Search and Seizure, Ch. 1

By sirkeljerk (sirkeljerk@hotmail.com)

William “Big Bill” Santosky had just completed his 15th year as a member of the infamous Chicago Police Department.  It had been one year too many for Big Bill.  Ten years of failed detective exams meant that Big Bill had spent fifteen years ticketing cars, citing housewives for dog shit code violations, and answering false burglar alarms on Chicago’s ritzy Gold Coast.  It wasn’t so much the duty itself that got to Bill as the constant bitching that he received for handing out $50 tickets to the elite of Chicago in their lakeside mansions and million dollar condos while Bill barely could afford rent among the tenement houses and slums on 110th St.  He had his bitch ex-wife, Sharon, to thank for that address.  She had realized far before Bill that he wasn’t going to make detective and had left him 7 years before for some asshole attorney who could better afford her perky tits and tight ass.  Even their two kids, Emily and Tim, sneered at their dad now, especially after the attorney, Stan, who stole his wife then embarrassed him on the witness stand over some paper screw up on a parking ticket.  

That had been a couple of months ago.  Bill had inadvertently ticketed one of his ex-wife’s friends beamer as it was parked in front of a fire hydrant.  He’d done some damn thing wrong in filling out the ticket and Stan, the jackass, had taken sadistic pleasure in humiliating the fifteen year veteran of the force for not even being able to fill out a parking ticket right.  Bill had gone to a bar that night and didn’t remember anything else until he woke up on the couch of one of his buddies.  The drinking had gotten worse and worse from that night till whenever Bill wasn’t on the job he had a drink in his hand.  Well, first it had been a drink, then a bottle of scotch, and more recently, as his resources depleted, a bottle of malt liquor or cheap wine.  

Two nights ago, he’d gotten a call from his daughter Emily.  She was 16 and just beginning her junior year at some ritzy suburban high school.  She’d called to ask for money to pay for books.  Bill could hear the condescension in her voice.  It had been there ever since her stepdad had called him an amateur on the witness stand at a parking ticket hearing.  It enraged Bill, but he saw his kids so little, one of the Stans’ friends had seen to that in the divorce, that he never said anything for fear of alienating her.  Also, Bill believed in education and had long insisted that he pay for the kid’s books.  But this year was a problem.  The drinking and the course he had taken in a failed effort to finally pass the detective’s exam had drained away almost all of his cash.  Emily was telling him that she needed $300 to pay for books this year.  

“Honey, umm, I have a little problem...” Bill slurred.  He’d been drinking since 10am when his graveyard shift ended.

“Dad, have you been drinking?” 

“No, of course not, honey, umm about...”

“Dad, you’re slurring and you sound like an idiot.  Mom, dad’s drunk and it’s only noon.”

Sharon picked up the phone as Bill desperately tried to make his daughter understand that he wanted to buy her books.

“Bill, what the hell is going on?  Are you going to pay for books?”

“I really want to Sharon, but”

“Oh fuck, you have been drinking, you fucking slob.  Emily, Stan will buy the books for you, seems like your father had something else to do with his money.”  Sharon slammed down the phone.  Bill was nearly in tears.

“Honey, please, give me a few months.”

“Dad, you’re such a loser.  I’m so embarrassed to be your daughter.  Stan says that I can call him dad if I want.  I think that I will.  He’s going to take me to girl scouts and I’m going to work with him for take your daughter to work day.  He’s a good daddy.”  Emily hung up the phone and Bill sat at his kitchen table and drank.

All of which goes to explain why the first thing that Bill did the next morning when he got into his squad car was go to the liquor store and buy a bottle of wild turkey.  He needed something hard to get him through today.  Though Bill really did not know why he was doing it anymore.  He’d been drinking for two hours when the call came.

Annabelle Stevens was only in her fourth day teaching junior English at a prep school on Chicago’s Gold Coast and everything was already out of control.  Annabelle was gorgeous and sexy, but not terribly bright.  She was 5’6” with 34D breasts and legs that had already gotten her several inappropriate whistles in the hallways of the school.  She wore a short black skirt which showed off her tight ass beautifully, high heals which held her nice runners calves taunt, and a white blouse which displayed the lacy white bra straining to hold in her large tits.  

