her white-skinned chest like two angry bee stings and Amanda wished they were closer, so she could suck them as they all got off together. I bet those cute little fuckers would be sweet as sugar cubes right now! Amanda thought to herself as she watched Amber shiver and shake through what was obviously a great orgasm.

		“Eat me right up, sweetie!” Amanda suggested to Amber in a low, sultry growl as Luke pulled his spent dick free and Amanda disengaged from him and presented her creampie-stuffed pussy lips for Amber’s inspection. “Lick that hot jism out of me and swallow it! Doesn’t it look yummy?”

		Amber trembled with lust as she stared down at the pink little furrow, lined with pearly-white cream. The lithe strawberry-blonde girl licked her lips and bent closer. It was almost as if Amber was mesmerized by the sight of Amanda’s semen-filled pussy! She could no more resist it’s pull than a magnet can resist metal!

		“Lick it, baby!” Luke mumbled, his gray eyes wide with lust. “Lick that hot pussy! Show me what a bad girl you can be!”

		Amber gave a little growling moan and pounced on Amanda’s womanly gash! She drove her tongue into it and sucked at the same time, drawing out a huge mouthful of Luke’s creamy spend and swallowing it noisily. Amanda’s clit jerked with joy and she saw Luke’s still-soft cock pulse with renewed interest. Amber licked and gulped and sucked for more…

		

		****

		

		“God, that was hot…seeing you lick my come right out of her pussy and swallow it!” Luke sighed as he fucked his wife minutes later.

		“I…I never thought I’d have the nerve to do something that…nasty!” Amber’s tiny voice was low, as if she couldn’t quite accept what she’d done, couldn’t quite believe it herself. She was lying flat on her back and Luke was between her spread legs, fucking like a wild man. “Mmmmmm, baby, that feels so nice!” she smiled up at him. “Fuck me, fuck your little Amber hard! I want it; I want it so much tonight!”

		“Well, you heard her! She’s only a part-time, exploratory lesbian!” Amanda commented wryly, as she struggled back into her clothes beside the bed. “Really give her that nice cock, sheriff—Do your duty!”

		Luke just smiled and hammered his hard dick into his wife faster. Amanda watched them fuck for a moment more, as she was getting the last of her discarded clothes into place, and then she impulsively bent at the waist and gave Amber a hot kiss, trading tongue strokes with her as Luke continued to drive in and out. “Mmmmm, oh, oh! Thank you; thank you so much!” Amber whispered almost bashfully as Amanda broke off the kiss and straightened up to leave.

		Her husband caught Amanda’s eye, staying her flight for a moment and murmured, “Wait out in the living room for me. I have something important to tell you, and I’m almost done here.”

		Amanda wouldn’t have thought it possible, but he rutted even harder and deeper into his wife’s stretched-open little pussy while she sucked in her breath and clung to him frantically as he started to unload in her. She heard Amber squealing excitedly with release as she made her way down the hallway toward the living room, and knew that the young wife was coming wildly on her husband’s spewing cock!

		Well, I guess my job is done here! Amanda joked with herself, remembering her offhand thought earlier in the evening about helping to fix Amber and Luke’s sex life, because she was so good with men! The two of them certainly seemed to be having hot sex now, thanks to this little threesome.

		Luke came padding down the hall totally naked, a minute later, his softened prick still shiny with his own come and his wife’s. He grinned at Amanda and gestured toward an easy chair near the couch, clearly meaning for her to sit down.

		“What? You can’t want more sex; a farewell blowjob or something—not after that session in the bedroom?” Amanda asked him disbelievingly as she sat down and stared at his out-of-service cock.

		“I’d never turn down one of your blowjobs, but that isn’t why I asked you to wait,” Luke offered with a cheesy little smile. I was happy to see you tonight. Besides the obvious reason,” he made a sweeping hand gesture toward the hallway, leading to the master bedroom, “I wanted to tell you that those fingerprints you brought us hit like a grenade exploding! Your friend isn’t just any felon! He’s infamous! His real name is Marvin Gilroy and the FBI has been looking for him for over twenty years!”

		Luke hurried over to the couch next to Amanda’s easy chair and sat down. “He killed his whole, immediate family, back when he was seventeen—a dispute over an advance on his allowance, or something minor, like that—his mom and dad, his sisters, even the family dog! Then he set fire to the house and hitch-hiked out of town. There was a tri-state manhunt, and eventually, they found him, working for some contractor in Kentucky. He seemed very contrite and non-violent, at first; confessing all he’d done and acting all meek and docile in custody, until one night, when he strangled a guard, took his gun and shot another one, and escaped. He turned up in Georgia two years later, some dust-up with a fellow worker over a girl or some such thing. The local sheriff’s boys jailed both him and his sparring-mate, but when they ran Marvin’s prints, they got a real surprise!”

		Before the FBI could get there, to take custody, Marvin did his jailbreak act again, killing two more deputies this time and putting two more in the hospital! Then he disappeared again, until now, that is!” Luke’s eyes gleamed with excitement as he stared at Amanda.

		The Federal boys want us to just watch him, until they can send a crack apprehension team down here, but Uncle Matt has other ideas,” the sheriff told Amanda doubtfully.

		“What ideas?” Amanda demanded to know.

		“He says that if we were to take him, and hold him for the FBI, I would be re-elected as sheriff until I was as old as him,” Luke explained. “And it would be a final feather in his cap; make him even a bigger law enforcement legend in this part of the world than he already is.”

		Amanda could see how an old he-bull of a man like Matthew Cosgrove might feel that way, and how good it would be for the current sheriff’s career it might be to lead such a raid! But she knew Frank! And she remembered all of those times he’d told her he’d never allow himself to be captured by the law again, that he’d rather die! She thought about all those deputies and jailers that had died already, trying to keep him locked up!

		“Frank’s dangerous, don’t you get that?” she all but screamed at Luke.

		“Yeah, I do. But if we surprised him, before he got wind that we were on to him…” Luke insisted gamely. “Just pulled up in front of your house some evening soon and arrested him, guns drawn…”

		“You can’t surprise Frank!” Amanda shouted in desperation. “He’s been on the run for years now! He’s wary as a cat! He’s on the lookout for suspicious cop activity all the time he has…he feels things! Like a stalked animal!”

