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Chapter 1



























Another muggy summer day in Houston, and the
 cumulonimbu
 s
 clouds looming in the sky warned of an impending storm.



The gloomy weather did not affect my mood at all. Hell, a cloudy sky was cheerful compared to the tedious work I had to face later.



It was a Saturday morning. After a workout at the condominium’s gym and a cold shower, I drove toward my office in downtown. On my way, I stopped by GPA Booster, my favorite coffee shop near the University of Houston. My morning fix included not only a cup of steamy coffee but also Nora, a hottie that worked there.



Since it was the weekend, the coffee shop wasn’t that busy. But there were quite a few customers nonetheless. My eyes pierced through the crowd and located the girl with blue wavy hair behind the counter. Nora was helping a customer when I entered the shop, but she looked up and her eyes lit up when she saw me. Damn. That made my day.



I discovered this coffee shop about three months ago when I was taking a cybersecurity class at UH. I fell in love with her the moment I gazed into her dreamy hazel eyes, and when she greeted me by my name the next morning, I knew my coffee machine would be gathering dust in my office for a while. Since then, I hadn’t gone two days without being here. I had tried coffee elsewhere, but always had to discard it and come back. Nothing could taste good without being in Nora’s hands. The twenty-year-old was a little flirt but also a hard worker. She knew her barista’s skills well. She worked every morning from Monday to Saturday and I had never seen her miss a day for three months.



But honestly, her coffee and customer skills weren’t the reason that brought me here every morning. I was hopelessly attracted to the fiery young woman.



When I got to the front of the line, Nora’s smile widened. “Hey, Mark. You’re early today!”



“I am?” I glanced at the clock. Right. I normally came here at eight, and it’s now only a quarter to eight.



“Well. Got work to do.”



“The usual double espresso?” she asked.



“Yep. And a croissant, please,” I responded, resisting the urge to stare at the opening of her shirt.



“Got it!”



After paying for my order, I dropped a five into the tip jar and winked at her, and her face reddened. Damn. My cock twitched.



I stepped aside watching her filling my order eagerly and promptly. When she passed me the cup and the paper bag, our fingers brushed and an electric current ran through me. My eyes fell onto the snowy swells under her shirt, just a teasing bit but enough to make my breath catch. Nora’s hand trembled and the cup tipped. I tried to grab the cup but it slipped out of my grasp and landed on the counter. Its content spilled in an instant, flooding the counter and running onto my pants.



“Shit,” I muttered as I backed away.



Swearing, Nora grabbed a towel and threw it on top of the mess. And then she took some napkins and went out of the counter.



“I’m so sorry!” she apologized, blushing as she wiped the liquid off my clothes. “Are you hurt?”



“No. I’m fine. No worries, sweetheart,” I said. “It isn’t that hot.”



I hadn’t finished my sentence when her hands were on my crotch. She was wiping it with the napkins. I felt the heat right away, and it was burning. “Shit.” I muttered another curse when my pants tented up.



Nora noticed it too, and she stopped what she was doing, gazing up at me with amused eyes. She smiled wickedly before pulling away. “Mmmm, maybe I should leave you alone.”



“Good idea,” I said, my voice strained.



When Nora returned to the counter to make me another coffee, I went to the men’s room to finish the cleanup. The stain wasn’t that obvious because my pants’ color was dark, but I untucked my t-shirt to hide it anyway. Getting out of the washroom, I found a table and sat down.



Knowing Nora wasn’t paying attention to me, I boldly assessed her perfect figure. She had a plump bust and slender legs. My eyes lingered on her tasty cleavage. Her tight button-down shirt showed the outline of her firm tits that drove me crazy each time I was here. I had fantasized often how I would unbutton her.



I didn’t know what had gotten into me. Frankly, Nora was way too young for me. I didn’t know how old she was exactly, but she told me she was in her third year of college. So I guessed she was around twenty. And I was more than twice her age, old enough to be her daddy.



But hell, the way she looked at me with those dreamy eyes made it difficult not to daydream.



Nora delivered the coffee to my table this time, apologizing again. “I spoke to the manager, and he agreed that your next coffee would be on us.”



“Thank you,” I said.



“Enjoy your breakfast,” she said, her eyes casually gliding over my waist.



Naughty girl. Before I could stop myself, words blurted out from my mouth. “What time do you get off work today?”



Her eyes widened. She paused for a moment and answered, “At one.”



“What are your plans afterward?” I asked in a low voice.



“I’m going home to finish a paper for my sociology class, and then I’ll go to my night job.”



“Where is it at?”



“Jeez. You sound like a private investigator.”



I am.
 I was tempted to say. “Just want to get to know you, sweetheart,” I said in a low voice.



She let out an audible gasp and she didn’t respond. She only gazed at me and bit her bottom lip.



I knew the girl was attracted to me. Hell, I wasn’t bad looking. In fact, ladies would call me handsome from time to time. I was the product of a football player dad and a cheerleader mom.



“Is there any chance I can take you to lunch or dinner?” I asked, emboldened by the obvious interest in her eyes.



“Lunch would be good,” she said after a moment’s pause.



“Okay. What time?”



“When I finish working here. You can come pick me up.”



“Will do. I’ll see you at one.” I grinned like a fool, watching her return to work before taking a bite of my breakfast.



Not until I was out of the coffee shop did I question my sanity. Hitting on a twenty-year-old? Was I out of my mind? Young girls could be serious or overtly romantic and I didn’t want to hurt nobody. Short-term-relationships had been all I had in the past decades.



I might have had luck with the ladies, but I was never a playboy. In fact I was faithful to my girlfriends. I’d never been married or had any long-term relationship, mostly because of my line of work. Being a police officer was a dangerous job. I was reluctant to make a commitment because I didn’t want to leave a devastated family if something happened to me at work.



As I entered the parking lot of my office building, I took a deep breath and convinced myself it was just going to be lunch and nothing more. Nora probably felt obliged to see me because of the spilled coffee incident.


















Chapter 2
























I arrived at my office in downtown Houston. My office is on top of a twenty-floor building, far from being the tallest in the city, but all enough to give me a fantastic skyline view.



