Police, Camera, Action by UK Snowy

CASE ONE
“Remember that incident down the Biddesley road last September?” chuckled WPC Dawn Bloomfield, off duty in the Rumsey Police station.

“Christ Yeah! That carved the area up for hours,” responded WPC Julie Dunn, as she sat and pulled her black skirt up above her knees. She spread her strong legs and enjoyed the freedom of air filtering round her stockinged thighs.

“Yeah, but it wasn’t the road closures, she’s on about Julie,” said WPC Janet Woods, joining them in the staff room with a steaming kettle. “It was what we found when we got there. We were first on the scene.”

“Oh I haven’t been first on an incident yet. Must be terrible,” said Julie, pouring milk into large mugs. “Especially a fatal one.”

“Oh some of them can make you sick. I haven’t seen many but that was a cracker,” chuckled Dawn.

Janet poured some tea for them all, sat down, kicked off her flat black shoes and loosened her uniform. Tie first, then the two top buttons of her regulation shirt. She ran her hands through her very short black hair and rolled her shirt sleeves up to reveal several tattoos on muscular forearms. She took off her trendy rimless spectacles and cleaned them on the edge of her shirt.

“This new fucking bra is killing me,” Dawn muttered, pulling her shirt from her waistband and sticking her hand up. 

Her colleagues watched the groping trail of the tall, voluptuous blonde’s hand as Dawn fumbled at the under wire of her new 38DD white bra. It was nipping some of the ample pale flesh of her huge knockers.

“So what did you find?” asked Julie impatiently.

“Ooh! Can’t tell you that. It’s our secret,” shrieked Janet before sipping her tea and dunking a chocolate digestive biscuit in the near boiling liquid.

“Janet, how can you do that?”  moaned Dawn. “That’s disgusting.”

“Not as disgusting as what you did with that fella on the Biddesley road” Janet retorted. “Anyway Julie, it was like this….”

**********

The white patrol car eased gently along the lane with the two constables gazing intently all around. They had seen the speeding 4 x 4 SUV turn off the minor road they travelled, it’s wavering passage and pace suggesting drugs or booze. It was a damp misty night and Dawn had just groaned to Janet that they were already late back at the station to sign off the shift. Janet had retorted that if they hadn’t parked up in that side road and enjoyed a little play, they wouldn’t have been late. Promising each other a nice warm bath, some mutual massage and a sexy night in with the new double dildo, after a takeaway curry and some lagers, they felt obliged to check and apprehend the car driver.

“Look - lights Dawn,” muttered Janet pointing across some open scrub. “Still fucking shifting…… Christ!”

Her partner who was driving, slammed on the brakes as they saw the headlights shoot into the air, carving the mist, like wartime searchlights for seconds before they became shrouded amongst undergrowth and reduced to a glow. The two WPCs glanced at each other until Dawn gunned the police car to the junction and down the next lane. It was easy to find the crashed vehicle. The tail lights glowed brilliantly red. 

Dawn carefully parked, put out a blue sign, both donned high visibility jackets, grabbed torches and made their way to the vehicle. They could see one headlight still working pointing across a ploughed field. The car’s engine had stopped, but the whole thing ticked with heat. They split up and walked round each side, picking their way over mangled branches and piles of earth torn up by the vehicle’s traverse through a hedge to end up wedged front end into a massive oak tree.

Steam filtered from the front, where the engine lid was fully open. Janet covered the passenger side and as she peered through the side screens, she saw no one was in the back. The forward side screen was smashed but the door intact and she tried it. It swung open remarkably easy, the interior light flickering on and she gasped at the sight in front of her.

“Oh my God!” she remarked.

Dawn had to clamber over a large log to approach the other side of the 4 x 4 and heard Janet’s comment. Intending to open the driver’s door, she grasped it, gearing up for the mangled mess of human limbs and blood she would find and wrenched at it. It was stuck, but she placed her hefty size nine boot against the pillar and heaved again. It opened with a metallic graunching creak and she too gasped at the sight. She swiftly turned the car ignition off killing the head and rear lights. Her eyes then scanned beyond the shattered body of the young man, catching Janet’s wide eyed stare at the opposite side. Janet’s eyes were indicating that Dawn should look closer at what was in the passenger seat.

“ What the fuck…..?’ Dawn grunted. “Wow! Er, check the pulse first Janet. Only two isn’t there”

Janet scanned the rear seat and confirmed a lack of rear passengers and then leaned in and grabbed the wrist of the young girl, which was all she could reach at the time. As she searched for a beat she took in the rest of the scene. Dawn reached for the neck of the man in the driving seat and waited, all the time gazing at the lower portion of the patently dead person.

“Zilch!” they both remarked almost in unison.

They grimaced in sadness tinged with inevitability.

‘Yeah! Bound to be with this impact and no seat belts thth,” tutted Dawn, glancing at the mashed head of the man that had impacted against the screen and then slid sideways onto the dash towards the door. The girl’s head was crushed against the dash and equally mashed. 

“Young too,” said Janet. “Will they ever learn?”

“They’ve obviously learned something,” chortled Dawn, with a dirty grunt.

“Yes - up to it while driving too. Naughty ones,” added Janet. “Can’t blame him though.”

“What makes you say that?” asked Dawn as her eyes again slipped below.

“Well she is very attractive from where I’m standing,” giggled Janet, tracing her fingers over the warm exposed crotch of the female. “I mean you and I wouldn’t mind a piece of this beauty Dawn. And a gorgeous little bum”

Dawn watched her partner’s hand disappear over the twin hillocks of the dead girl’s buttocks which faced the passenger door and then turned her attention to her side.

“If you could see what I can Janet…well maybe you wouldn’t appreciate as much but…well this young fella was her dream come true alright,’ murmured Dawn, rimming the man’s knob end with her finger tip.

“I can’t remember the last time I saw as beautiful a piece of young tender pussy as this one.. er no offence darling,” Janet murmured to Dawn. “But you are thirty five.”

Dawn frowned across at her team mate and lover, but didn’t react. Janet was right.
‘Can you see her pussy?” she asked, getting a nod and a smile. ‘Got to have a look.”

Dawn scrambled round the vehicle, snagging her leg several times on sticks and thorns before joining Janet at the open passenger door. She gulped and stared for a few seconds before crouching nearer.

“Oh yes. See what you mean. They must have been having a mutual wank while driving, the stupid bastards. See where his hand is. How old you reckon she is?” Dawn asked, spotting that the man’s hand was trapped between the girl’s right thigh and the seat.

“Bit of a guess but if you look at the gear – no more than twenty,” answered Janet. “I mean she is slim, long legs.”

‘There’s a bag there. Must be some papers. Check it out,” suggested Dawn, her eyes fixed on the rear end of the girl, which was raised up in a kneeling position.

The girl’s crotch was open to view, originally in the doggy position, black lacy edged panties down her left leg caught up in the top of knee length leather boots. Her right leg was jammed up on the seat, whilst the left one was down in the foot well. Dawn gazed at the girl’s exposed cunt with it’s light scattering of fair pubic hair curled round a slender slit which was obviously wet. Above was a neat gathering of fair haired wrinkles that puckered into the crevasse of her anus. Licking her lips, she touched the peachy twat gently, peering into the delicate folds that glistened with intimate moisture. Meanwhile Janet rifled through odd papers in the cheap leather handbag and found a Burton Perrins college ID.

“Gemma Jackson, born 15 April 1986. Fuck she’s only..er!.. seve..no sixteen. That’s right sixteen and a half,” added Janet. “Pretty girl from the photograph.”

“Not any more,” grimaced Dawn glancing at the ID as she smelt her fingers. “Pretty pussy though. You were right and very ripe. Come and see what the fella is packing. We need to find out who he is.”