		The sheriff smiled condescendingly and held up a hand, saying, “We’ll be sure to be extra stealthy. Now, the only question is, do you want to be there when this happens or not? Initially, I was deadset on you not being there, but my uncle seems to think he might not be as wary, with you being there. Everything would seem more like normal; without him being antsy, wondering why you’re not home yet.”

		Amanda could actually see that; Frank was anxious and on guard until she got home at night, wondering whether she was cheating on him yet again! But she didn’t want to be there when the cops came, knowing Frank would make a final stand; bullets flying everywhere!

		Oh, well, I can just hide in the bedroom with my pistol, just in case! She thought. She and Frank had bought consecutively-numbered .44 magnums at a gun show years before and kept them, well-oiled and loaded, in their respective night stands. The sound of her own voice sounded foreign to her, as did her words, when she said aloud a few moments later, “I’ll be there, I guess, if it will make things go smoother.”

		“That’s what my uncle thinks,” Luke answered dubiously, “but I can’t guarantee that.”

		

		****

		

		The next few days went okay, except for Amanda being constantly on edge about Frank suspecting something was up and confronting her about it. He wasn’t even upset about her getting home later than usual the night she went over to Luke and Amber’s house. She still got home by eight or so, with liquor on her breath—seeing as how Amber and her had stopped into the bar and then made martinis at home before Luke had arrived—so he was okay with her story about going out for a few drinks after work. After all, he didn’t know she’d left the shop way ahead of her normal departure time that afternoon.

		He was too buzzed on the beers he had consumed before she had returned home to worry much about where she had been anyway. She fixed him a nice dinner out of the leftovers in the refrigerator and let him drink several more beers without bitching about it; so, he had gone to bed happy and unconcerned. The next two nights had gone much the same and she was settling into a pattern of nervous normality when Deputy

		Natalie Hollister sauntered into the beauty shop and requested a haircut from Grace Livingston, just as Amber Cosgrove had days earlier!

		“I want just what Amber got the other day,” Natalie murmured under breath to Grace/Amanda as she affixed the styling cape over the deputy’s uniform.

		“You mean a trim?” Amanda whispered.

		“That and a tongue-ride!” Natalie said softly, her light skin blushing as she said it. “My house isn’t nearly as fancy as Amber’s but I do have a bed!”

		“Wha…Whatever do you mean?” Amanda murmured back under breath.

		“Oh, come of it, Amanda!” Natalie shot back impatiently, raising her voice so it was almost audible to Val, working the next chair over. “I heard what a good time you showed Amber that night, not to mention Luke! I’m a red-hot babe, too, and I don’t want to be left out!”

		Amanda stepped back from the chair; eyes wide. Blonde bombshell Natalie is a real looker! Amanda admitted to herself. But I’m not really a lezzie, and that night with Amber about used up all my bisexual tendencies for right now!

		She agonized over how to let Natalie down easy. The girl was easily as attractive as Amber had been, and she had bedded Amber enthusiastically enough!

		Frank was a big part of the problem. She didn’t want to come home late again. Doing so twice in a week, with liquor on her breath, using the excuse once again that she just stopped for a couple of cocktails after work might trigger curiosity in her hulking roommate/boyfriend. Who was she meeting for drinks? Should he worry? Or was she so bored with life at home, with him, that she felt the need to anesthetize herself with alcohol before coming home to him?

		Such a concern might elicit a serious, heart-to-heart discussion with Frank, and Amanda didn’t want that at all! She wanted to keep things as normal as possible with Frank, so as not to arouse his sense that something might be…wrong, or different about their longtime relationship.

		“What’s the matter, don’t you find me as attractive as little Amber?” Natalie whispered insistently, again, almost loud enough for others to hear.

		Amanda glared down at the brassy blonde in her chair and thought angrily to herself, as she began to whack away at Natalie’s flaxen locks, Okay, Blondie, I’ll suck those big tits of yours and munch that muff until you’re crying out for mercy! I’m going to gobble you up like a five-course meal!

		Her scissors flew over Natalie’s short shag, making it even shorter in record time. I leaned closer to her and whispered, “Where did you have in mind for this little get-together?”

		“Oh, didn’t I mention? I live in one of Daddy’s old rental houses, over on Oak Street. It’s really mine, by rights, now that he’s passed on, but it’s still in court, so I’m living there for free, right at the moment!”

		Oak Street was only two blocks over from the house Frank and I were renting on Cedar Street, so her place was probably very close to mine but I refrained from mentioning it to her. The less people who knew about Frank, the better.

		“My address is 1111 Oak,” Natalie murmured just then. “I’m going there right after I leave here. I’ll take a quick shower, to wash the hair from this haircut off, dry my naked body and hop into bed to wait for you to show up. I can hardly wait Amber said you were red-hot!”

		Amanda glanced up at the big clock on the wall and said, “I’ll be there by four. I have an appointment at three, then nothing after that.”

		

		****

		

		She finished up with her waxing appointment at three-thirty—the girl was a teenager, a friend of the chubby girl she’d done recently, who thought waxing was just the coolest thing ever! –she just loved the way Samantha, that was the heavyset girl’s name, looked after her wax job.

		Amanda wondered at first where this wholesome-looking kid had seen her girlfriend’s naked pussy? Neither of them gave off any lezzy vibes and Samantha looked too fat and sloppy to be a belle-of-the-ball party girl type and this one was too Polly Pure to be a part of that scene either—no tattoos or piercings, no hint of needle marks, no other signs of abuse or hard partying—oh, well, maybe they were in the same P.E. class at high school, the way she and Natalie had been way back in the day and had showered together!

		Amanda had another flashback, wherein she saw Natalie under the showerhead, suds running off her big tits and down into her thick, blonde muff. She ripped off the last of her client’s cunt fur and smiled to herself as she thought of her tongue running up and down Deputy Natalie’s pink slit amid all those blonde curls in another half hour or so!

		She handed the shell-shocked looking kid a tube of the cream that would help minimize the pain she’d be feeling after showers for the next few days and told her that would be a hundred dollars, even. She apologized for the high price but reminded the girl that a full wax job like the one she had just gotten would have cost her a hundred and a quarter or a hundred and a half in some big cities. The pretty teen reached for her purse and handed over a hundred-dollar bill.

		“Samantha told me it would be expensive; but it’s so worth it!” the clean-cut girl told her as she hurried gingerly back into her thong panties and her discarded skirt, stepping into her kicked off-trainers at the same time. “How long will it last?”

