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		Author’s Note

		

	
		

		This book contains erotic fiction with graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.

		

		L.K. Lynch, Sean O’Toole and I took the 1940s film noir language and trope and applied it to kink in the modern day. We hope you enjoy this tongue-in-cheek spoof that includes plenty of heat!

		

		My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to understand which word I really meant to use.

		

		Please visit my website: bjfrazier.com

		

		I know there are a lot of books for sale, and I thank you for choosing mine.

		

		Happy reading,

		

		~B.J.

		

		Severe Content Warning: B.J. Frazier books contain *plots* and *well-developed characters*

		

		Enjoy!

		

	
		ONE NIGHT IN ATLANTIC CITY

		

		By L.K. Lynch

		

		Me and the boys were down AC in a casino for the night.  Who are the boys?  I’ll get to that.

		It was a weeknight, but it was summer, and the place was jumping.  I mean, on fire.

		Music blaring.  But the right kind of music.  And you could talk.

		The place was well-lit.  You could see the devil in disguise across the room if you wanted to find him.

		The bar had a Roaring Twenties kind of vibe.  Everyone was well-dressed.  Before the “business casual” wave wiped out the art of dressing in style.

		And the bar was packed with people… not young enough to be poor and stupid; not old enough to be rich and stodgy.  But with people who knew life was short and the night was young.

		They were gamblers, just not at the tables.

		I got separated from my crew on the casino floor. My token “tribute” to Lady Luck lasting a bit longer than theirs, so I walked into the place alone to find it in full swing.

		The packed room was longer than it was wide, and she was sitting at the bar in the thick of the crowd.

		She saw me walk in as I saw her--in the same instant.  Brunette.  Thin.  Attractive.  Just enough makeup to tell you that if you were buying her a drink, it wouldn’t be a Chardonnay.

		Now, I’ve been looked at before.  There are the looks, and there are the looks.  You remember the looks.  All of them.

		But there were lots of people between me and her--and I was there to find my boys.

		Oh yes, my boys.

		We were on a Project.  Many people on that Project.  Many hours--days, nights, weekends, and travel.  On the Project.

		We were the bad boys on the Project.  We worked the hardest.  We presented to management.  We traveled the most.  We drank even more.

		If this was during the war, we would have been the bombers.  It had that feel.  We were expendable.  We knew there was no going back.  We wouldn’t go back even if we were allowed.  The Project was a one-way mission.  Teaching the computer to do what we used to do. And sooner or later, when the computer learned, our number would be up.

		

		Some on the Project would go back to their old jobs. Some only thought they would. We knew better. There would be no going back for us. But we didn’t care anymore.

		

		The boys were sitting at the end of a long, high-topped table across from the bar.  People were packed in on both sides.  The boys were talking with some ladies who were on holiday that evening.

		The leader of our crew was Alex.  Alex was English.  Full-throttle.  No off-switch.  Played as hard as he worked. A consultant brought in from one of the big six, and had an expense account to match. 

		Do you know the great thing about the English?  Their language.  You think we speak the same language, but we don’t. There are little differences that set us apart.

		Now, America is ubiquitous.  That’s not good or bad--it’s just the way it is.  There’s Hollywood.  Popular culture. TV. Movies.  When people around the world think of the English language, they think of it in terms of the way Americans speak.

		So when an Englishman comes to town, and that Englishman is a player--well…

		Alex and the crew were talking with the birds they met, at the long, high-top table.  Women are birds, guys are dogs in Alex’s parlance  it’s an English thing.

		* * * *

		

		At ten p.m., my late arrival meant finding a seat wherever I could.  Which turned out to be at the end of the group. Out of the discussion. Out of the banter. Out of the game.

		But I had a seat, and the place was a live-action picture-show, so life could have been worse.  I could sit, enjoy my drink, and look around.

		And there she was.  She had moved from her seat at the bar to sitting on the other side of the long table, about three people down.  Looking at me.  Looking at me.

		Now, I’ve been looked at before…

		And, after a couple of vodka and Red Bulls, you start to believe that there are no coincidences.

		A couple of the dogs were trying to pull me into their conversation with the birds, but the numbers weren’t right, and I really wasn’t feeling it.

		The funny thing about vodka and Red Bull?  The Red Bull has your mind making crisp decisions, but the vodka ensures that they’re the wrong ones.

		So I turned to the woman and mouthed the words, “Help me.” I don’t know why I did that.

		

		That’s a lie.  I knew why.  This was my mission.  This was my number, coming up.

		

		She smiled, and turned her head to the guy next to her.

		

		Wait!  The guy next to her?  I hadn’t noticed him before.  But there he was.  With her.  The one that was looking at me.

		

		They nodded to each other before she got up.  To come around to the table.

		

		To come around to me.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Hi.  I’m Karen.”

		

		“Hello, Karen, my name is Blaine.”

		

		“Looks like your buddies have met some new friends.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s what they do.   

		

		“Left you out in the cold?”

		

		“That’s what happens when I’m late.”

		

		“So now you need a friend.”

		

		“I think maybe I do.  But it looks like you’ve already got one.”

		

		“Come up to our room.”

		

		Karen meant business. No punches pulled.  It would be a threesome--the first for me.

		

		I can’t say I was ready for that.

		

		But there I was.

		

		I glanced over to Alex.  He saw me talking to the brunette, and gave me a thumbs-up.  I don’t know if he knew about the guy.  He just saw that I was making time with the bird.

		

		And then we were off.

		

		In the elevator, the guy introduced himself as Steve. Then he asked, “This your first three?”

		

		I nodded.

		

		We got to their floor.  Out of the elevator, and down the hallway we walked.  

		

		Typical hotel, not very well-lit.

		

		I wondered, This is how people get rolled.  Am I gonna get rolled tonight?

		

		We arrived at their door.  Karen had the key.

		

		We entered, Steve behind us.  He swung the bolt-bar that locked us in.

		

		Large king bed, two chairs by the slider, out to the balcony.

		

		Too high to jump, I kidded myself.

		

		Steve was about my size but didn’t look in shape.  

		

		I could bull past him if I had to.

		

		Steve unzipped a pouch and pulled out rolling papers and a baggie.

		

		“This takes the edge off,” he said as he rolled a joint.