Reluctantly Janet followed her colleague to the other side and gulped at the scene from that side as Dawn felt in his jacket pocket. A wallet was found, containing several bank cards, business cards, various slips of paper, postage stamps, a bundle of cash and helpfully, a driving licence.

Meanwhile Janet glanced at Gemma’s face,  or what was left of it, down near the man’s left thigh and held back a vomit as she took in what was held in Gemma’s right fist. A very large penis stuck upwards into the mist swirling round the cab, with a bulbous knob glistening in the interior light.

“John Upham, Assistant Sales Manager for Hawkins Garden Centre, West End, age…er!..ah yes here it, clean licence too…er! 21 - 2 –1982. Twenty and a bit… 24 Passfield Road, Eastle…hang on - I know his sister. Oh fuck!” she exclaimed.

“Oh I’m sorry Dawn,” said Janet thoughtfully. 

“Nah! It’s OK. Right cow she is. Came on strong to me about two years ago, before you transferred to Rumsey. I was still very Bi in those days. Gave her a couple of good nights out and in, know what I mean and then she dumped me for some barmaid. Cow!” Dawn spat.

Janet chuckled and patted Dawn on the shoulder, thinking that her lover in the police force still had the odd leanings towards men when she felt like it.

“Lives up to his name - Upham,” she added, tapping John’s knob end with her forefinger. “Certainly up now and was probably intending to be later with sweet Gemma.”

“Yeah superb cock Jan,” murmured Dawn licking her lips. “Not that you’d be interested. Surprised you even touched it like that.”

“Wouldn’t normally. Yeah! You’re right - not me, but I know you would Dawn with your varied tastes. Still like a cock now and then don’t you darling? Gemma’s more my type, lovely ripe young cunt,” said Janet glancing at Gemma’s mashed face and shuddering.

“Still stiff too. Lovely ain’t it?” asked Dawn gleefully. “Rigor Mortis wouldn’t set in yet, but he is surprisingly hard still. Have a job putting him in a coffin like that,” she giggled.

“Will her hand come off it?” asked Janet.

“Lets see shall we?” said Dawn.

“Didn’t mean now Dawn. Just thinking ahead. We can’t touch them,” hissed Janet reproachfully.

“Tell you what, you go and have fun with little Gemma’s pussy and I’ll enjoy myself here, then we tidy up and radio in… easy!” suggested Dawn, her fat hairy snatch already juicy with the idea.

‘We can’t Dawn,” gasped  Janet, aghast.

************

“So I gobbled him and frigged my self while she sucked the girl and frigged herself and everyone was happy,” screeched Dawn. ‘They were still lovely and warm.”

Julie sat stunned in her chair as the tale spilled out. Her huge pink lips dropped wider and wider apart as Dawn and Janet told her all the gory details.

“Didn’t anyone notice anything?” the black girl asked. “I mean how long was it before the medics and forensic came.”

“Can’t remember but so what? It was easy. We’re pros Julie, don’t forget,” added Dawn. “Turned you on a bit though didn’t it?”

Her glance at Julie’s crotch distracted the one ethnic policewoman in the area from her questioning. Julie looked down as the others did and shyly extracted her hand from up her skirt. She nodded and blinded the other two with her full Caribbean style smile.

“Even got some pics from the photographer of Gemma’s cunt and bum. She’s one of us that’s how,” added Janet to Julie’s interruption about the photographer. “Sounds like the new shift coming in. Right - that’s the end of story time in the nick. How about us three go home and get undressed and fuck?”

CASE TWO
“Well I couldn’t resist. I mean she had an idiot proof camera lying there on the table and she was the photographer who fucked up our Deborah’s wedding shots and gave her a measly five percent off the bill. I felt I owed her one.” added vice squad DS Rob Fairfield to his assistant DC Nigel Martin in a quiet suburb of Rangewood, a small market town in Hampshire.

“You will like some of those especially.” said Rob.

Nigel chuckled when he was handed the photographs and gasped in astonishment at what they revealed. Even though their biggest case some months ago had completed a successful raid through to conviction of a porno ring in town and the two had a liberal share of the magazines and videos seized, they had never seen quite such scenes as illustrated in the shots now being viewed. Through their various cases and investigations they had found they had a mutual liking for the bizarre things in sex. They had both gathered up lots of the animal features, gleefully noting the dog, horse, cow, pig, goat and donkey features amongst the pile. Rob had also gone for the bizarre water sports, vintage stuff and older women features with Nigel collecting some S&M stuff. Since then they had bonded and attended several underground parties where free sex and porno to their taste was available. A recent case they had followed through to successful convictions was that the gang were mainly dealing in child porn and they didn’t like that. Also the gang were East European immigrants and muscling in on the local scene in Southampton and Portsmouth, both major ports, which Rob and Nigel did very well out of, both financially and pleasure wise.

“So were there any suspicious circumstances?” asked Nigel, tensing his dick at a couple of the photos.

“Nah! I mean we just stumbled on the case as part of another investigation but it was natural as it happened, although unnatural as most folk would say,” chuckled Rob. “The thing was she was a decent bit of mature tail, so I thought why not. It’s my scene, the older woman and it was free,” he laughed manically.

“Were you alone when you found her?” asked Nigel.

“Nah It was  a couple of years ago remember,” Rob told him. “ I was just a DC like you and I was with DS Ancram, an old hand who never got past the sergeant stage. We were so short handed then. We called at her studio, right on the dot at five o’clock as arranged and it was open and deathly quiet. We called out for her, Carmel Mold was her name, foreign type….you know. I mean we were on business, seeing if she had school shots of a bogus teacher that had got away with posing as math teacher for over a year and then abusing girls at the school.”

“It was like this….”

*************

Ancram and Rob glanced at each other. The photographers studio was intensely quiet. They were surrounded by cabinets and displays of the examples of work carried out by Carmel Mold. The two policeman wandered round the shop, Ancram impatiently whistling through his teeth. The door bell had clanged as they entered. No one came, yet they had an appointment. They both called out, Ancram at the bottom of some stairs and Rob through the curtained screen at the back of the shop. No replies came although Rob thought he heard some noise out back.

With growing suspicion, Ancram climbed the stairs and found a storeroom, neatly stacked with shelving of stock and cartons. There was no one there and no where to hide.

Rob went through the curtain, calling her name all the time finding himself in a laboratory workroom with all sorts of equipment, lights, boxes of film, cartridges and tanks with taps. There was no one in the room as Rob turned to see Ancram following him. Another door led off and they assumed it would be into a rear entrance hall, which it did but also with another flight of stairs. They called out, Rob hearing some sort of reaction but faint.

They climbed the stairs after checking the fact that the one other door did indeed lead outdoors to an alley which was deserted.

Ancram took over as they topped the stairs onto a landing with two doors. One door was checked revealing a bathroom with a toilet and no occupant. The old copper opened the other door and Rob followed him inside to a fully furnished cosy lounge with a single bed.

“Fuck me, just look at that,” Ancram murmured.

‘Jesus!” Rob exclaimed.

Kneeling on a cushion on the bare polished floor boards was a person. A woman actually as they both had clear views from the rear. Her skirt was up round her waist, a pair of black silk and lace knickers hung on the arm of a chair, her black silk stockings and suspenders were in slight disarray. Her upper torso which was furthest away from the two policemen was supported on a comfy old armchair, her thighs hard up against the chair. She was in the classic doggy style of fucking, her head resting comfortably on her forearms and Rob thought she looked quite tasty with nice rounded buttocks, spread legs and a lovely fat hairy pussy which was partly open showing pink and glistening moist. 