		“About six weeks, unless your hair grows out really fast,” Amanda advised her. “You can trim it back when you shave your legs, if you’re careful. Try to avoid ingrown hairs—they’re so unattractive! That’s why waxing is better than shaving in the first place.”

		“No kidding! Sam and I both tried shaving before, and it produced some ugly razor-burn around our…pussies; you know what I mean?” the girl blushed as she said the word “pussies” aloud, and Amanda knew she was right about neither this girl or her friend, fat Samantha, being party girls. The girl even lingered at the door leading into the waxing portion of the shop, cracking it open a little to make sure none of her friends or acquaintances were getting their hair done, and thus would see her emerging from the waxing room.

		I don’t know why those two want the clean-pussy look so badly, but apparently, they do! Amanda thought wryly to herself as she gathered up her own purse and the sweater she’d worn in to work this morning and walked out into the main part of her business. She glanced up at the clock and told herself that she’d be at Natalie’s house right before four if she left right away, asked Val to lock up for her tonight, and announced that she was leaving early yet again.

		Val tut-tutted about her leaving before five for the second time that week, but Cindy, one of the other girls said “Hair-yankin’ pays better than hair cuttin’ or hair colorin’, besides, when you own the whole shebang, you can leave anytime you like!”

		Amen to that, sister! Amanda thought to herself, strutting out the front door and closing it firmly behind her. Amen to that!

		

		****

		

		It took only a few minutes to drive from the shop to Natalie’s rental house. I recognized it instantly, without even referring to the address. When I’d still been a teenager, Natalie’s father, one of the town’s richest men, had started buying up some of the oldest houses in town for nickels on the dollar and razing them, to clear space for another of his contemporary, soul-less one-story duplexes, with cheap composition roofs, fake-brick trims, and bright-white vinyl window casings. The town’s Historical Society had been appalled, pointing out that he could have restored the original, antebellum house for less than it cost to put up one of his plain-vanilla duplexes, but Jedidiah Collier had showed no remorse over destroying History in his pursuit of money “Duplexes generate two rent checks every month, and it would cost a lot more to refurbish these old wrecks and divide them into two separate residences than it would to raze them and build a new duplex—don’t tell me it wouldn’t!” The old real estate magnate had told the town council at the time.

		Natalie’s duplex wasn’t ugly, but its utilitarian design and the fact that it had been obviously cheaply and quickly built set it aside from all the other houses on the block, nicely maintained Victorians, cottage-style homes from the forties and fifties that had been lovingly kept in pristine shape by doting owners, a few antebellum relics that enjoyed new paintjobs and meticulously tended yard and gardens. I guessed wrong on my first foray up to a front porch, the name on the mailbox was “Hills”, not Collier, but going next door, I found Natalie’s name and a note taped to the door that said, “I’m right where I said I would be. Come in, Amanda, and make yourself at home.”

		Sure enough, the front door was unlocked and I pushed it open and went inside. Natalie’s place was furnished in what looked to be hand-me-down furniture and inexpensive things available at a furniture rental shop—just like the stuff in my house!

		“Amanda, is that you, I hope?” Natalie’s voice inquired from the bedroom just off the living room. I couldn’t really see much inside the room, but the door stood open, so I sidled over and peeked inside. The bed was a queen size, and in it was Natalie, short, blonde hair still damp from the shower as it lay on the pillow. She smiled up at me invitingly and eased her bare arms from beneath the covers and held them out to me. The movement caused the bedcovers to slide down her arms and her bountiful chest, revealing the top half of her naked, globe-like breasts, which were even fuller and rounder than I remembered them being in high school, in that shower room. The same pink, impossibly small nipples showed—erect and thrusting outward from those two humongous tits. Natalie’s nipples pointed up, being situated above the halfway point of her remarkable boobs, just like I remembered them being.

		As I’ve said, I’m not really a lesbian by nature, but I have always enjoyed sucking on an attractive set of tits. And Natalie’s were extremely attractive! My mouth started watering as I gazed down at her luscious pair, and I longed to taste them!

		“Come on, you little priss! Get down here and eat me right up Amber said you were quite the pussy-licker!” Natalie whined needily, throwing off the covers impatiently, showing off her nakedness proudly. “I haven’t had a good cunt-muncher in a while! Amber is hot as hell, but all she ever did was suck my titties while she fingered me! And none of the men in this town can lick a clit worth a damn. Or at least none I’ve run into! I knew some gals in my sorority at college that could really bat the bean around with their tongues, but that was years ago and none of them live around here.”

		She winked up at me and said, “I went over to Texas for school, TCU, and some of those little Christian girls knew how to please a sister with their mouths, let me tell you! But such depraved sweeties are in short supply around here. That’s why I was so excited when Amber told me about your night at her house!”

		I was staring at Natalie’s bare pussy, feeling my enthusiasm for this little lesbian adventure draining away the more I stared at it. Amber had had a full, strawberry-blonde bush with a very cute, pink, imminently-lickable pussy hidden away beneath it. Natalie’s had been shaved bare—not waxed, I could tell by the unsightly ingrown hairs scattered around the unattractive, protruding lips. Natalie had a cunt that was like an upraised mound of flesh, with huge, external lips that were like two flaps of brown leather, and a clit that was as big as a baby’s thumb at the top of them, half out of its protective enclosure.

		It was just the sort of pussy I didn’t want any part of. Natalie was pretty, her tits were spectacular, but her cunt was as unlovely as it could be!

		I didn’t blame Amber for not wanting to kiss…that! I didn’t even want to put a finger in it, let alone my tongue!

		Well, maybe I can just do her tits, and let her suck mine and eat my pussy. Maybe that will be enough for her, if I diddle her clitty just right with my finger as we make out! I thought desperately as is shed my sweater, blouse and bra, and undid my skirt.

		“Ooh, you’ve got great titties!” Natalie murmured appreciatively as my naked breasts were revealed, “And such a flat little tummy! Come on, babe, let’s see the rest!”

		I skimmed out of my skirt and took down both my pantyhose and my thong panties at once, giving her a long glimpse at my wet little slit. I did a hip-bump for her as I eased my legs apart while tugging free of the last of my clothing, and she said “Oh, I can hardly wait to get my tongue in that—your little pussy just looks so juicy and sweet, babe!”

