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		Chapter 1

		

		Watching people is what I do. I’m a cop. She first caught my attention a few days earlier. I was watching a pawnshop that we thought was involved in a fencing operation. I saw her get out of a car and make her way down the sidewalk toward me. She was young, that was obvious, but she moved as if she was carrying the weight of the world on her shoulders. I guessed her age at maybe eighteen or nineteen, but I recognize I am the world’s worst age guesser. By the way, my name is Jimmy Deacon. Most of my friends call me Deek. I’m single and have no intention of changing my status.

		I love my job and I’m good at it. I clear more cases than any other cop in my precinct. I do it because I hate having a crime that remains unsolved. I’m also an honest cop. I don’t say that in any bragging way. It’s the simple truth. I know I’m not the only honest cop, but it seems that we are a dying breed.

		There’s simply too much money out there. There are temptations coming at every cop from all directions. The temptations coupled with miserable pay equals…well, you get the picture. There have always been temptations for an officer of the law, but the narcotics trade has opened up a brand new ballgame.

		It’s just too damned easy for a policeman to pick up some of the loose money that’s lying around. It’s easy for a cop to turn a blind eye to dope business because it doesn’t seem to make a damn difference. Bust one and two pop up to take their place.

		When I joined the police force, I made myself a promise to keep clean. I realize I sometimes take it to an extreme. I won’t even accept a free cup of coffee. Again, I’m not bragging, just stating a fact. This honesty, which I realize is close to an obsession, makes it hard to keep a partner. The others on the force are scared of me and that’s a mystery because I have never ratted on a brother officer. Never have and never will. They should know that, but I suppose they don’t want to be the first I squeal on. Well, fuck ’em if they can’t take a joke. This was why I’m alone as I watched the lass.

		I saw her the next day also. She got out of the same old car. I noticed that there was a black man driving and another black man in the passenger’s seat. Not that seeing a white girl with a black man is unusual these days of liberal enlightenment. I have a ‘live and let live’ approach to things like that. Of course in my business the ‘let live’ part is sometimes ignored by others. I had a pimp try to cut me open once and that was a major mistake on his part. Not only did I arrest him for felony assault then, I busted his ass every week until he left town.

		There was something about the object of my scrutiny that arrested my attention. I saw that she was cute, not exactly pretty, just cute, but her expression was strained. Melancholy maybe. Resigned may even be a better description. For someone so young she looked like someone who had seen too much and had too much of the world’s weight on her.

		The second time I saw her I shifted my position to watch where she went and saw that she entered a coffee shop a block on down the street.

		I was off duty for a couple of days and when I got back to the stakeout, I saw her for the third time. Nothing about the way she moved or looked had changed. She still looked cute and still troubled. On that occasion she got out of the car and again there were two black men in the vehicle. I couldn’t see them well enough to see if they were the same two as before. The beat up old car was the same, I was sure of that.

		Shortly before noon I was relieved for a lunch break and I decided to try the coffee shop. I didn’t have any trouble finding her. She moved listlessly from table to table taking orders and delivering food. I saw, when she got to my table, that the name tag she wore said ‘Kate’.

		“Hi Kate,” I said. “Cheeseburger all the way with fries.”

		“’Kay,” she muttered, “What to drink?” I told her that Coke would be fine. She asked me if Pepsi would be okay and shuffled away with my order. I don’t know why servers ask that. I’ve never heard anyone refuse Pepsi if Coke wasn’t available. Who the hell is that loyal to a brand? Since I wasn’t in any hurry to get back to the mind numbing task of sitting in a car watching a pawnshop, I lingered over my lunch.

		Apparently that day was payday. The manager handed out pay envelopes to the waitresses and cook. About fifteen minutes after the eagle had flown, two black men came in and took a seat at the counter. Kate went over and put her pay envelope in the outstretched hand of one of the men. Neither of the three said a word, and the two men left.

		Over the next couple of days I saw Kate being delivered to her coffee shop and each time I felt something stir in me. Pity, maybe. No young person should have to look so fucking sad and world-weary, but as far as I could tell there was nothing illegal about the situation. It was simply none of my business, so, of course, I made it my business anyway.

		For the next week I ate lunch at the coffee shop every day including my days off. Kate didn’t appear to notice me or any other patron of the shop. Some days she came with two black men and some days just one.

		“How you doin’ Kate?” I asked one day. Her eyes slowly rose from her order pad to look at me. I noticed around one eye that it was a yellowish purple where the makeup didn’t cover it. There was also a small bruise on her cheek. It was obvious that Kate had been smacked around.

		“Fine. What’ch need?” I ordered my usual burger and fries. She brought my Pepsi without me asking or discussing the absence of Coke, so I figured she had recognized me.

		“I see that you aren’t wearing a ring,” I said when she brought my food. “Care to take in a movie or something?” Kate looked startled a moment and shook her head.

		“Can’t,” she muttered. “I got…someone. Come back again,” she added and left me. During that exchange I revised my appraisal of her. Probably twenty or so. She had a nice figure under the de-feminizing waitress uniform. Her hair was untidy like she hadn’t seen inside a beauty shop in a while, but she smelled clean. I made a point of looking at her arms to see if I could see tell-tell needle tracks. I wasn’t about to waste my time on a junky. I didn’t see any sign of needle tracks, but I knew that didn’t prove anything. Junkies are clever. Sometimes they shoot-up between their toes. However her skin tone didn’t indicate a heavy drug user. Without giving it too much thought, I made Kate a project. There was something about her that appealed to me and I couldn’t say what it was.

		

		***

		

		Because I’m single I got a lot of overtime. When over-time money ran out I got compensatory time. Comp time was the department’s way of screwing the troops without the benefit of a kiss. It simply was the promise of equal time off for time worked. It sounds good in the shower, but it doesn’t work out that way. At least that’s how it used to be. You never got all the time off, but I always kept accurate records. I logged every minute of comp time. Recent changes in the labor law now made the police department play fair. Suddenly the department had to give the time or pay overtime for the accrued hours that were on the books. Since there was no money in the budget I got time off.

		Over the years I had accumulated over three hundred and forty two hours of comp time. Eight and a half weeks of paid vacation to do whatever the hell I wanted to do. The chief of detectives nearly shit when he found out how much time I had coming to me. When he hinted that I should wipe the time off the books and just keep working, I ignored him. I knew there was no way he’d actually insist I do it. Besides I had a project to work on.

		

		***

		

		“So, Kate,” I said to her. It was my first day of vacation and the lunch crowd had left the café. “Have a seat and tell me all about Kate.”

		“Not allowed,” she answered busily wiping the table next to mine. “Besides it would take too long.”

		“I have nothing but time,” I assured her. “I’m on vacation. Besides how long could it take?”

		“Must be nice,” she said carrying the dirty dishes past me. She disappeared into the kitchen, but soon reappeared. “Vacation from what?”

		“I’m a cop,” I told her. That was the first time she had shown any interest in me at all. That told me something. Most street people and crooks can spot us a mile away. She hadn’t.

		“What kind of cop?” she asked standing beside my table.

		“The kind that protects little girls,” I replied with a smile. “I’m a detective.”

		“Protection from what?”

		“From whatever danger they may be in.”

		“God, I wish I could believe that,” she said with a wistful look. “Been my experience that that don’t happen often. You carry a gun?”

		“Sure,” I told her raising my shirt to show her my off duty weapon. “Have a seat and let’s chat.”

		“About what?” she said, but pulled a chair out and sat down across from me.

		“Anything you want to talk about. Maybe about the two black dudes that bring you and come get you every day. The ones that collect your pay,” she looked startled.

		“You been watching me?” She didn’t seem upset so I told her I had, but not intentionally. “Oh,” she said when I finished telling her about the stakeout. “I was hoping that…” her voice faded. “Never mind,” she finally said. “Where are you going on your vacation?”

		“Wherever you want to go,” I said. “How about Florida?”

		“It’s not very nice to tease people,” she said angrily. It was a rare sign of emotion she had displayed that I saw.

		“I’m not teasing you,” I said. “Look, Kate. If you want to take a trip with me, you’re welcome. If you just want to get away from…whatever, I’ll help you do that, too. Are you involved with either of the two black guys?”

		“That’s one way of putting it, I guess,” she answered bitterly. “You don’t want to get involved with me or my problems.”

		“I think I’m already involved, Kate. If you want to boogie, I’m your ticket out of here. If you want me to slap the two clowns around, I’ll do that, too. Doesn’t make any difference to me.” I could feel the intensity of her gaze. I knew she was appraising me. Probably wondering if I was just some horny blow-hard, making deals he couldn’t deliver on. I’m a pretty large guy and I knew I looked like I could deliver.

		“You don’t know a thing about me,” she said in a soft, sad voice. “Maybe you wouldn’t want to get involved with somebody like me. Besides how do I know if you’re really a cop?”

		“I know all I need to know,” I answered her. I showed her my badge and ID card.

		“Where in Florida?” she asked after carefully studying my credentials.

		“It doesn’t matter all that much to me,” I answered. “I have an old Navy buddy in Winter Haven. That’s close to Disneyland. We can go to Key West, Daytona, Miami, you tell me.”

		“I’ve always wanted to see Disneyland,” she said looking off into some middle distance. “I’ve never seen the ocean, either. Hell, I’ve never seen much of anything. Why?”

		“Why what? Why have I taken an interest in you? Truthfully, I don’t know. Does it make a difference?”

		“No, I guess not,” she answered. She glanced at the clock and back at her hands that were bust twisting a napkin into shreds. “You have no idea how much I want to get away. You couldn’t possibly know. But I’m scared shitless that Marcus will find me.”

		“Marcus? That’s one of the two black guys?” She nodded. “Look at me, Kate,” I said. “Do I look like a man who is scared of somebody like those two yahoos? I’m not, but if I were, I could pick up the phone and have fifty cops here in just minutes. Marcus is a punk like I deal with every day. They are nothing at all. Just a bunch of wind”

		“I don’t know about that. They’re bad news. The other one is Cisco and he’s a mean dude.”

		“Not to me,” I said with a laugh. “I eat punks like them for breakfast. Do you need to go pack? Florida beckons.” She looked at me, then lowered her head. Not before I saw the tears. “I’m serious, Kate. Let’s get out of here. Marcus and Cisco haven’t been more than twenty blocks from here in their whole life. They won’t find you, I promise.” When she raised her head to look at me I saw something I hadn’t seen before. Hope.

		“I can’t go pack,” she said softly. “They’ll be home now.”

		“So what?” I laughed. “You think they’ll give me any shit? Let’s go, Kate. Adventure awaits us. Let’s go get your things and if Poncho and Cisco want to say anything, I’ll slap the shit out of them.”

		Kate looked at me intently for a full minute then nodded her head like she had reached some internal decision.

		“Give me a minute to tell the owner that I’m leaving,” she said. “He’s been nice to me so I own him that much.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Marcus and Cisco were not happy campers that I was taking Kate away. They wanted to stop her in the worst way. They really wanted to try me and I could see it in their eyes. They wanted to test me to see if I was as tough as I looked. I wanted them to try and I guess they could see that in my eyes. While Kate gathered up her few belongings they stared at me with a look that could kill. A lesser man would have been terrified.