The grizzled old detective cleared his throat noisily, but she didn’t stir.

“Excuse me madam,” said Rob loudly, again getting no reaction.

Ancram approached her and put his fingers to her neck. After a while he shook his head gravely at Rob who grimaced.

“Still warm too, so recent,” grunted Ancram.

Ancram then peered intently and very closely at the woman’s exposed snatch before cocking his ear, putting his fingers to his lips and touching Rob’s arm as he too heard a noise through a part open door. Stealthily they approached the remaining door. Rob pushed it open and Ancram stepped in to be greeted in the small kitchen by a large, friendly black Labrador dog. No humans were in sight. And there was no other ingress to the apartment. After calming the fussy dog, they tried the only window which was locked.

“Lets check the whole place out again Fairfield. It’s fucking weird this,” muttered Ancram.

They checked out every room and doorway finding nothing untoward. Ancram made sure the front street door was locked, intending to secure the place as they did a thorough search as Rob checked the till. Cash and cheques seemed intact and he counted well over a hundred in notes.  He opened a substantial cupboard below the till and found a collection of expensive cameras. Just then Ancram’s mobile trilled. He talked sharply and at length, finished the conversation and spoke to Rob.

“The super wants me particularly on the spot at a double murder scene. Some bigwig’s family who has friends in high places and it seems we have men just about stretched everywhere tonight. No point in explaining we had an odd case. You deal with this. You know what to do, forensics, photos, local interviews etc. Call in and get assistance and you’ll get back to the station OK, ‘cos I’ll take the car. Be good experience for you. I’ll help in every way of course. I mean she has just been fucked or was getting ready to be. Her fanny was wet…spot that? Eh? Yes you did. Thought so. Think about the fact that there is something strange as she is still warm but very dead yet no one around, no forced entry and nothing taken at first glance. Who would want to fuck that, beats me. Bit of an old bag isn’t she? Not my scene, I like them young heheh,” chuckled Ancram patting his young colleague on the shoulder before letting himself into the darkening street.

Rob made sure he was locked in, checking to see if the door had been forced as he saw the police car pull away. He checked the whole downstairs again, then the front upstairs store and made his way through the back. The rear entrance was locked and hadn’t been tampered with or forced. The one real question in his mind was that if she had been expecting their visit at five, why was she in this extremely bizarre situation. Still puzzling to himself he climbed the back stairs and heard a peculiar scratching sound.

He pushed open the lounge door where the sound emanated and gasped at the view.

The scratching sound was the Labrador’s rear paws on the bare floor boards as it struggled to keep upright as it mounted the butt of the woman. It’s haunches were going hammer and tongs at her rear end and Rob stood and gazed fascinated and captivated by the scene.

His greatest sexual fantasies revolved around bestiality. He had seen - even in his few years in the police force, various book and videos of such scenes but never in person. He guessed that she must have been indulging in the canine sex act before he arrived with Ancram because the dog obviously knew what to do.

He strolled round to the side and knelt down. The dog ignored him, it’s ears flapping wildly, it’s tongue lolling wetly and eyes bright. Rob could see the dog’s bright red cock shafting into the woman’s sluicing cunt and he found it very exciting. She was dead for fucks sake, but what an erotic scene.

The dog’s front paws were tangled up in the woman’s skirt on the chair. Her top half was clothed in a black tight fitting top, but large breasts could be seen being squashed under her rolling body. Rob peered round the front, down into the depths of the chair and saw her bleached blonde, thick hair. Tentatively he lifted her head to view her face, the dog intent on mating and totally ignoring his interference.

“So Carmel,” Rob muttered. ‘You’re not a bad looker for someone who likes the authentic doggy style.”

Her eyes were heavily but expertly made up. Her hair seemed in good condition and she smelt nice. Thick eyebrows carved over heavy hooded brown eyes, a fairly large, slightly hooked nose and a full lipped mouth. She matched the reference photos and certificated photos on the studio walls downstairs.

“You’re no old bag are you. Stupid old copper Ancram. Doesn’t see beauty and sexy attributes in mature ladies like I do. Just might indulge myself for a moment or two,” he continued, after gently closing her eye lids.

The policeman checked his watch and gazed round the room. He saw several  cameras on a shelf and investigated them. Choosing a loaded idiot proof, aim and shoot, high spec digital version he returned to Carmel’s still torso. Thinking about his personal collection of porn, this would be a nice addition. He switched it on and the camera flashed several times as he worked round the shagging dog. He got further close ups under the dog’s legs. He then realised he had a raging erection.

Rob shoved the whining dog off and took more quick shots of it as it walked away and then lay down, with it’s thick wet dick wobbling grotesquely before it until it was enveloped in strenuous licking.

With slight wondering on the sense – hygiene wise, of following a canine cock, Rob never even thought about the ethical situation. He dropped his trousers and pulled out his stiffy. He knelt behind the woman and thrust his dick at her sloppy open minge. Easily, his six inches slid deep inside and he felt the heat and wetness her canine lover had created. As he started to fuck her, his mind suddenly clicked in that she was intending to or had been getting a length from the dog when she popped her clogs. There were no injuries, she was in the passive position, no one could have propped her there except herself. Unless if someone had been in, an accomplice, a lover, whatever, where were they now? Had they fled and left her because she died? But the dog knew what to do as it had mounted her between Ancram and his first discovery. It must be a regular occurrence.

The moral and certainly taboo aspect of necrophilia shot through his brain, but Rob’s cock was his brain at this precise moment and he didn’t care. The fact that he had stumbled on a female engaged in bestiality and an attractive, mature and somewhat foreign female, excited him. The fact that Ancram didn’t know about the dog fucking was a bonus. He shagged her hard, varying his pace, not wanting participation, reaching under her and  pulling her top from her waistband and finding no bra. He found the large warm handfuls of her tits and grabbed them, squeezing them hard, tweaking the large prominent nipples.

His jism started to bubble and amazingly his brain clicked into police mode. If he came inside her, it would be a bit dodgy forensic wise. Time of death would be established and a post mortem held for certain. In her found position, her vagina would certainly be examined for alien fluids. Ancram would remember the time of discovery. Rob shagged until the explosion felt imminent, then he pulled out and shot his load onto her buttocks, smearing the olive coloured globes with his prodigious cumming. He gasped in ecstasy as he spent and shuffled back, to let a little of his cum dribble into the furry cavern of her arsehole. 

Evilly – like an animal in the forest, he dropped to his knees and licked at her anus, sucking his own cum from it, knowing the dog hadn’t penetrated her fundament. He smelt the musty odours of her ring piece, cleaning it with his tongue as he fingered the sloppy hanging flaps of her soaking twat. Satiated at last, Rob lifted his head and plucked a pubic hair from his tongue with his fingers. He liked the smell of her ripe pussy on his fingers and resolved not to wash them. He sorted out his clothing and grabbed the camera.

He took several distant and close ups of Carmel’s genitals, joyous in finding a large, very prominent – almost cock like clitoris and then shut down the camera, stuffing it in his jacket pocket. That wouldn’t be missed he thought to himself and I can download all this onto my computer at home.

The dog started to snore noisily, jolting Rob back to his professional approach. He glanced at his watch. Merely fifteen minutes had passed since he entered the room. He used his handkerchief to open and rifle through some drawers near the single bed and found a selection of underwear. Choosing a black pair of French knickers, he carefully and thoroughly he cleaned her cunt flaps, her buttocks and her sphincter using the gusset of the garment. That went into the pocket with the camera.

Rearranging the corpse was done with meticulous care, his almost photographic memory serving him well in positioning her in the way him and Ancram had first seen her.

He had a bit of difficulty getting her big tits back under her and her clothes tidied, but finally Rob was satisfied and he called up to report the incident.