		“It is, or so I’ve been told, by both men and woman!” I replied in a raspy, aroused voice that I was only half faking as I got onto the bed with her and gave her a hot tongue-kiss. My unfettered tits drug across hers as we batted tongues together, and each time our nipples collided, tiny sparks of desire pulsed through both sets of boobs. Soon, my breasts were on fire with the need to be sucked and kissed, and I knew she was just as turned on as me. Our titties were as firm as if some guy had been sucking on them for long minutes and tweaking our erect nipples in between kisses and sucks!

		When I was so excited, I couldn’t stand to hesitate any longer, I broke off the kiss and nuzzled her collarbones, kissing my way downward, toward her sumptuous breast mounds. She gurgled and cooed out her passion as my lips neared her right nipple, and when I hungrily ate it up, licking and sucking like a crazy woman, she stiffened beneath me and thrust her breast upward, forcing more of her sleek tit flesh into my mouth along with all of her tasty little nub.

		“Mmmmmm, Mmmmmmm,” I growled as it lapped at the sugar-sweet surface of her stiffened nipple. “Gonna’ eat you all up, girl!”

		“Oh, God! I hope so!” she wailed, rubbing her erect little knob against my gliding tongue as she ran her fingers through my silky black curls.

		

		****

		

		I hadn’t wanted to do this, and part of me still didn’t want to, but there I was, an hour later, on my tummy between Natalie’s spread legs, with an unattractive pussyflap in each hand, holding them apart, of I could look down into the succulent pink gash between them. She didn’t smell bad. She smelled clean and fresh and had that indescribable tang that emanates from an aroused woman’s sexual depths that I’d smelled so many times before. Sweet little Amber had smelled like this. My favorite partner from the high-end bordello in Kansas City had smelled like this, just before we put on one of our legendary shows for our male customers.

		And, besides, Natalie had eaten me so a blistering climax a few minutes before this it was the least I could do to return the favor! Natalie had sucked my sensitive nipples as well as anyone had ever sucked them, and had then had kissed her way down to my juicing twat so tantalizingly, licking my navel and tickling my taut stomach on her way down to my needy cunt. She had then licked my clit like she was in love with it and tongued out my asshole before easing a finger into it to give me an exquisite ass-fucking while she’d eaten my weeping pussy to an explosive orgasm!

		I pulled her unappealing pussy-wings open and ran my tongue up and down the revealed pink opening, taking special care to lap at her clit. Natalie sighed with pleasure and hunched her ass of the mattress, mashing my tongue into her slit a little deeper and grinding her clit against my exploring digit. She didn’t taste bad at all, so I penetrated her fully with my tongue, seeking more of her sweet cunt nectar, comparing it mentally with all I’d sampled before.

		She’s as sweet as Amber! I told myself, but a little more tangy! Natalie may have not had the prettiest pussy I’d ever tongued, but it was very edible! I lapped and swallowed cunt juice noisily, much to Natalie’s delight; she writhed about on the bed and yanked at her own, once-more erect nipples when she wasn’t running her fingers through my curly black locks of hair and moaning, “Oh, eat it for me, Amanda! You suck cunt so beautifully Amber was so right about you!”

		Natalie shivered from head to toe when she finally came, and whipped her juicy cunt against my delving tongue so forcefully that I was afraid she’d break my nose with her violent gyrations. I simply tried to keep my mouth pressed against her winking pussy slit and swallow all the delicious cunt oil she was churning out, to keep from drowning in it!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; that was the best sex I’ve had in years,” Natalie said, smiling up at me as I got out of bed minutes later, and started pulling on my clothes. “Can I see you again tomorrow?”

		“I don’t know,” I told her, feeling ambivalent about her.

		She had made me come almost as hard as I’d made her come, and her tits were super! She was a pretty woman, with that short, blonde, pixie-cut hair and that gorgeous face! She had modestly covered her spectacular body up with the sheet once more, as soon as I’d gotten out of bed after cuddling with her, post-sex for a few minutes. She’d given me a good-bye kiss filled with tongue and passion, that had made my own nipples jut out as I’d slipped out of the bed…

		But that pussy—though sweet enough—was ugly! And, now that my stoked lust had calmed somewhat, I wasn’t sure I was eager to stick my tongue back in it as soon as tomorrow!

		Also, Natalie, for all her beauty and sexiness, gave off a vague air of…desperation. For such a sex bomb, she exuded a neediness that was somehow off-putting. Had she wanted to share a bed again in a week or ten days, I might have been just as eager as she was. But tomorrow?

		That was pushing it, so I said, “I don’t know, babe. I might be feeling in the mood for some cock tomorrow I’m not exclusively one way or the other, you know? I still enjoy men just as much as I do women. Don’t you?”

		Natalie’s pretty face fell as she admitted, “Not so much. Oh, fucking is okay, once in a while. A great dick inside you feels just right, sometimes. But, if I never suck another one, that will be fine with me!”

		She made a face and went on to say, “That stuff is so yucky! I always feel like I’m going to throw up when I swallow a mouthful of it! It’s so slimy and awful--tasting, don’t you think?”

		“Definitely an acquired taste,” I admitted with a wry little smile. “But I started young, so I guess it just grew on me over the years.”

		There was a long silence after that, which I ended after a time, by leaning down and kissing her good-bye again. “We’ll just have to see about tomorrow,” I whispered consolingly as I straightened up to leave.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		Speeding Things Up

		

		“Who was that bitch?” Frank practically screamed at me the next day, when I got home from the shop. “She said she was a friend of yours! You don’t make friends with cops, babe!”

		He was pacing around nervously, stopping to peer nervously out the closed drapes behind the couch every few passes through the small living room. What scared me even more was that he had his pistol, the big .44 mag that looked just like mine, clutched in his right hand as he fidgeted about the room! Something had happened that had obviously upset him enough to snatch it out of his nightstand.

		Frank glared at me and demanded once more “Who was that ditzy blonde broad, anyway? She had a uniform on, complete with a wicked-looking Glock, hanging off her right hip. And she said she was lookin’ for you; that she was friends with you!”

		His look turned downright icy as he went on to say, “She was a real looker, for a cop! Big tits, cute face, short blonde hair.” He snorted and said, “She’s lucky I didn’t blow that pretty little head of hers right off of her shoulders; comin’ around here, with a badge and a gun, sashaying her cute little butt around in those tight uniform pants, sayin’ she was a friend of yours!”