		

		“Do you smoke?” she asked.

		

		“Yes,” I lied.

		

		Mostly a drinker, I never really got into Mary Jane.  Only smoked a few times, on the other side of the tracks.

		

		Steve lit it, and handed it to Karen. She took a drag, and handed it to me.  I drew a toke, and passed it to Steve. A couple rounds, and it was done.

		

		Karen turned to Steve, wrapped her arms around his waist, and kissed him.  I noticed the wedding band on her finger.  He had one to match.

		

		She whispered to him, and he retreated to one of the chairs by the slider.

		

		Then she came to me.  

		

		So, this is how it will go?

		

		I was still wondering if I was gonna get rolled as she unfastened my belt.  And unbuttoned my shirt.

		

		Steve sat there, watching it all.

		

		“You look nervous,” Karen said, softly.  “Relax.  We’re just here for fun.”

		

		She had a woman’s voice. Not girly.

		

		Sexy. Sultry. Smooth as silk.

		

		Another glance at Steve, who had his baggie out, and was rolling another joint.

		

		With my pants unfastened, Karen sunk to her knees.

		

		My spider-sense satisfied, it was time for my libido to take the helm.

		

		Karen helped me out of my pants.  My piece throbbed under my boxers.

		

		“Hmm,” she cooed.  She was watching.

		

		I slid out of my dress shirt.  “Thomas Pink, French cuffs,” she noted.

		

		She knew her clothing.

		

		At three hundred dollars a copy, I’ll need to remember to grab that on the way out the door, my inner voice reminded before I shut it down for the night.

		

		She slid the boxers down, caressed my jewels, and guided my Tommy gun into her mouth.

		

		“Time to see what’s underneath your dress,” I growled as I stood her up.  “Armani, is it?”

		

		“Versace.  But nice guess.”

		

		Karen spun and moved her hair aside, inviting me to pull the zipper down.

		

		Steve lit his joint.

		

		Karen ditched her bra, and slipped out of her thong underwear.  We were both nude, facing each other. Steve took a drag.

		

		“Look at me.”  She saw my preoccupation with Steve.

		

		Then Karen put her hands around my waist.  And thrust her pelvis against mine.

		

		“Mmm…” she hummed. She was satisfied with her choice that night.

		

		Karen wrapped her hand around my handle.  Towed me to the bed.

		

		She sat on the edge, and opened her legs.

		

		Her kitty shaven, but for the landing strip.

		

		Pulled me between, and inhaled my johnson.

		

		I wanted to hold on, but she was skilled.

		

		No, not skilled. She was a damn master.

		

		But that night was certainly gonna be more than a blowjob.

		

		She moved her hand around my cheeks. Her finger landed on my hole.

		

		A slick-little circle move and it was in… and massaging my prostrate like putty.

		

		Karen meant business.

		

		She brought me right to the edge. Knew it before I did.

		

		She stopped as I pulled back.

		

		We were in tune.

		

		Steve was chilling back in the soft chair.

		

		“Hey!” she said. “Eyes here.”

		

		Karen leaned back on the bed. She had A-cups, and they were spectacular on a thin brunette lying on a hotel bedsheet.

		

		But she wasn’t looking for service to her girls.

		

		Her kitten was clean, shaven and attractive. Smelled like a woman.

		

		Not that I was expecting anything different. But the road I was on had been traveled many times before.

		

		I thought of that line from Prince’s Little Red Corvette about all the other jockeys before me.

		

		But she went down on me. I wasn’t exactly a choir boy.

		

		So, I buried my face between her legs. Her legs were over my shoulders.

		

		My trusty tongue was doing its dance. Working its magic.

		

		Her bottom, in my hands. Man, she had a tight, little caboose.

		

		* * * *

		

		I’d been complimented before on my tongue game. I never knew if it was just happy-talk.

		

		Karen’s moans told me there must have been something to it.

		

		I heard Steve unzipping his pouch for some more grass.

		

		I glanced upward at her body from my point of view between her stilts.

		

		Her manicured garden, the landing strip.

		

		No sign of stubble on her skin next to the fuzz.

		

		Nipples, hard atop her little mounds.

		

		Man, I love women with petite tits.

		

		I’m going to bring her to the summit. Natch, the next time a bird tells me that it’s a man’s world, I’m gonna need to remind her--endless orgasms are the great equalizer.

		

		She was rocking. Grinding into my face. Moans were now drawn-out ohs. Loud enough for the whole floor to enjoy.

		

		I just hope that Steve isn’t about to bust my head open with a brick.

		

		After an earth-shaking orgasm, Karen pushed herself across the bed, away from my face. To catch her breath.

		

		She turned her head to Steve. Her husband. Who had just finished his joint. Waved her hand. Steve obediently undressed.

		

		Now it gets weird. Ha. Now? Now it gets weirder.

		

		Karen shifted over. Naked Steve lay on the bed. On his back. Head at the foot of the bed. Knees up.

		

		Then, Karen swung her leg over his head, and sat her rear right on his face. Leaned back against his knees.

		

		“Fill me, Blaine.”

		

		My jewels are gonna be banging into his forehead. As I’m hammering his wife.

		

		Killer.

		

		The boys are not gonna believe this.

		

		I climbed on top, and my kit slid down his nose. Like an access ramp to her honey highway.

		

		My dutch-boy has plugged tighter dikes. Goes with the territory, I guess.

		

		She was wet, though. Soaking, dripping wet.

		

		And I was in to the hilt.

		

		All the while, Steve was eating her back door.

		

		With my balls hitting him in the head.

		

		Back arched, my arms were keeping me propped.

		

		Karen wrapped her arms around me. Pulled me on top of her.

		

		Poor Steve.

		

		But I didn’t think about that then.

		

		I was lying on her, my chest pressed against her and those magnificent A-cups.

		

		Her pokies were so hard, I thought I might be bruised.

		

		She cupped the back of my head. Pulled my face to hers.

		

		“Mmm. My scent smells nice on your face.”

		

		“Are you sure it’s not my after-shave?”

		

		Karen pulled me closer, licked my cheek. “No. It’s me.”

		

		Karen meant business.

		

		She pulled me all the way to her face. Our lips met. Her tongue deep in my mouth.

		

		Steve below us.

