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This Woman is Dangerous
by Landon Dixon

Frank Drury stared out at the black ribbon of road from his hiding place behind the billboard. But his thoughts werent on his duties as a California Highway patrolman, monitoring the Pacific Coast Highway for late-night speeders.

He was thinking of that picture-poster all the boys had kept in their lockers during the war  the pin-up of Betty Grable from the backside, hands on her hips, peeking over her shoulder with a come-hither look, clad in a swimsuit that showed off her fine, rounded bottom and million-dollar legs. And he gripped his hard cock in the warm, worn leather of his motorcycle glove and stroked, sitting astride his police Harley-Davidson.

Itd been a tough year for Frank after the war. Hed come home to find that his wife had run off with his best friend, sold off all of his belongings. The home fires had been squelched long ago for this returning GI. So, hed drifted. Before finally mustering out of one uniform and into another.

Now he wore the black horsehide leather jacket, tan whipcord breeches and tall leather boots, the peaked cap and Sam Browne belt, of a motorcycle cop. But just like in the Army, his mind wandered. In this case, onto Betty and those gorgeous gams of hers, that ripe, delicious ass, as he stroked strong and sure up and down the long, throbbing length of his cock.

There was hardly any traffic, anyway. It was a cool, cloudy night, a Wednesday, the only bulletin to come over the radio about some lunatic who had escaped from the Agnews Insane Asylum 20 miles east in Santa Clara. White female, age 26, black on blue, 5'6" tall, 120 pounds; convicted of jealously killing a man when shed found him back in the arms of his loving wife, spared the death penalty pending a long, peaceful stay at the asylum. This woman is considered dangerous, the dispatcher had concluded.

But Frank wasnt concerned. Theyd probably find the dame squirrelled up a tree not far from the nuthouse. The big, curly-haired galoot grinned, stars in his big, brown eyes, hand shifting into fourth on his cock, riding it hard, balls against the warm leather seat tingling.

A car shot by on the highway. Frank blinked, cursed. He tucked his hard-on back into his pants and kick-started his motorcycle. You just couldnt ignore a car doing 80  with no lights on. The motorcycle roared to life, and the engine throbbed a fat, wet chorus between Franks muscular legs.

He rolled out onto the road and gunned it, zooming after the speeding shadow, all his lights on and siren wailing. And he easily caught up to the darkened car on a curve, signalled with a gloved hand for the driver to pull over.

She did, finally turning on her own lights when Frank skidded to a stop in front of the car, on the gravel shoulder of the road. He was briefly spotlighted in her high beams, unable to see, the vehicles powerful engine racing.

He strode out onto the road and over to the driver-side door of the car. Whats the big idea, speeding with no lights on? You trying to kill yourself!?

It was a Buick super convertible, black as the night, polished like the stars. And the woman behind the wheel was even more stunning: a slim, sleek figure dressed entirely in white  a nurses uniform  blonde hair haloing her head, a perfect oval face smooth as a cameo, large blue eyes and lush red lips. Her arms were bare in the crisp uniform, slender and lithe, like her legs, which flowed out of her short skirt in shiny white stockings.

Im sorry, officer, she pouted, glowing in the beam of Franks flashlight. I was just in a hurry, I guess, not thinking about what I was doing.

Uh-huh. Frank stared at her breasts, taut mounds wrapped tight by her uniform. The nametag above her left breast read: Nurse Nancy Tate. You work in a hospital?

She looked up into the light. A kind of hospital  the Agnews Insane Asylum.

Franks gloved hand caressed the butt of his gun. He licked his lips. Yeah? I hear one of your patients escaped tonight.

The woman smiled coyly. Yes, she did.

Frank cleared his throat, gruffly said, Wasnt you, huh? The height and weight measurements looked close, and a quick dye job couldve taken care of the hair.

She laughed, like the tinkling of bells. Sometimes it feels like it  when I finally get off. But this is my car, Officer...?

Frank Drury.

Frank. And Ive got my identification in my purse, if you would like to see it.

Frank shone his beam onto the steering column, bent his head down to read the registration. And sweet jasmine flooded his senses, as Nancy squirmed slightly in her seat, the living, breathing, pulsing picture of femininity, her warm body so very close. Itd been a long time between women for Frank, too long.

The registration read: Nancy Tate, 1245 Season Street, Palo Alto. Well, you were speeding, with no lights on? he rasped, lifting his head, the blood rushing back making him dizzy.

Im sorry, Frank. Ive been so awfully absentminded since my husband died a year ago. Her eyes dropped, her hands rubbing the hem of her skirt on her stockinged thighs. Its terrible not having a man around. A woman gets so...lonely. She looked up again. Are you married, Frank?

He grunted. Not anymore.

Then he jumped, almost dropped the flashlight. As he felt Nancys hand grip his cock, still rigidly outlined against the front of his uniform pants. Then you know how it is, she breathed, her hand warm and soft, her stroke soothingly erotic. Frank instantly hardened the last couple of inches hed lost when hed rolled out.

And I really dont think my insurance company could handle another speeding ticket, the woman purred, gently, tantalizingly rubbing Franks pulsating cock through his pants.

She looked so clean and pure in her nurses uniform. But Frank knew that nurses knew their way around a mans body. That was something else hed learned in the Army.

Is there someplace we can go...to discuss this further, Frank? I havent enjoyed the company of a man in such a looong time.