		Natalie; it had to be! How many cute, blonde cops did I know?

		“More like a customer,” I assured him anxiously. “I just met her recently. Gave her that haircut. I got a strong vibe from her, like she wanted to be friends, close friends, if you get my drift?”

		Frank’s eyes changed from “maddened bull” to “lustful boyfriend” in two heartbeats, as he imagined Natalie and me, naked and in bed together—with him!

		“That might be fun—if she wasn’t a cop!” he muttered. “She did have a nice ass and what looked to be a set of great tits!”

		He let his imagination wander a few seconds more, and then said, “But it would just be too weird, too dangerous, fucking a cop! I’d have to kill her afterwards, and that would cause too much of an uproar, even if we buried her body out in the woods; just made her disappear!”

		His smile was creepy as he imagined blowing Natalie’s head off, digging a hole out in the pine forest, and dumping her into it. Then the smile slowly dissolved as he said “No matter how careful we were, the cops would never let it go; never stop looking for her. She’s one of their own, and cops get real pissed when you off one of them—fuckers!”

		Frank looked as if he was extremely disappointed that the cops would look so askance at someone murdering one of their number, and I thought about—for what seemed like the ten-thousandth time—what a deranged monster I’d managed to hook up with, and I shuddered internally and vowed to myself once more to be rid of him, permanently!

		“I’ll handle this,” I said to him, taking my cell phone out of my purse and heading for the bedroom. “I’ll cool this law enforcement bimbo’s jets once and for all! I told her we might have a drink after work one night, not to come barging over to my house the day after I met her! Pushy bitch!”

		I closed the door behind me, activated the cell phone, called the operator and asked to be connected to the Sheriff’s Department, where I intended to ask for Luke Cosgrove. I reasoned that since Natalie was a

		Sheriff’s Deputy, she wouldn’t have a listed phone number, but Luke could get it for me easily, from the Department’s files.

		“I need Natalie Collier’s home phone number,” I told Luke when he finally came on the line. “She and I knew each other back in high school and we sort of renewed acquaintances yesterday evening. She came over here, to my house, looking for me right before I got home from the shop tonight and saw Frank. I’ve got to warn her not to come back; seeing her in her uniform really set him off he’s stalking around here with a pistol and muttering about blowing cops’ heads off!”

		“You and Natalie; I should have known that was bound to happen!” Luke’s exasperated voice came back over the phone. “I know about Natalie and Amber, I’ve known for months, but I never said anything about it. As hot-blooded as you are and Natalie being just short of a nymphomaniac when it comes to hot pussy, you two were bound to get together, but I didn’t anticipate it happening so soon!”

		I fumed. He was right, I knew but I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of admitting it. I thought about accusing him of waiting on purpose, hoping that something similar to what had transpired between his bi-curious wife and me and him would happen between Natalie and Amber and him, but I held my tongue. He probably had been hoping for that—all men are horndogs, all the time, after all—but mentioning that pet theory of mine to the sheriff wouldn’t help my current situation at all.

		“Can you get me Natalie’s number, please?” I asked again, keeping my voice as neutral as I could. “I really need to warn her away.”

		Another few seconds passed before he finally read it to me. I thanked him and broke off the connection, calling Natalie’s number.

		“Amanda! I’m glad you called; who was that scary-looking fucker at your place today? He creeped me out; the way he was looking at me—like he wanted to rape me or kill me, or maybe both!” Natalie’s voice rushed on as soon as she answered the phone, before I even had a chance to say hello. So, I knew she had recognized my phony name, Grace Livingston, from the caller ID.

		“Natalie, that was Frank, my boyfriend, and he’s dangerous! He hates cops, so you’re not wrong about him wanting to harm you! Stay away from him! Stay away from my house, do you understand?” I answered her in an outpouring of words that matched her own frantic pace.

		“What do you mean he’s dangerous?” Natalie demanded, and I knew that Luke and his uncle had kept the details of the pending trade—Frank for me—close to the vest! No scuttlebutt about a big, impending felon-swap swirling around the office! I thanked them for that. If news that Amanda Thorpe was back in town after all of these years and that she was somehow trading someone for immunity for all her past crimes, got out of the Sheriff’s Department and around town, Frank was liable to hear about it and I was as good as dead!

		“He’s…uh…unstable!” I stammered after sensing Natalie was getting impatient for an answer to her question about Frank. “Like I said, he hates cops and he’s liable to go off the deep end and wind up hurting one, someday. You don’t want that to be you, now do you?”

		“N—No, I sure don’t!” Natalie fired back. “If he’s so unstable, why are you still with him?”

		“He has a huge cock; he’s a great fuck, and I’m not a cop, so what have I got to be worried about?” I answered her, lying through my teeth.

		“Nothing, I guess,” Natalie said disapprovingly. “But I don’t care how great a fuck he is, I wouldn’t hang around a homicidal maniac for anything!”

		“You’re right, of course. I should leave him, but with a guy like Frank, you’ve got to be careful how you do it. Otherwise, you’re liable to find yourself in a ditch somewhere, with your neck snapped!”

		I heard her draw in her breath. “Anyway,” I told her, “you should stay away from him; stay away from my place.” I waited a few seconds and then asked, “How did you know where I lived anyway?”

		She laughed and said tauntingly, “I’m with the Sheriff’s Department, babe! We may be small-town and unsophisticated, next to Miami or Atlanta, but we can find out a person’s address, you know?”

		That made sense, so I didn’t press her on it. I merely warned her once more to stay clear of Frank and told her I’d see her soon before breaking off the call.

		I called Luke back and told him about my call with Natalie. “That’s all well and good,” he said, but the Federal boys are really dragging their feet when it comes to that Apprehension Team. I get a gut feeling that we’d better move sooner, rather than later, now that Frank has been spooked. I’ll let you know before it happens. I have to talk to my uncle and see what he thinks.”

		

		****

		

		Luckily, Frank didn’t demand sex that night. Even with all my experience fucking men I didn’t really have any interest in fucking, I doubt I could have convinced him that my heart was really in it that night, had he wanted me. I slept next to him, my guts feeling like they were stuffed with ice cubes, my heart racing with fear over what was coming, sleeping fitfully, then waking up, terrified.