I sat down at my desk and turned on the computer. Still sipping the remaining coffee in the cup, I picked up the case I started a day ago, namely, gathering electronic evidence related to a recent cybercrime against a large corporation.



When I retired from HPD two years ago, after serving in the law enforcement for twenty years, I didn’t think I would miss the thrill and danger of being a police officer. Neither did I know I would be bored to death by the mundane private investigation work either. I spent most of my days digging into information online. Besides cybersecurity, I also took cases related to due diligence, insurance fraud, cheating spouses, etc. Recovering data or checking network information might not be as exciting, but I still preferred it to long hours of stakeouts.



Time flies whether you’re having fun or not. My computer clock showed it was past ten after I typed a report on the findings that could be used in court. It looked like I had a couple of hours to kill before my lunch date with Nora. I got up, stretched, and thought of a good place to take her to.



It was then my phone rang. I answered it when I saw Mike’s number. Mike was my assistant when I worked for HPD Lakewood Division, but had been promoted to a detective soon after I retired. Mike called me quite often, either asking me for work-related advice or just catching up.



“Hey Mike, what’s up?” Since it was Saturday, I expected him to invite me to some sort of family gathering which he often did. Believe it or not, the thirty-year-old had four kids already, and there was always some sort of parties in his household.



“Good morning, Mark, you’ve got a minute?” Mike spoke in a serious voice that got me right into business mode.



I sat back down on my chair. “Yes, I do. What happened?”



“I need your help on a case.”



“No problem,” I said. “Fill me in.”



“Remember Bill Walker, the guy who owns Lone Star Gentlemen Club?”



“Of course. What did he do now?” The guy was accused of labor and sex trafficking years ago but was never arrested because of lack of evidence.



“He died.”



“Murdered?”



“Not sure although it would be the best explanation.”



“Why aren’t you sure?”



“He died in his bedroom while alone. No signs of physical assault at all. Apparently of a stroke or heart failure.”



“That’s strange,” I said, frowning. The man was in his sixties, a bit early to die from either illness. “When did it happen and what was he doing at the time of death?”



“He was having his morning coffee at around eight this morning.”



I raised my eyebrows. “Ah. Could be poisoned.”



“It’s what I thought and he had the signs of seizure. The coroner couldn’t be sure but he ordered a toxicology test. You know how long it would take.”



I chuckled. Despite what was shown on TV, the report could take weeks.



“Who found him?”



“His wife. But she wasn’t home at the time of the death. Security footage showed that.”



“What do you need my help for?”



“I just can’t figure it out. He was alone. His wife went to the gym and didn’t return until a minute ago. So who could’ve poisoned him? There wasn’t any suicide note.”



“Good point. He could’ve poisoned himself by accident, or the poison could’ve been planted beforehand,” I said. “The coffee mug, carafe or even the spoon could be laced with it.”



“I’ve checked the CCTV footage his wife provided. He actually washed everything thoroughly before using it.”



“What about the coffee, sugar, and creamer?”



“They’ll all be examined by the medical examiner, along with the other things found in the crime scene,” he said. “But what puzzles me is again, no one could have done it because he had been the only person inside his room in the past day. And he drank the same coffee on Friday.”



“Interesting. You know what? I could come over and look at the security footage. What’s the address?”



“Are you sure? Great. I’ll text you the address. It’s in Lakewood.”







Twenty minutes after I spoke to Mike, I parked my car in front of a million-dollar mansion in Lakewood, a wealthy neighborhood west of Downtown Houston. As I waited for Mike to open the iron gate for me, I quickly glanced at the impressive property. The prairie-style house is half hidden among a dense forest, in front of a lake. I spotted at least four security cameras in the gate area.



“That was fast,” Mike said the moment I entered the house.



“Thanks to the traffic.”



The living room was spacious and clean, looking like no one occupied the house. Mike took me to the crime scene upstairs. The coroner had taken the body, but Mike pointed to the place Walker died.



“He was lying on that couch,” he said.



It was supposed to be Walker’s bedroom, but it was so large it looked like an apartment by itself, and it had a living area and a wet bar. I went to the wet bar and looked at whatever was there. There was no coffee, but there were whiskeys, wine, and tequila. A bamboo organizer sat next to the sink, filled with creamer, sugar, honey, and other sorts of coffee condiments in packets. I looked at them carefully and took pictures.



“There are three cameras in the room,” Mike said, pointing at various places. “Weird but it helps.”



I nodded. People put cameras in their own bedroom for various reasons, one being distrust. A quick glance at the room prompted my next question. “Does his wife live in a different room?”



“Yes. A few doors down the hall.”



“Interesting,” I said.



Mike then showed me the security footage right before Walker died. Walker stood at the wet bar, poured sugar into the coffee, stirred it and went to the couch with the cup in hand. He went out of the room and returned a moment later, apparently to retrieve a tablet, and then went out again chasing his dog. He then took the coffee with him and sat down on the couch, while staring at the tablet screen. He took a sip, and then another. Less than a second later, he coughed and grasped his heart as his body convulsed.



“Humm,” I frowned. “It does look like he was poisoned.”



“Would you like to check the recordings from the day before?”



“Sure.”



On Friday morning, Walker followed the same routine, drank coffee while checking his tablet, and then went out. His room was empty until he returned home in the evening.



“You’re right. No one could’ve poisoned anything here,” I said.



“Exactly. His wife said no one had visited the room for days.”



“Where is Mrs. Walker?”



“In her room.”



“Have you interviewed her?”



“Yes. Didn’t get much out of her though. She went to the gym early in the morning. They’ve been married for five years and have no kids.”



“I’ll go speak to her again.”



“Okay.”



Mike showed me to the room where the victim’s wife, Sophie lived and left me there. I knocked on the door.



“Who is it?” A lilting voice asked.



I cleared my throat. “Mrs. Walker, I’m Detective Jackson. May I ask you a few questions?”



After a moment’s pause, she responded, “Sure, come on in.”



I pushed the door open and stepped into the room. A soothing, herbal fragrance greeted me before my eyes landed on a slender woman sitting on a settee in the far end of the spacious bedroom, a Maltese dog on her lap.