*********

“And no one suspected?” asked Nigel incredulously.

‘Nah. Not a thing. I even reported the dog fucking her, Ancram agreed that it could have done although he didn’t witness anything and they checked her cunt and it showed up in the fluids, you know,” said Rob.

Nigel nodded and shook his head.

‘Staggering really. Who would have imagined the circumstances. What time did they give for her actual death, it was heart you said, wasn’t it?”  queried Nigel.

“Yeah. About an hour before. No one had been to the studio either, in that hour before five. No other prints apart from mine and Ancram’s on the upper doors and the stair. She must have forgotten to lock the door. Incredibly no one had gone in. We conducted quite an exhaustive interview session with the other shop keepers in the area and two people in upstairs over shop flats in the street, but no one reported anything suspicious,” said Rob, chuckling at the photos Nigel handed back.

“No one even asked about you or the camera?’ asked Nigel.

“Not a thing. Carmel was divorced about eight years back, no family and an independent trader and well thought of in the photography world, although not in our family,” grimaced Rob. “Our Debbie couldn’t believe it when the wedding stuff was fucked up.”

Nigel nodded sympathetically.

‘How old was er…Carmel then?”

“Forty eight. She was smashing though Nige,” grinned Rob. “I could have fucked that for ever. Nothing like a mature woman’s ripeness.”

“Yes I know you keep telling me. You know that new WPC that’s transferred over to the station. Are you going to move in on her? Right age group,” Nigel suggested.

‘Definitely not. The ethnic thing doesn’t interest me especially those coal black birds,” snorted Rob. “Fucking out and out racist me.”

“Well she must be in her early forties and I like a bit of black,” chortled Nigel. “ Might have a go at her.”

“She might fuck monkeys with her background,” giggled Rob. “If you get some photos I’ll be interested. Coming for a pint?”

CASE THREE
“In the fucking coffin? In a funeral parlour?” asked Sgt John Dyke. “Jesus Christ!”

“Yes - but not in a coffin you twat. On a table ready for the coffin,” chuckled Inspector Andy Gravell.

“She would be cold then?” said John.

“Well originally, but young Horace Peace, the undertaker’s assistant helped me. He owed me big time. It was easy. He’d had a shot at her too you know. It wasn’t just me, he fancied her too - obviously,” argued Andy. 

“Yes but you had a gripe to settle, I can understand that,” grinned John. “Jesus - these are amazing.”

“That one was the one I felt like sending to her family, but I didn’t of course. These are dynamite John.” Said Andy, leafing through the photographs. “And you say nothing about them eh?’

“Shit no Andy. I owe you big time. You know that,” responded John meekly.

“Yeah big time, but you’re a good copper John and I like you. Anyway you or anyone would never find these. Not in a million years. I covered for you on that case with the kid and you’re clear and as you showed me your little souvenirs I’ll show you mine hehheh!” chuckled Andy.

“Er! Thanks. I only took a few of her, you’ve got a fucking album here,” giggled John.

“Yeah but yours are classics. A ten year old girl sucking your knob and riding your dick. That’s dynamite.”

“So how did this come about? I mean it was before I transferred here,” said John.

“It was like this….”

**********

Inspector Gravell arrived at the funeral parlour at about six on a Monday evening. Late October’s darkness settled over the market town of Owlresford in Hampshire with an air of foreboding. Storm clouds grouped and clustered to the West. Andy glanced at the sky and shuddered.  It had been a hard day with meetings, a dismissal of a constable on perjury charges, a town centre disturbance with racial overtones, a major incident on the bypass and his wife Judith bitching about him not being back in time to say goodbye to her mother. He didn’t want to say goodbye to Maureen his mother in law. Having left her that morning after sneaking into her room and having a last feel of her juicy pussy, then sucking his finger as she played with his long dangling cock, they considered that to be their farewell following an extremely sexy weekend.

Ostensibly visiting to look after the kids for the weekend, due to Andy’s fabricated heavy workload and Judith’s need to attend a  two day course, it had worked extremely well. The kids - Danny aged 12 and Kelly aged 13, had virtually disappeared for two days, nothing unusual so Maureen and Andy had the house to themselves and had fucked, sucked and shagged in every possible combination at leisure. 

The fact that Maureen was fifty one, widowed, wealthy, elegant, very slender, coffee coloured and hot about Andy since the day he and Judith had met had considerable bearings on the way they planned their liaisons. His considerable height, bearing and arrogance had charmed her, as it had her daughter. The new attitudes in the force had allowed Andy to consider taking a half caste woman as his wife and her lovely light brown skin, dark smouldering eyes and busty yet shapely figure had captivated him.

The other fact that Judith had gone to seed since Danny’s birth and had immersed herself, working her way to the top - in welfare and charity work adding to Andy’s social round as he was expected to accompany her to functions annoyed the hell out the self centred and ambitious copper. 

His consolation was that he regularly got to shag the living daylights out of the sublimely gorgeous mother of his wife and grandmother to his two kids.

As he arrived at the funeral parlour, Judith had just finished brow beating him on his mobile in her whining voice that took on West Indian overtones when she got aggravated. As he parked - he thought of her fat waddling body, her permanent sweat and her delight in wearing the most revealing of clothes that did nothing to help her vast body. It did nothing for his or her image, especially since he had just gained promotion.

Andy entered the establishment, opened by young Horace Peace the son of the owner Paul Peace. The young man looked terrified to see him And was sweating profusely.

“Er!…Ggggood evening Inspector Gggravell sir,” stammered the gaunt and pasty faced eighteen year old.

“Evening Horace. Early I’m afraid. Catch you having a sleep then?” responded Andy with a grin. “So dad’s not around?”

“A deceased up at Roopley. Complicated, reckons he will be an hour or so.”

“Ah well, just a few things. Did he put the papers and things out?”

“Yes, it’s all ready in the office. Hope this will be the end of it…er…it’s through here sir,” said Horace with concern.

“It’ll be quicker if we pop through here,” said Andy indicating a door from the reception. “I know my way around.”

“But that’s the laying out room sir?” whined Horace nervously nodding. 

“No problem. Been in a few times and seen a few stiffs in my time heh heh!” chuckled Andy. “Let’s go.”

The mayor Rosemary Jane Head, known as Rosie to her confidantes, had been killed in a road accident and Murphy’s law was that an off duty police car on a personal mission and a hearse of all things were involved. The furore was tremendous as she was the youngest Liberal Democrat Mayor ever appointed, possibly in the country. Loads of publicity had come her way because of that but also because she was a stunner, loaded and very high profile.

Her parents, the immensely wealthy taxi, car rental, fleet operator and scrap dealer Don Head and his wife Grace - who in her own right was an A-list show business agent and years back had been implicated in a call girl racket, had created a stink with the Superintendent and Chief Constable and Andy had been delegated to sort it out. The fact that Andy had undercover people working on the Head empire, by arrangement with the Metropolitan force was unknown to both of the said police hierarchy. The suspicion of drug dealing in a big time was gaining momentum and Andy was hopeful of great strides in his career if the Head empire crashed with his help. Don and Grace lorded it big style over their empire and anyone who came into contact with them and Andy hated their guts.

“It was her fault wasn’t it sir?” ventured Horace as he followed Andy into the laying out room where the Mayor’s body temporarily resided.

“Yes it was son. And luckily nothing to do with your vehicles. One of your competitors wasn’t it?” said Andy walking to the corpse.

Horace looked impatiently and apprehensive as Andy peered at the deceased Mayor. He nodded.

“Yes from Guildford. And not your officer I believe?” Horace asked nervously.