Frank stared down at Nancys stroking hand on his uniformed cock, flooding his body with a deliciously tingling heat. The flashlight beam wavered, and he growled, Follow me!

He led the way off the highway and up a steep dirt road that led to the top of a bluff overlooking the ocean. And his palms went even damper in his gloves, his cock surging, when he saw her fall in behind in her car.

He parked his motorcycle 30 feet from the edge of the cliff, and she pulled up alongside. Then he was off his bike, she out of her car, and they were in each others arms, kissing fiercely like theyd been far apart for far too long a time.

Frank crushed the womans lithe, white-clad body against his, Nancy clutching the smooth, supple leather of Franks jacket, their mouths working, devouring one anothers lips. The surf gently creamed against the rocks far down below, the moon sliding out from behind the clouds to paint the ocean silver.

They swirled their tongues together, Frank cupping Nancys face in his hands, as she slipped her own hands in under his jacket and around his waist, briefly jostling his gun in its holster. He quickly pushed her up against the side of the car and grasped her firm, warm breasts through her uniform, groped them. She tilted her head back and moaned, and he sunk his teeth into the silky, perfumed skin of her neck.

There was no time to undress, their pent-up need too great. He roughly squeezed her tits and urgently sucked on her nipples through the thin cloth of her uniform, wetting the material, pulling on her hardened buds, biting into them. She grabbed on to his cock again and pumped it, feeling the ardent pulsing of the man through his breeches.

Fuck me, Frank! she cried. I need you to fuck me  now!

He pulled her around to the rear of the car, lifted her light as a feather up onto the trunk. She eagerly pulled her short, white skirt up and parted her white stockinged legs, revealing her black-furred pussy.

Frank hesitated, but only for a moment. The questions could come later. Right now, he needed answers  to his burning want. He unbuttoned his fly and drew out his cock, plunged it into Nancys wet, welcoming pussy.

Yes! they groaned, truly home again.

He gripped her silken legs to his leathered chest and rocked her back and forth on the gleaming metal with his thrusting cock. Her brilliant white body in the moon and starlight dazzled his eyes, her oven-hot pussy sucking on his pistoning dong, making his balls boil.

She gripped her tits and moaned, rolling her head from side to side, taking Franks pumping cock full-length over and over, harder and faster. His leather jacket squeaking, gun jumping, the huge, looming man violently filling her need, slamming her shimmering into a sea of sensation.

They were headed over the edge.

No! Not yet! Nancy suddenly cried, scrambling up onto her elbows. Fuck me in the ass, Frank! I want you to fuck me in the ass!

He kept on churning her cunt, her frantic words not fully registering. And when they did, it was all he could do to keep from exploding inside her.

She climbed down off the trunk, back onto her feet. Then she turned around and bent over and splayed her hands out on the black metal, thrust her bare bum out from under her rolled-up skirt, legs slightly parted.

Frank had done a lot in his 25 years, but never that before. You want me to

Im dirty, Frank! Fuck my ass! Please!

She grabbed onto his already pussy-slick cock and pulled it against her cunt lips, slathering it even more with her wetness. Then she fitted the shining, mushroomed cap into her butt cleft, as he pulled her taut cheeks apart. She pushed back, he forward, penetrating her ass, sliding into her anus.

It was hotter and tighter than any womans pussy, and he grunted, Jesus! Nancy quivering on the end of his buried cock.

He slid his hands up onto her waist and dug his fingers in, pumping his hips, fucking her bum. Her buttocks shivered and legs trembled, nails scraping on metal, as he relentlessly drove her ass.

She dove a hand down in between her legs and desperately rubbed her pussy, screaming, God in heaven! Im coming! She shook out-of-control, vibrating wildly with orgasm, the mans plowing cock filling her to bursting with wicked pleasure.

It was too much for Frank. He recklessly reamed her chute and then jerked, bucked, spraying searing semen into Nancys anus. His shield flashed and his peaked cap tumbled off his head, as he emptied himself into the shrieking woman.

Only when he heard the banging on the trunk of the car, did he stagger backwards, out of her. Because the banging was coming from inside the trunk. What-what have you got in there!? he gasped.

Nancy smiled, shining white in front of him. And before his shattered reflexes could react, shed pulled the flashlight out of his belt and slugged him alongside the head with it.

She held the semi-conscious man up like a good nurse, helped him in behind the wheel of her car. So that by the time hed shaken off some of the cobwebs, he was already barrelling towards the edge of the cliff, his heavy, booted foot on the accelerator.

He grunted, heaved the wheel over to the left at the last moment. The car spun around in a half-circle, its rear wheels briefly skidding right over the side of the bluff, before finding traction on the grass again.

Frank gritted his teeth and pointed the car at Nancy running for the dirt road that led down to the highway. She was easy to see in her uniform, in the roaring cars headlights. He clipped her with the front bumper, sending her flying.

He opened the trunk of the car, helped the bound and gagged woman inside out into the cool night air.

She was going to kill me! the black-haired, blue-eyed, 5'6", 120 pound female wailed. Her name isnt Nancy Tate  its Elizabeth Starr! She said Id gotten off too easy killing her husband!

Officer Frank Drury held the raving woman at arms-length, staring at the stencilled black lettering on the breast of her blue pyjamas: Agnews Insane Asylum.

Shes crazy! the woman screamed.
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