The room’s decoration had a lavender color theme, and the furniture was simple but elegant.



My heart skipped a beat when I got close to the woman. My eyes were glued to her breathtaking body first. She wore a V-neck silky blue dress that clung to her curvy figure. It wasn’t that revealing but I could hardly keep my hands from reaching out to touch her. I dragged my eyes up to her exquisite face framed in auburn hair, my heart racing even faster. Her brilliant blue eyes gave me a once over, darkening a bit when they met mine. Damn. My hormones raged. She was stroking the fur of her dog and I wished I could trade places with the lucky bastard.



“Mrs. Walker?” I extended a hand for her to shake. “I’m Detective Mark Jackson.”



“Call me Sophie,” she said, holding my hand with a soft squeeze. “And have a seat please.”



Her hand was warm and smooth and I held it longer than I should. And despite the noise in my head reminding me of professional etiquette, I couldn't stop my eyes from wandering lower onto the V or her dress. Her creamy cleavage looked elegantly delicious.



When my eyes returned to her face, I noticed she was doing the same. Her eyes flickered with interest as she looked me up and down as if assessing my height. I could tell she was impressed as she fixed her eyes on my broad shoulders.



My heart raced. No way. I had not imagined this. I let go of her hand and cleared my throat. I was going to sit down on the sofa across the coffee table from her, but finding a pen on top, I picked it up and handed it to her.



“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, putting it into a stationary organizer on the table. “Jasper made a mess here earlier.”



“I see,” I responded with a chuckle.



“So, what are your questions?” she asked, her voice sounding husky. She didn’t look that sad at all.



“First of all, I’m very sorry about what happened.”



“Are you?” she scoffed. “If I weren’t mistaken, HPD’s been after him for years.”



Damn. Didn’t see that coming. I ignored her candid sarcasm and cleared my throat.



“Did your husband have a history of heart problems?”



“Not that I know of,” she said. “But he drank a lot.”



“Did he smoke?”



“No.”



“How did the two of you meet?”



She paused. “I used to work for him,” she said, meeting my eyes. “As a stripper.”



I blinked. I couldn’t picture Sophie, the elegant woman in front of me taking her clothes off on stage. She was just not that type. Damn. Why was my cock twitching? This was very inappropriate. I shifted on the chair and cleared my throat again. “I see,” I said dumbly. “What was the reason for that…you working at his club?”



She frowned slightly. “That’s a dumb question, Detective. I’m not an exhibitionist. I didn’t shake my tits and my ass at strangers for my mental health. I needed money.”



Fuck. Elegant and sassy.



I should be offended, but no. My cock liked the sound of her melodious voice, and of course, the images her words brought to my mind. My eyes instantly glanced over her chest, wishing I had X-ray vision to pierce through her flimsy clothes. Her hidden teardrops looked so fucking yummy.



“How old are you?” I asked. It was another irrelevant question but I couldn’t help it.



She narrowed her eyes a bit but answered, “Thirty-five.”



I raised an eyebrow. Bill Walker was sixty-two, a lot older than his wife. “That’s a large age gap,” I commented.



“What is that supposed to mean?” She shot me an angry Look. “I’m not a gold digger if that’s what you have in mind. And I didn’t kill him. I wasn’t even home.”



“I don’t mean anything by that. Just an observation,” I said. “How was your marriage in general? I can’t help but notice you two don’t sleep in the same bedroom.”



She pressed her lips together as she glared at me, her chest heaving with anger. “You’re very observant, Mr. Detective. Yes. I haven’t slept with the guy for three years. Does it make me a suspect? What would I get out of it if I murdered him? He didn’t even have a will.”



I smiled. “How do you know he was murdered? Did someone tell you that?”



Her face turned white, but she composed herself quickly. “Why would you be here questioning me if he weren’t?”



“Touche,” I said. “Tell me more about your relationship with your ex-husband. Did you love him?”



“I don’t have to answer the question,” she said, standing up. “I don’t have to speak to you at all.”



“Exactly,” I said. “But your answer will help us find out the truth.”



She rolled her eyes at me but didn’t speak, which told me the answer. I moved on to my next question, making a mental note to look into the truth behind her marriage with Walker later. “Who else has the access to this house?”



“We’ve got a housekeeper. She comes twice a week.”



“Was she here yesterday?”



“No.”



“Did Mr. Walker have any enemies?”



She shrugged. “I assume he had plenty. Hello! He owned a strip club.”



The sass was back.



I pulled a business card out of my wallet and handed it to Sophie over the coffee table. “In case you want to provide me further information, please don’t hesitate to call.”



While she hesitated, the dog jumped off her lap and onto the coffee table, knocking over the stationary organizer, and snatching the card from my hand.



It then darted across the room and went out of the door.



“Jasper! Come back!” Sophie chided as she went after the dog.



I cleaned up the mess Jasper made, putting the scissors and letter opener, post-it and pens back into the organizer. A few items had fallen down to the floor and I picked them up, too. My eyes caught sight of an object under the settee. I didn’t hesitate to push it out using my pen. It was a sugar packet. I was going to put it into the organizer, but hesitated. It didn’t seem to belong there. I put it into my pocket instead.



Sophie returned to the room with Jasper soon, my business card between her long, slender fingers.


“I’m sorry,” she said to me. “Jasper just had the knack of snatching things.”



“It’s fine. I like playful dogs.”



“You do?” she smiled for the first time since I met her. “Do you own any?”



“No. I’m too busy.”



“Oh nonsense. No one can be too busy for dogs,” she said, glancing at my fingers. “You should get one. It’ll make you less lonely.”



“Are you saying you’re lonely?” I blurted out the question, my voice rasping.



She smirked as she looked me in the eye. “No. But you might be.”



Shit. Her voice was so seductive I couldn’t help get another boner. Sophie didn’t miss that, of course. Her grin widened.



Damn. I pulled myself together. “Bye, Sophie,” I said. “It’s nice meeting you.”



“Same here,” she said, waving my card. “I’ll call.”



I took a deep breath as I exited Sophie’s bedroom, and hurried downstairs.



“How did it go?” Mike asked.