“Precisely. That’s why it’s nearly sorted out. Do you know she wanted to be my lover?” Andy chuckled, shaking his head. “Nice looker, isn’t she. Even cold.”

Horace looked aghast and gulped and nodded.

“I met her at the scouts presentations sir. She was gorgeous yes. Very nice,” he added, knotting his hands together nervously. “Shall we go to the office sir?”

Andy peered closely at Rosie, his sharp eyes scanning from her feet, up the unorthodox position of her legs under the sheet, the large bulges of her tits and the pale, but carefully featured face of the corpse. His eyes slid back to her legs and he rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“Funeral tomorrow?” he asked, studying the covered corpse.

“Er.. yyyyes sir. That’s right. Ssh .sh …shall we go to the office, all the stuff is there for you,” chirped Horace nervously, twitching at the Inspector’s arm.

Andy glared at the lad’s impudence in touching him and the hand fell away to be knotted with it’s twin again in nervous gestures.

“She’s not right somehow. Mind if I take a look?” asked Andy lifting the sheet without the answer.

Horace squeaked and tried to grab Andy’s hand but it was too late. The sheet slid away to reveal Rosie’s beautiful cold stiff body. Andy gasped with surprise, letting the sheet fall to the floor as he stared at her crotch. Her legs were apart, her crotch was greasy and there were bruises round her pubic mound.

“What the fuck…?” Andy gasped as he stooped and peered into the gap between her legs.

He looked at her cunt which was open and glistening wet, her labia hanging large and prominent amidst the carefully trimmed but thick patch of hair. “This isn’t how she died, being fucked. What’s going on?”

“Er nothing sir. Just doing some last minute work on her. Haven’t quite finished,” said Horace unconvincingly.

“Obviously not Horace. Just what were you doing?” asked Andy carefully, his mind in a spin.

“Er well…er…Fff..Well …er!  fluids drain out and you have to clean you see. That’s it. I was cleaning her,” Horace answered hesitantly and then too quickly for Andy’ sake. “Don’t do that si….”

Andy reached out a hand and gently touched Rosie’s mound. Amazingly it was slightly warm and the greasy deposits were fresh and not tacky. He passed his hand down the sides of her gash, which also radiated some warmth. He lifted his finger to his nose and sniffed deeply. The odour whilst odd, meant nothing to him and certainly wasn’t cunt. He knew cunt and had cunt scent on his fingers virtually all day from his fond and naughty farewell to Maureen. He had reluctantly washed his hands after meeting a sweaty and stinking Afghanistan community leader after the town centre incident.

“I’ve never felt a dead pussy before. Have you Horace?” Andy murmured, looking intently at the youth’s frightened face.

Horace stared at his shoes, sweat almost spouting out of his fore head, his hands tightly grasped, his fingers curling incessantly.

“Have you Horace? Want to tell me son?” asked Andy.

The silence echoed round the sparsely furnished room. The Inspector studied the lad, who fidgeted and kept glancing up at the piercing gaze and then swiftly turning away. Andy took the initiative. He placed his hand on Rosie’s breasts and stroked them tenderly, impressed by their bulk and nipple formation which were prominent and stubby.

“Hmm! Nice,” he murmured.

Horace groaned.

Andy moved his hand down her torso, over the smooth domed belly, slowing slightly at her navel and then his hand cupped her twat.

“Nice big pussy she’s got, but warm that’s what I can’t fathom out,” said Andy.

“You said she was your lover sir?” whimpered Horace. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what Horace,” prompted Andy, his hand lingering over Rosie’s fat flaps, sensing the daring sexuality of his actions were stirring something dark and deep in Horace. 

He didn’t attempt to correct the lover query and as he gently pressed his finger into her sticky snatch he wished maybe he should have at least tried the forbidden fruit Rosie so lavishly offered to him. Yes he was married and with two kids and yes he was engaged in an unusual sexual relationship with his mother in law, but to sample the delights of the formidable, sexy and rampant Rosie smelt of something more than he could handle at the time.

Rosie’s attentions and incessant wooing of him three years back had initially been a compliment to a man eight years older, but the nature of it bothered Andy. To have a beautiful, wealthy socialite girl pestering him and making it extremely obvious her body was freely available was odd to say the least. He was well known as a staunch Tory supporter, was anti hunt and she was well into the local foxhound scene. Why therefore did she pursue him so hard? Her bitter comments when he finally rebuffed her rang loud in his ears as she lay passive and gentle before him now. The threat that her father would make him pay for such an insult had not bothered him and certainly hadn’t featured in his life since than and he wasn’t scared. The fact that he had a full time covert investigation on the Head dynasty on his hands was the main reason he had spurned her full on sexual offers.

“I’m afraid I couldn’t resist. It’s not the first time sir, so she was just a pretty woman to me and I didn’t know she was your lover,’ said Horace. “I’m dreadfully sorry.”

Andy nodded wisely and remained silent, removing his hand from her crotch. His glance prompted Horace.

“ I can’t seem to get girlfriends you see and it was easy in here. Quiet, no one around, easy to disguise, no hassle and….” Horace dried up as Andy’s face expressed surprise.

“So you fuck the corpses? Jesus Christ!” the policeman gasped. “Like how many?”

“Difficult to say. Not a lot. Not the old wrinkly ones you understand,” Horace said firmly as if justifying himself.

“Oh choosy then are you?” chuckled Andy, taking Horace by surprise with his slight humour rather than wrath. “Hmm! Not a lot of youngsters compared to oldies I suppose.”

“Exactly sir. So it’s not lots…..”

“But how many isn’t the problem Horace is it?”

The youth shook his head, hanging it in shame.

“You know I could put you away for a long time don’t you? And I mean - the Mayor for fucks sake. The ex mayor I should say,” pondered Andy. “Can you imagine the stink if her old man got to hear of this?”

Horace’s face drained even paler as his eyes stared in fear at the policeman’s words. He tried to speak but there was only a few indistinctive squeaks.

“Well that evil bastard Head is not going to hear of it Horace. I would fear for you if he did but it won’t come from my lips because I don’t owe that family anything.”

Andy paused and thought as he viewed Rosie’s superb body, naked, available and very dead. His mind whirled, his sexual being, never far beneath his poised professional surface.

“Do you know, I can get a hardon just looking at her now. Weird isn’t it?” he said quietly.

Horace stared at him, eyes wide, mouth drooling open.

“You were fucking her just now Horace?”

The youth nodded.

“So how do you get her warm and pliable?”

“Basically a hot water bottle and some KY jelly,” Horace confided, shrugging his sloping scrawny shoulders.

Andy shook his head in wonderment and fondled her boobs again, not liking their cool firmness. His hand retraced it’s earlier journey down her body, inevitably halting on her pubic mound then slithering into her crotch and fingering her cunny lips.

“Get a hot bottle and warm her up for me Horace,” Andy said firmly.

“But sir..?”

“Just do it. I am going to fuck the dead bitch with your help. Do it.”

Horace scuttled into an ante room and Andy heard water running until Horace returned with a rubber bed bottle filled with scalding water. The youth took the initiative and placed it carefully between Rosie’s legs. Andy checked the room. No windows and he locked the two doors. He shook off his trousers and nodded to Horace who was gesturing with the KY jelly tube as to who would apply it. The lad carefully but liberally smeared Rosie’s labia with the clear unction and stepped back. He stared blatantly at the Inspector’s rigid erection which wobbled stiffly as Andy manoeuvred Rosie’s legs.

“Just climb on then do I?” he asked softly.

“Yes sir,” responded Horace. “Shall I go?”

“No son. You take out a digital camera from my briefcase down there,” grunted Andy as he knelt between Rosie’s limbs. He stroked his cock as Horace fumbled and found the camera.

