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CHAPTER 1: SHAGGING MR. ROID RAGE

 


Tonight the cells of the Vale township's police department have a
certain quiet stillness to them as deputy sheriff Sandra H. Wilson
prowls along the long row of secure barred enclosures as she
silently pursues the sexual nourishment that she has been
daydreaming about since coming into sweaty wakefulness after a
morning and afternoon spent being entertained by a fitfully horny
wet dream involving bearded macho men groping her privates in ways
so unimaginably arousing that she dares not bring them to mind
again lest she loses herself to their seductive pull and,
afterwards, showering away the girl goo coating her thighs down to
her knees while forcefully restraining herself from taking
advantage of Mr. Shower Head during his wickedly warm flirtations
with her lustfully swollen clit. 

As is the way of such things, a minute wanders by as she
strolls in horny contemplation along the line of, for the most
part, disappointingly empty, heavily barred cells and it is only
when a feeble yet desirous, and oh-so-familiar,
"Sheriff..." exits tiredly from the closeted confines of the cell she
just past does the 23-year-old patroller stop and, almost as if
fated to be so, a truly crudely nasty expression - one even
filthier than what was previously situated there - spreads lewdly
across her pretty, middle American, strawberry blond vixen-like
features.

Performing a blunt, boot-stomping,
180-degree reversal in direction, Sandra Wilson - locally known as
Nympho Cop to a privileged few - takes a lusciously lustful pause
and considers the hurting, drunken tone that the desperate
low-voiced appeal came gift-wrapped in.

"Roid Rage Ron," slips quietly, vulgarly even, from her thick
non-regulation painted rose red lips.

A few hurried steps back down her previously forward-facing
course brings her within confirmation distance and what she finds
does not displease her as within the cell's comparatively tiny
space is the small colorfully quirky Massachusetts town of Vale's
most notorious nighttime drunkard and amateur troublemaker - when
not being a responsible, married father of two or one of the ski
town's three master carpenters - laid out like a beached sea lion
drawn up on shore by a nasty need to feed with one massive arm
outstretched and clutching the air between them as Nympho Cop
imagines (being a stoic teetotaler herself) one does when on the
boundary between deliriously drunk and unfortunately
sober.

"Wattta..." expels in a dry splatter
of hope from the 6-foot monstrosity of mountainous muscle posed
dangerously atop the small enclosed space's undersized (for him)
bed.

"Oh, now, now, Ronny, you got arrested
again, eh?" the called upon deputy sheriff purrs. 

Roid Rage Ron - a nickname obtained
because he does a lot of steroids and gets off on raging at (if not
actually fighting with) whomever dares peeve him off when whacked
off his rocks - allows his oversized arm to fall and, through a
great effort of will, manages to bring his eyes (although not his
head) upward to meet the sparkling amused blue of her
own.

"I-am dyin', Sherrifff... Cantya give
me a drink?"

Nympho Cop's lips curve into a naughty half-moon as a
cutesy giggle unintentionally escapes them. This right here, this
nasty roleplay, is something they do frequently during the summer
months when the town is less busy and it usually starts with Ron -
almost like a randy bear coming out of an overly long hibernation -
wanting to cheat on his rather lovely missus (a gorgeous big
breasted brunette 30-something who Sandra - unbeknownst to Ronny -
has slept with at least a lowball amount of 50 times during the
past two years since the couple moved to Vale because, it would
seem, girl bears can be rude and randy too). 

"Bet you're in here for pissing in
public again, right?" the kinky sheriff speculates. "Pity I already
piddled, though. Still, saying that - kind as I am - I've got
something you can lap up, so how about you be a good little doggy
and crawl over here and come get it?"

True good boy that he is at heart,
Roid Rage Ron tumbles from the edge of the bed in a weakened,
drunken roly-poly fashion, which because he's in his work outfit
with the plaid-colored, heavily logoed overalls unzipped all the -
god-thank-you-so-much - way reveals his brick-like abs and
charmingly handsome muscle belly (not ignoring his bulky, masculine
chest either, of course) to Sandra's admiring feminine eyes in
quite the wettening sight before he, sadly, collapses like a
complete lightweight under the effects of his own drunkenness and,
kindly?, she is forced to squat - thighs wide, snatch pattern very
apparent - ultra deeply so she may playfully chide the weak fool
about being a "big ol' pussy" until, rather endearingly, the
oversized lug is motivated enough to set his hands and fingers
firmly onto the rubber coated concrete floor and push up like a
real man to wobble silly doggy style to her patiently waiting self
over by the cell's bars.

"Give me a sec, darl," Nympho Cop
requests, patting Good Doggo on his sandy brown mop of an
ill-advised haircut thrice before strolling to the opposing wall
and dumping her utility belt (but keeping the cuffs) and coming
back to carefully take one after another of Roidy Ronny's gigantic
man-paws and consecutively clipping them onto the mid-bar that runs
out from the frame of the closed space's door to the nearby wall
amidst the backdrop of the forest of long metal rods that keep the
prisoners from just walking out of their cells and buggering off to
wherever bad people tend to congregate.