“Not bad. We need to find out more about Sophie. Why did she work for Walker? And why did she marry him?”



Mike nodded. “I’ll look into that.”



“Does Walker have any other family?” I asked Mike.



“Yes. He has a daughter, but she doesn’t live here. Do you want her information?”



“Of course.”



Mike pulled out a file on his laptop. “Her name is Eleanor, a junior at the University of Houston, and her address is…”



“Wait a fucking minute,” I said, as I gazed at the profile photo of a young woman. “Nora!”



“You know her? That’s perfect.”



“Shit,” I muttered, recalling my date with the girl. I glanced at the computer clock.



It was twelve thirty. I should be able to make it Downtown in thirty minutes. I excused myself from Mike and practically ran to my car. It started to rain as soon as I drove and by the time I got on the highway, it was pouring. Shit. Traffic slowed as a result and I could do nothing but curse. It was one of those severe although short-lived downpours and I expected the worst. Sure enough, the exit I wanted was closed due to flash floods. It took me ten minutes to get to the next exit. It was nearly two o’clock when I got off the highway, I stopped on the roadside to call Nora. She didn’t answer the phone. Of course she was mad. Damn it.



I texted her. “Sorry. I’m caught at work. Want to go to dinner instead?”



I waited for a minute, seeing no answer, I sighed and shoved my phone back into my pocket.



What’s Eleanor Walker’s address and what else do we know about her?
 I texted Mike as soon as I was back in my office.
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I made it to Sweet Poisons, a bar in Uptown Houston at around ten that night. The place was a medium-size establishment with a dozen dark oak tables scattered all around and booths decorated with comfortable looking brown leather. The music from the speakers wasn’t that loud but enough to drown the customers’ chattering.



I headed to the bar counter and gazed around for Nora. It didn’t take me long to find her. And the moment I did, I muttered a curse.



I was expecting to see her in an outfit similar to her uniform in the coffee shop, but hell no. She was wearing low-rise shorts barely covering her hips and showing her cute belly button. Inside her denim halter-top that looked like a bra or a bikini top, her snowy white globes were eager to bounce out of their constraint. Fuck me. Gallons of blood rushed south, ready for an explosion. My jeans tented up instantly, and I quickly dropped onto a barstool.



I watched her serving the man a few stools away. He was about my age, wearing a beige Cattleman. His face was red probably from the alcohol, and his bright eyes were glued to Nora as he took the drink from her.



“How’s your ranch business, cowboy?” Nora asked as she handed him a drink.



“I need a helping hand. I was gonna ask if you were interested in working at my ranch.”



“Too bad I don’t know anything about taking care of cows.”



“You don’t need to. It’s me that needs to be taken care of.”



“Oh yeah? What would you need me for?”



“My personal assistant.”



“Okay, I’ll keep it in mind,” Nora said with a coy smile.



“C’mon, angel, stop playing hard to get. Just move in with me already. I’ve got too many empty bedrooms in my large house.”



What the fuck? I gritted my teeth and glared at the bastard. And that little flirt. Was she actually smiling? She was supposed to throw the drink in the jerk’s face instead of batting her eyelashes at him.



Damn. I was a fool to make such a big deal of her attention.



I waved a hand at her as soon as she looked my way. Her smile froze for a second but she quickly excused herself from the cowboy.



“How did you know I worked here?” Nora wasn’t smiling.



“Good evening, Nora,” I said, ignoring her grumpy manner because I more or less deserved it. “I need a whiskey neat, please.”



She glared at me instead of taking my order. “Did you stalk me or something?”



“No I didn’t.”



“What do you want?”



“I came to apologize.”



“Okay, you’ve done it. Now get lost.”



“You haven’t accepted it yet.”



“What do you expect?” she said, her eyes getting wet and her voice trembled a bit. “I waited for you for thirty minutes. You asshole!”



“I’m really sorry! Something came up and I had to go to work.”



She rolled her eyes. “And let me guess, you had to fly to a remote island with no internet connection or cell phone service.”



Damn. How was I supposed to explain the situation to her?



“Okay, don’t forgive me,” I said with a sigh. “But I’m your customer and you can’t refuse to serve me.”



She raised her eyebrows. “As a matter of fact, I can.” She then turned to speak to a guy through the curtain that separated the counter from a room behind it. “Josh? Are you available? I need your help here.”



A minute later, a young man in his twenties came out, grinning as he saw me. “Hey, buddy, what can I get you?”



“A whiskey neat, no make it on the rocks.” I needed the ice to cool my temper.



Nora ignored me and went to serve other customers.



Fuck. Fiery little girl. I thought about what to do. I didn’t have a choice. I had to speak to her.



So for the next hour or so, I sat at the bar, watching Nora work quietly. She was quite a cheerful girl, skillful customer service, and funny. And of course, she was a little flirt, too.



It was painful to see those horny bastards asking for her numbers blatantly.



One of them even dropped a twenty-dollar bill into her cleavage as if she were a stripper.



Fuck.



“Okay, I’m gonna take ten,” Nora said to Josh finally.



Here came my chance. I stood up immediately, left enough bills on the counter to cover my tab, and followed her through the backdoor.



It led us to the parking lot of the bar. The storm in the afternoon hadn’t lasted, but it did clear the smog and the air smelled crisp and earthy.



“Nora, wait,” I said as soon as we were out of the building.



Nora turned to look at me and gasped. “What the hell?”



I grabbed her arm. “I need to talk to you, please.”



“I’m not going to go out with you, if that’s what you want.”



I should get to the point and tell her the real reason I was here, but a glance at her curves and her glossy lips rendered my brain fuzzy.



“Why not?” I asked instead. “Just because I stood you up once? Come on, I didn’t even do it on purpose.”



“The first impression says a lot about a person. If you don’t even take our first date seriously, how can I trust you?”



She got a point there. I sighed. “Okay. You convinced me. I’m not going to ask you out again. But I still need to speak to you.”



She paused and waited.



“Remember you said I sounded like a private investigator? You were right.”



Her eyes widened with apprehension.



“I’m sure your stepmom has contacted you about what happened to your dad.”