Annabelle’s students were rich little shits who could care less about junior English.  The male minds were more interested in the jiggling tit flesh of their teacher and the female minds were interested in causing as much trouble as possible for that same teacher, who was obviously from Kansas or some foul place and was worthless as anything besides and object of disdain and ridicule.  

Annabelle had been collecting money for a class trip to see a Shakespeare play.  She had been distracted trying to stop Missy Johnson and Doug Louter from necking in the back of her class and when she got back to the front the money was gone.  She had spent 10 minutes frantically searching her desk, bent over at the waist with her beautiful ass globes facing the class.  While she was bent over the desk, one of the students, she thought that it might have been Allie Kantos, had flipped up her little skirt, so she had flashed the whole class her little pink thong underwear.  She was so embarrassed that she was turning red at the front of the classroom, trying to figure out who was snickering in the back and the money, almost $100, was still missing.  The poor teacher was so flustered that she didn’t even notice that Missy and Doug were once again sucking face in the back of class, Missy’s little hand teasing at the front of Doug’s jeans, while all their classmates giggled at the blushing nymph at the front of class.

“The field trip money is missing,” Annabelle finally said.

“Nice thong, teach.” One of the boys called out.

“Yeah, nice ass, Miss Stevens.” Another.

“Miss Stevens, I don’t think that you are supposed to flash the class like that.” One of the girls.

“Miss Stevens, your panties don’t match your bra, I think that’s against the dress code.”

“Yeah Miss Stevens, you better take you’re bra off so you don’t violate the dress code.”  Annabelle was close to tears.  She  was humiliated in front of her class and it was only her second day.  And what if there was a dress code?  Should she take her bra off, oh that would be so humiliating.  No, her students were just teasing.  And what about the money.  Annabelle was so confused.  

She picked up the phone on the side of the classroom and called the principal’s office.  She explained the situation, about the money, not her mismatching thong and bra, to the secretary.  The secretary sighed as if Annabelle was just so stupid.  She explained that this had happened before to new teachers and if Annabelle couldn’t handle it, the school had a set procedure which involved bringing in a cop to scare the class, after which the money always turned up.  Annabelle, not wanting to seem incompetent, said she would try to handle the situation.  

When Annabelle turned back to the class, it was in disarray.  Allie Kantos was bent over Annabelle’s desk, her firm little 16-year old butt high in the air, pointing at the class.  Her skirt was hiked around her waist and she was twirling her long brunette hair around her finger.  A little black thong split her cheeks and bulged over her little teenaged mound.  The girl was saying things like, oh dear and oh my, and was obviously mocking her teacher.  The class was laughing uproariously and making such a fuss that Annabelle almost didn’t notice that Missy was now sitting in Doug’s lap.  The two nearly dry humping as they made out and Doug’s hand was up Missy’s shirt, squeezing her little teen tits.  Annabelle didn’t know what to do first.  She ran over to her desk, but remembered at the last second that she was not supposed to touch the students, so instead of grabbing Allie and forcing her off the desk, Annabelle inadvertently slapped/caressed Allie’s bare butt in front of all her students.  Allie spun around and glared at Annabelle, screeching:


“What are you, some kinda lezbo?  You just fondled my tight little ass!  Do you like touching little girls on their butt, Miss Stevens?”


“I...I...I didn’t mean to...”


“What do you mean you didn’t mean to, don’t you think that I have a cute butt?  Isn’t it sexy enough?”


“Well, yes, I mean...”


“So you did mean to caress my little teen ass.  Miss Stevens is a pervert lezbo.  Want to do it again Miss Stevens?” With that Allie bent over the desk again and flipped up her skirt, exposing her beautiful tan cheeks to her nearly crying teacher.  The teen obviously sunbathed nude or in a very little thong, because her ass cheeks were golden brown, just like the rest of her body.  There was no cellulite on the little teen cheeks and Annabelle thought she saw them quiver slightly.  

It was only at this point that Annabelle realized that her own juices had overflowed her thong.  Annabelle had always been very submissive when it came to sex and she knew deep down that she even enjoyed being humiliated.  In college, her Annabelle’s roommate Claire had figured out Annabelle’s little secret early on.  Annabelle had once orgasmed all over Claire’s high heel shoe, while she watched Claire get ass fucked by Annabelle’s boyfriend.  Claire had made Annabelle say “thank you Claire, for showing Mark what a good fuck feels like” over and over again while getting off on the shoe and watching marks dick ream Claire’s ass.  Annabelle had cum again while kneeling by the bed, reaming her boyfriend’s spunk from Claire’s ass while the other two made out on Annabelle’s bed.  But now she had juices dripping down her leg while some tight little teen made fun of her front of her class.  Annabelle ran over to call the secretary back.  Little Annabelle just wasn’t competent to handle this situation.