“Know how to use it?” quizzed Andy as he removed the hot water bottle. “Just switch on, point and take four or five. I don’t want my face in it you understand. If you do, I’ll fucking kill you. But I want her face clear in the pictures. Get her face, her tits and her cunt and my dick OK?”

Horace nodded nervously, licked his lips and peered at the simple controls as Andy eased down over Rosie. As his dick prodded at the slimy mess of the corpse’s cunt, Horace moved and clicked several times as Andy enjoyed himself. The table creaked and swayed a little as he gathered pace and rammed hard. The fuck was pleasant if not weird. No response, but a tight wet cunt made it easy and he wanted relief – a different relief from the tremendous climaxes he enjoyed with his mother in law. He had cum with Maureen all weekend, but the sheer taboo and nastiness of fucking a dead body thrilled the pleasure seeking copper and soon he was spouting his jism deep into her innards.

He grunted, paused for a few minutes and slid off the table, stuffing his rapidly softening dick into his underpants and tucking all away. Horace stood motionless but with a very intent expression. His arms hung loose at his side, the camera clutched safely in one hand.

“Get on her and fuck her Horace,” said Andy firmly.

“What me?” squeaked the youth.

“Anyone else here called Horace?” said Andy sarcastically, looking around the room.

“But bu..” stammered the young man.

“Get on up and screw the bitch I said,” threatened Andy. “You were fucking her before I arrived early. Finish?”

Horace shook his head, glancing shamefully at Andy who peered at him. The copper took the camera and then turned on a smile and nodded, screwing his nose up in a pleasant expression.

“Go on son. Enjoy it like I did. Screw the stuck up over hyped cow for what’s she’s worth, go on.”

Horace gulped and then opened his flies. He pulled out an impressively long dick which was semi hard and Andy raised his eyebrows in admiration, but didn’t comment.

“Can I warm her again sir?” Horace asked.

Andy nodded and gestured. The lad put the hot bottle on Rosie’s slimy cunt which was oozing copious amounts of top flight authority cum. He then totally surprised Andy by sliding his hand under the sheet beneath Rosie’s head and pulled out a porno magazine, muttering about the heating up will take time and he wanted to be hard. He grimaced guiltily at Andy who shrugged and then watched the youth start to wank his dick. Andy’s face crinkled into a generous smile of admiration, partly at the youth’s sudden freedom of thought and also the way his member was hardening to some considerable size. 
Photographing Horace, Andy also took some photos of the room, making sure he got some of Horace’s warm up session which was impressing Andy each minute. The lad was lost in his dreams of the teenage pussy top shelf magazine and didn’t notice Andy’s aiming.

Soon, an eight inch, slightly curved penis jutted upwards from Horace’s groin with a bare glistening knob that was thicker in it’s girth than the shaft it was mounted on. With an approving glance from the admiring policeman, Horace climbed onto the table. He cast off the hot water bottle and lowered smoothly into Rosie’s waiting greasy snatch. With one energetic shunt he sank the whole of his sex into hers, grunting as he felt the satisfaction of his youthful but girl ignorant prick enveloped fully in a vagina.

With gusto Horace started to shag hard, much more vigorously than Andy who looked on and snapped some photos. It didn’t last long and with a strangled shout Horace came into Rosie’s obscenely violated body. He dropped onto her for a moment and then slid off almost apologetically as Andy swiftly captured a last shot of the lad’s big donger sliding out of her.

Words were at a premium as Horace cleaned himself up as Andy checked the camera and satisfied himself that the shots were of premium quality. With a glance of approval from Andy, Horace cleaned and tidied the corpse, to Andy’s fascination. Soon Rosie was pristine, elegantly laid out and without a trace of any of the abuse. Andy watched Horace’s careful administrations to the body throughout. He saw how she could be revived to the perfectly coiffured and made up image her parents would no doubt want to gaze on for last private and grief stricken moments before the ornate and extremely expensive cask would be closed forever.

Horace finally flashed his hands together in a gesture of completeness.

“No traces then Horace?” Andy asked quietly.

“None whatsoever sir. I can promise. Got to be careful haven’t we?” Horace queried almost cheekily.

*********

“So we just completed the paperwork, the investigation was wrapped up and she was buried of course. In a fucking great private tomb Head built on the estate. How pretentious is that? And that’s how it stayed,” Andy grinned. “Also quietly buried away in two minds with evidence locked away but occasionally enjoyed in private moments.”

“Fucking hell guv. That’s one hell of a caper. Was it good?” asked an incredulous Sgt Dyke. “The fuck I mean.”

“Well probably not as good as yours, if you see what I mean. At least you had a live kicking and screaming body to shag,” chuckled Andy closing the file of incriminating photos. “But is was OK in a sort of satisfying, weird way. Just had to do it.”

“The lad..er! Horace. Still see him?” asked John.

“Of course. Works for his old man still. He’s safe as houses,” replied Andy. “Now are we going for that pint?”

CASE FOUR

“ So she pissed on you and you topped her? Jesus fucking Christ,” exclaimed Constable Gareth Northgate as he sipped his tea.

“Nah stupid cunt,” scoffed Constable Darius Wassell, heaving his boots off and tossing them into his locker. “Keep it quiet you daft cunt. She sort of snuffed it afterwards. It was fucking quick.”

The men’s locker room echoed to the clattering sound as Gareth gazed round the room and back over his shoulder at the empty kitchenette, then again leaned against the doorframe waiting for his pal to get out of uniform. A night out beckoned and they had privilege passes into the new club in town.

“No one around Wasser. I mean you got out of town easy as well,” he asked.

“Had  to. The only reason I was there was because the flight was delayed four hours and I had time on my hands. The old gaolhouse was preserved in the city as a museum, but hardly anyone visited it according to the staff,” Wassell told his mate as he pulled off his uniform shirt.

Northgate admired the huge bulk of the rookie copper’s anatomy as dark brown muscles rippled as he stripped. Without embarrassment but with great inner pride, Darius stripped off his shorts and turned as he searched for some cologne in a bag on the bench. His thick heavy dong slapped against his athletic thighs and his mate stared at the magnificent display of the Negroid sexual potential. 

“You actually stemmed her with that? No wonder she popped her clogs,” he suggested incredulously. “I mean how did it get to that stage?”

Darius grinned evilly as he buttoned up his shirt.

“Well it was like this…..”

*********

Melbourne,Victoria was steaming in the high 30s as Darius entered the city in the shuttle bus. He was sweating buckets, but felt a head cold coming on, the AC in the bus packed up on the way, the Russian driver unapologetic and to aggravate him further he knew he had just spent virtually all his $Australian in the terminals. The four hour delay in his Heathrow flight annoyed the control freak policeman and he had just seen off on a flight to Wellington, the chick he had enjoyed shagging all of his three week vacation down under.

Juliette Sweetour had been the most unusual bed partner for a squat, muscle bound, ethnic minority community officer in the UK force. Lanky with no shape, prim on first impressions, natural blonde hair tied scruffily back, trendy specs perched on the end of a neat nose and with grey green intense eyes, she looked the epitome of the schoolteacher with specialities in Physical Education and Geography he found her to be. Her plain almost frumpy clothes had betrayed a passion for frivolous underwear and a sexual appetite, that Darius had had difficulty in recalling ever in his very active and diverse sexual life.