		

		Still eating her brown eye. My jewels still hitting him in the head.

		

		Kiiilller.

		

		I didn’t know if I should spew.

		

		But I was singin’. She knew I was close.

		

		“Ride me, baby, yeah…”

		

		Heavy frenching, again. She worked her tongue into my mouth like it was a raid.

		

		I felt her returning to the summit. But I didn’t know if I could hold my load for her. I clenched my hamhocks. I slowed my roll.

		

		She knew I was on the edge of the cliff. She wrapped her legs around. All her weight and half of mine, on Steve.

		

		She rushed her climb. To time it with mine.

		

		My tool, buried in her. Grinding into each other.

		

		Once again, her moans turn back into Oh’s.

		

		She returned to the summit. Head down. Mouth open. Arms around my neck. Chest heaving. Orbs bouncing. Those luscious A-cups.

		

		I blew. I blew my creamy load. My jewels were dancing on Steve’s forehead like Arthur Murray across the dance floor.

		

		After our release, Karen gently rolled me off of her.

		

		Then she sat upright and slid down Steve’s face. Now, instead of her cornhole, she rode his lips with her box.

		

		Karen meant business.

		

		Steve lapped up our froth.

		

		* * * *

		

		As I was dressing, Karen nodded to the credenza. There was a stack of cards next to the boob tube.

		

		Karen & Steve. (212) 555-5309

		

		“We’re down here one or two weekends a month,” she said in her sultry voice.

		

		“Good to know.”

		

		“Not many earn a card,” she said with a smile.

		

		As I reached for a card, I saw a wire from behind the credenza. It lead from an outlet to a camera.

		

		The black tape was peeling off, and I saw the red light underneath.

		

		* * * *

		

		Back down at the bar, one in the morning, the boys had cleared out. The birds were gone, too.

		

		A barmaid approached me. “Are you Blaine?”

		

		I nodded. She handed me a note.

		

		We are relocated to the after-hours club down the hall. Low on numbers, doggie. Need help.

		-- A

		

		Wow. At least I can provide moral support.

		

		The barmaid returned. “Alex said you’ll be needing this.” She handed me a Red Bull and vodka.

		

		“Can I get some Vitamin B with this?”

		

		She winked and smiled. “Whatever’s in the Red Bull is all there is.”

		

		What a night.

		

		* * * *

		

		The after-hours club was nothing like the first bar. It was darker than the devil’s soul.

		

		And just as sleazy.

		

		I saw some of the doggies with a few of the birds. And a new one. Late arrival.

		

		I doubt the birds had noticed that I was there earlier  I never really got a chance to meet them.

		

		The numbers had lined up without me. Alex was missing.

		

		“He’s upstairs with the ‘lead bird,’” said Tony.

		

		“Hmm,” I nodded.

		

		Tony was young. A mere pup. Italian. Good-looking. New to the Project.

		

		We were training him right. He was working on a cute redhead. He was earning his wings.

		

		Next to him was another bird. “This is Susan. Susan, meet Blaine.”

		

		Susan was a natural blonde. Looked about ten years younger than me. A real cookie. She had an engagement ring on her finger.

		

		Worked for me. After the romp with Karen and Steve, I was ready to fly wing-man on that mission.

		

		I sat down next to her. Red Bull and vodka in hand.

		

		I must have looked like a washed-up playboy. My face probably still smelled like Karen.

		

		Susan had nice eyes. Blue eyes. Someone’s blonde-haired, blue-eyed fiancée.

		

		“Hi, Susan. Seems we’re both late to the party.”

		

		“Ugh! My friends were relentless, wanting to drag me out!”

		

		“Well, hopefully, it will be worth it. Do you gamble? In the casino, I mean?” I said with a smile.

		

		“Not often enough!” she replied. “In the casino, I mean,” she paused for comedic effect.

		

		A blonde, blue-eyed dame, attractive and quick. On any other night than tonight...

		

		“I hope you don’t mind, but I really need to find Marcie.”

		

		Puzzled, I looked at Tony. “Um, I think Marcie’s with Alex,” Tony interjected.

		

		I didn’t get their names earlier. But Alex had found his shag for the evening.

		

		“I need to get back to our room.”

		

		Fifty-fifty that they went back to Alex’s room, so the coast might be clear for her. Maybe better than that, the boys all had our own rooms.

		

		Company expense account, you see.

		

		“I can walk up with you if you’d like.” Hey, chivalry ain’t dead.

		

		It was two-thirty. I can drop her off in her room and get back to mine for some shut-eye.

		

		In the elevator. Uncomfortable silence. Let’s deal with the gorilla.

		

		“That’s a nice ring.”

		

		“Do you like it? My fiancé picked it out. I think the diamond is too gaudy, but I could never tell him that.”

		

		“Lucky man.”

		

		Out of the elevator, down the hall to Marcie and Susan’s room.

		

		I heard the headboard banging before Susan even opened the door.

		

		“Susan, you may not want to  ”

		

		“I just need to run in there. My pills are in the bathroom.”

		

		She opened the door, walked right in. “Oh my gosh!” she said as she turned around and ran back out.

		

		“I’m happy to shag you next, love, just have a wait in the loo.”

		

		Gotta love the Queen’s English, as spoken by Alex.

		

		“I just wanted my birth control pills. I forgot to take my dose this morning. They’re in my bag in the bathroom.”

		

		“I’ll grab ’em.” I open the door. The bathroom is to the left, before the main room where Alex and Marcie were doin’ the nasty, doggie-style.

		

		Down the hallway, Susan realized that she was without a room.

		

		“You can stay with me. I promise, I won’t bite.”

		

		“I’ve got nowhere to stay. Are you sure?”

		

		“No problem.”

		

		“No, are you sure you don’t bite?”

		

		“Funny. There are always exceptions.”

		

		She smiled, sparkle in her eyes.

		

		What the hell. She’s engaged, and I’m spent. Why am I thinking she’s fishing, and how is my package getting hard?

		

		In my room.

		

		Susan sat on the end of the bed.

		

		“Tell me about your fiancé.”

		

		“He’s very strong. A proud man. He loves me.”

		

		“Do you love him?”

		

		Pause.

		

		“He’s very good to me.”

		

		“But you don’t love him?”

		

		“I honestly don’t know.”