"Hang tight," the Deputy enthuses on
seeing Ronny hung (inferring multiple meanings there). "Mumma's got
ya milk right here."

Downing her department-issued black
slacks to reveal her ample bottomed butt - no underwear required,
thank you very much, Ma'am! - Sandra presses her posterior hairless
pussy first into the big black bars in just such a way that her
soaked girlish slit is right in front of Mr. Roid's thirsty
masculine lips.

"Mhmmghb-" is the coy gobble that her
horny mantoy makes after the nasty drunk buries his well-tamed
tongue deep within the pink folds of her pleasure center and starts
suckling on her snatch to her great excitement as a fish flung out
from its natural watery abode to gulp in the unsatisfying air of
the land people's world might do.

"Good, doggo!" she praises with purposeful loudness so that
the other naughty sods stuck for the night in the Vale PD's lockup
know 'that cute curvy blondy' in tan and black attire is
getting strong licked down below by one of the other (very lucky) night
stayers in the cells.

"Sooo tastiieetty-" Roid Rage Ron salivates into the pretty pound of
girl flesh forced to a thigh quaking depth into his hard laboring,
beer stinking, pussy juice drenched man lips.

"Baby, you know it," Nympho Cop
declares sweatily and deliriously in response. "But, I've got
something much tastier for you; something that'll make you a whole
bunch happier and a boatload more satisfied."

Swaying off to a strong keening whine
of verbalized loss from Mr. Roid, the slick pussyed deputy pants
wobbles over to bend down ungodly low and retrieve the long, thick,
black, old-school style, heavily polished police baton that she
personally dubbed 'Magnum PD' after receiving it from her gramps
following his retirement from the department and that she prefers
to use when on night duty in the cells for a variety of reasons
that do not involve merely hitting people (although it has been
good for that too the several times she deemed it necessary to) and
purrs back to Rondoggo like the truly sultry hedonistic slut she
is, "You know how this goes, babycakes: You suck and I'll suck.
That's how these filthy little nighttime frivolities of ours tend
to play out, don't they?"

Nympho Cop twirls to face her horny
captivated audience with dramatic flare and triple bounces her
healthy baby baton boy on the stretched flat of her left palm to
offer up, "Are you game to make me horny, silly sicko Ron, or are
you going to pussy out like you nearly did just trying to get to my
sweet liquid relief earlier on?" 

"Mrgsh..."

Deciphering Ron's mangled interjection
of approval is scarcely a challenge for someone as well-experienced
in 'drunk speak' as herself and his (interpreted) "Yes, Ma'am,
anything you desire!" honestly reveals just how ultra-enthusiastic
the shapely fella is about enjoying the seedy jaw stretching
assault she intends to perform on his already agape mouthpiece and
so, with unladylike haste, Sandra spares no time nor quick-stepping
effort in positioning herself a short two paces from the cell's
long erect metal bars with her gorgeous white-skinned thighs parted
to the limits of her cop trousers' stretch and her dainty lady
place proudly, obviously and drippingly displayed to her prisoner's
wide, lust-filled gaze.

"Let's lube this tool up for you,
shall we?" Nympho Cop candidly proposes. "We wouldn't want to hurt
that sweet little gullet of yours like the last time you gagged on
my big black lady stick, would we?" 

Running one girlishly lean arm back
down her pristine petite back to the pushed-out hillocks of her
sweet-sweet derriere, deputy sheriff Wilson rolls Magnum PD's first
few inches down through the thick valley of her posterior crack to
skillfully roll it under and transfer to her waiting digits to
scoot along the wet thoroughfare of her sloppy, pink, parted and
tender lady groove to then towel tuck back-to-front a number of
times until the 12-inch pussy polished length of her glorystick
knows no place that is not dripping wet with her musty
juices.

Thrusting her makeshift darky dong
forwards with it clipped hard up against her climax buzzer by way
of the secure trap of her sexily large upper inner thighs, the
joyful suggestion that it is "Rondoggo's sucky, sucky time" exits
her lips steamily and with that she thrusts forward her artificial
man appendage and makes Ronny take the Mag - hand to back of head,
no mercy, no quarter, no "sorry, I was wrong to do that" later -
down his drink chute to her clit's absolutely obscene
contentedness.

"YES! That's it!" Nympho Cop groans as the greasy friction of their
baton-to-mouth play does its sexy work on her happy center. "You
are sucking that black cock just right!"