Meeting on the Ayers Rock Safari, the thirty nine year old New Zealander had painfully stumbled, he had caught her and once their eyes locked together at close quarters she had propositioned him, by surreptitiously hiking up the legs of her baggy shorts as he examined her sprained ankle in the safari truck. In the minutes before any of the other trekkers had clambered in, he had glorious views of her shaven mott as she held the wide legs of her silk panties aside, declaring her desire to fuck him. Within seconds - Darius’s prick had inevitably started to lengthen down his gleaming brown thigh and they had fucked their way round the package tour they were both booked on. Cities, sights and sounds had been a blur to the twenty four year old Darius, but he could recount every minute and every which way Juliette had taken or used his cock. Not a man of detail or recalling not need to know facts, Darius nevertheless catalogued in his mind - each shag the variations, the time and what they were both wearing.

Her slender almost childlike body had fascinated him. Juliette listed climbing, cycling , wind surfing and long distance walking amongst her activities and he found there was not an ounce of spare flesh on her hard body. Her cunt was shaven smooth and was formed by only a slit, pure and simple. Not a trace of labial looseness, no hanging flaps, no outer curtain of stretched lips spoiled the crisp, long, pencil thin line that opened into an extremely wet and capacious snatch. On opening her legs wide to take Darius’s enormous brown tool, he had mused on the way her orifice seemed to widen naturally, showing him the tender drape of inner membrane that housed a highly visible urethra. The force with which her piss had exploded from this tiny hole had taken him by surprise and he had drunk it as willingly as he had devoured the many bottles of Antipodean wine.

Flat - but not droopy, featureless tits with pale almost indented nipples quivered rather than wobbled like the busty types he usually went for, capped the total waif like image that nourished an animal liking for copulation in all it’s forms. 

Juliette had been quite happy with her participation, knowing she would never see him again. Her false email address, phone numbers and address she had given him just before her flight home, given only after Darius had worn himself out pleading with her. After the passionate and tearful kiss in the terminal, he had rejoiced in the time spent in good old Australia and was making plans as to when he could afford his next trip to the other side of the world when the flight delay was announced.

“Ve vill haf to shtopp here,” announced the Russian bus driver over the loudspeaker system. “Eet ees broken.”

Darius looked around aghast at the idea of being abandoned in some suburb of Melbourne in the oppressive heat. He blew his nose loudly and again, guessing that the cold would be on him before he got his flight. The vehicle had stopped and the few people on board were clambering out, looking bewildered. Darius jumped out, knowing he could get back to the airport using the second of the free city return vouchers.. He saw the Old Gaolhouse Museum sign across the street and was near to melting as he saw the magic words ‘air conditioned’ on the bill board outside. He sprinted through the honking traffic and entered the dark gloomy building to be welcomed by a cheery smile of an old lady who sat with prim blouse frilled round her neck. He sneezed.

“G’day and bless you.” She trilled. “It’s our culture freedom day. You can put something in the charity box as you’re free entry today.”

Darius threw some spare coins into a slit box and although sullen in reply, he thanked her as she issued a small leaflet. His body acclimatised to the sudden chill as he wandered aimlessly round the shop and souvenir stand. The whole building echoed a distant stillness as he spoke.

“Da whole plade opeh?’ he wheezed his voice already thick.

“Yes, sure of course,” the old lady smiled. “Not many takers for culture today though. Not many folks out on the streets I suppose, but still a bit surprising for Melly. We have far more culture than Sydney,” she added proudly. “Nasty cold you have there.”

Darius nodded, having encountered this fierce rivalry between the two major cities on the continent. He walked through into the vast cavernous space of the disused jail. It was certainly cool. He saw and heard no one. Gradually seeing the history of immigrant jail birds back inside amused him and he began to get immersed as he wandered the rows of cells, most of them with some display set up and historical facts about choice inmates. He climbed iron stairways in his trainers, his feet soundless and he enjoyed the gradual feeling of privacy, alone in an alien world that started to permeate through him.

Suddenly the peace was shattered by the yells and excited screams of two kids on the ground floor. He emerged from a cell displaying lurid facts about a woman who had been incarcerated for prostitution and carnal displays of horse and dingo fucking to entertain the miners in the gold fields in the north of Victoria. He had started to feel a little randy as the images flashed through his fertile brain and the lower disturbance had interrupted his happy sexual musings.

Over the safety rails he watched two young women with kiddie pushchairs and two boisterous youngsters that were running around creating the most deafening row. He saw their brief altercation with the little lady on the entrance kiosk and surprisingly saw that they were allowed in.

With an annoyed shrug, he strolled back into the cell and continued reading the fact boards about one Lizzie Timmins, the bestial extrovert. His mind flitted to some intimate chats with Juliette when they had watched some amorous kangaroos in a village in New South Wales. A large Joey had unleashed it’s penis and she had remarked on it’s size as it hopped incongruously around a grassy area, trying to mount a female but not succeeding, much to Darius and Juliette’s dismay. He had told her that the roo was the one mammal that he knew of that had it’s balls in front of it’s dick and she expressed her delight and surprise when noticing his correctness. 

Regretting the not surprising lack of photographs of Lizzie and her bestial exploits, he sauntered onwards and realised the children’s noise was getting louder. Again he peered over the rails and found they were now running at great speed round the next floor up and the one under his floor. The metal grilled walkways rattled to their steps and their voices shrieked horrendously. 

He was enjoying the cool atmosphere so Darius had no intention of escaping this sanctuary of chill until suddenly he saw the boy run past the cell he was studying. He stepped outside to see the lad disappearing round a corner at the end of the walkway. He glanced down and saw who he assumed to be the mothers standing in the middle of the ground floor open space. They were chatting and not seemingly interested in entering any of the show piece cells and displays, one of which featured the notorious folk lore bandit Ned Kelly. Darius could see that each woman had a very young child in their pushchairs. He also had clocked that the old fashioned building had no facilities for lifts or ramps so they would not be able to extend their museum tour from where they were. He did hope some official would curb the noise levels but no one seemed to appear.

Cursing the two women, but noting he was almost vertically above them, he took the opportunity of voyeuring one of them as she had a very low cut white top on and he could see quite magnificent cleavage. She looked cheap and her clothes looked cheap and he spotted the rolls of fat round her sides and back just above her waist line where her bulk was squeezed into a very tight pair of denims. Also he sneered to himself that she had a very ill fitting brassiere, judging by the humps of tit flesh trying to escape the considerable sized cups and also the way the bra carved into her sides and back. She didn’t seem to be too overweight to the connoisseur of feminine form and Darius thought – yes, he would fuck her given the chance. Big tits you see.

To escape the din, he entered a cell and started to read some display cards but they didn’t hold his attention. He stepped back out onto the walkway and found water dribbling down from above. He stopped just short of the flow and peered up. To Darius’s amazement, the little girl was squatting and pissing. He was dumbfounded and very angry. Her urine could have ruined his Tommy Hilfiger shirt. But the child resolutely stayed down in the classic female piss position and he saw that she didn’t have any knickers on. The grilled walkway, while facilitating the drainage of her discharge also allowed him full view of her crotch and he watched the gusher which seemed endless, to spout from her little slit.

Whilst annoyed, Darius would never pass up the chance to see a cunt, whatever the age he now realised, not ever having seen such a youthful example. He guessed she would be about seven or eight. So what ? It was in full view and in close up as the walkways were no more than six feet above each other. Finally her flow ceased and she stood and ran off, clattering down the walkway to the end.

The policeman shook his head in disgust at how parents brought up their kids and walked on to the next cell. This was a special one which had an inner room and a sort of cupboard. It had been a communal apparently, for three convicts and they had an interesting story. He studied the text. The din was continuing outside and he wished the women would take their fucking kids away, but he managed to digest most of the story. As he left the cell and turned onto the walkway, he was suddenly felled with a tremendous blow in the groin which near knocked him over. In pain and grimacing, clutching his painful balls, he looked down at the little girl who had run at full pelt into him. She grinned up at him rubbing her forehead which had slammed into his not inconsiderable collection of genitals.. Meaning to give her a good talking to, the pain in his balls not particularly easing, he saw a red mist and grabbed her, clapped his hand over her mouth and whisked her into the cell. He carried her through to the inner room which had a door and he pushed it closed. 