		

		“Don’t you think you need to know? You owe it to yourself and him.”

		

		“It’s just…”

		

		“Just what?”

		

		“I haven’t been with another man since I’ve known him.”

		

		Seriously? Is Susan really doing this--tonight?

		

		“You know, fidelity is part of marriage.”

		

		“I know. I want to be with him. And once we’re married, I will be true to him. But I’m not married yet, and I want to experience another man before being exclusive to him.”

		

		“When’s the date?”

		

		“Next week.”

		

		Wow.

		

		“You had an invite from Alex just a few minutes ago.”

		

		“He’s not my type.”

		

		My piece throbbed. Could I be ready to go already? How much Vitamin B could even be in Red Bull?

		

		Susan winked and patted the bedspread next to her. I wasn’t sure I was up to it. But I sat down anyway.

		

		Susan reached for my face. She leaned in.

		

		This is really going to happen.

		

		We kissed. I need to take it slow, and let my batteries recharge. Susan didn’t seem to mind.

		

		She started to undress. Stopped at her bra and bloomers. Lay down on the bed.

		

		I followed suit. I got down to the boxers.

		

		We lay together. On our sides. Face-to-face. Next to each other. She had milky-white skin. Flawless.

		

		“My fiancé, he’s always in a rush. We never lay like this.”

		

		I smiled. Susan placed her hand on my chest.

		

		I could get used to this.

		

		She kissed me again. Soft lips, tender against mine. Her tongue, explored. Her eyes, explored.

		

		“Do you like what you see?” I asked.

		

		She smiled that same smile from the hallway. Her eyes sparkled the same way.

		

		I slid off my boxers.

		

		We lay together some more. Kissed.

		

		“I like that you let me decide when I undress.”

		

		“If or when. It’s up to you,” I replied.

		

		We kissed and hugged some more. It was now three-thirty.

		

		“You’d really be okay if we just laid here?”

		

		“I’m okay with whatever you want.”

		

		I felt her stir. Susan pressed my shoulder, laid me on my back.

		

		She slid out of her panties. Sweet blonde bush.

		

		She straddled me, sitting on my hardened johnny. Her hands on my shoulders, she rubbed her opening down the length of my shaft.

		

		Susan leaned into me, her hair brushed my face. Her blue eyes closed. She bit her lip.

		

		Her mangos, C-cups, look like they were ready to spill out of their sling.

		

		I’d be okay if she comes straddling my willy.

		

		“You’re quite a tease.”

		

		Susan smiled. “I want you to have me.” She straightened up, reached back. Unclasped her bra.

		

		She’s got tremendous mounds. Tits that belong in a sailor’s magazine.

		

		My hands on her waist. She reached between her legs and felt for my horn. Lifted it. Slid it against her secret.

		

		Slid it in.

		

		I’ll come, but it will take a while.

		

		She wouldn’t mind.

		

		“My fiancé only does missionary,” she moaned, breathlessly.

		

		“Ride me, cowgirl.”

		

		Susan giggled at that. Like a schoolgirl.

		

		She amped it up. Her hands pressed on my chest. Hard. Unaware that she almost stopped my breathing while humping me.

		

		She was riding me. Testing me. Seeing if I’d break.

		

		But I could hang. Wait her out. That night, I’d be her jungle-gym.

		

		I felt her approaching the summit. Time to give her a treat.

		

		I put my hand on her hips to slow her roll. I motioned her to move up the bed. “Straddle me.”

		

		“Are you serious?” Susan asked, like it was her birthday.

		

		“My fiancé never lets me…” she paused, embarrassed.

		

		“Sit on his face?”

		

		Susan giggled again. Damn, she’s got a cute giggle.

		

		She worked her way past my shoulders, and grabbed the headboard.

		

		My head between her thighs, she settled down, and she was wet. Inside and out.

		

		My tongue rubbed her knob.

		

		“Oh!” Susan uttered, her voice deep, trembling and involuntary.

		

		Bingo. Susan’s never been properly eaten before. It’s time to rock her world.

		

		I kneaded her cheeks, and she was grooving like she’d never been manhandled before.

		

		Manhandled. Not knocked around. But taken. The right way.

		

		Maybe I should try getting laid every time before I get laid.

		

		“Oh! I’m going… I’m going to…”

		

		“Go, baby!”

		

		“I’m coming! Sweet sister Mary, I’m coming!”

		

		Susan was trembling. She was a shaking, trembling, hot mess.

		

		She rolled off of me, scooted down on the bed, wrapped me up like an anaconda.

		

		“Oh my goodness, that was amazing!”

		

		“I’m glad you liked it.”

		

		“But you didn’t come!”

		

		“I’m fine, baby. It was nice to see you enjoying yourself.”

		

		“I did more than enjoy myself! Now it’s your turn!”

		

		“Really, Susan, I’m…”

		

		She wrapped her hand around my shaft. Still wet from her box. Started working my jewels.

		

		She leaned in, and she began making out with me with a vengeance. Making out, like it was high school. Except we were naked on a bed in a casino hotel room.

		

		And stroking my lever. At four-thirty.

		

		“C’mon, Blaine. I want you to have me,” Susan said. Moving to my ear, she whispered, “I want your juice inside me.”

		

		She pulled me on top of her. My tool was hard, and she was still wet. I slid in like butter.

		

		It’s gonna take a while.

		

		Not because Susan wasn’t totally hot. Not because she wasn’t an awesome number. But because I’d spilled a gallon of jizz in Karen, like, three hours ago.

		

		And I’d been up for nearly twenty hours.

		

		And I’d been drinking vodka all night long.

		

		C’mon, Red Bull!

		

		Susan held my face in her hands. She was truly an angel. I could feel that the batteries were charged. I was locked and loaded.

		

		But I took it slow. To build my wave. Slowly.

		

		It was working for her, too. Susan was getting ready to climax again  blue eyes, rolled back in her head. She wrapped her legs around my keyster.

		

		That was the stimulus I needed  I was going to release before her.

		

		She saw and heard me approach the summit. She felt me stiffen, and she came. Again.

		

		I released at the same time.

		

		I’d never really sweat during sex before. But at that point, I was drenched.

		

		The alcohol. The caffeine. The late night. The threesome. The fiancée.

		

		Killer. It was five-thirty.