		“Where the hell you think you’re going?” the one I had identified as Marcus asked Kate. “You think this white boy can give you what you need? Where the fuck you goina hide where I can’t find your ass? Shit, this is my town, bitch. I can lay my hand on you whenever I want. You know that’s the truth, don’t you my little white slut?” Kate ignored him and finished putting her things in a worn out suitcase.

		“Him bein’ a cop, don’t make no difference, bitch,” Marcus snarled. “He ain’t got no black cock like you like. You’ll be comin’ back when you see his little white dick. You’ll be beggin’ me and Cisco to fuck your cunt.” I took a long step closer to Marcus.

		“This would be a good time to shut your big mouth, ass-wipe,” I said to him. I gave him the cop’s stare. I had perfected that look that all veteran cops have. The kind of look that reached deep inside.

		“Man, you can’t come in my place and tell me to shut up!” he said, but took a step backward. I followed him, keeping an eye on Cisco. He was the quiet one and the more dangerous one in my opinion. I made sure up front that they knew I was armed and it wouldn’t be just a shoving match should they start something. I was fairly confident they wouldn’t do anything, but I was more than ready.

		“I’m ready,” Kate said standing by the door.

		“Not yet,” I said. “Give her the money you took from her,” I told Marcus. I’ll give him credit for not pretending he didn’t know what I was talking about. He took some bills out of his pocket and threw them at her. Even before they fluttered to the floor I was telling him to pick the money up and hand it to her. He did so, but without much grace.

		“I’ll be seein’ you, cunt,” Marcus said as we left the rat-hole apartment. “You’ll be back when you need some big black cock in your snow white whore cunt.”

		It didn’t take me long to pack, because I was about halfway packed to leave anyway. Kate was quiet when we left the two black crows, Cisco and Marcus. In fact she was quiet as we drove away headed south. I gave up on conversation long before we got out of town. It was interesting to watch her change as we traveled. The farther away from Marcus and Cisco we got the more she seemed to come alive. By the time we reached Atlanta she was talking a lot.

		I drove all that day and night until I ran out of steam. We stopped for the night just south of Atlanta. I wasn’t sure exactly how to handle the sleeping arrangements. I didn’t want to come on too strong, but I damned sure didn’t want to pay for two rooms either. I had money, but I knew Florida could be an expensive place.

		“So, Deek,” Kate said when I brought our things in from the car. “It looks like only one big bed. I don’t have any pajamas or night gown. I haven’t needed them lately.”

		“Don’t worry about it, Kate,” I said. “I can control my animal urges. We’ll sleep together, but it’s up to you if we sleep together or not, if you get my meaning.” I mentioned we should find a place to eat and she agreed, but asked if she could shower first. “Why don’t I just go get something and bring it back while you shower,” I suggested. She thought that was a good idea.

		

		***

		

		“Well, Jimmy Deacon,” she said while munching on the pizza I brought in. Pizza and cold beer is always good. “Tell me about you.” I told her about me. I told her about growing up, enlisting in the Navy, and being a cop.

		“Apparently no woman in your life,” she said when I finished telling. “Why not?”

		“Just never met one that I wanted to spend that much time with,” I answered truthfully. I didn’t mention that being a cop and being married hadn’t worked out too well with most of the men I worked with. I noticed that she had helped herself to one of my shirts while I was gone. I had several so I didn’t mind. In fact she looked better in it than I did and I was sure that was all she had on.

		“You do like girls, don’t you?” she teased. I assured her I did like girls.

		“Do you always find damsels in distress and help them?’ she asked, handing me another beer and getting one for herself.

		“No, actually you’re my first damsel in distress,” I answered. That was mostly the truth. “All new territory for me. What’s your story?”

		“I’m not sure you want to hear it,” she said in a low melancholy voice. “And I’m not sure I want to tell it.”

		“Fair enough,” I said. “Tell me as much as you want to tell. Do you have a last name?”

		“My Name is Kathryn Dubois. I’m twenty-two and I was raised in a little town in Virginia that you never heard of. I got married young and I went to New York with my husband. While I was there I decided to run away. That didn’t work out too well because I ran out of money and nearly starved to death. I was trying to make it back home, but didn’t quite make it back. I had to get a job to earn enough money to eat. That’s how I happened to be in your city.”

		“Can I ask how you happened to be with Marcus and Cisco?” I was sure she left a lot out of that story, but I didn’t push it. She either would get around to telling me or she wouldn’t.

		“Just luck,” she answered. I noticed she hadn’t specified bad luck or good luck. She had gotten up and was putting the trash off the bed. When she bent over I could see she didn’t have anything on under my shirt. At least no panties. The sight of her pussy winking at me gave me an instant boner. Oh yeah, I do like girls.

		She turned off the overhead light and lay down beside me. I had a pair of sweatpants on. She was silent for a while then started talking.

		

		***

		

		Kate tells her story:

		

		Okay, Deek, you asked for it and here it is. When I left New York I had enough money for a bus ticket to your town and that was all. You’re right in thinking I hadn’t planned my escape all that well. I spent my first night in the bus station sleeping on a bench. The next day I started looking for a job. I managed to get a job waiting on tables in a greasy spoon. It didn’t pay enough to pay for a place to stay, but the old bitch, the owner, offered me a cot in the back, but it wasn’t free. She made me pay her back nearly half what I was making. It was just before Christmas and cold out, so I didn’t make a big deal out of it. I planned to be there just long enough to make enough to get a bus ticket on home. I wanted to be home by Christmas, but I could see that wasn’t going to happen.

		The Ptomaine Pit closed at nine every night and since I was living in the back room it became my job to clean up. The owner’s name was Lola Paris. Lola didn’t pay me anything extra for cleaning up either. Tight-fisted old bitch!

		One night a couple days before Christmas, Lola stayed and helped me clean up. I should have known something was up because the lazy bitch had never offered to help before. She asked a lot of questions about me. Where I was from, where I was headed, and things like that. Since I didn’t have anything to hide I told her the truth. Then she asked me if I had a boyfriend. I told her I didn’t have one at the moment.

		“How about a girlfriend?” she asked me. I thought she was joking so I laughed. “I’m serious,” she said. “You never made it with a woman?” I told her no, I hadn’t ever done anything like that. I told her I liked boys.

		“Boys are okay,” Lola said. We were finished and my feet were tired. I wanted her to leave so I could lay down. “But a woman can take you places a man can’t.” I ignored her and hung my apron up and went to the back room. Lola followed me. “I like men, too,” she said, leaning against the door. “But sometimes I want something softer. I got a thing for you, Kate,” she said. “I want to eat your pussy.”

		It wasn’t the first time a woman came on to me, but it was still unsettling because she was my boss. Normally I would tell a woman who was trying to put the make on me to beat it, but this wasn’t going to work-out that way. I tried to be nice and tell her I wasn’t interested, but she insisted.

		“Tell you what, Kate girl,” Lola said. “You be nice to me and I’ll be nice to you. You do this my way and I’ll let you keep your job.” She couldn’t get any plainer than that, but again I told her I wasn’t interested. I told her that women didn’t turn me on. I got on the cot and pulled the cover over me without undressing. I thought surely she would get the message. Lola didn’t say anything for a couple of minutes.

		“Maybe you didn’t understand me, Kate,” she said. “You give it up for me or you can take a hike. Is that plain enough for you to understand?” I didn’t know what to do. I had saved about forty bucks and that wasn’t enough to get me very far out of town or a place to stay. I was laying there trying to figure out what to do when Lola jerked the cover off of me. She had my dress up, my panties down, and her face between my legs before I could do anything.

		She sucked and licked my pussy for about fifteen minutes, all the while fingering herself. After a while she tossed the cover back on me and left. I just lay there in a daze. I won’t lie about it. I’ve always liked to have my pussy eaten and she was good at it. I came a couple of times while she ate me. I tried to pretend it didn’t do anything for me.

		The next day she acted like nothing had happened, but she was back for more that night. This time she had me get naked while she did me. That time was even better than the first time because she used her fingers on me while she ate me. I couldn’t hide the fact that I liked what she did so I didn’t even try. She chuckled every time I had an orgasm.

		On Christmas Eve, we closed up early. Lola told me I would be going home with her for dinner and that I would be staying all night. Honestly I wasn’t too upset over the prospect. Almost anything would be an improvement over that hard cot. The offer didn’t come as much of a surprise and it beat being alone on Christmas Eve.

		What did surprise me was Lola being married. She had never mentioned a husband before. His name was Tim and he was a long distance truck driver home for the holidays. I soon found out that I was Tim’s Christmas present from Lola. Not that she didn’t help Tim enjoy his gift.

		I guess you could say that Tim had a good time unwrapping his present. He must have been expecting me because he wasted no time. Lola took my coat and Tim took my dress, nearly at the same time. I didn’t have time to protest, even if I had wanted to.

		“You’ll love her pussy,” Lola told Tim. “Tastes good and I should know.”

		“I ain’t interested in eating her pussy,” Tim said laughing. “I’ll leave that to you. I’m goina fuck her pussy.” He picked me up and took me to the bedroom. He helped me take off my bra and it wasn’t hardly out of the way before he had my nipple in his mouth. I have real sensitive breasts and he had me wet in short order. While he sucked, licked and bit my nipples, he had a finger in my pussy.

		“Get your clothes off, Tim,” Lola told him. “I’ll keep her hot for you.” Lola was naked and it was the first time I saw her that way. For an old bitch she had a pretty good figure. Her boobs sagged, but not much. She was just a little bit chubby, but still had curves.

		Lola sucked my pussy while Tim got naked. Lola had a lot better figure than Tim did. He had a trucker’s gut. His dick wasn’t very big, but it was sure hard enough. He watched his wife eat me for a few minutes, stroking his dick while he did. After a while he pushed her out of the way and jumped on me. Lola held my legs open while Tim fucked me. She was standing over me and I was looking up at her hairy snatch.

		I knew she was going to happen even before she lowered her old pussy down to my face. Even though I knew she was going to, I tried avoiding her by twisting my head out of the way. It didn’t work for very long. She just kept grinding her cunt down on me.

		“Eat my pussy, Kate or by God, I’ll smother you,” she snapped. “Lay still and take it like a whore bitch you are.” I finally gave up and ate the old hag since I didn’t have much choice in the matter. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. She was clean and didn’t smell bad. Just a womanly musky odor.

		When Tim shot his load in me, Lola pulled me into a sixty-nine and sucked his cum out of me. After Lola had a couple orgasms I thought it would be over, but I was wrong. They fucked me all night and well into Christmas Day. Merry Christmas, Kathryn Dubois. Merry fucking Christmas.

		

		***

		

		“Did you forget to take the hanger out of your pants, Deek?” Kate said with a laugh and looking at my throbbing hard-on. There was no disguising it so I didn’t bother trying. “That really turned you on, didn’t it? Come here and I’ll take care of it for you.”