Down the corridor a shocked gasp of surprise in response to
her loudly proclaimed brutalization of 'he's not gonna get prison fucked for sure'
Roid Rage Ron echoes out, but Sandra isn't in the right state of
mind to clarify right now that no actual man meat is being abused
(or at least not just yet) and instead continues to face ride the
cell trapped drunkard until a blisteringly sensual warmth pours
from her in an indication that, along with the womb clenching
orgasm that is in the process of devastating her composure, she has
just squirted all over her favorite length of very sticky wood - it
presently posed outward from doggo's throat-to-mouth space and
pressed by its ribbed handle to the cavern of her ever climax
hungry lovely lady land in a way that is just begging for a
cunningly dramatic entrance that only her strong will and earnest
desire for a real masculine meal stops from being the next
centerpiece in her not-so-innocent game of 'thigh tuck, mouth tap'
with Ronny here.

"Fuckkk..." emits wearily from her lips as she ambles back out of
her hips thrust forward pose to the heavy clatter of the 12-inch
black baton on the concrete floor of the corridor. "That
fucking
did it, Rondoggo -
you cheeky bastard... You've flipped my switch real good
today."

Sandra extracts the keys to the cell
from her discarded utility belt with some difficulty as she's
midway into a hazy fuck fever bought on by what she and Ronny just
jointly experienced and harshly throws the door open to a loud and
violent clang and strides in like she owns the place, which she
kind of does, and yanks the messed up Roid Rage Rondoggo to his
teetering feet then smacks down his work overalls to ankle depth
like the highly adept cavity searcher she is.

"I'm going to get all the milk out
from my good doggy in one go tonight, Ronny-darling," Sandra
announces, "so you better be ready because you know that I'm not
going to be gentle like last time with that nasty swollen dick of
yours."

This assertive assurance is so sickly
enshrouded in sweaty, cock-hungry hunger that the deputy knows -
hand-to-heart, pinky finger swear - that lines will be crossed
tonight in such abundance and wanton abandon that neither of them
will forget what was done this warm summer evening. That said, to
enjoyably elaborate, it isn't unreasonable to feel this way when an
unthinkingly bold drunk dares take it far, far too far with a woman
of true blue slutty devotion like herself, so, due to this, the
good deputy is consequently emboldened to challenge both of their
sexual limits and see just how filthy Roid Rage Ron will let her be
before common sense and an honest concern for his own sanity
encourage him to decline any further of her playful erotic
intrigue.

"Your cute little butt eye is winking
at me," Sandra rudely proclaims as she parts her tamed mantoy's
muscular buttocks white-skinned wide. "It looks like it might be
scared of me..." Her fingers lightly caress and circle his
vigorously puckering anus. "Do you think it is really actually
frightened, Ronny-dearest? Or, maybe it just wants tiny little me
to do something to it, something that'll make it feel good, or
should I say make you feel good, inside where the sun
doesn't shine."

As nothing is offered in reply, Nympho Cop figures Ron is
fully on board with her intended course of action and,
consequently, with no real warning at all, plunges her arrowhead of
a fully extended tongue straight into the toned bullseye to her
front while procuring his stiff 8-incher in two hands to wrench on
his majesty's scepter in a manner like one might use to wring water
from a soaked towel beside a steamy fire somewhere out in the lost
world of the Massachusetts wildlands.

"OWWHHHH!" Roid Rage Ron piggy squeals in delight in response to her
firm hands-on manipulation of his engorged junk.

Face buried, mouth suckling, tongue
bobbing for naughty apples, heart most definitely pounding in her
breast, the whole of her fucking ELECTRIFIED! to the extreme,
deputy sheriff Sandra Wilson - filthy nympho slut cop at work -
ravishes Roidy Rondoggy to the point where stank man seed spills
and spills yet again in a double stream of cream that fells the big
lug to his knees like a tree to a lumberjack's axe in under 10
kinky minutes of her piston-like game of yank, twist and
twirl.

"You are in the way," Sandra
complains, viciously spanking her man-doggy with the flat of her
right hand until he weakly wobbles his thick, muscular thighs apart
as any good boy would and she arrives on her knees in a humble
prostration to her beloved white liquid goddess and from there
slobbers up her ultra-stank meal of masculine milk off the dirty
plate of the cell's rubber floor before skillfully sliding under
Mr. Roid to prop her back onto the metal bars and consume his
injected testosterone shrunk balls all the way up to their salty
stalk and lay out his much-mellowed ding-a-ling across her
pulsating nostrils and pleasure slack brow to allow the remaining
goo dribbling from its overburdened eyelet to puddle out on her
around mid-forehead to form a penny sized prayer dot paying homage
to her ever humble crusade to satisfy her desire to see salty semen
squirted all about without any thought to where it might land or
whether or not to show even a hint of semen flinging
self-restraint.

"Is that realllly all?" she bemoans on seeing no stiffness
in him despite her tongue's just halted rotational efforts. "Just
how much did you drink before getting thrown in here?"

Poor worn-out Ronboy doesn't seem very
interested in any kind of post-climax communication, so - as his
dick has sadly failed her - Nympho Cop butt wiggles her way out
from between his solidly muscular thighs, lazily uncuffs him,
collects her midsized pack of wet
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