		

		The dogs are supposed to meet up in the lobby in thirty minutes.

		

		It was a worknight  we have work tomorrow. I mean today.

		

		Ugh.

		

		“Enjoy the room, Susan. I have work today. This evening was great.”

		

		“I had a great time, too. You wouldn’t be interested in coming to the wedding?”

		

		“Ha-ha. I’ll think about it. But, if I don’t make it, don’t be shy about telling your husband what you really want – you never know, he may want it, too.”

		

		* * * *

		

		In Alex’s Land Rover, on the ride back to the Project, the vodka and Red Bulls had worn off.

		

		I was wiped, but I couldn’t sleep. And I was dreading the day in front of me.

		

		A Red-Team review. We would have to defend our work to a committee assembled to ensure it’s the right direction for the Company.

		

		“Quite a night, eh, doggie?” Alex says.

		

		“It might rank up there,” I managed.

		

		“Two birds in one night. What do you have planned for an encore, dog?”

		

		Zzzz.

		

		THE END

		

		Many thanks for sharing my 1940s Film Noir short. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.

		

		If so, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		-L.K.

		

	
		Noir Guy

		

		By Sean O’Toole

		

		The Acme Mall is a place where you don’t have to worry about running into people you know, because the only people there are mall walkers and bewildered shop keepers, lured by high rent, lack of traffic, and the opportunity to go out of business. It’s the last place in the world you’d look for crime. Nothing much to steal. No one to steal it from. Mall walkers don’t usually carry much cash.

		

		It’s also the last place in the world you’d look for a private detective, yet here I am… Noir Guy, Private Eye. Cue late ‘50s “Peter Gunn” style jazz with lots of walking bass.

		

		I hate crime. I hate criminals. That’s why I have an office where I’m not likely to find either one. I don’t like to work. I don’t have to. I married a rich girl who fell in love with the idea of being with a private eye. She loved the idea so much, she forgot to have me sign a pre-nup. I’m set for life.

		

		I’m a private investigator who’s not looking for work and who can afford to have a small jazz combo follow me around playing mood music.

		

		Want me to take your case? Try pointing a gun at my head. Otherwise, forget it.

		

		It was late one afternoon and, as usual, I was at the office, not working. The wife thought I was on a case. She liked the idea of me prowling seedy dive bars, no-tell motels, and strip clubs catching cheating husbands putting the mortgage money into the garter belts of exotic dancers five bucks at a time.

		

		I was getting ready to go home and had just sprayed myself with eau du stale cigarettes and bad beer when my door opened and my heart almost stopped. I was looking straight into a pair of thirty-eights.

		

		She also had a gun.

		

		Tall, blonde, and so beautiful that it almost made you want to poke your eyes out so she’d be the last thing you ever saw.

		

		“Get rid of the noise makers, Noir. I want to talk with you alone,” she said.

		

		“Okay, boys,” I said, “you can knock off for the night. See you tomorrow.”

		

		She waited until the band packed up and shuffled off before she sat down in my client chair. Neither her stare nor the gun ever wavered.

		

		“Okay, lady, you have the floor. You can put the heater away. I’m perfectly harmless,” I said, as calmly as someone can sound facing a large caliber pistol at point blank range.

		

		“That’s what your wife says. But I listened to your monologue so I know you won’t do any real work unless someone points a gun at your head. And from the looks of this place, I’d say they were right. What kind of private eye has ferns in his office?”

		

		“How about instead of discussing my shortcomings as an interior decorator, you tell me your name and what it is I’m going to try getting out of doing for you?”

		

		“I’m Lotta Top,” she said.

		

		“I can see that. Go on,” I replied.

		

		“I have a problem,” she said.

		

		“Two of them, I’d say. But it looks like more of a job for an engineer than a private investigator.”

		

		“How original,” she said sarcastically.

		

		“Can’t go wrong sticking to the obvious,” I said, smiling.

		

		“Enough banter,” Lotta said. “Let’s get down to business. It’s my husband.”

		

		“Speaking of original,” I said with heavy sarcasm.

		

		“Almost as original as that line about thirty-eights. They’re forty-fours, by the way.”

		

		“So, what’s the problem with your husband?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of my good judgment, which was screaming at me to give the floozy the brush off and get home to my sweet honey and a perfect martini.

		

		“He’s faithful. Too faithful, if you get my drift,” Lotta said.

		

		“I’ll need more than that to go on,” I said, getting a notepad out of my desk and setting a pen on top of it. It was the most work I’d done all day, unless you count walking across the street to Hi’s Deli for a corned beef on rye.

		

		“He cooks; he cleans; he irons his own shirts. He even puts the toilet seat down. He holds doors open for me, holds my hand in public, and never forgets a birthday or anniversary. He doesn’t play poker or go out with the guys on weekends. He doesn’t hunt or fish or go camping with his buddies. He doesn’t even golf unless it’s with me. He listens to me when I talk, even when it’s late and we’re in bed, and I know he wants to go to sleep. He doesn’t even make jokes about how many pairs of shoes I own.”

		

		“What is it with women and shoes, anyway?”

		

		“Stick to the point, Guy. Do you see my problem?”

		

		“Frankly, I think most women would kill for a husband like yours. I don’t even know the guy, and I hate him. Makes the rest of us look bad. That whole listening thing. Why do women wait until you’re just about ready to go to sleep to ask tricky questions... am I too fat? Do you like my hair this way? Do you still love me? If I died, who would you marry? How do you answer stuff like that? Your husband sounds perfect. So what’s the problem?”

		

		“That’s it. Nobody is that perfect. He must be cheating on me, and I want you to find out with whom,” she said.

		

		“With whom? Lady, this is a detective story. No one says ‘with whom’ in a detective story. Well, maybe Dashiell Hammett,” I said.

		

		“If you can have a fern-filled office in a mall, I can say ‘with whom.’ Will you take the case?”

		

		“Well, let’s see, tomorrow I have an eyebrow wax and a pedicure at eleven, golf lessons at one, a tanning session at three, and a massage at four. But I’m free the day after tomorrow. I suppose, since you’re pointing a gun at me, I could look into this for you. Before I do, I must ask you something,” I said, with my irony font in bold.

		

		“What’s that?” she asked.