		I got ready for work quickly, silently, stealthily in the morning, being careful not to wake him. When I got to the shop, I went about my business brusquely, a tight little smile on my face. Fortunately, I had few customers to interact with that day; no waxings scheduled, just a quick haircut and shampoo here and there. Sure enough, at just after four, my cell phone went off and the caller ID said it was Luke Cosgrove!

		“Amanda? You need to get right home after work tonight and make sure the kitchen door to your place is unlocked,” Luke said without preamble, sounding excited and nervous. “I’m comin’ in that way. Uncle Matt is coming in the front door at around five or so. He’s going to be wearing civilian clothes; just an old man whose car has broken down, wanting to use the phone.”

		Parts of the plan sounded good; Frank would be half buzzed on beer by then, waiting for me to get home and fix him dinner. But part of it sounded half-baked and hastily thrown together; no matter what clothes Matthew Cosgrove wore; Frank was sure to spot him as a cop! The old lawman gave off an authoritarian, I’m-in-charge vibe that a guy like Frank would be aware of the second he saw him. I said as much to Luke.

		“Bullshit! You just see him that way because you know he was Sheriff for years!” Luke exploded. “To everyone else, when he’s dressed in civies, he comes off as a harmless old man!”

		I wasn’t going to argue with him—I saw no percentage in that—but I was sure I was right. Instead, I told Luke that I’d leave the shop just before five and that the back door to the house would be unlocked when he got there. I broke off the connection and slipped the cell phone back into my purse, noticing I was white as a sheet, in the mirror behind my work station as I did so.

		This is going to be a real clusterfuck! I told myself. I don’t want to be there, but I told them I would be. Besides, I need to make sure the door is unlocked for Luke.

		The minutes seemed to tick by with excruciating slowness that afternoon as the clock moved towards five. Finally, at a quarter to five, I asked Val to lock up for me again, grabbed up my purse and practically ran down the street toward the bar Amber had taken me to that time. I ordered a double gin martini on the rocks and gulped it down in three big swallows. I paid for it with a twenty and asked the barman to hit me again. The second chugged martini went down as smoothly as the first had. I thought about a third, but decided I needed to stay somewhat sober in order to survive the night.

		I really felt those martinis as I made my way up the street toward my car, but they seemed to be helping; I felt a little less panicked, in addition to feeling buzzed. The drive home was short and none too memorable. It all went by as if I was watching a movie; as if someone else was driving. Frank was seated in his recliner when I entered the house, sipping a sixteen-ounce beer and watching Dr. Phil, or some other pity-fest on the big screen. I greeted him casually and went into the bedroom to change out of my work clothes—a black skirt and green blouse—into something more casual. I donned a pair of tight tan shorts, flip-flops, and a yellow tank top. I glanced nervously at the closed bedroom door, then made my way around the bed to my nightstand, and opened it. My big .44 mag was lying there on my Bible, right next to my big tube of Astroglide sex lube. I slipped the heavy gun into my purse and closed the drawer.

		“What’s for dinner?” Frank asked me as I re-entered the living room toting the big purse, now heavy with the .44.

		“Enchiladas, your favorite!” I called to him, going into the kitchen, praying he wouldn’t be here to eat the dinner I started fixing, that he’d be down at the county lock-up instead by the time it was ready, cooling his heels, waiting for the Public Defender to show up.

		I peeked out the curtains on the back-door’s window and saw Luke Cosgrove, his dress uniform looking lumpy and ill-fitting with the Kevlar vest he wore under it, shuffling around my backyard. I flipped the lock open and stepped back and Luke was in my kitchen seconds later. “Is my Uncle Matt here?” he mimed, not making any sound but moving his lips in an exaggerated manner so that I had no trouble reading them.

		“Not yet,” I mimed back, not making a sound.

		The doorbell chimed at that moment, and I leaned out the kitchen door and said to Frank, “Want me to get that?”

		Frank shook his head “no”. He was already out of his recliner and—to her horror, I saw him tucking the big pistol that he’d hidden between the wall of the recliner and his seat cushion into his chinos, behind his back, under the stretched-out-of-shape white tee shirt he wore.

		“What’s the artillery for?” I asked him in a voice that was meant to sound teasing and casual, but—given her rising fear—just sounded forced and nervous.

		“That cunt deputy from yesterday still has me spooked,” he muttered, shuffling toward the door.

		“I told you; she won’t be back,” I assured him. “I settled her hash yesterday!”

		“So you say,” Frank shot me a disbelieving look and yanked the door open. “But it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		

		Blood And Thunder

		

		“I broke down. Can I come in and use your phone to call Triple A?” Matthew Cosgrove’s old voice sounded soft and kind and embarrassed to be asking for help.

		“Why don’t you use your cell phone?” Frank demanded.

		“Don’t have one. Don’t hold with such modern tomfoolery!” Matthew responded, sounding old and curmudgeon-like.

		“Sure, come on in, old-timer,” Frank said kindly enough.

		But then he reached out and grabbed Matthew Cosgrove’s golf shirt just above its Vee neck and yanked him into the living room by it, growling, “Get in here, John-Law! Stupid old fuck—don’t you think I know what a bullet-proof vest worn under a shirt looks like?”

		Before the startled old man could even react, Frank’s gun was out and he was jamming it into the ex-sheriff’s mouth and thumbing back the hammer. Sounds of protest at his rough treatment issued from Matthew Cosgrove’s mouth around the pistol’s long barrel, but they stopped abruptly as Frank pulled the trigger and a thunderous roar filled the small house, muffled slightly by Matthew Cosgrove’s skull. Then that skull was mostly gone, vaporized by the big .44 round, as its hollow point expanded dramatically before striking the rear of the old sheriff’s skull bone, shattering it to smithereens, spraying blood and bone fragments and brain tissue into a fine mist that rained down into the living room as Matthew Cosgrove’s body sagged backward in Frank’s grip before he let go of it so that it could tumble back onto the carpet.

		“Uncle Matt!” Luke Cosgrove howled in anguish, just before sweeping Amanda out of the way and charging out the kitchen door into the living room. “Hey, you miserable fucker, you’re under arrest!” he bellowed, clawing for his sidearm.

		Frank calmly turned and raised his pistol once again, sighting in on Luke’s right arm, just below the line where the protective vest he wore ended. The big gun roared again and Luke spun to the floor, back onto the kitchen’s linoleum, while Frank advanced on him, pistol at the ready again, the hammer back, the end of the barrel sighted in one Luke’s face.