Her face hardened. “He isn’t, wasn’t my dad. He disowned me. And I had nothing to do with him.”



She attempted to break away, but I got hold of her wrist. “Please. Just a couple of questions.”



She hesitated for a moment and then tried to pull away. “Go ahead and ask but I don’t have any good answer for you. I left his house two years ago. And I haven't gone back since then.”



“Why did you move out? Why did he disown you?”



She bit her lip. “I don’t have to answer these questions!” She jerked away suddenly, pulling her hand from me. I resisted for a second and when I let go of her, she lost balance.



I shot out an arm immediately and wrapped it around her waist, pulling her to me.



We stood face-to-face, an inch apart. I could smell her rose perfume. My cock hardened right away, twitching between us. My eyes glanced down and landed on the snowy canyon that was right under my nose, sweet and enticing.



Nora didn’t move, and I didn’t let go of her this time. Her eyes shimmered in the dim streetlight, and she licked her lips. Fuck me. I didn’t think again when I swooped down to claim those glossy lips.



Her arms wrapped around my neck in an instant, and she wriggled her hips. My boner rubbed against her pubic bone as she moved. Forgetting myself, I slipped a hand down her shorts, and roamed over her round firm ass cheek.



Nora moaned in my mouth and her hands became restless. She pulled my shirt out of my pants and thrust her hand under it, frantically stroking my back and squeezing my muscles.



I teased her ass crack over her lacy panties with my finger before sliding it further down and then up front. Holy shit. She was dripping wet. “Horny little girl,” I grunted. “So wet for Daddy.”



Whimpering, Nora wriggled under my touch, sucking my lips harder and grinding on my boner more vigorously. Shit. It wouldn't take long for me to come in my pants and in public. That would be embarrassing considering how often I had stopped people from their public lewdness in the past, and normally horny teenagers.



The thought curbed my urge a bit and my hand stopped moving. Nora stopped kissing me and whispered into my ear. “Please, Daddy. Don’t stop!”



Holy hell. I was a goner. I wouldn’t care if my colleagues showed up and handed me a citation. My middle finger made its way to her drenched panties and her warm juices soaked my finger right away. I had to put my dick in that fertile little cunt. I grazed my finger around her entrance for a moment, and then I shoved my fingers in. Fuck. She was incredibly tight. I hadn’t gone up an inch when she jerked and bathed my finger with a puddle of cum.



She cooed with satisfaction while resting her head against my chest. The fiery girl who had argued with me earlier had gone without a trace.



I patted her back while kissing her hair.



Nora freed a hand to feel my erection. “Let me give you a blow job,” she said in a throaty voice. She was going to unzip my fly when I heard the door next us open.



I turned us around quickly to shield her from the eyes of the passersby.



We held each other quietly for a moment until the car left the parking lot. But the sexual tension between us had gone. I took a deep breath and let go of her.



“I’ve got to go back to work,” she mumbled. “But I could meet with you tomorrow if you wish.”



“That’d be nice,” I said, pulling a business card from my wallet and pushing it into her hand. “I’ll be available all day. I could take you to lunch or dinner, or whatever you like, to make it up for you.”



She grinned. “Okay.”



Driving home, I thought briefly how reckless I had been. Nora was still a potential suspect in the case even though she wasn’t at the crime scene. But I was too far gone to let such a possibility stop me from seeing her.


















Chapter 4




















I stood next to my car in front of Nora’s apartment building near UH at a quarter to six on Sunday afternoon. It was a nice looking, gated community, and it even had a pool. But I had been inside more than once working on cases concerning some college kids, and I knew how terrible the living conditions were. The fact that Nora could put up with a place like this after living in her dad’s mansion said a lot about the girl, and of course, about Walker as well.



My eyes nearly bugged out when I saw the beautiful woman in a little black dress and high-heels sashaying toward my car. Fuck me. My cock jerked in my pants when she stopped in front of me. Her milky white cleavage looked like fresh peaches waiting to be tasted.



“Good evening, Mr. Detective,” Nora said with a smirk as I was busy gawking at her.



I was so horny I took a moment to form the right words. “Hi, Nora, God. You’re stunning.” I pulled her to me to peck a kiss on her cheek.



She smirked. “Thank you, you’re not too bad yourself.”



I did spend some time trimming my beard and styling my hair, making sure I look ten years younger than my age. But the few grays on my temple were a telltale.



Nora didn’t seem to mind my age, because she couldn’t keep her eyes off me even after she had sat down in the passenger seat. I saw obvious lust on her face. Damn. I recalled what we did in the back of Sweet Poisons and my mind went blank for a moment.



Twenty minutes later, we were inside Umai Sushi, a family-run restaurant in Downtown Houston. The place was elegantly decorated with paper lanterns and Japanese wall paintings.



It was busy as always, but fortunately, I had reserved a room.



Nora sat down across the table to me, attacking me with not just her delectable sight but her delicious scent as well. Damn. I had the urge to sit next to her and put my hands on her but I pulled my mind out of the gutter and swallowed my saliva instead. This wasn’t exactly a date, I reminded myself. I was technically working and had to behave professionally.



After ordering our food, I got to the point of the meeting.



“Tell me about Bill Walker.”



“Like I said, we disowned each other,” she said, taking a sip of the green tea the server brought. “So you think someone murdered him? Sophie said he died of a heart attack.”



“We’re trying to find out. He did look like he was poisoned.”



She gasped, her face turning pale. “How? No one was even in the house when he died.”



“That’s what puzzles us. We’re waiting for the toxicology report. But before that, it wouldn’t hurt to find out more about the deceased.”



“Okay,” she said with a shrug, taking it as a hint for her to start talking. “I didn’t know him well and we weren’t close. I went to live with him when I was thirteen.”



“Where did you live before that?”



“With my mom. She died of a cocaine overdose when I was ten, and then I lived with my aunt’s family for a while until Bill agreed to take me in.”



She went on to tell me her mom had worked at Walker’s strip club before. Bill fired the woman during her pregnancy and gave her a bit of money for compensation. Nora’s mom squandered most of the money on drugs and they lived in poverty most of the time.