		

		“You’re not planning on getting out of paying for this by using your feminine wiles, are you?”

		

		“Feminine wiles? Are you sure your name isn’t Marlowe? Anyway, isn’t that how private detectives usually get paid?”

		

		“Mostly. That or in hot lead. But in my case, there are two good reasons why not. One, I have an accountant who expects me to collect a fee so he has something to put on his balance sheet. And two, I’m a happily married man,” I said.

		

		“I’m shocked, Noir,” she said, with an irony font as perfect as her legs.

		

		“You already knew I was married,” I replied, puzzled.

		

		“No, it’s not that. It’s the fact that you missed an obvious double entendre by saying ‘balance sheet’ instead of ‘spreadsheet’.”

		

		“Damn. That kind of thing can ruin a private eye’s reputation. But don’t change the subject. I’ll need a grand up-front, and no monkey business. After that, it’s two hundred a day plus expenses. Oh, and I don’t take American Express, Visa, MasterCard, or Discover. Cash or check only. I’m old-school.”

		

		She took a checkbook out of her purse, along with a very expensive pen, and wrote a very large check.

		

		“There,” Lotta said, handing me the check. “Will that cover it? And here’s my cell phone number. Text me when you have something, and I’ll meet you. I don’t want my husband to know he’s being investigated.”

		

		“Discretion is my middle name,” I said.

		

		“What sort of parents would give their child a middle name like that?”

		

		“The same ones who’d name a child Noir.”

		

		“Touché,” she said.

		

		“Before I go, there’s something I want to show you,” Lotta added.

		

		“Oh, great. Here it comes. I suppose you’re going unzip your jacket and flash me.”

		

		“You wish, fern boy.”

		

		The sound of the zipper was loud in the otherwise quiet room.

		

		“I’m unzipping my coin purse so you can see that the bullets were in there, not in the gun. You said you wouldn’t take a case without a gun being pointed at your head but you never said anything about it being a loaded gun. Loaded guns are inherently unsafe,” she said.

		

		“There you go again.”

		

		“What?”

		

		“Words like inherently don’t belong in detective stories. Well, unless you’re Dashiell Hammett.”

		

		“Hello? Mall? Ferns? Cologne that smells like cheap cigarettes and stale beer?”

		

		“I believe that’s stale cigarettes and bad beer. It’s from the same company that makes British Sterling.”

		

		“Whatever. Just get back to me as soon as you get the goods on my husband.”

		

		“I’ll need his name,” I said, picking up my pen, set to double my work output for the day.

		

		“Worships.”

		

		“I’m sure he does, but what’s his name?” I asked.

		“That’s his name; Worships,” she replied.

		

		“Worships Top? Don’t tell me… his middle name would be--”

		

		“Lotta,” she said under her breath so I almost couldn’t hear.

		

		“Sorry… didn’t quite catch that,” I said with a smile.

		

		“Lotta,” she said a little louder this time while still looking down.

		

		I started writing on my pad. “Worships. Lotta. Top.” I let out a laugh that was more of a snort. “I’ll need a photo.”

		

		“I thought you might. Here.”

		

		She pulled a photo out of her purse and handed it to me. I looked at it in stunned amazement.

		

		“Good lord! This guy looks like a cross between Wally Cox and Don Knotts. A good, stiff breeze would blow him away. I suppose it’s useless to ask why in the world a beautiful woman like you married such a Poindexter.”

		

		“He makes me laugh,” she said in a whisper.

		

		“No, no, no, that’s a line from Who Framed Roger Rabbit, and you’re not Jessica Rabbit. So, I gotta ask... his appeal to other women would be?”

		

		She looked right at me and dead-panned, “He can lick his eyebrows.”

		

		What could I possibly say to that? A guy with a tongue that long would have women lined up around the block if it became known. I resorted to what I’d learned in a fifteen-week university extension course on how to be a private detective.

		

		“I’ll need some other information, too, like a phone number, where he works, where he hangs out, what his usual schedule is, what kind of car he drives, license plate number, and like that,” I said looking at my notepad, quadrupling my work output for the day.

		

		“Here. All the information you need is here, along with my mobile phone number. Call or text me when you have results to report.”

		

		She tossed a manilla envelope on the desk. I put it on top of my notepad but didn’t open it. No sense over-exerting myself. I had no doubt that the information I needed would be there.

		

		“Okay, I’ll get started on this first thing tomorrow morning,” I said.

		

		“Thank you, Mr. Guy,” she said, standing and holding out her hand.

		

		I stood up and gave her hand a quick squeeze and a little shake. Her skin was smooth and warm, and the touch went right to my private dick, which decided to pay attention.

		

		“You’re welcome. And call me Noir. Mr. Guy sounds like you’re talking to my father.”

		

		“So long, Noir. I’ll be seeing you--”

		

		“In all the old familiar places?” I asked.

		

		“What? Don’t be foolish. We’ve only just met. How could we have familiar places? What I meant was that we’ll meet again.”

		

		“Don’t know where; don’t know when?”

		

		“What? No. I want to meet when you have something to report. You’re weird.”

		

		I ignored that last bit and said, “I’ll call you as soon as I find out anything.”

		

		She nodded, turned and walked out the door, giving me a great view of her stunning backside. I’m not ashamed to admit that I stared at it until the door closed behind her with a click.

		

		I put on my hat and trench coat, turned out the lights, locked the door, walked down four flights of stairs, and got into what appeared to be a beat-up 1951 Oldsmobile. It was just the kind of car that a P.I. like Marlowe or Archer would drive. My sweetie had purchased and restored it for me. Sort of. It looked like an old car but everything in it had been rebuilt and updated.

		

		I started the Olds, rolled down the window and lit a cigarette. I don’t smoke, but it’s against the P.I. ethos not to, so I let it hang on my lip without taking more than the minimum amount of smoke into my mouth and letting it escape through my nose. Camel straights, by the way, in case you’re interested. There was also a pipe in my ashtray and a package of Mixture 79 on the dash.

		

		As I drove and smoked my way through the rush hour traffic of Acme City, I started giving some thought to Lotta Top’s problems and how I might solve them. I hoped that her worries were groundless. It sounded like she had a perfect marriage, and it would be a shame to watch it crash into the rocks of scandal.