		Amanda used Frank’s concentration on aiming to open her purse on the nearby countertop and find her own pistol. She didn’t even bother to take it out of the purse she just aimed at Frank’s broad chest in the white tee shirt and fired.

		Fuck, that was a two-hundred-dollar handbag! Amanda had the nonsensical thought as she stared down at the ugly hole in the bottom of her new Dooney and Bourke purse and then up at the blood-red hole in the middle of Frank’s shirt. He looked down at it in utter surprise, and then the shocked look on his not-handsome face turned to one of betrayal, and finally, of rage. He brought the pistol up slowly, as if its weight was suddenly too much for him to handle, and jerkily centered the front sight on Amanda’s fulsome chest. She yanked her own gun free of the bag and thrust it outward until it nearly touched her ex-lover’s shirt and squeezed off another round.

		The roar of the large-bore pistol in the confined space of the tiny kitchen was deafening! Frank was propelled backward by the blast, and she stepped into the doorway his body had just vacated and put two more rounds into his falling body. The two bullets also struck him in the chest, climbing higher as he fell back onto their cheap Walmart coffee table, reducing it to a pile of fine sawdust, pressboard and veneer. He lay on the ruined table, struggling to raise the gun he still held in his fist high enough to hit Amanda with it.

		She stepped into the living room and shot Frank in the face, blowing the top half of his skull off, just as he had done to the old sheriff. She pulled the trigger again and again, but the hammer kept clicking down on previously fired cartridges. At last, she realized that the big pistol was empty. She stared at it disappointedly for a few moments before flinging it over onto the sofa, wishing she had still more bullets to shoot Frank with.

		Fucker’s dead already! She told herself woodenly, staring down at the bloody, unmoving body on what had been her coffee table.

		Then she became aware of what sounded like every siren in Alabama descending on her street, the sound of screeching tires and slamming doors and the clamor of combat boots on her front porch. “Jesus, it’s Matt Cosgrove. He’s dead!” a male voice marveled from the wide-open front door. “Who the fuck is she?” the voice demanded, as it entered the front room.

		Then the man shouted, “Don’t move, lady! Hands up! You’re under arrest!”

		Amanda almost fainted dead away from fear, relief, sheer terror, as the cop who had spoken to her, who was dressed in full SWAT gear--helmet with blackout visor, bullet-proof vest, pistol belt with extra cartridges, camouflage fatigues—set his riot shotgun against the couch, went to his belt and withdrew a pair of handcuffs and roughly pulled Amanda’s upraised hands down behind her back and cuffed her. She sagged back into him and he reached around her body to hold her up, his arm resting just under her big tits. The cop bounced them up and down by moving his forearm a couple of times, as though he was quite taken with how heavy and full they were.

		“Jesus, lady, what a set of knockers you’ve got; don’t you pass out now!” he whispered to her, jiggling her breasts once again.

		“Quit playing with her tits and watch where you step, McCallister!” another cop cautioned her captor in a harsh voice, “this here is a crime scene!”

		Amanda glanced over at the man who had spoken and noticed that he had a set of sergeant’s stripes on his camos. Other than that, he was dressed identically to the man who held her.

		“Sheriff Luke’s on the floor in here with his right arm blown nearly off!” Another man’s excited voice called from the kitchen just then.

		Everyone trooped into the kitchen, dragging Amanda along with them. Luke Cosgrove was sitting up against the kitchen cabinets, wincing in pain as an EMT disinfected and bandaged his arm. “Who shot you, Sheriff?” the gruff sergeant asked.

		Amanda saw that Luke was too out of it to answer, so she said, “Frank did, of course, just like he shot Luke’s uncle.”

		The dark face shields all turned to her as the sergeant asked, “Who is Frank?”

		Amanda jerked her head toward the front room and the man lying atop the ruins of her coffee table as she said, “That’s him, though I think his real name may be Marvin Gilroy, or something like that. He’s wanted by the FBI!”

		“Who shot him” the sergeant asked exasperatedly.

		“I did!” Amanda announced proudly. “Someone needed to; he’d already killed old Matt and wounded Luke! And he was sighting in on me!” She explained as she nodded toward the ruined Dooney and Bourke bag lying on the kitchen counter. “I had my pistol in my purse, just in case.”

		“Where is your pistol?” the sergeant inquired.

		“On the couch. It’s empty; I used all the bullets in the gun on Frank.”

		“Well, well, Marvin Gilroy!” said a man in an inexpensive-looking blue suit as he strolled through the open front door as if he owned the place and looked down at Frank’s bullet-riddled corpse. Amanda would have wondered who he and a man dressed similarly to him were, but upon closer inspection, they both had FBI credential cases hanging out of their front suitcoat pockets, along with gold and black FBI shields.

		“How did you two get here so fast?” the sergeant demanded of them. It takes a few hours to drive here from Mobile.”

		“We were already in the area; came here to coordinate the apprehension raid with the Sheriff’s office,” the man in front told him.

		“Sheriff’s office is all shot to shit!” the camo-clad sergeant told him. “That’s the old Sheriff Cosgrove in the doorway, and the new one is in here with his arm near blown off.”

		“Hicks!” the FBI man muttered under his breath as he came into the kitchen. “This is what usually happens when you jump the gun on something like this!”

		“Wouldn’t know about that, since I’m with the City Police and we barely got a heads-up on this,” the sergeant groused. “We got here just in time to clean up the mess the county boys made.”

		The FBI agent looked into the living room and shook his head, saying “Well, somebody cleaned up old Marvin, where he won’t need cleaning up again!”

		“That’d be me,” Amanda couldn’t help exclaiming.

		“Who would you be? County or City?” the FBI man asked, looking Amanda up and down and noticing that her hands were cuffed behind her back. “And why are you handcuffed? I’d think they’d want to give you a medal for blowing away that hunk of shit!”

		He looked from Amanda to the city sergeant and back again. “I’m Amanda Thorpe, she explained, half proud; half ashamed.

		“The fleeing felon cocksucker?” the federal man asked, sounding slightly awe-struck.

		“I guess you could call me that,” Amanda admitted. “I’ve been called worse, I’m sure.”