“One day a black town car stopped in front of my aunt’s house and she told me I would go live with my dad. I was thrilled when I saw the magnificent house, I thought I had hit the jackpot, until I found out what a horrible person I had to live with.”



I gritted my teeth. “What did he do to you?”



“Not any real physical harm,” she said. “But he had the habit of ogling me and he kept telling me I would make a nice stripper one day just like my mom. I was afraid to undress in my bedroom until Sophie assured me there wasn’t any camera in our rooms.”



“Are you and your stepmom close?”



She nodded. “Yeah. She’s like a sister to me. Without her, I would’ve run away from Walker’s house a lot sooner.”



“What made you run away finally?”



“He told me I had to work at the club if I wanted to stay in his house.”



Fuck. I muttered a curse. Forcing his own daughter to strip? The man was obviously a monster.



“He couldn’t do that,” I said. “He didn’t own you.”



“He said he did. Either that or I moved out of his house. So I packed my bags right away. It was shortly before my eighteenth birthday. I stayed with a friend for a month before getting my own place and a job. It’s been two years. He cut me off financially as promised, even got me fired at work once to force me to change my mind. And when I didn’t, he changed tactics and offered me money? I ignored him.”



I reached across the table to hold her hand. “You’re a strong girl. I’m proud of you.”



She smiled. “Thanks. But I couldn’t have done it without Sophie’s help. She protected me and loaned me money when I first moved out.”



I raised an eyebrow. It was unexpected. I still couldn't put my finger on the woman.



“How was Walker’s relationship with his wife?”



“There was no relationship as far as I could see,” she said. “He tricked her into marrying her.”



“What do you mean?”



She was about to speak, but paused. “I probably shouldn’t talk too much. I don’t want to get her in trouble. You’re a detective, after all. But I can tell you that Sophie is the kindest woman I’ve known. She might hate Walker as much as I do, but she can’t possibly kill anyone.”



I nodded although I was skeptical. I’ve worked in law enforcement long enough to know people would do things out of character and good people commit crimes too.



And yet, I hoped Nora was right about Sophie.



“You don’t believe what I said, do you?” Nora asked with an eye roll.



I blinked, understanding she meant what she said about Sophie. “I just don’t know enough to tell. I’ll need to meet with her again, probably tomorrow.”



“Come on, don’t you have any intuition?”



“I do. And honestly, I would like to agree with you, but I have made mistakes in the past.”



She raised her eyebrows. “I see. So, what do you think of me?”



“What do you mean?”



“Do you think I’m innocent, or am I a potential murderer, too?”



Damn. That was a difficult question. “I don’t know you enough either, sweetheart.”



“Would you like to get to know me more, then?” Her voice suddenly became husky.



“Hell yes,” I said, knowing what she was getting at.



Our dinner arrived, distracting us with the beautifully presented sushi rolls. Nora grinned. “Wow. I’m hungry!”



She unwrapped the chopsticks and used them to pick up a piece of sushi. Although a bit clumsy, she was able to deliver it to her mouth without dropping the food.



“Mmmm!” she closed her eyes as she chewed. And that moan distracted my appetite. I gulped down some green tea before redirecting my attention to the food on the table.



While waiting for our bill, Nora glanced at me and smirked.



“What’s on your mind?” I asked curiously.



“Nothing. I just never thought I would go out with a detective.”



“Why not?”



“No particular reason. I guess I have always wanted to date a postman.”



“What? Why?”



She chuckled with embarrassment. “Once our postman let me sit in his car when I was about five, and drove me around the block. I followed him to people’s houses and loved seeing him open all kinds of mailboxes, some were quite fancy. My mom and I didn’t have a mailbox at the time, or maybe it was broken. So Mom just used a cardboard box until she lost the house and we moved into an apartment.”



Shit. She was not lying when she said she lived in poverty.



“Do you miss your mom?” On our way to the parking lot, I wrapped my arm around her waist and she leaned into me naturally, giving me an instant hard-on.



“Of course I do. She wasn’t a bad person. It was the drug. She couldn’t help it.”



Before we entered my SUV, I pulled her to me and kissed her. Her response was immediate as if she had been waiting for the moment as well. Our tongues entwined as I pressed her against the passenger door. My hands traveled to her hips as she wrapped hers around my neck. I groaned, deepening our kiss. She held me tighter, our bodies grinding against each other as her breath came fast and heavy. My hands slid lower down her body as she bit at my bottom lip and kissed down the column of my neck and then up. “I missed you!”



“I missed you too,” My voice came out gruff as my hands urgently sought her curves. Her short skirt made it easy for me to find her ass.



Nora moaned. “Make me come again, please.”



Fuck. I contemplated taking her in my car. “Okay sweetheart. But let’s get out of here first.”



I moved us so I could open the car door for her.



As I drove toward Nora’s apartment, I debated with myself. Having sex with an informant was unprofessional although not illegal, and I had never done it as a cop. I wasn’t a cop anymore, but it might still affect my ability to solve the case…



“My roommate usually stays in her boyfriend’s house on weekends,” Nora said to me as I pulled into the visitor’s parking lot. “We’ve got plenty of time.”



I paused. “It might not be a good idea, Nora.”



The light in her eyes dimmed. “Oh. Okay. I see. You’re afraid…”



I scoffed. “I’m not afraid.”



“You are,” she said, her face hardening. “You are afraid you’re making an error in judgment because I might turn out to be a murderer.”



Shit. Fiery girl. As much as I hated to admit it. It was precisely my worries. And silly. No way this girl would be a murderer. I had to trust my instinct. My guts told me Nora was a good girl, so did my cock.



As soon as she stepped out of my car, I followed suit. I caught up with her before she entered the building.



“What’re you doing?” she asked.



“I know you’re not a murderer,” I said. “And you owe me a blow job.”



She glared at me for a second and smirked.



The hallway smelled of a mixture of perfume, alcohol, and pizza. Loud music and raucous laughter greeted us as we passed by her neighbors’ units. Thank goodness it didn’t take us long to get to her place.



It was a one bedroom. Nora took the bedroom while her roommate had the living room. An unmade bed was placed facing a couch, leaving a narrow path in between that led to Nora’s room.