		

		But I was having trouble focusing on the problem due to visions of Lotta’s magnificent body. I’ve never cheated on my sweetie and, frankly, I’ve never even been tempted. But Lotta Top had something really special, and my little brain was very much in favor of breaking my marriage vows.

		

		“Down, boy,” I muttered around the glowing butt clamped between my lips.

		

		Alice, my sweet wife, met me at the door of our massive faux chateau with a martini. She always met me at the door with a martini. A very dry martini. A martini so dry it would put any desert to shame. She met me every day when I got home from a hard day of being a fake gumshoe with that same martini and, more importantly, a kiss.

		

		Alice is to kissing what Satchel Paige was to baseball... there’s nobody like her. It’s one of the reasons I married her. I’m not a bad kisser myself, which is to say I’ve never gotten any complaints. But Alice. Well, Alice’s kisses are soul-altering. And one of the things that keeps me coming home night after night is the prospect of getting one of those kisses along with the world’s greatest martini.

		

		I kissed her, took a sip of my perfect martini, and divested myself of my hat and coat. I was home. Home with my loving wife and our perfect life together. The only problem is that Alice wants us to live like it’s the early 1950s and she’s Margaret Anderson. Or is it June Cleaver?

		

		My martini and I made ourselves comfortable in the living room while Alice went back to the kitchen to put the finishing touches on dinner. From the aroma drifting my way, I guessed it was a nice, traditional pot roast with carrots and potatoes accompanied by a bottle of Cabernet that probably cost the gross national product of some third world country. Alice inherited several hundred million bucks from her old man. And her goal in life was to spend it making us the happiest couple that ever lived. Who was I to argue?

		

		She swept into the living room and perched herself on the arm of my overstuffed chair. She had her own martini, and we clinked our glasses to our daily toast, “success to crime.”

		

		“So, honey, how was your day? Did you catch any bad guys? Get the goods on a cheating husband?” Alice asked, as she always did.

		

		“As a matter of fact, sugar plum, I got a new client today. A woman who says her husband is too good to be true. She wants me to find out if he’s cheating on her,” I said.

		

		“Oh? Too good to be true, eh? Well, in that case he must be cheating on her,” Alice said with assurance.

		

		“Am I too good to be true, darling?” I asked.

		

		“No, sweetheart, you’re not. You’re just bad enough that I know I can trust you not to stray.”

		

		This, of course, makes no sense, but I didn’t disagree.

		

		“How was your day, darling?” I asked.

		

		“Oh, you know, the usual. Tennis at the club, a few hands of bridge at lunch, a little shopping, and then I hurried home to make us a delicious dinner, which I’m about to put on the table,” she replied.

		

		“Good. I think I could eat a horse,” I said, rubbing my belly.

		

		“Sorry, dear, the butcher was all out of horse, but he did have this lovely piece of dry-aged beef instead, so I hope you’ll like it,” Alice said without a trace of humor.

		

		“Well, that’s disappointing. Here I was hoping for a nice dish of horse meat. But I suppose I’ll just have to make do with beef.”

		

		We both chuckled, as we always did at this joke. I patted her delectable fanny as she rose and returned to the kitchen.

		

		I washed my hands before making my way to the dining room, where a rather large and ornate oak table covered in a crisp white cloth was set for two.

		

		After a thoroughly delicious dinner, there was an equally delicious dessert which wasn’t served at the table. For that, we went upstairs to our spacious master suite, where a Jacuzzi tub graced the very masterful master bathroom.

		

		While hot water cascaded into the tub, the missus and I divested each other of every stitch of clothing. It didn’t take long, in spite of the fact that Alice’s fondness for the ‘50s extended to undergarments; she wore a girdle to which her silken hose were clipped. I assisted her in shedding the last of her underthings and we embraced which, of course, included more world-class kissing.

		

		“Oh, my,” Alice said breathlessly, “I think someone’s happy to see me.”

		

		“I’m always happy to see you, sweetheart,” I said, gently thrusting my hips, which caused my trusty charger to press against Alice’s belly.

		

		“Really? That must be awfully uncomfortable,” she giggled.

		

		“To the tub, woman!” I exclaimed, pointing to the Jacuzzi.

		

		Soon we were snuggled together while jets of water provided a relaxing massage. Alice tapped a button on a remote, and Bobby Hackett’s trumpet came from the built-in speaker system along with the rest of the Jackie Gleason Orchestra playing The Nearness of You.

		

		The kiss that we’d interrupted while we perambulated to the Jacuzzi resumed with a side order of groping, stroking, tweaking, fondling, and, well, you get the idea. Did I mention that both the lovely Alice and myself are huge proponents of foreplay? We actually make a game of it; seeing who demands actual coitus first. Orgasm denial always produces truly explosive conclusions. So the Jacuzzi playtime was just the first course of our dessert feast.

		

		I got out of the tub first. And as I gave Alice my hand, I was struck by how much she resembled the painting of Venus emerging from her bath attended by cherubs or something. God, she’s gorgeous. All thoughts of Lotta Topp and her gravity-defying bust disappeared from my mind like smoke in a high wind.

		

		I had a bath sheet waiting, and she stepped into it before I grabbed another soul-sucking kiss from her oh-so-kissable lips.

		

		And no, I didn’t bend her over the vanity and ravish her from behind. Any other man would have done it just for the view alone--Alice has a spectacular posterior. But I’m not other men. I did, however, follow her into our bedroom and admire the view.

		

		“Let the games begin,” Alice exclaimed as she threw herself onto our king bed.

		

		“Commence au festival!” I replied in my best Jack Nicholson Joker-voice as I joined her.

		

		Our bodies united from lips to toes as we made out like a pair of teenagers. The difference was, of course, that we weren’t in the back of Dad’s ‘59 Buick, and we were completely naked. Our tongues dueled and danced. We knew each other’s bodies like a blind person knows braille. Our legs entwined as we ground against each other. Our moans were punctuated by sighs.

		

		I untangled myself and began to work my lips and tongue down Alice’s neck and up her perfect slopes. No plastic surgeon ever created a work of art like the one Mother Nature bestowed upon Alice.

		

		Not for the first time I wondered how a regular guy like me ended up married to such a spectacular woman. But I didn’t dwell on it. I was too busy lavishing my oral attention on Alice’s firm, high melons capped with big, fat nipples that proudly stood at attention when she was aroused.