		Kate was laying on the bed, the shirt above her crotch so I could see her bare pussy. She unbuttoned the shirt displaying a nice set of tits. I didn’t need a second invitation I quickly dropped my pants and shorts and got on the bed beside her. Her hand went directly to my cock.

		“Nice,” she said. “You have a nice cock, Deek. Nice and big and hard. You want me to give you some head?” I can’t even imagine any man saying no to that question. I lay absolutely still as her warm mouth descended over my throbbing cock. My eyes got dry because my cock was so hard I didn’t have enough skin left to blink.

		“You can cum in my mouth if you want to,” she said lifting her head long enough to speak. “I like it when a man cums in my mouth.” Her mouth captured my cock again and it didn’t take long for me to blast a load in her hot sucking mouth.

		Kate didn’t give my cock time to get soft. She mounted me and shoved herself down on me. She fucked me like there was no tomorrow. Even after I came a second time she didn’t stop until I begged her to.

		She got off of me, gave me a soft sweet kiss and got under the covers. Damn! It had been the wildest fuck session I ever had. I went to sleep thinking about Kate and the great fuck I had just enjoyed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		My intentions were to drive on straight through to Winter Haven, but that didn’t happen. Kate wanted to see the Sewanee River and everything else that she saw advertised along the way. Since I wasn’t in any hurry, I was happy to let her have her way. I called a halt to alligator farms after the second one. The second one was just like the first. The guide had to be a brother to the first one. They both had missing fingers. I assumed they misjudged a gator at some point in time.

		We ended up spending the night at Silver Springs and of course we spent the day there also. The river tour in the glass bottom boats and the jungle cruise. Of course we visited the Ross Allen reptile institute. Okay, I’ll admit I enjoyed it, but nowhere as much as Kate seemed to. She was like a little child, filled with wonder at everything she saw. It was fun for me just watching her.

		“Thank you for the best day of my life,” Kate said when we got to the motel room.

		“Shit, kid, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet,” I told her. “All this is just a warmup for Disneyland.”

		“Maybe so,” she said. “But this is great. Thank you for buying me the clothes, too.”

		“Think nothing of it,” I said wiggling my eyebrows. “I’ll take it out in trade.”

		“Boy, did you make a bad deal,” Kate said with a big smile, “You could have gotten that for free.” I didn’t tell Kate, but I actually enjoyed the shopping trip with her. Her enthusiasm was contagious.

		Visiting the attractions and on the side trips, Kate told me more about her adventure with Lola. I managed to get that Lola, while being referred to as ‘an old bitch’, ‘old bag’ and the like, was probably in her late thirties or maybe early forties. When you’re nineteen or twenty, everybody is either a little kid or an old fart.

		During the days Kate worked at the café and at night was a plaything for Lola and Tim, when he was in town. Kate told me that Tim wasn’t very attractive, but was a pretty good man to have in the sack. She told me that Lola loved to suck Tim’s cum out of her pussy and spent a lot of time doing just that.

		“That ol’ bitch would suck on me for hours. Sometimes I had to make her stop because she would have my pussy raw. Tim would fuck my butt and Lola would suck on my ass until she had all his cum out. She was one weird ol’ bag. But what the hell? I had a better bed to sleep in when I actually got to sleep. It wasn’t too bad,” she said with a grin. “Actually, it was mostly fun.”

		I had a sort of schedule when we started, but that was pretty well shot to hell. I called my old buddy several times to update our arrival in Winter Haven and finally told him we would get there sooner or later. On Sunday afternoon we made it back as far as Ocala where we spent the night.

		Laying in bed that night Kate told me some more about Lola.

		

		***

		

		Kate’s story continues:

		

		A couple of days after the new year Tim went back on the road. He invited me to go along, but Lola put a stop to that plan in a hurry.

		“Get your own damned pussy, Tim,” she told him. “I’m keeping this one here with me.”

		I would have gone with him if he had been headed south, but he was going back up north then west to LA or somewhere, so I didn’t consider his offer seriously. He pulled out leaving me at the mercy of Lola, the cum sucker. I wondered what she was going to use for cum with Tim gone, but I didn’t have to wonder very long.

		The very night Tim left, Lola brought a guy home. This guy was fatter than ol’ Tim, but his dick was a little bigger. I don’t even remember what his name was. He and Lola shared me a couple nights and then he was gone. Over the next month or so there was a parade of faceless men coming to her house to fuck me. I remember some were skinny, some were fat, and none of them were particularly well hung. I guess I compared every dick to my old boyfriend, Hal. Hal had a dick that was seven inches long and real thick.

		Hal wasn’t my first, but up to that point he was the best. Hal could fuck all night and never lose his hard. I thought every man was like that. Boy was I wrong! Very few are even close.

		Of course Tim came home from time to time. One night he came home and found Lola and me with a man. That wasn’t my first experience with more than one man, but it was still a welcome change. At first they just took turns with me, but I guess one got tired of waiting on the other. Next thing I knew I was sucking one while the other one fucked me. Ol’ Lola was happy as a pig in mud. She had twice as much cum to eat out of me. Tim stayed around a few days and took off again. I guess Lola liked the idea of having twice as much cum to deal with. After that, she started bringing two or sometimes three men in to fuck me. I never knew what to expect from night to night, but it was always fun stuff. At least it was fun until I got knocked up.

		Lola was pissed that I got pregnant, but she paid for the abortion and got me on birth control pills. It’s a thousand wonders that I hadn’t got knocked up long before that. I guess Lola had been pretty good at cleaning the sperm out of me until one wiggler got past her. I was pretty sad about the baby. I still think about him some days. I have no idea what sex it was, but for some reason I always think it would have been a boy.

		Lola gave me a couple days off to rest up from the abortion and then she started right back in again. I had the abortion early, but I carried the fetus long enough to start lactating. Lola loved to suck on my tits until she got a few dribbles of milk. Some of the guys liked it too. I kinda like it because my boobs were bigger than they had been. More sensitive, too.

		The deal with me and Lola was a love hate thing. I’ll admit that I was living better than I had been and I did learn a lot from the ol’ bitch. Things were better at work, too. I think the other girls knew that Lola had a thing for me, but they kept their mouths shut. I learned to eat her ol’ snatch, but it never was as much fun as having a big ol’ dick in my pussy.

		For several months things just rocked along. Three weeks out of the month I was a cum dump for a bunch of horny men and something to suck on for Lola. Then one night she brought Marcus home with her.

		Marcus was the first black man to fuck me. It was the same, but a lot different if you know what I mean. Marcus had a big dick and he liked to use it on white women, and there wasn’t anything gentle about him. You’ve heard the expression, wham, bam, thank you ma’am? Marcus was a wham, wham, wham and kept on whamming, kind of man. He was a bit like my old boyfriend, Hal. The only difference was, Marcus would cum, and cum a lot, but he kept on fucking. Lola really liked it because she had a bunch of cum to eat. Marcus came more than any three men and he became a regular visitor to Lola’s house. Of course it was all right with me, because he was a great fuck. I found out that I really liked black cock in my white pussy.

		One night in early spring, Marcus brought Cisco to Lola’s house. That changed a lot of things. Cisco is hung like a bull. His cock, and that’s what I was told to call it, was over nine inches long and as thick as my wrist. He couldn’t last as long as Marcus, but when he was up, he was something else. When they both were there I knew I would be fucked for at least two or three hours straight.

		Lola wouldn’t let the men who came to her house fuck her. She would suck their dicks and let them play with her, but she wouldn’t let them fuck her. Some sort of off-the-wall loyalty to Tim, I guess. Maybe she didn’t really like men. We didn’t talk about it and I really didn’t care. I figured it was more dick for me.

		One night Marcus, Cisco and another black dude they called Diamond was there at Lola’s. They all had taken a turn with me and Lola was down between my legs slurping away when Diamond rammed his cock in her. You should have heard her squall. It took Marcus and Cisco both to hold her while Diamond fucked the ol’ bitch. Then Cisco fucked her. I guess things would have been all right except Marcus decided to fuck her ass. Lola was pissed-off and stayed pissed for several days. That ended the black guys coming around for a long while. We went back to old white guys.

		I’ll admit that I missed the black guys and their big cocks. Especially I missed they way they could endure. One old white guy, Al something, was pretty good at holding off, but nothing like Marcus or even Cisco. They could shoot-off in me and just keep on keeping on.

		It was late in the spring when Lola got sick. I didn’t know it at the time, but she had cancer. Whatever kind it was, it killed her damned quick. One week she was alive and eating my pussy and the next week she was gone. I managed to locate Tim and he made it back home the day she died. Next thing I knew I was out of a job and a place to live.

		Tim let me stay on for a few days, but later he sold the café and the house and I was about to be on the street again. If it hadn’t been for Marcus, I don’t know what I would have done. He came to the house the day it was sold and told me to pack my things and go with him.

		At first it was just Marcus and Cisco and occasionally Diamond. I had all the black cock I could handle, but it wasn’t long before there were others. It started one afternoon. Marcus and some of his friends were watching a ball game on TV. They got into some serious betting and Marcus put me up as part of the bet. He lost and I had to go with his friend who was a fat ugly dude. His name was Charles, and Charles had won me for the rest of the weekend. Charles fucked me until he couldn’t get it up and he sold my ass to his neighbor for fifty bucks. Before the weekend was over Charles made a couple hundred dollars off of me.

		Marcus was pissed when he found out that Charles had pimped me out, but I guess that gave him an idea and he started peddling my ass. It was a good thing I didn’t have a regular job at the time because I didn’t have time for it anyway. Marcus kept a steady stream of men coming to the apartment all hours of the day or night. It wasn’t unusual for him to wake me up in the middle of the night to service some guy. A few times he didn’t bother to wake me up. I’d be jarred awake by some asshole trying to shove his dick in me.

		Marcus wasn’t very mean to me, but Cisco would sometimes slap me around. Sometimes Cisco would tease me with his big black cock. He knew I really liked it and when I’d beg him to fuck me he’d use his big beautiful cock like a dildo and just barely stick it in or maybe just run it up and down the outside of my pussy. He got a kick out of watching me grovel for his cock. I hated myself for begging for his cock, but that didn’t stop me from doing so.

		Sometimes they would have a gang-bang for some of their friends. They were the gang and I was the bang. Marcus said it was good advertising to give away some pussy every now and then. I didn’t mind the gang-bangs. Most of them were a lot of fun and I’d get off a lot. Marcus even made videos and put them on disks. He’s shown them to about everybody within ten blocks of us. They are pretty hot, I’ll admit.

		Cisco was one weird dude. Sometimes after my customers left Cisco would get pissed off for no apparent reason and either slap my tits or stick his big cock in my ass. It was like he was punishing me for being a whore. I never did figure out what his problem was. He and Marcus were the only ones allowed to fuck me in the ass. Marcus wasn’t any trouble for me to take, but Cisco, being much bigger, was. Every once in a while, when Cisco wasn’t in the mood to actually fuck my ass, he’d use a big butt plug. He’d make me keep it in for hours. As bad as that was, it wasn’t anything compared to the tit slapping.