“Would you like anything to drink?” Nora asked as she closed the door behind us.



I shook my head. “No thanks.”



Nora’s bedroom was so small it felt crammed the moment I entered it. Her bed was small but neatly made, unlike her roommate’s.



I sat down on the edge of her bed simply because there wasn’t anywhere else to be. Nora hung her purse in the closet and came to me promptly. She kneeled in front of me and reached for my fly.



I put a hand on her shoulder. “It can wait, baby.” I wanted to cuddle her a bit first.



“No it can’t,” she insisted. “I’ve waited long enough.”



I stood up. She undid my belt and unzipped my fly quickly, her breathing uneven and her cheeks flushed. My cock spring free as soon as she peeled down my briefs. “Fuck,” she said. “I knew you would be big, but this…is a monster!”



“That’s flattering, baby. I’m glad you like it.” I pushed my hips forward so my monster would touch her cheek.



“Oh God,” she murmured with hunger written on her face. She giggled and encircled my thick, steely shaft in both hands. It felt so fucking good. I groaned as I thrust. She rubbed the precum over my tip and then stroked me up and down. “Fuck,” I cursed while cupping her head, bringing her face closer to my manhood.



She smirked as she understood my intention. “Be patient, Daddy,” she said. “I’ll taste you now.”



She opened her mouth and licked me from base to top several times before wrapping her glossy lips around my girth. I let out a low grunt as soon as my cock registered the warmth and the moisture around it. Fuck. I muttered. “I love your pretty mouth, baby.”



She moaned out a word I couldn’t comprehend, and then swirled the tip of her tongue over my tip, while stroking the base with both hands. She gazed up at me with her bright hazel eyes and a satisfying smile, like a girl pleased with her candy bar. Her saliva mixing with my cum dripped down along my shaft, making her hands slippery. She rubbed faster and sucked harder, bringing me closer to my orgasm.



I stroked her cheek. “You’re so beautiful with my cock in your mouth,” I said between groans.



She whimpered and cupped my balls in one hand. She rolled them and giggled like a little girl playing with her toy, and then she squeezed them.



“Fuck, naughty girl,” I yelped. “Not that hard. It’s a sensitive spot.”



Her eyes widened and she let go of them, squeezing the base of my shaft instead.



I thrust deeper into her throat and she gagged, but she didn’t let go. She let me try again, welcoming me with her soft throat. Tears well in her eyes but she smiled. Tough little girl. I grunted and thrust again and again, until my balls tightened. “I’m coming,” I grunted.



Nora’s mouth clamped down on the crown of my cock and squeezed.



“Holy—Fuck!” I cursed, stilled for a moment and thrust again forcefully, shooting out a load of cream into Nora’s greedy mouth, and she swallowed quickly, not wasting a drop.







I sat down on the bed and lifted her to sit on my lap. “That was an awesome blow job, baby,” I said, kissing her head. “You’re a champ.”



She smiled and stroked my cheek. “Practice makes it perfect.”



I didn’t like what I heard. “What the hell do you mean?”



She giggled. “Relax, Mr. Detective. I practiced on a banana today. I’ve never given a blow job to anyone else.”



I narrowed my eyes. “You must be kidding.”



“I’m not,” she said. “You can give me a lie detector test if you want.”



“Stop it, baby,” I chided. “I’m not saying you’re lying. You’re too gorgeous not to have done it.”



She smirked and then peppered kisses on my cheek. When she reached my lips, she grazed on it softly. My cock expanded under her light touches, and I groaned. I roamed my hand over her back and found the zipper. I slid it down slowly and then slid my hand to feel her smooth skin. Nora shivered and whimpered, squirming on my lap. Her soft ass massaged my hard-on and made it even harder.



Pulling apart, I peeled off her dress and let it pool over her waist. Her tits looked gorgeous even though her bra was still on. “Fuck,” I cursed and cup them with both hands, squeezing them gently.



“Get it off me, please,” she cooed with a wince. “It feels tight.”



I didn’t hesitate to unhook the bra and yank it off her. Her tits bounced free and I could see while her bra felt tight. They were a lot larger than I thought. The bra’s wire edge left faint red marks on her snowy skin. “You need to get a few sizes up, baby,” I croaked as I massaged her plump jugs. “Do they hurt?”



She nodded as her eyes turned dreamy. “Yeah. But in a good way. Keep squeezing me please. Mmmm. Yes. Yes. It feels delicious, Daddy.”



Fuck. My cock was already making a comeback. I bent slightly to take one of them into my mouth, sucking her nipple gently while still kneading the other one in my hand.



“Oooh,” Nora cooed louder. “I’m gonna come.”



Nora shimmied out of her panties and I reached a hand to touch her flower petals. She was so wet I couldn’t hold my groans. I needed to fuck her, naked and raw, but I also had to make her come first.



I played with the silky petals over and over, rubbing her clit with my knuckle until it was swollen. I thrust my finger into her drenched hole and gyrated it along her walls, watching her eyes turn dark.



“I want you inside me, Daddy!”



Fuck me. My cock was painfully hard now. “I will be in just a second,” I said. But I kept exploring because it felt so fucking good. The silky juices were addictive, and was the squishing sound my fingers made. Nora writhed on my lap like a kitten in heat, her eyes begging me. I knew she was close, but I didn’t want her to come yet. Hell, I enjoyed seeing her coming apart under my touch. I would like to own this little pussy, if possible. Fuck. Was I out of my mind? Perhaps being in a college student’s apartment messed up my head. I had the feeling I was an intrepid young man again. I was in love with the hottest girl on campus. I got to claim her and mark her and make sure no one else would have her.



I pushed my finger higher until I hit an obstacle. I stopped and narrowed my eyes on her. “What the hell is that? Your hymen?”



Her smile looked apprehensive. “Why are you so surprised? You didn’t think I was a virgin?”



Damn. “No,” I said honestly. “I didn’t think I would be so lucky.”



“Believe it or not. You are my first guy,” she said with a husky voice.



“How could that be possible?” I pulled out my finger, in awe of the fact and also in doubt of my action.
 Do I have the right to deflower this beautiful girl?