Doug never thought that Missy would go this far in class.  His sexy little girlfriend had given him hundreds of blowjobs before.  He loved forcing her little blonde head down on his cock, hearing her gag on his rock hard cock.  The first time she had made the gagging sound, he was frightened that he had gone to far and she would never blow him again, but after he’d cum down her throat, he’d been treated to Missy masturbating herself furiously.  She told him later that it really turned her on when he forced her to do things.  Doug wasn’t stupid and he knew what he was being told.  The next night, he picked Missy up at her house and drove her to a dark park.  Over her lukewarm protests, he’d bent her over a bench in the park and literally ripped off her little pink cotton panties.  He only lasted about a minute in her hot wet pussy, but she had cum with him and they’d been fucking like bunnies everytime they were in private.  Doug had to tell the little nymph what to do, but when she was told, she fucked him like he was the last man alive.  So while Allie fucked with the teacher at the front of class, he had been getting really hot and heavy with Missy in the back of class.  He’d unclipped her bra and was rubbing her nipples hard.  He’d pulled up her skirt and she was rubbing her panty clad pussy all over his rock hard cock as it strained in his jeans.  He was going to cum in his pants if he wasn’t careful.  So, when Miss Stevens had run back to the phone, Doug had growled into Missy’s ear.

“Suck my cock, bitch.”

She had immediately gotten down on her knees next to Doug’s chair and started unstrapping his belt.  At this point, the commotion in the back of the room was drawing almost as much attention as the one in the front.  Luckily Doug was proud of his 8” teen cock, so when Missy sprung it loose from his pants, he wasn’t embarrassed.  In fact, jaws dropped all over the room at the size of Doug’s dick as it disappeared into Missy’s pink little mouth.  Missy stared up at Doug, eyes full of worship as her blonde hair settled into his lap.  Doug reached down and put one hand on one of Missy’s heavy tits.  The other he placed on the back of her head, forcing it down, just like she wanted.  Missy looked up at him lovingly as he shoved her head down on his fat dick.  Little gasping noises came from the back of her throat as Doug looked at the classmates around him.  His eyes settled on Ginger Newicki.  She was the hottest girl in the class and had repeatedly rejected his advances before he and Missy had started going out.  Missy hated her, thought she was a bitch from hell.  Ginger had beautiful curly red hair which framed a pale white face.  She had huge breasts which pushed against a tight white tank top.  Her fat nipples could easily be seen through the cloth and Doug was sure that they were getting longer as he stared into her eyes.  He licked his lips and stared at her as he forced Missy’s head down on his dick.  He used his other hand to raise up Missy’s shirt, so that Ginger could see that he was pinching mercilessly at Missy tit.  Ginger smiled and stared straight into Doug’s eyes, somehow compounding the effect of the blowjob.  When Ginger grabbed her own hard nipples and squeezed in time with Doug’s own hand, the teen couldn’t take it anymore.  Gasping, Doug moved both hands to the back of Missy’s head and began fucking her face in earnest.  He could feel the cum boiling in his balls and he was about to pull out so he could cum all over Missy’s slutty face when a voice boomed from the front of the room.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE!” the voice was hateful and full of wrath.  Missy bit down slightly before pulling off his cock and Doug screamed as the pain almost, but not quite, put him over the top.  Doug spun towards the front of the room where a huge Chicago Police Officer stood staring directly at him.  Hands popped off cocks, pussies and breasts all over the room and grabbed desks.  Doug half stood desperately trying to get his cock back in his pants as the big cop started bearing down on him.  The cop, who reeked of foul odors, bodily shoved Doug down into his chair, his cock, no only semi-hard and shrinking fast, still hung outside his jeans.  The cops face was inches from Doug’s face and when he opened his mouth, the foul odor of rot whisky seared Doug’s eyes. 


“Do not move,” the cop whispered, menacingly, and Doug sat, stock still, while his penis withered in front of the class.
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