		The tit slapping always seemed to make Cisco feel better, but it hurt me like hell. On several occasions he slapped my tits until they were red and bruised. I had to buy a larger bra to wear when they were swollen. It’s funny in a way, but Cisco could also be sweet and gently with me. It was like there were two different Cisco’s. Needless to say I like the kinder, gentler one best, but I never knew which Cisco would show up.

		How did I end up waiting tables in that coffee shop? Simple, Cisco didn’t want me to be a whore during the day, but he didn’t want me just doing nothing, so they made me get that job in the coffee shop. I don’t know why he didn’t want me putting out during the day. I asked him, but he never answered me. I mean what difference could it make? He was one weird bird, but there I was, mild mannered waitress by day and super whore for black cock at night.

		Everything was okay for a while until Marcus got jealous of Cisco. That was about the first time you came into the shop. When you asked me out the first time, I was tempted, but there was already enough trouble in my life at that moment. I don’t know why Marcus got mad at each other exactly. I mean Marcus was sharing me with Cisco and Diamond from the get-go, but something happened between them. A couple of weeks before you asked me to leave with you, they got into a big fight. They went at it like two strange dogs for a long time. Cisco beat the shit out of Marcus. After Cisco left, Marcus told me he was selling me to Diamond to put on the street. I knew Diamond was a pimp because he bragged about it. Several times he tried to get me to go with him and be one of his whores. So when I heard I was going to be a regular street whore it really pissed me off. For some reason that was different from what I had been doing. Yeah, I said it was strange, but to me there was a big difference. I didn’t want to be a streetwalker.

		It was only a few days ago that I overheard Diamond and Marcus talking about it. Marcus wanted to wait until Cisco was out of town to make the deal. They were discussing me as if I were a prize cow or something, and as if wasn’t sitting in the next room. I was pissed and made up my mind to cut and run. Then you invited me to take off with you and here I am.

		

		***

		

		I thought her calm, matter-of-fact assessment of her previous situation was strange, to say the least. She didn’t seemed to be the least bit ashamed of what she had been doing. In fact she acted like she was proud that she had been a black man’s whore. I put it down as some kind of defense mechanism. Like she had learned to adjust to circumstances.

		I should have been disgusted with her, but I wasn’t. Everything about her and her life excited me. There was something strangely stimulating about Kate and what she had done. I tried to analyze my feelings, but couldn’t come to any satisfactory conclusion. To me she was this highly charged sexual creature that I happened to find. If I had found a treasure chest I couldn’t be any happier.

		One night I asked her what she was doing in New York. She didn’t seem like a big city kind of girl. Her answer surprised me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Kate’s story continues:

		

		I went to New York with my husband. Didn’t I tell you I was married? If I did, I didn’t tell you why we were there. Let me back up a little.

		I had worked all through high school to save enough money to go to college, but I could never get enough. There was this old man in town and he came to the cafe where I worked.

		His name is Darren Applebee and he is nearly sixty years old now. Darren overheard me complaining to one of the other waitress’ about not being able to get enough money together for school.

		“You know, Kate, I may be able to help you with your problem,” he said when I came by his table again. That stopped me in my tracks. I was desperate enough to listen to anything he or anybody had to say on the subject. “What time do you get off work?” I told him and he said he’d come by and get me then.

		Everyone in town knew who Darren Applebee was. Hell, he owned half the damned town. He was rich as all get-out, but stingy as he possibly could be. He drove a ten year old beat-up pickup truck and dressed like he didn’t have a dime. He always needed a shave and frankly he reeked with body odor.

		I didn’t want to get in his old truck, but I did. He drove us out to the lake and parked. I asked him what he meant by helping me.

		“I’m going to put my cards right on the table,” he said. “I’m not getting any younger and I need to take a wife.” For a few moments I couldn’t figure out what that had to do with anything, but then it hit me like a ton of bricks.

		“You have to be kidding!” I said. “Me? You?”

		“Sure, why not?” he said grinning at me. “You’re young and good lookin’.”

		“But…I mean…Look, Mister Applebee, you’re a lot older than me,” I said. He got a mean look on his face. “I don’t mean… I’m only eighteen,” I blurted.

		“Yeah, I know how old you are,” he said. “I’ve had my eye on you for a while now. You ain’t got to worry. I can still get it up and I’ll do you good.” He unzipped his pants and took his old dick out. I saw he wasn’t lying about his ability to get it up. He was hard and he had a big pecker. Biggest dick I had ever seen up to then. “Just take a look at what you’ll be getting, gal. You can have some of this every night and twice on Sundays.”

		I was speechless, but I couldn’t take my eyes off his big ol’ dick. There was no way I wanted to get hitched to that old smelly fart. I started to open the door and run like hell, but his next words stopped me cold.

		“The day we get married, I’ll give you enough money to go to college, plus five thousand dollars cash money to do with as you see fit. What do you say to that?” I didn’t say anything, but I took my hand off the door and sat back in my seat.

		“I don’t know, Mister Applebee,” I said after a long while of thinking about being able to go to school and wearing nice cloths while I did. “You don’t shave or bathe very often and I like clean guys. I don’t think so, but thanks.”

		He put his big ol’ dick away and started the truck. He didn’t look to be too mad that I turned him down. He stopped before we got to the main road.

		“I can shave and I can take a bath,” he said. “I don’t mind if I got a reason to do so. Why don’t you think about it a couple of days and I’ll talk to you later?” I agreed and he drove me home.

		That night I told my mother what happened and she was astonished. She said Applebee was older than she was. Like I didn’t know that.

		“I want you to go to college,” she said to me. “But Lord knows I sure don’t want you to waste your life on some old man like Darren Applebee. I hear tales about him and some aren’t very nice. Maybe you can go to that college next year.” Deep down inside I know it wouldn’t be any better next year or the year after that. It was never going to be any better.

		My best friend, Mary Beth, told me I was crazy as a bedbug. She thought I should jump at the chance.

		“He’s already got one foot in the grave,” she said when I finished telling her about it. “How bad can it be anyway? So he smells like a Billy goat, big fucking deal. He’s fucking rich, for pity sakes. Marry the old bastard.”

		“You’re saying you’d do it?” I asked. “I mean if he asked you?”

		“Hell yes I would! I’d get my hands on his money and haul my ass out of town. Send him my way if you ain’t interested. I can put up with a lot of stink for all his money.”

		The next day Mister Applebee showed up at the café. He was clean shaven, he had on clean shirt and pants and he smelled of soap and Old Spice after shave lotion. I knew what Old Spice smelled like because my dad wore it sometimes. His hair was neatly trimmed and actually he looked a lot younger to me.

		“Kate,” he said coming up to the counter where I was. “It dawns on me that I went about it all wrong. Me and you should get better acquainted. Let’s me and you go somewhere tonight.”

		“You mean like a date?” I stammered. I looked around to see if anybody was close enough to hear us.

		“Of course that’s what I mean,” he snapped. “We’ll go to a picture show or something. Do some talking and such. You can get to know me better.”

		Even after I agreed I couldn’t believe I had. If I had know how to get in touch with him I would have backed out, but instead I showered and got dressed for my date.

		In all honesty I had a good time with Darren Applebee. I called him mister a couple of times, but he insisted I call him by his first name. It felt funny because he was so old, but I did as he asked. Anyway I did have a good time and Darren was a gentleman. He gave me a shy kiss before I got out of his old truck. At least he hadn’t pulled his dick out and waved it at me. I think I was glad about that, but I don’t know. It was a pretty dick.

		We went out again a few nights later and it was fun, too. Darren was courting me and it was kind of funny to watch. It was kind of like I wasn’t involved. I was just watching this young chick and some old fart. We dated, if that’s what it was, for a couple of weeks. One night he tried to make-out with me and I let him. At least I let him get my boobs out of my bra and suck on them a little. I mentioned it was hard to get in the mood in that smelly old truck. The next day he came to get me in a new car.

		A few nights after that I wasn’t ready when he came to get me and I told him the reason was my watch had stopped running. The next day I had a new and expensive watch. It was a Rolex and it had to cost a pretty penny. That was when I realized I was on to something. Darren Applebee had the scent of my pussy and he wanted it bad. So bad, he would open his tight fist to get it.

		I wasn’t a virgin by a long shot, but I wasn’t the town slut pump either. At that time only two guys had fucked me. Hal, who got my cherry, and Adam who I dated on and off.

		I really liked Adam. He was a good lover, but he was too lazy to hold on to a job for very long. He seldom had money to date so we’d get together at his buddy’s apartment over a garage. Sometimes Adam didn’t even have enough money to buy condoms so I always went prepared. He was lazy, but he was a lot of fun so I put up with him. Besides young guys were hard to find in that town. Most took off as soon as they could. That was the name of the game. Get the hell out of Dodge as soon as possible.

		One afternoon Adam was at the café and we were talking when Darren came in. I could tell he didn’t like Adam being there. After Adam left Darren called me over to his table.

		“I want you to quit this job. You ain’t got no need to be waiting tables,” he said. Since we had started going out he had cleaned up his act a lot. He bathed regularly and was wearing some new clothes.

		“And just what am I supposed to do for my daily bread?” I asked him.

		“I’ll give you the fucking money,” he snapped. “More than you make here in this greasy spoon. I don’t want my girl working here or anyplace else.”

		“Your girl?” I said. “How do you figure that?”

		“Because you and me are going to Richmond this weekend. We’re going to get a nice hotel and eat in some fancy places. I’m tired of foolin’ around. Me and you are going to get it on.”

		I had thought about Darren’s nice big cock a lot since I saw it. I didn’t have any idea if he could use it or not, but it was big and fat. Sure Darren Applebee was older than dirt, but he had lots of money and I’m ashamed to admit it, but that was foremost on my mind when I walked out of the café. He was right. It was time to stop fooling around so I went to the owner and told him I was quitting. I guess the simple truth of the matter was I liked the nice things Darren gave me. I was tired of slinging hash trying to make a few dollars. I wanted some of that good life I had heard so much about.

		Since I was no longer employed, Darren and I left for Richmond that afternoon in his brand new car. I’ll remember ‘till I die my mother’s sad look when we drove away. I wanted to tell her not to be sad, but to be happy for me, but I just waved goodbye. Because Darren drove like the old fart he was, it took three hours to drive to the city.

		He asked me a lot of questions as he poked along. Some were just general questions, but as we got closer to Richmond they got more personal.

		“You fuckin’ that boy?” he asked me. I asked what boy. “The one you was talking to at the café. You fuckin’ him?”

		“Yeah, we dated some,” I answered. “Now and again.”

		“So you’re sayin’ you are fuckin’ him. He any good?” I wasn’t sure how to answer that question so I shrugged and didn’t answer. Darren wanted to know who I had fucked and how many. I didn’t want to sound too inexperienced so I lied and told him I had made it with five boys. I have no idea why I lied, but he didn’t seem to be bothered by it.

		We found a nice hotel in the middle of Richmond and Darren checked us in. While he did I looked around the lobby at the people and what they were wearing. I felt like the hick I was and I felt shabby. I told Darren I felt out of place in that fancy hotel so after we went to our room he took me shopping for new clothes.