“Why do you stop?” Nora pouted. “You don’t like virgins?”



I chuckled. “Oh baby. Of course I do. The last time I had sex with a virgin was nearly thirty years ago. I just want to make sure it's what you really want. Are you saving your cherry for someone special, a mailman, for example?”



She giggled at my joke. “I can’t believe you could joke at a time like this. Yes. I’ve saved it for someone special. But he doesn’t have to be a mailman. He just has to be a nice guy. Of course, handsome and fit are add-ons.”



“You don’t think I’m too old for you?”



She rolled her eyes. “Age is just a number. Daddy.”



“So is that your kink? You like daddy type?”



“Maybe,” she cooed. “Now, enough of talking. Fuck me please.”



I growled and stood up. I put her down on her bed and pulled the dress off her. She lay there like a marble statue, except she was made of flesh and blood. Those lustful eyes alone made me restless. I yanked my shirt off me and took off the rest of my clothes.



Nora’s eyes brightened even more. “Fuck me, Daddy! You’re the most gorgeous man I know.”



“Thank you, sweetheart.” I resisted the urge to remind her I was also her first man.



“Spread your legs for me, baby,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Let Daddy see your pretty pussy.”



Nora gasped but obeyed me promptly.



I gazed at the pink, glistening slit for a second before I ran my finger along it.



“Mmmm,” Nora whimpered.



I straddled her and went down on her. “Oh!” she gasped as her hands raked through my hair.



My tongue lapped up her honey juices while parting her silky folds, and my teeth gently nipped on her swollen clit. As Nora moaned with pleasure, I sucked the exquisite bud into my lips over and over. Her body shattered with an intense orgasm.



I held my hard cock in my hands and stroked it, mostly to tease Nora and to see the hunger on her face. “Oh God,” she muttered. “Is it gonna hurt?”



“Maybe a little,” I said, gliding my shaft along her sopping folds. “But I promise you’ll love it.”



She smiled. “Hurry, then. I can’t wait any longer.”



I groaned and pushed my tip into her. Her pussy walls clamped down on my thick heavy cock with such a force I couldn’t help the growl that escaped from my throat.



I hadn’t been with anyone for months, and her silky grip caught me off guard.



Nora gasped as she stared at me, looking nervous.



I stroked her cheek. “Relax, baby. You’re too tense. I can’t move.”



“Okay,” she murmured and took a deep breath.



I pushed in for another inch and got stuck again. Fuck. I paused from thrusting and bent down to kiss her while cupping her breast. It distracted her and she opened up in an instant. I ventured deeper into her silky paradise until her hymen blocked me.



Nora tensed again, so I played with her nipples, sucking one into my mouth and rolling the other in my hand. I pulled my cock out as soon as she relaxed and then plunged in with more force. Nor yelped as her hymen broke. I paused to let her adjust to the pain.



“Are you okay, baby?”



“Yes. I am. Oh God. I’m so stuffed!” she said with a laugh. “Keep moving please, Daddy.”



I didn’t wait. I plundered her virgin pussy with vigor and hunger, taking every inch of her and burying my cock to the hilt each time I thrust.



Nora took me eagerly, and her beautiful face glowing with sweat. A satisfying smile spread from her lips as she moaned her pleasure. “Oh Daddy. You’re stretching me and I love it. More please. And harder!”



This sassy little thing is mine.
 I couldn’t hold my smirk as I pounded her over and over, giving her what she wanted. “Tell me I own this little pussy,” I demanded. “And I’ll take care of you every night.”



Nora’s stormy eyes widened for a second before she spoke. “Yes, please, Daddy. My pussy is yours. Fuck me every night!”



The little virgin picked up her skills fast. The next minute, she was clenching her pussy walls on my cock to tease me. Fuck. I picked up the rhythm and plunged deeper inside her while she grinded her hips into me, forcing me to drill her with all I had.



“Here you go, my little slut,” I snarled. I pounded into her so forcefully that my skin was slapping against hers and the bed was crashing loudly against the wall.



“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! More!” Nora begged, pinching her own nipple as she pushed her hips up to meet my thrusts.



Fuck. “I’m gonna cum, baby! Is that safe?” I grunted as I felt mt balls swelling up like a balloon ready to burst.



“Yes, Daddy. Give me everything!” Nora demanded.



My seed exploded deep inside her body, washing over her womb with rope after rope of sticky cum.














Chapter 5




















I lay holding Nora in my arms until she drifted into sleep, and then I got up quietly to dress. I closed the door behind me as I stepped into the hallway. The living room light was on, and I couldn’t help notice the letters S&R on the brown packets scattering on the dining table.
 Sweet and Raw.
 They were the same brand Walker used in his house. An unusual brand. I took one and put it into my pocket.



On my way home, my mind was fixated on the sugar packets. I had googled S&R online and found out that it was made in the Dominican Republic. Since the US had imposed a ban on imports of sugar from the country, Walker must’ve ordered the product online. Why would Nora do the same? Could she have developed an addiction for the product while living in her dad’s house? That was unlikely.



I texted Mike right after I parked my car in the garage.
 Any new findings on the case?



Mike responded within seconds. He called me.



“I found another potential suspect,” he said. “I reviewed the entire weeks’ footage and found a visitor to Walker’s room two nights before his death.”



“Who was it?”



“Her name is Riley, a top stripper at Walker’s club.”



I raised my eyebrows. “Why is she a suspect?”



“Apparently, she signed a contract with Walker and had to work for him for five years with minimum wage in exchange for a green card. Walker’s death would free her from the obligation.”



“I see. Where is she from?”



“Dominican Republic.”



“Interesting,” I said. “She was in Walker’s room, you said?”



“Yes. Not his bed. Just the sitting area where she did a lap dance for him. Did she touch anything in the wet bar, the coffee, creamer, or sugar?”



“No, she didn’t even touch the drink Walker served her. But she did run into Walker’s wife in the driveway when she left, and the two shook hands. They seem to be friends.”



“No kidding. I think we should pay her a visit.”



“I was thinking about the same thing. Would you be available tomorrow night?”



“Yes.”
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