		“What’s she under arrest for?” the special agent asked the sergeant. “This seems to be a clear case of lawful self-defense. Old Marvin was wanted dead or alive.”

		“I don’t know what the law is everywhere else,” the exasperated cop told the FBI man, “But it’s against the law to just gun a man down here, in Hemmings, Alabama!”

		“She’s eventually gonna’ get kicked free, I can promise you that,” the special agent said confidently. “Marvin Gilroy was wanted for the murder of several cops and for questioning in the deaths of his own family. There was a huge plea bargain deal going on between Miss Thorpe and the various jurisdictions interested in Mr. Gilroy. We wanted him something fierce, but from all I’ve read, his trial would have resulted in just what happened here a death sentence!”

		Amanda was getting to like Special Agent—she leaned forward, so that she could read the name on his ID more easily—Doug Traeger more and more by the second. She smiled winningly at the older man and ran her tongue suggestively across her lips, noting that he was staring down into her cleavage in the low-cut tank top.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

	
		

		Aftermath

		

		“Oh, Amanda, you do that so well…better than any other girl I’ve ever been with,” Doug Traeger sighed, placing his right palm against Amanda forehead. “But I shouldn’t let you do it I’m supposed to be watching you!”

		“Well, G-man, watch this!” Amanda growled, letting his engorged cock slip from her saliva-smeared lips for a moment. “I’m about to make you come right down my felonious throat again!”

		Amanda returned her lips to his upraised cock and sucked the head back into her mouth, along with five inches or so of the shaft. She swirled her tongue around the hapless agent’s swollen glans as she sucked hard, waiting for the inevitable gushes of semen. She didn’t have to wait long!

		Doug Traeger returned his right palm to Amanda’s bare left tit and squeezed it again, as he had been before his ill-fated attempt to stop her from sucking him off. His left hand was already cupping her other spectacular breast and had been squeezing it while she blew him. Now he went back to palming them both together as her sucking lips slid up and down his nice-sized erection, her talented tongue flicking at his sensitive cock head all the while.

		“Oh, oh, fuck; here it comes!” he gasped all at once and Amanda felt him lift off the couch underneath her in her hotel suite, jamming his ready-to-spurt dick down her more-than-ready throat as it erupted!

		Thick, creamy jets of the federal man’s nut juice sprayed up into Amanda’s throat and she swallowed it eagerly, caressing the agent’s pulsing cock head with her tongue in between gulps. He moaned and told her she was the greatest cocksucker who’d ever lived as she gulped down his hot spunk and sucked for more.

		Only after she was sure he was totally drained did she lift her head away from his crotch and murmur to him that he’d better call Pete—Special Agent Pete Arnold—and tell him it was okay to come up to the suite again. She had offered to suck Doug off in front of Pete two days ago, the first time she had blown Doug, but both the strait-arrow federal agents had demurred. It seemed Pete had a pretty little wife at home, unlike bachelor Doug, who would look askance at Pete watching Amanda gobble up Doug’s dick. So, every time the attracted-to-each-other couple fooled around together, Pete was banished to the lobby, where he would dutifully read the Mobile or Montgomery paper until the fireworks upstairs were completed.

		“Yeah, you can come up now. We’re all finished,” Doug said into his cell phone. “Oh, fuck you! I’d like to see how long you’d last in Amanda’s mouth!” Doug growled into the phone just before he broke off the connection.

		“Asshole said I didn’t last long that time,” Traeger said to Amanda as he put his phone away.

		“No one does, once I get really serious about it,” Amanda observed with a naughty giggle. “Maybe I should suck off old Pete just once, to see how long he lasts?”

		“Forget that! I want you all to myself,” Doug said gallantly, giving Amanda’s sumptuous tits a final squeeze before she sat up and tucked them back into the sheer lingerie top she was wearing. “Put your negligee back on. You can see right through that top!”

		“My, my, aren’t you getting possessive?” She admonished him playfully. “Should I plan on selling the shop and moving to Mobile, so we can date?”

		“Believe it or not, that has actually happened a couple of times,” Doug told her ruefully. “A guy in the Chicago office actually married a woman he had been protecting a few years ago.

		“How did that turn out?” Amanda asked.

		“They ended up getting divorced, after she cheated on him with another agent,” he told her with a grin.

		“Oh, baby, I’d never cheat on you!” Amanda told him theatrically, throwing her arms around his neck.

		“Unless the guy had a bigger dick or more money, or something like that,” Doug muttered.

		“Well, of course that might make a difference!” Amanda said with a naughty-girl smile. “You can’t expect a girl to ignore a really huge dick or a lot of money!” she told him with a straight face.

		Doug and Amanda were laughing heartily as the door opened to the suite and Pete Arnold came inside.

		“What’s the joke? What did I miss?” he asked, but that just made them laugh harder.

		

		****

		

		It took four more weeks to get the legal wrangling ironed out and for Amanda to get formally discharged from custody, but she finally was. Pete and Doug went back to Mobile, and she left the hotel to return to her little rental house. The shop seemed to be humming along on her first day back to work and Val told her they were booked solid throughout the week—it seemed everyone was anxious to get a look at the infamous Amanda Thorpe and to get their hair done in the place that she owned!

		The dried-in bloodstains in the rental’s old brown carpet refused to budge, no matter how many times she and the landlord had them steam-cleaned, so they ended up having the carpet and pad removed and going in together on new ones. After she had gotten the smell of dead-Frank and dead-Matt Cosgrove out of the house, via the new carpet and a set of new drapes for the front room, the place seemed more livable. She still saw the near-headless old Sheriff and Frank’s lifeless body sometimes, when she was really tired but, for the most part, her little house was welcoming and friendly.

		She traveled to New Orleans once and then out to Los Angeles, just to look around. She and Amber Cosgrove and Natalie got to be regular pussy-eating friends, and she entertained Luke and Amber overnight as a couple more than once, but other than that, her bedroom dance-card remained empty. After a year of living like a hermit-girl, she up and sold the shop to Val and her husband at an exorbitant price and moved out to California, to Los Angeles, telling everyone that the weather was perfect and every girl wanted her cunt hair yanked out in the Golden State, so she was bound to make a fortune.

		Besides, Doug Traeger had transferred to the LA field office, so she wouldn’t be lonely!

		

		The End

		

	
		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets and other locations in this tale are real places in Alabama and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during the various couplings portrayed in this book.

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.
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