		I couldn’t help but notice most of the clothes were pretty sexy. Short skirts and dresses and low-cut blouses. I’m wasn’t ashamed of my body, but I didn’t usually flaunt it in public. I tried on one skimpy little dress he picked out and when I came out of the dressing room I told him I looked like a slut.

		“Yeah, but you’re my slut,” he said with an evil grin. “I like it because it shows off your fine tits.” It nearly showed them completely. It was cut almost to the top of my areolas and if I bent over at all there were no more secrets. I asked him if he was sure he wanted me to wear it in public. I should have been able to figure out then we were not going to have a “normal” relationship.

		“I sure do. You can wear it tonight when we go out. I want everybody to see what a hot little bitch I have.” I wasn’t too happy being called a bitch, but he was spending a pile of money on me so I kept my mouth shut about it.

		Next we went to a lingerie shop and he bought me some really naughty underwear. Tiny little thongs and bras that barely did the job. Then he took me back to the hotel and had me model the things he bought; especially the underwear.

		While I paraded around in the skimpy things, Darren took his dick out and stroked it. His big cock still amazed me and it wasn’t long before he used it on me. He had me walk around the room topless for a few minutes then he grabbed me and threw me on the bed.

		It was a good thing that showing-off for him had me wet because Darren apparently hadn’t heard about foreplay. He pulled the little thong to one side and shoved his big ol’ dick right in me.

		I soon discovered that while Darren had a big cock, he had no staying power. After a dozen or so thrusts he dribbled a little cum and rolled off of me. That was it for the whole fucking night. I was hopeful that after dinner he might get going again, but that didn’t happen. After he went to sleep I got myself off with my fingers.

		The next morning he asked me to blow him and I did. I learned early that I really liked sucking a boy’s dick. I liked the feeling of power it gave me over the guy. That time I didn’t read the signs right and he came in my mouth. That was all the sex I got that morning so we went sightseeing. It was beginning to look like Darren was good for one cum a day.

		That night we lay in bed while Darren and I tried to get his old dick hard. I sucked and stroked, but it wasn’t happening. I was horny and frustrated. I was beginning to think it just wasn’t going to work out.

		“Tell me about that boy you been fucking,” Darren said. I made up a long involved story about Adam fucking me and lo and behold Darren’s cock got hard. He jumped on me, rammed his cock in me, and it was a fair fuck. Nothing to brag about, but at least he got me off once.

		I waited a little while and made up another story. Actually it was one that my friend, Mary Beth, told me about her and some man she fucked. I embellished it some to make it really hot and it worked like a charm. Daren was up and ready again. He lasted longer that time and I had a couple of nice orgasms.

		Before the weekend was over I must have told the old man a dozen stories and not one of them was true. In fact I repeated a few of them, just changing the names and places. He didn’t notice or didn’t care.

		Two weeks later Darren and I were married. He got some old buddy who was a Justice of the Peace to tie the knot. I felt bad that my parents weren’t there when I got married, but Darren insisted it be a small affair. I did talk him into letting Mary Beth stand up with me.

		“That’s a nice looking gal,” he said after he saw Mary Beth. “She put out?” I didn’t answer his question, but he brought it up again a few days later after I was all moved into his house.

		“Kate,” he said one afternoon while we were waiting on the furniture store to deliver the new bed. I insisted on a new bed because the one he had smelled like a wet dog. “You never answered me about your friend. Does she put out?”

		“Yes, I guess so,” I answered. “She dates a lot. Why?”

		“I was thinkin’ you might invite her over sometime so I could fuck her,” he said. I was shocked speechless. I knew our marriage wasn’t typical and that Darren was weird, but I never expected anything like that.

		“What the fuck you lookin’ at me like that for?” he snapped. “You better learn fast that I call the shots around here. I fuck who I want to and when I want to. You’ll fuck any man I tell you to. In fact, call that kid you was fuckin’ and tell him to come get some of your pussy. I want to see that young stud fuck you. Do it now!” I was unable to move or even think. What he was saying didn’t make any sense to me.

		After he slapped me hard, I did move. I ran to the bathroom and locked the door while he yelled at me from outside.

		“You fuckin’ slut,” he screamed at me. “You know you want some hard young cock so why are you acting like this? Don’t make me break this God damned door down!” I managed to get myself under control and opened the door for him.

		“Why are you doing this to me?” I asked, still sobbing. He hugged me and told me it was all right. That he was doing it for me. I knew it wasn’t going to be all right, but I also knew I would do as he said. I didn’t feel like I had any choice. I had made my bed and now I had to lie in it.

		Darren kept telling me to call Adam so finally I gave in and did. Adam was leery about coming to Darren’s house, but I managed to convince him it was all right.

		“This is too fuckin’ weird,” Adam whispered to me. We were on my bed with Adam on top of me. Darren sat at the foot of the bed and silently watched the younger man fuck me. “Don’t he ever talk?”

		“Yeah he talks,” I said. “Sometimes.”

		After Adam’s first time fucking me for Darren he came back several times. Darren wasn’t very nice to Adam during the visits. One night after Adam left Darren called some other man to come over and fuck me. I didn’t know him, but I had seen him in the café.

		It wasn’t long before Darren was back on the subject of Mary Beth. I called her and told her what Darren wanted. It didn’t come as any great surprise that she agreed to let Darren fuck her.

		That started something and over the next year there was a constant parade of men in my bed. Since Darren Applebee was rich and powerful the men who came to fuck me were big shots in town. The sheriff, the mayor, and almost anybody who was anybody got an opportunity to enjoy Darren Applebee’s new young wife.

		Sometimes Darren watched and jacked-off while some guy was plowing my pussy. Sometimes he just sent them to my bed and he would leave us to it. Most of the time he had Mary Beth there and they would watch me with the guys and then they would fuck. It was weird, but I discovered you can get used to almost anything. I knew that everybody in town knew that I was a slut, but I made myself not think about it. I went back to thinking that it wasn’t me. It was some other girl who did all those things.

		Most of the men were older, but there was the occasional young stud. Adam finally got used to being watched and he was a visitor from time to time. Then there was Carl Doaks.

		Carl was our village idiot. Well, that’s not fair. He wasn’t a complete idiot. Carl was just super slow. Simple minded like a child. A child in a man’s body. Darren first brought Carl to the house as a joke. He and a couple of his old cronies thought it would be funny to tease Carl by showing him my naked body

		I told them it wasn’t funny and it sure wasn’t nice to do that to poor ol’ Carl. Not that any of them paid any attention to what I said. Since I had no say in the matter I did as I was told except I insisted they have Carl take a bath. Personal hygiene wasn’t something Carl cared about.

		Darren and one of the other men put Carl in the shower and told him to wash. While Carl was cleaning the filth off I changed into a slinky set of lingerie that Darren picked out for me to wear.

		After Carl was sufficiently washed they brought him to my room. I was laying on the bed wearing the red panty/bra set complete with red hoses and high heel shoes.

		Three things about that I’ll never forget. One was the look on Carl’s face when he saw me. Poor ol’ Carl looked like he had discovered a pot of gold. The second thing was the size of his dick. Nature may have shorted Carl in brains, but she over-did it in the dick department. Poor ol’ Carl had a dick a donkey would envy and it immediately got hard when he saw me. The third thing was hearing Mary Beth laughing. She really got a kick out of watching Carl and me. I think that was when I decided Mary Beth wasn’t a friend any longer.

		Two men held Carl back while he jabbered and slobbered trying to get loose from them. Darren told them to let the man go and they all stood around laughing while Carl tried to get the panties and bra off of me. I finally took pity on the simpleton and took them off myself.

		I think I was the first woman Carl ever had sex with, but instinct took over and he managed to get his big dick in me. He lasted all of ten seconds and shot-off. That caused a lot of laughing and giggling from the four or five men who were watching and especially from Mary Beth.

		The laughter stopped when they realized that Carl wasn’t anywhere near finished. He kept his wood up and was back in me after only a couple of minutes. He lasted a lot longer that time. Fifteen or twenty minutes of hard slamming fucking.

		Carl shot-off with a loud yell and rolled off of me. He kept hold of my arm while he lay there huffing and puffing like a steam engine. He held me as if he were afraid I would leave. The watching men were having a good old time and even they were impressed when Carl got hard again and mounted me for the third time. They all stopped giggling after the fourth time he fucked me and in the middle of the fifth time they, at Darren’s directions, pulled the jabbering fool off of me. I was glad they did because I was getting sore from the hard fucking and I was getting tired of cuming. Carl had given me a whole lot of great climaxes.

		Several times after that they would find Carl, clean him up, and turn him loose on me. It may have been a joke, but they joke was on Darren. Poor simple Carl was a great fuck even though he wasn’t any good at conversation.

		I thought that maybe Darren would get over some of that shit, but he didn’t. He got even weirder if that was possible. He got into some bondage shit and would sometimes tie me up and leave me naked, tied, and exposed for his friends. He bought all kinds of bondage stuff. Handcuffs, gags, and shit like that. Of course good ol’ Mary Beth was there and enjoyed what I was forced to endure. The bitch!

		One of his favorite things was to use suction cups on my boobs. He had some that just covered my nipples and later he got some that would cover all of my breasts. The suction pulled a lot of blood into my nipples or my breasts and made them super sensitive. Darren liked them so much he got some that fit my pussy. I didn’t like the pussy cups that much. Darren would leave them on my pussy too long and make my whole pussy puff out and sometimes it hurt too much. One day his pump motor gave out and that was what we were doing in New York.

		Darren ordered some of the stuff from a catalog, but he heard about a place in New York where he could buy all kinds of S and M equipment, so he took me there. It was a seedy place on some backstreet. The manager was a big ugly man with dark skin. Not a black man, but more like an East Indian or something.

		Once we were inside the man locked the door and took Darren and I to a large backroom. In that room were all sorts of shit. Racks, stocks, pillars, and other devices to restrain and cause pain. Some I didn’t have any idea what they were supposed to do, but they looked evil to me. Of course there were chains and even some motorized dildos. Like I said some of it I had no idea what it was for, but I was pretty sure I wouldn’t like it.

		The big ugly man told me to take my clothes off and Darren nodded at me so I did. I was used to being naked in front of strangers by that time. Next thing I knew the big guy grabbed me and tied me up on a low table. He shoved a ball gag in my mouth so I couldn’t scream. I sure tried to scream when the man shoved his cock in my ass, but it was only a muffled scream. It hurt bad because he used no lube at all.

		He fucked my poor ass for a few minutes then started using all sorts of things in my ass and my pussy. Some felt pretty good, but most hurt like hell. I’ve never been a fan of pain, and you can be damned sure I got plenty that day.

		I was abused and fucked for at least a couple of hours before they untied me and let me dress. While Darren and the ugly fucker talked about what all Daren was going to buy, I quietly left the backroom and went out the front door. I told them I was going to the bathroom to pee.