She was just about to cry and through anger, he saw the little curly headed blonde as the main reason for him being here in the first place. If she hadn’t created the din, he wouldn’t have retreated into these damn cells. He threw her on the bench. She landed heavily, slamming her head on the hard wood. She lay prone, legs askance, summer dress round her buttocks and caught tight under her still body.

Darius wondered why she didn’t move and turned her head. Her eyes were open, she was breathing but she made no attempt to move. He felt down her tiny body for any obvious breakages, not wanting to move her. He reached her buttocks, feeling bare firm flesh, pale and un-Australian in it’s tones. Curious, dirty minded and remembering she wore no underwear, Darius opened her cheeks and gazed at the cute little pucker of her anus. Cursing himself over his filthy mind he let her buttocks gently kiss together again, but he rubbed his cock which had sent some signals to his brain. He was half hard.  He again felt her pulse, it was OK, she seemed peaceful. Ready to sort her clothing and call for an attendant, he changed his mind and decided on one last peep at her pussy. It would be catalogued with all the other pussies he had seen, licked and fucked, but this would be put in a special category.

Turning her over, Darius lifted her dress, a pretty pink and white polka dotted one with white lace edging, but he did notice how grubby it was. Her trainers were extremely dirty too. He opened her legs and gazed with guilty pleasure on the tight virginal little cut in a peachy pink mound. He automatically rubbed his cock as her friend or even brother clattered by somewhere in the depths of the building. Again his red mist descended and Darius blamed the child for all the things that had gone wrong in the day.

Juliette’s period starting in the very early morning. It was so heavy – giving her a tremendous headache and lumpy feeling that she didn’t even feel like an anal diversion which she adored as much as cuntal sex. The argument with the hotel about his bar bill. the flight delay, the heat, the shuttle bus breakdown and his lack of cash in an unknown situation and then when he found sanctuary this kid, this noisy impudent, dirty, pissing kid had fucked that up too. His cock ached and he hefted it out. The dark menacing thick shaft topped by a glistening pink knob oozed copious amounts of his lubrication.

Without caring over the ethics of his actions, Darius fingered the kid’s pussy  - liking it’s softness, it’s squishy opening when he pressed into it.

He picked her up bodily, like a rag doll, the folds of her dress gathered under his huge hands round her waist. She was so light, like a matchstick doll in his big mitts. He stared at the beckoning sex of yet another female wanting his virility and his seed. The rich Afro Caribbean seed the white women ached to suck out of him. Intending to rub it against the girl’s cunt and wank it to a climax, Darius pulled her crotch onto him as he stood, back arched against the inner wall, He nudged his domed cock knob against the puffy vee of the girl’s vagina and then pushed just to see how far it would go, for curiosity’s sake. About half an inch sank into the slight orifice, which didn’t seem much to him. The sides of her pouch bulged grotesquely as he pushed a little more, but she wouldn’t let him enter. 

Surely she could take more than that. He thrust his torso forward sharply and pulled her limp body onto his prick. There was massive resistance, but not enough to deter his curious mind and then suddenly his cock sliced into her and blood oozed round his penetration.

For a second, Darius stopped to weigh up the consequences.

There was no one around - with her impaled on his shaft, one hand under her rag doll like body, he stalked into the outer cell and listened. He could hear the two women chattering way below and the boy running round a distant corridor. No staff seemed to be around.

Confidently making his plans, Darius re-entered the inner room and kicked the door closed. He pushed the cupboard door and saw it was empty and roomy, enough for a little frame such as that mounted on his magnificent manhood. He was in control once more, but on a different level, another planetary force had intercepted his stars for the day and confused them with the levels he had existed on for three weeks with the lovely Juliette.

He needed to fuck.

He slammed his crotch at the child and felt the tension as his thick shaft tore into her small orifice. God! It was tight, he pondered. It’s wonderfully tight and look I’ve got six inches in, he mused. He started to pull and thrust, ignoring the profuse bleeding and the torn ends of inner membrane that clung to his glossy brown cock as it exited before pushing in once more. Then it occurred to him that the mess would not look good on his jeans, so he lowered them completely with his shorts until they crumpled round his Reebock trainers.

Darius fucked hard, as hard as he had over the last three weeks, reliving the anal, the cunnilingus, the fellatio, Juliette’s experiments in fucking his arse with various objects, their mutual pissing  on each other both indoors and outdoors and the hundred and one positions they had joined as one in lust.

The kid’s body rocked and shook in his grip, her head lolling, mouth wide open, eyes open, arms hanging limp. He could see the imprint of his cock scraping the inside of her belly as he rammed until he came. The intensity of his cum was such that he had to bite his lip to stop shouting loudly as he usually did on climaxing. The strain at his mouth was incredible but soon outweighed by the sensation of pleasure in giving up his verdant sperm. Power in his prick and hundreds of seeds to give, he pumped at the kid until empty. The white cream started to squelch from her cunt, oozing round his rapidly deflating shaft, discolouring the dark brown glistening muscle.

Crudely he pulled out of her and glanced at the mess of her Barbie Doll snatch. He put her down, still in concussion and knelt to wipe his dick on her dress. Satisfied it wouldn’t stain his clothes, he dressed calmly and swiftly. He glanced at her face and was concerned that her lips were almost blue. He felt for a pulse and couldn’t find one. He tried another spot and still no sign of life. Fuck! She’s fucking died on me. Must have been that knock on her head or my dick, he pondered. Got to be careful whatever I do. He swept her up and bundled her into the cupboard. The door with it’s ancient history helped him in that it was distorted. He had to force it closed.

After glancing round the room checking he left nothing, he ventured quietly into the outer cell and listened. The women were incredibly still chatting way below although he couldn’t see the young boy. Then he glanced along the corridor and landings. His chance came as right at the opposite end to his access down and exit point was the lady attendant who seemed to be showing the child something in a cell. He stepped gingerly onto the steel landing and peered down to the front door. No staff were visible.

He padded along, keeping close to the walls lining the landing. No other tourists had ventured in to escape the oppressive heat. Darius glided effortlessly down the stairs and cut behind some display cards which shielded him from the main body of the edifice. There was no one in the shop and no one outside. Suddenly he was grateful for the heat keeping people off the streets. 

Voices suddenly echoed from within.

“Mylene…Mylene. Brucie, have you seen Mylene?” came the uncouth, more annoyed than concerned screech.

He stepped into the burning sun pulling his baseball cap from his back pocket, placing it on his head and walking calmly round a corner. Two blocks away he found a bus stop. Ten minutes later he was on board and using his voucher.

He got to the airport, with heart pounding. The Cypriot bus driver asked no questions and didn’t chat which was unusual as the burly black copper was the only passenger. Darius did not prompt him. After he alighted he saw the bus pull into a rest bay and the driver promptly pushed his seat back and went to sleep. 

As he boarded his connecting flight in Singapore and settled comfortably for the final leg to Heathrow, the Melbourne police were studying CCTV tapes. The mysterious, bearded, handsome, well dressed black guy appeared but only briefly and not very clearly.

*********

“And nothing to this day?” asked Northgate as the two policemen checked out of the station.

“Nah! Why should there be,” chuckled Darius. “Where would they start looking.”

‘Wasn’t really murder either was it,” giggled his pal.

“No she banged her head. Simple as that. Which pub are we going to first. The Black Bull or the Walkabout?”

FIN END FIN END FIN END FIN END FIN