		I didn’t know where I was going, but I knew I was getting the hell out of there. I didn’t have enough money to get all the way back home so I caught the first bus leaving town. Now you know all of my pitiful story.

		

		***

		

		Kate’s story was both sad and erotic. She started crying even before she finished and I didn’t say or do anything except hold her until she stopped sobbing and went to sleep. I decided to take a few more days of playing and seeing the attractions in the area before moving on south.

		Nothing got her down for very long and Kate always amazed me at how fast she could bounce back from depression. The day after she told me the story and cried she was back to her old self. I suppose it was how she survived all of her ordeals.

		During my tenure as a cop I had done a lot of good things. Getting Kate away from Marcus and Cisco was one of the better things, but I couldn’t help but think of another girl I ran across.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I first saw her at the spring River Raft Concert. They put the concert on twice a year and it was a big gathering of people for the purpose of drugs, sex, and rock and roll. One in the spring and one in the fall. The actual concert starts on Friday and continues through Sunday, but the gathering started well before Friday and they stay gathered long after the concert was over. I was working the concert for extra money and to keep the drugs and sex under some kind of control. The uniformed cops wore their uniform and us detectives wore an arm band that said security. I mean we were supposed to, but my armband was in the pocket of my windbreaker along with my pistol and badge.

		I was standing on a brick wall about four feet above the maddening crowd. Watching for evil-doers. Okay I was actually just checking out the chicks. There was a lot of tit flashing and I didn’t want to miss even one boob. That was when I spotted her.

		She was wearing a silly little hat with a pompom on top. It would have been silly on anyone else, but she made it work. She was tall and had legs that didn’t quit. Short tight shorts showing me and the rest of the world an outline of her pussy. They call it a camel-toe for good reason. She also wore a nearly transparent tank top. The absence of a bra was apparent, but I’m a detective so I have to notice things like that.

		“Pretty, ain’t she?” a voice said from beside me. I had been so engrossed in watching the girl I hadn’t noticed a young man climbing up to stand beside me.

		“She certainly is,” I acknowledged.

		“Yeah, I could have had some of that,” the man said. “I went to school with Cherry. That’s her name. Cherry Dows. She wanted to go out with me, but I wasn’t interested when I found out she was into niggers.”

		I started to advise him that nigger wasn’t politically correct, but after looking him over I decided it was a waste of my time and breath. He didn’t seem to be a person who was concerned about what was politically correct or not. I spotted a fellow detective across the way and I thought about getting my new wall companion and the dick together. John Carter was the dick and he’s big and he’s black. John didn’t mind wasting his time and breath on instruction.

		“Cherry, she ain’t,” my fellow watcher continued. “She gave that up a long time ago. Fucked half the football team her senior year. That’s how I knew she was into black meat. I heard she was married to some black buck, but I don’t know if that’s true or not.”

		The girl identified as Cherry Dows was about to get out of my sight so I left my new politically incorrect friend and followed her through the crowd.

		Vendors of tapes, disks, and shirts and other crap had setup shops all along the way. Cherry was standing in front of one of the tents watching a man airbrush a tee-shirt. The man was pretty good at his art. I stopped and watched her watch the artist.

		“Where the fuck you been?” a skinny black man said emerging from the swarm of people. He grabbed her arm and jerked her hard. “Didn’t I tell you to stay close to me?” The skinny dude was joined by another black man. Not as skinny, but nearly so. “I didn’t buy you tickets so you could wander off from us,” the skinniest man said.

		“Sorry, Jack,” the girl said. “We just got separated, that’s all. No big deal.”

		“Get your skanky ass back to the van,” the man snarled. “I got a customer for you and he wants some pussy so get a move on.” The girl meekly went with the two men and I followed them. We wove in and out through the mob and soon arrived at a fancy conversion van in the parking lot.

		“Here she is,” skinny Jack announced to the waiting man. A rather large black man stood waiting by the van. “Get your ass in there and give the brother what he paid for,” Jack told Cherry. “Do him good, too or I’ll beat your ass for you.”

		The girl submissively climbed into the van and the big black dude went in behind her. I waited a few minutes and went into action doing what I was paid to do. I took my badge and gun out of the pocket and attached them to my belt.

		Jack and his buddy had stationed themselves at the back of the van standing guard. I approached the two and both sets of eyes went to my badge.

		“How’s it going?” I inquired. Neither man said a word. “You want to move or do you want me to move you?” Apparently they didn’t care for either choice. I didn’t see any reason to hesitate. That would just give them time to summons up enough bravado to try something so I moved them.

		I took both of them by their arms and jerked them away from the van. Jack’s buddy decided he needed to be somewhere else and ol’ Jack didn’t seem to know what to do. Fight or flight. He watched his friend haul ass and he decided it was flight time and he too ran away.

		Cherry looked up in shock when I opened the back door of the van. She was speechless because she had a big black cock in her mouth. The suckee wasn’t speechless. He called me a few nasty names. Cherry was completely naked and I couldn’t help but notice her naked boobs looked pretty good. Smallish, but damned nice.

		“What the fuck you think you doin?” the big man said struggling to get up. “I paid for half an hour and I’ll be damned if…” That was when he saw my badge and my gun. “Oh fuck,” he muttered laying back down on the van size mattress.

		“Might want to get dressed,” I told Cherry. “We’re going to be taking a ride and unless you want everybody here to see you in all your glory…” she quickly got dressed and the suckee put his pants on. I took them to the outer fringes of the parking lot where we had transportation waiting to take them to jail.

		I followed the wagon in my car and got them booked; Cherry for prostitution and the other party for soliciting for prostitution. Both Mickey Mouse charges. It didn’t come as a surprise that Jack didn’t come personally to bail Cherry out. He knew I might charge him with pandering, another worthless charge.

		“You don’t have to go with them,” I told Cherry. “If you want out I can get you out.”

		“Out?” she said with a laugh. “Why would I want out? I get more fucking in a day than most women get in a month. This ain’t the first time I got busted and it likely won’t be the last. “

		“Okay,” I said. “Be seeing you around. Tell Jack I’ll be looking for him also.”

		“Jack don’t give a shit,” Cherry said. “He’s my man and he takes care of me.”

		“That skinny little thing?” I said. “He can’t take care of himself let alone you.”

		“Yeah, maybe he ain’t the biggest guy around, but he’s got a nine inch cock and he always takes good care of me. Don’t tell me you got a tight ass about white women and black men?”

		“No, not really,” I told her. “As long as you consent I could care less. Good luck, Cherry.”

		That wasn’t the last time I saw Cherry Dows. I saw her once again about three months later. Actually I saw her dead body. Her naked dead body was found in a trash dumpster in an alley behind a strip club. Someone had shot her in the head. What a fucking waste!

		That was when I reached the firm conclusion that you can’t save someone who doesn’t want to be saved. I can’t express how happy I was that Kate wanted to be rescued.

		

		***

		

		We finally made it to Winter Haven. I wondered how Kate and my buddy, Lance would get along. Lance got married after we got out of the Navy, and I had never met his wife, Connie. I knew she was third or fourth generation Cuban, but that was about all I knew.

		Apparently the trip and the sight-seeing had been good for Kate. Gone was the girl who seemed down on life when I first saw her. Hello, friendly bubbly Kate. She and Connie got along fine from the very beginning.

		“You old dog,” Lance kidded me. “What the fuck you doin’ with that young fox? She’ll kill your old ass.”

		“Maybe so,” I agreed, “but what a way to go, huh?”

		Lance and Connie both worked for the Winter Haven Police department. Lance was a detective and Connie a patrol officer. Both were able to take a few days off and we went back up to Disneyland. Connie proved to be as big a kid as Kate, who actually was a kid. It’s impossible to see everything at Disneyland in just a couple of days, but the girls sure tried to. Trying to keep up with the two women, wore Lance and me out.

		On the third day, Lance got permission for me on ride along with him. Connie had rotated into her regular three days off. Actually I was looking forward to getting back on the mean streets again after the weeks of fun and games. While Lance took me on my busman’s holiday, Connie took Kate shopping and a couple short sight-seeing trips.

		It didn’t come as any surprise that crime in Winter Haven was pretty much like the crime I had just left, except the insults and challenges were mostly in Spanish. There are a lot of Hispanics in Winter Haven and the surrounding area. The hue of skin color ranged from nearly white to ebony black. Lance told me that most were legal, but a lot of them were not documented. Many came from a criminal background and saw no reason to change styles in their new residence.

		“So tell me about Kate,” Lance asked me. “Is she as good a fuck as she looks like?”

		“Yeah, even better,” I told him. “Hot to trot all the time.”

		“I told you she’d kill your ass,” Lance said laughing at his worn-out quip.

		“How do you like married life?” I asked him.

		“It’s fine,” lance said. “I like the idea of steady pussy. Connie is sure steady pussy. Loves to fuck. Got that hot Hispanic blood, you know. How long are you and Kate going to be able to stay?”

		“Until you and Connie run us off, I guess. We may drive on down to Key West for a few days.”

		“Don’t be in any hurry,” Lance said. “There’s a bunch of things around here to see and Kate and Connie seem to like each other. How did you meet Kate?”

		I gave Lance a thumbnail story about how Kate and I met. He got a big kick out of the tale.

		“You took her away from the brothers, huh? That’s funny. I’ve always heard that once they go black they never go back. I guess you’re lucky,” Lance said. “How long you think your little ol’ white dick is going to satisfy her? Feel free to let her sample my ebony rod.” Did I forget to mention that Lance is black? He is and not brown. He’s a true black man. I used to kid him that he was so pure bred I could get papers on him.

		“I hear you,” I said. “But what are you going to do when Connie hands you your detached ebony rod? Not going to do you any good in your shirt pocket.”

		“Well, there is that little knotty problem, I guess,” he said laughing. “I guess you are on your own. I’d sure like to keep my cock attached to me.”

		At end of shift we went back to Lance’s house. Connie and Kate had prepared a cook-out for us. Thick juicy steaks and lots of cold beer. Damned hard to beat.

		“Deek, Kate told me about how you rescued her,” Connie said after the meal. “That makes you a hero. She’s one helluva gal, you know.”

		“I do know,” I assured her. “I’m a very lucky man and so is my ol’ buddy Lance. You’re one helluva gal yourself.” The beer was flowing and so were the words. Loose lips comes from many sips, to paraphrase an old world war two saying.

		“Now ain’t you the smooth talking guy,” Connie said. “Thank you, Deek. Kate was telling me about Lola. That was a hot story. I’m still sweating from hearing it.”

		“Who’s Lola?” Lance asked. Kate filled him in on who Lola had been. He was so enthralled with the story he forgot to drink his beer. That’s something Lance never forgets to do.

		“Damn! That is one hot story,” Lance said when she finished. “There’s something about two women that’s one hell of a turn on for me.”

		“You never told me that,” Connie said. “How come you never mentioned it?”

		“Never came up ‘til now,” Lance said. “The idea of two men makes me want to puke, but two women…”

		“Whatever flips your switch,” Connie said laughing. “For me it was Kate telling about the gang-bangs. I’d sure like to have seen that.”

		“No problem,” Kate said with a smile. “I swiped Marcus’ disks when I packed up my things. I have them if you want to see.” Connie immediately told her to go get the disks and meet us in the den. That bit of news that she had taken the disks was a surprise to me. She hadn’t mentioned it before. The fact that Kate was willing to share them did not surprise me at all.

		

		***

		

		“Oh my God! They have both dicks in your pussy!” Connie exclaimed. We had been watching Kate’s gang-bang disks for about half an hour. She had four disks and we were just finishing up the first one. The picture was a little shaky from the handheld video camera, but the lighting was good “That had to feel wild!” It was obvious that Connie was sexually aroused, and so were the rest of us. I defy any normal person, whatever that means, to watch it and not be aroused.

		“Looks like you might get lucky tonight,” I whispered to Lance.

		“He gets lucky every night,” Connie said. “Damn, Kate that looks so hot. I’ve never had two men at the same time before.”

		“There’s two men here right now,” Kate said laughing. “So you can have two anytime you want.”

		“What does it feel like?” Connie asked her.

		“Two men are always better than one,” Kate answered. “What I like about a gang-bang is there always more men with hard cocks waiting when your fuckers are through. Lance, why don’t you and Deek fuck Connie so she’ll know the feeling?”

		“Okay by me,” Lance said. “Won’t be the first time me and Deek shared some pussy. Right, Deek?” He was right. We were stationed in Jacksonville and I was dating a woman whose husband was overseas. She found out that my buddy was a black man and she demanded to try black. We fucked her together and separately for nearly three months until hubby came home. There were other times, too.

		“Seriously, you’d be all right with it?” Connie asked Lance.

		“Hell yes,” Lance said. “I learned a long time ago you can’t wear a pussy out. Too much fuckin’ ain’t nowhere enough. Since Kate has some experience at it, let’s get her to fulfill another fantasy of mine.”

		“What fantasy?” Kate asked with a laugh. “Having a woman eat Connie’s pussy? Connie’s ready, aren’t you?”

		“No…I don’t know…I…How did you guess that?” Connie stammered, her face turning pink.

		“Vibes,” Kate answered. “You were humming like a tuning fork from the first minute we met. Since you’re a lot prettier than Lola, I’ll be happy to lick your pussy. Not really my thing, but for a fox like you, I’ll make an exception.”

		Being Kate, she didn’t waste any time. She got up from beside me and pushed me out of the way and sat back down beside Connie. Watching two women kiss is one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen. It’s always an instant turn-on for me. Lance, too, from his reaction to seeing his wife kissing Kate.

		It was better than any video because there wasn’t one tiny bit of phony acting. The two women were happily swapping spit and it was apparent that they both were loving the hell out of it. Connie and Kate Both were breathing heavy.

		“Get naked!” Lance said, his voice husky. “Do it naked, girls.” They didn’t need any more encouragement. Clothes flew in all directions and they both were naked in seconds. In another few seconds they were on the floor.

		Kate ravaged Connie. There is no other word to describe it. She went at Connie like a woman obsessed. There wasn’t an inch of Connie’s body that Kate didn’t lick, kiss, bite, or caress. When Kate’s tongue went into her pussy, Connie went crazy.

		“Oh God!” Connie screamed. “Oh shit, that feels great!”

		The girl-girl bit may not have been Kate’s thing, but damned if she couldn’t fool me. Kate ate Connie through a couple of crashing orgasms. Kate looked like she also had a climax or two. She may have been faking it, but I don’t think so.

		“She needs some cock now,” Kate announced looking up, her face wet from their combined juices. “Lance, fuck her cunt and Deek, you fuck her face. Give it to her boys. Fuck the shit out of Connie.”

		I don’t know who appointed Kate, game director, but nobody objected. Our clothes quickly joined theirs on the floor. Connie screamed in lusty passion when Lance entered her, but I soon put a stop to the squealing with my cock. I thought she was going to pull my dick completely off with her sucking.

		Kate let that action go on for a few minutes and told us to change ends. Lance and I swapped places and I rammed my cock in Connie’s soaking wet pussy. It felt great, but then strange pussy always does. Hell, any pussy feels great, come to think of it.

		We three were content to let Kate call the shots, and when she told me to fuck Connie’s ass, Connie told Lance to go get the anal lube. He was back in a flash and I greased her asshole while she sucked Lance. I noticed that Kate was fingering herself while Lance and I played with Connie. Kate takes her pleasure anyway she can get it.

		Connie’s ass was tight, but I got my cock in her. After a few minutes of that, Kate directed us into a double penetration. Me in her ass and Lance in her cunt. Connie became explosive and had one giant orgasm after another.

		“Fuck me you cock-sucking sons of bitches!” she bellowed. I’m confident we did our very best to do just that.

		“Fill her up with cum,” Kate encouraged us. Frankly there was nothing on earth that could have stopped me. Lance wasn’t far behind me. Connie flopped back on the floor after we took our cocks out of her. Her legs were wide open and her asshole and pussy were gapped opened with our cum leaking out of both her holes. But it wasn’t over for her. Kate leaped between her legs and buried her face in Connie’s cunt. I don’t know how she did it, but Kate got another crashing climax out of the poor well fucked woman.

		Watching them, Lance and I both got hard pretty quick, and we took a turn with Kate. After we came in Kate, Connie, without any encouragement licked and sucked Kate clean. For the next four hours we fucked in just about every combination that two men and two women can get into. Connie proved herself to be an eager cunt lapper.

		Lance went into work early long before I even stirred. I woke up later with two women sucking my cock and balls. There are many worse ways to wake up.

		For the next three nights we switched bed partners. Oh, sure we did the group thing, too. Connie was a super hot woman and a great fuck, but frankly she was no Kate. I was happy to get Kate back in my bed, but that didn’t happen until after we left Lance and Connie.

		

		***

		

		“Hey, you,” Kate said looking down at me from only an inch away. “I missed you.” We were in a motel on Treasure Island, close to Tampa.

		“I missed you, too,” I told her truthfully. “Did you get enough black cock?”

		“For a while,” Kate told me laughing. “Lance was a lot of fun. Did you like fucking Connie?” I told her that Connie was a lot of fun, too.

		For the next two weeks we did the tourist thing in almost every Florida hot spot. We managed to work ourselves back to Daytona by the end of the second week.

		“You’re going to have to go back to work in a few days,” Kate said. We were sunning by the motel’s swimming pool. Kate was almost wearing a neon red string bikini.

		“I still have a few weeks,” I told her. I was sure I knew where the conversation was going and I was ready for it.

		“You want to drop me off in Virginia, on the way north?” she asked.

		“No.”

		“No? Why not?”

		“I don’t think I want my wife to be that far away from me,” I answered casually, smiling at her. She had raised up on one elbow and one tit popped out of her top. She didn’t seem to notice or maybe she didn’t care. The sight of her freed tit almost caused a waiter to drop his tray

		“Wife? You’re kidding and it’s not funny, Deek!”

		“I’m not kidding, Kate,” I told her seriously. “Why not? I love you, Kate, don’t you love me?”

		“Yeah, I do love you. You are the most wonderful thing that has ever happened to me, but…”

		“But what? I know I love you. What more do you want? You know I’ll take care of you, don’t you?”

		“Look, Deek,” Kate said with big tears in her eyes. “You know me. You know what I am. I told you I’m a slut, honey. I’m afraid I’ll fuck you up and I don’t want to do that. I love you too much for that. I’m used to a lot of sex. More than any one man can give me. Can you live with that? Can you live knowing that another man has had his cock in me? That I came from his fucking me? That I loved him fucking me?”

		“Yes, I can live with that. I don’t want to stifle you, Kate. I just want to love you and take care of you. I know there will be other men and that’s okay as long as you come back home to me.”

		“Even if I get back with Marcus or Cisco or both of them? Can you handle that? Me being a cum dump for black men?”

		“Yes I can, but I won’t stand still for you working the streets. It’s too dangerous and I can’t have my wife picked up by vice. Fucking for fun only. Can you live with that?”

		The next thing I knew she was on top of me, laughing and crying at the same time. Over the next week we slowly made our way northward toward home.

		“There may be a problem, Deek,” Kate said as we drove along the interstate. “I’m probably still married. I mean, I don’t know if Darren got a divorce or not.”

		Yeah, that could be a problem. So when we came to it I took another highway toward Virginia. The matter of Darren Applebee had to be resolved and sooner was better than later.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Kate had told me several times she came from a small town, but small really didn’t describe it. One street with a dozen or so buildings some boarded up and unused. No traffic lights and no streetlights. Depressing was the first thing that came to my mind.

		There were a few people listlessly moving about as we drove slowly down the street. I did notice that the street paving was in good shape as were the sidewalks on either side of it.

		“Pretty pitiful isn’t it?” Kate said. I nodded in agreement. “Damned place would have dried-up and blown away if it wasn’t for Darren Applebee’s businesses. He owns a big farm outside of town. Maybe more than one. He owns a sawmill and a lumberyard. That hardware over there is his, too. In fact, I guess he owns about everything. Most everybody make their money either directly or indirectly from Darren.”

		“How do you want to do this, Kate?” I asked. We had reached the end of the street and I turned around and stopped.

		“I guess if he isn’t in town we can go to his house. It’s over there behind those trees. It’s nearly noon so he may be at the café. Drive on down there and stop.”

		I saw the faded sign that proclaimed the place a café and stopped in front of it. We got out and went in. There were about half a dozen patrons in the place and all of them stopped eating or drinking and stared at us. Kate got most of the attention. There was a faded and fly-specked sign taped to the cash register. It proclaimed that “In God we trust…all others pay cash”.

		“Well would you look at what walked in the door,” a fat lady behind the counter said loudly. “Where you been hidin’, Kate?”

		“Here and there, Maybelle,” Kate answered. “Darren been in today?”

		“Not yet. I expect him any time now. You ain’t goin’ tell us where you been?”

		“No, because it isn’t any of your business. We’ll wait for Darren over there.” Kate led me to a table and we sat down. I got where my back was to the wall and I could see the door.

		The fat lady threw some greasy menus down on the table and placed two glasses of ice water on the table. She waited expectantly.

		“Just coffee for me,” I said. Kate told the waitress that she didn’t want anything. The lady shuffled off.

		A short while later the bell over the door tinkled and an old man came in. Kate whispered that it was him. The man started for an empty table and then spotted Kate. He redirected his steps and came to the table.

		“You’re back,” he said in a low rumble. It was more of a statement than a question.

		“Just passing through, Darren,” Kate answered. “There are some things that need to get cleared up. Are we still married?”

		“What do you mean?” he asked glancing at me and back to Kate.

		“I wondered if you got a divorce or not,” she said.

		“Weren’t no need,” he said in a low voice. “We never was married in the first place. George wasn’t no Justice of the Peace. I kinda faked that wedding stuff. Where did you take off to?”

		“Had to get away from you, Darren,” she said. “I couldn’t put up with any more of your abuse. It was either run or kill you.”

		“Well then, I’m right glad you ran,” he said with a grin. “I looked high and low for you up there in New York City. Had the police lookin’ for you, too. You should have said something.” He scratched his unshaven jaw. “I would have stopped hurting you if you had asked me to.”

		“I guess so,” Kate said mildly. “So me and you were never really married? That was a mean low-down trick, Darren.”

		“Yeah, it was, Kate. Mean and low-down. I’m right sorry about that. Who’s this?” he indicated me. I told him who I was and he looked at me a few moments then turned his attention back to Kate. “You home to stay?”

		“I told you we were just passing through, Darren. Me and Deek are going to get married and I needed to know how it was between me and you. Never figured you had tricked me like that.”

		“Yeah, well that’s the way it was,” Darren said. “Where you off to now?”

		“You don’t need to know that, Darren,” Kate said. She was amazingly calm in spite of learning that she had been duped. “After I see my folks a while, we’re leaving and we won’t be coming back this way.”

		“They ain’t living where they was. I moved them up on that ridge behind my place. Their old house was about to fall down. Well, you take care, you hear?” he turned and left the café.

		“Well, at least you won’t have to get a divorce now,” I said to Kate, trying to put a better spin on things. We were on our way to where her parents lived.

		“He’s lying through his teeth,” Kate responded as a matter of fact. “I ain’t as stupid as he thinks I am. George was a real JP and I took the marriage certificate to the courthouse myself and recorded the marriage. Darren is trying to duck a divorce because he’s afraid I’ll get some of his money. He’s all right with me being a bigamist just to save a few dollars. You watch me get a hotshot lawyer and clean his plow.”

		Kate had a nice visit with her parents. They both were old, apparently having Kate late in life. The house, which was modern and nice, had been deeded to them so there was no danger of Applebee taking it away from them. I told them how to contact Kate and just before nightfall we left that miserable little town.

		Kate didn’t have to get a divorce lawyer because two weeks later her mother called to tell her that Darren Applebee shot himself in the head. Before he made the world a better place he changed his will acknowledging she was indeed his wife and leaving everything to Kate. To her credit, Kate shed a tear or two for old Darren even in spite of the fact he was a low-life prick.

		She did get an attorney out of Richmond to help her with the estate while we stayed home and settled into marital bliss. Of course we had a few little problems, but as it turned out, Marcus wasn’t going to be one of the problem. He was found shot to death outside his apartment.

		I was surprised when Cisco showed up at the cop shop one day. He asked me if we were okay and I asked him what the hell he meant. That was when he told me about Marcus getting wasted.

		“Just wanted you to know I never meant no harm to Kate and I’m right glad she’s back,” he said. “Okay and all,” he added. I knew the answer, but I asked it anyway.

		“How did you know Kate was back?” I asked him. “She call you?”

		“Yeah, she called me yesterday. Told me you and she was hitched now. I ain’t tryin’ to cause no trouble for you or her. Just wanted to clear the air some.”

		“Okay I appreciate that,” I said. “Did Kate say she wanted to see you?”

		“No, not exactly,” Cisco said. “Said it was up to you.” I told Cisco that either Kate or I would be in touch with him and he left the station.

		

		***

		

		“Guess who came to see me today,” I said to Kate that evening after I got home.

		“Okay, how many guesses do I get?” she asked with a smile. I told her only one. “Then I’d have to guess it was Cisco.”

		“You win the prize,” I told her. “He said you called him.”

		“I did,” Kate said. “I heard about Marcus and got curious so I called him. I told him we were married.”

		“Yeah, he said you did. Kate, do you have an itch that needs scratching?”

		“No…maybe, Deek,” she said. “It’s hard to explain about Cisco. He’s…different. I told you about the two different Cisco’s. The good Cisco is very good. He asked me to get together with him and I told him it was up to you. I won’t ever do anything you’re not comfortable with or involved with.”

		“What about the bad Cisco?”

		“You’ll run the bad Cisco off,” she answered with a smile. “Anyway Cisco has a deal working. He’s got some guy willing to back a porno movie. Cisco wants me in his movie and he said the money was good. He wants me to meet his backer.”

		“Do you want to?” I asked her.

		“Might be interesting,” she said. “What do you think?”

		Things with Kate were going to be interesting to say the least. I was well aware Kate didn’t need the money so it had to be sex. Sex with Cisco. There were a couple things I wasn’t too comfortable with. Primarily I wasn’t happy with Cisco knowing where we lived. Also while I was sure Kate wouldn’t leave me for Cisco I wasn’t fond of putting it to a test.

		“Okay, meet with them,” I said after the mental wrestling match. “But not here. I’d just as soon Cisco doesn’t know where we live.”

		“Cisco has a place out on the highway,” Kate said. “He mentioned that would be a good place.”

		

		***

		The place had been a local beer joint that someone converted to an apartment. Before being a beer joint it had been a large service station. The current owner owed me a favor and I called for it.

		One snag developed in my plan. Cisco didn’t want me there while he and his backer met Kate. I was concerned, but not much. I agreed to let her handle it and told her I’d stay out of the way. Yeah, like she believed that.

		Cisco’s place was a concrete block building. It had gone through several changed over the years. At some point in time it had been a service station back when there was such a thing. The old gas pump island was still there, but the garage doors had been blocked up and the large windows were now small residential type windows. I dropped Kate off in front of the building and indicated I would wait for her at home.

		I went a few blocks down the street and had a beer. I killed about half an hour and went back to Cisco’s place. I parked next door at a closed dry cleaner, got my pistol out of the glove box, and made my way on foot to the back of the place. It was dark and lights were showing from the back windows and I silently crept to one and peered in. The window was open a couple of inches.

		I guess I should have been prepared for what I saw, but I wasn’t. I was fairly certain that Kate would fuck Cisco, but what I saw still shocked me. Things must have progressed in a hurry because Kate was on her hands and knees on a low table and a fat white guy was pounding her from behind. She was holding on to the edge of the table because the fat slob was slamming into her hard, causing her tits to swing back and forward. I looked around the room and saw another man. Cisco sitting in a chair stroking his cock as he watched the fat guy fuck my wife.

		“Hurry up, man,” the Cisco said. “I want to fuck the bitch, too.”

		“Keep your shirt on,” the white guy said huffing and puffing. “Oh yeah you ain’t got a shirt on do you? Hey, you hog, you done fucked her before. Give me a break. This is good pussy.”

		“Yeah, but I want to pop her ass again. I done spent a lot of time thinkin’ ‘bout her cunt. She ran out on me once and now that I have her, I want it.”

		“Maybe this cunt don’t want that black dick in her ass,” the white guy said. He had slowed his action down, but was still hammering Kate hard.

		“Shit, Kate loves my cock in her ass. Besides it don’t matter what she wants,” Cisco said. “She ain’t got no say in it. Do you, whore?” Kate didn’t answer him, but shook her head in the negative. “You want my cock in your ass don’t you?

		Kate didn’t answer him and the white guy reached around her and grabbed both nipples and pulled them in the opposite direction, causing Kate to yell out in pain. “Answer the man, cunt,” he said grinning. “The man wants to know if you want his cock in your ass.”

		“Yes,” Kate said. “That’s fine.”

		“What’s fine?” white guy said. “Tell the man what he wants to know.”

		“I want his cock in my ass,” Kate said raising her voice. She was flushed and I could tell she was nearing an orgasm. I could always tell when she was about to come.

		The fat guy pulled his cock out of my wife. Kate gasped as he did. He pulled her off of the table and lay back on it. “Get on, honey,” he told Kate. “Ride the pony. Me and Cisco are going to double up on you. How about me in your cunt and Cisco in your ass. You like that?”

		“Yes,” Kate said climbing up over the man. “Give me both cocks.”

		Cisco came over behind them and waited until Kate had gotten the fat guy’s dick in her before he shoved his cock into her ass. Kate squealed and for a moment I was tempted to open the window the rest of the way and shoot both of the fuckers. I was actually reaching for the window when I realized that it was not a squeal of pain, but one of pleasure. Now I didn’t know who I wanted to kill.

		“God, she’s tight!” the white guy said. “You got some prime pussy here.”

		“Yeah man,” Cisco said grunting loudly, “Fuckin’ cunt is going to kill me.”

		“What a way to go, huh?” the white man said. “You like this, Kate?”

		“God yes!” my wife yelled out, “Keep fucking me, damn you! I love it!” Kate screeched. She was having what she called a jumbo orgasm. I left my place at the window and went to the front. I used a credit card to let myself in. Their security sucked.

		The hog and Cisco were still double fucking Kate when I stepped into the room. The white guy saw me first and he let out a bleat like a surprised sheep. Cisco realized something was wrong and he looked over his shoulder at me. The black man turned a pasty gray when he saw the gun in my hand.

		Two cocks wilted in record time and Kate got out from between them.

		“That had to be some kind of record,” I said to Kate. “What did it take? Ten minutes to get their cock in you?”

		“Yes, about that. Where have you been, Deek, and what took you so long?” She hadn’t believed I was going to stay away any more than I had. “They were waiting for me. This rather large man is Mister Gorham. I didn’t get his first name. This, gentlemen is my husband.”

		“Ray Gorham,” the fat man said holding out a pudgy hand that I ignored. “I didn’t know anything about any husband. Cisco said he had some woman he wanted to use in a movie and that we’d meet her here.”

		Cisco had moved so that his back was against a wall and he looked like he wanted to shit except he was scared shitless. His mouth was moving, but he couldn’t form words.

		“Well, do I get the part?” Kate asked.

		“Yeah, hell yeah!” fat man squeaked. “Anything you want, honey. You call me. Here’s my card.” He reached for a pocket that wasn’t there.”

		“Cisco, what am I going to do about you?” I said to the cowed man. “Did I tell you, you could fuck my wife? No, I don’t think so. Are you confused about who’s the man here?”

		“No…no sir,” Cisco blurted. “I thought you sent her here to get fucked, man.” I noticed that Kate hadn’t got dressed so I correctly assumed she wasn’t finished.

		“You want some more?” I asked her. She smiled and nodded.

		“If you haven’t scared the wood away,” she said. “Come on guys and let’s get back to the party.”

		I had to laugh at her. Gorham looked at Kate, then me and then at Cisco who was beginning to grin.

		“Hell yeah, it’s party time,” Cisco said. “Ain’t nothing scares my wood off. Not for long,” he amended.

		The fat man wasn’t going to do anybody any good and he left after a pitiful attempt to fuck Kate again. Cisco on the other hand was in rare form. He plowed Kate’s cunt for over an hour and left her a cum splattered mess for me to take home. Kate went to sleep with a contented smile on her face. This was going to be one hell of a marriage. I can hardly wait to see what happens next.

		Oh yeah, Ray Gorham was as good as his word. Kate starred in a great XXX movie. It was a huge success. The flick did well overseas, too. He wants her to do another one, but Kate said one was enough.

		I’ve already put in for vacation and Connie and Lance have agreed to meet us for a Caribbean island cruise. We may even take Cisco. I’m sure Connie will like his big black cock. Now that Kate is only fucking for fun, she has a lot of fun with Cisco.

		

		THE END
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