		

		I teased her, licking and lip-nibbling my way around her mounds to avoid her peaks. She moaned and wiggled beneath me but didn’t make any requests like, “for God’s sake, Noir, get to the point.”

		

		My hands weren’t idle while all of the slurping was going on. I had a hand between Alice’s legs and my fingers danced around her privates, teasing her with gentle strokes and a bit of pressure here and there. I avoided her happy spot for the time being.

		

		Her squirming, quick intakes of breath, moans, sighs, and other verbalizations only spurred me to greater efforts. I knew I’d get the same treatment, but my motto has always been ladies come first.

		

		To that end, I gradually ended my mammary assault and let my lips and tongue drift south across the flat plane of her belly to the lower slopes of her plump mons veneris. I inhaled deeply, flooding my senses with the heady bouquet of her flower from which her womanly nectar flowed like honey.

		

		It required a massive amount of self-control to keep from diving in face-first. I loved Alice’s taste. I’d sampled a lot of women before I met her, and I acquired something of a reputation in that department. I am, if I do say so myself, a connoisseur of cooze. Alice is in a class by herself in terms of flavor and aroma.

		

		I worshiped her mound, inching closer and closer to my ultimate goal. Alice had taken over the manipulations, mauling and tugging her mammaries as I continued the delicious torture she loved so much.

		

		Sliding my body between her widely spread legs, I took another deep breath before doing what I had wanted to do since I walked in the door... I planted my face at the apex of her alabaster thighs and feasted. No surface, wrinkle, crevice, petal, vestibule, opening, or any other piece of fleshy real estate was overlooked.

		

		I took myself on an oral tour of her jade gate, visiting every part of it with a passionate enthusiasm that drove Alice crazy. I had a firm grip on her thighs, holding her in place while I completed my rounds and zeroed in on the seat and center of her passion. Swollen to its full tumescence, it rides the top of her slit like a schooner’s bowsprit. I captured the prize between my lips and brought a combination of suction and tongue lashing to it that soon had Alice screaming at frequencies only dogs could hear.

		

		Saying “she came” just doesn’t cut it. She went off like a nuclear bomb, nearly throwing me from her thighs with her wild gyrations. But I persevered, hanging on for dear life, and I stayed with her jerk for jerk and thrust for thrust.

		

		And when she was at her peak, I plunged three fingers into her humid depths and curled them upward to manipulate the bundle of nerves we call her “happy spot.” Her body went rigid, and she stopped breathing for what subjectively seemed like an hour before producing a crystal- shattering scream and a fountain of passion that would have done Mount Vesuvius proud.

		

		Leaving my fingers in her clutching channel, I made my lips into a funnel and savored every drop of the sweet musk of her pleasure.

		

		“Please, darling,” Alice gasped, “no more, please.”

		

		Music to my ears, or any man’s for that matter. I gradually ceased my manipulations of her pubis and gave her pleasure knob one last, albeit gentle, bit of suction, before I crawled back up to offer Alice a creamy kiss. She loved tasting her sweetness secondhand from my lips and chin.

		

		I placed a hand on her chest where her heart thumped against her rib cage as her lungs took in huge gulps of air. I gently kissed from her forehead to the line of her jaw, ending at her sweet lips.

		

		“Oh, darling,” Alice sighed, “Not even the postman gets me off so well.”

		

		“I’m still number one, then?”

		

		“It isn’t close, dearest.”

		

		This was a little joke we had between us. Sometimes it was the milkman or the pool boy, her tennis instructor, or the gardener. We both knew she’d never done anything with any of them but she liked to tease me, and I had no objections as long as I stayed number one.

		

		“Lay on your back,” she said, “it’s your turn.”

		

		I quickly complied, knowing what was coming.

		

		That’s when the doorbell rang. I grabbed my phone, tapped the app button for the doorbell cam, and saw two men in ill-fitting suits standing on the steps. Behind them I could just make out the black Ford Explorer with multiple antennas.

		

		“What the hell?”

		

		The doorbell rang again and kept ringing.

		

		I jumped off the bed, grabbed a robe, and headed downstairs. I took a couple of deep breaths and realized I carried the scent of Alice’s passion. Oh well.

		

		I left the security chain on but opened the door a crack.

		

		“I gave at the office,” I said.

		

		“Are you Noir Guy?” one of the men asked, fishing a plastic folder out of his breast pocket and flashing a badge that said ‘Detective’ on it. “I’m Detective Causton and this is Inspector Drift. We’d like to ask you some questions. May we come in?”

		

		What the heck were a pair of Acme’s finest doing on my doorstep? Whatever it was, it couldn’t be good news.

		

		“Okay,” I said, unfastening the chain, opening the door and stepping aside.

		

		“Thank you,” Causton said as he and his partner stepped across the threshold.

		

		I led them to the study. I didn’t offer them a drink. I pointed at a couple of leather chairs, and they sat down. I remained standing.

		

		“What’s this about, gentlemen?”

		

		“We’ll ask the questions,” Drift said. “You just answer them. And no wisecracks. Where’s your jazz combo, by the way? We want to talk to them, too.”

		

		“Gave ‘em the night off,” I replied.

		

		Causton opened a notebook and took out a pencil. “Do you know a woman by the name of Lotta Top?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Did you see her today?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“When?”

		

		“She came to my office in the Acme Building about four-thirty,” I said, still having no clue where this was going.

		

		Causton made some notes. For all I knew, they were his grocery list.

		

		“What time did she leave?”

		

		“Oh, I think it would have been around ten to five,” I said.

		

		“Can your boys verify that?”

		

		“They can verify her arrival but I told them to knock off for the day. Ms. Top wanted our conversation to be private.”

		

		I heard the front door open--I’d forgotten to lock it after the cops showed up--and I heard footsteps in the hall.

		

		“Noir, don’t answer any more questions,” a man said as he walked into the room. “I’m Lewis Dewey of Dewey, Cheatham, and Howe. If you have anything further to ask Mr. Guy, you’ll do it through me.”

		

		Alice. She must have called our legal beagles. Eight hundred million bucks buys a lot of legal front men, and she only buys the best.

		

		The two detectives looked at each other, then at Lewis, and finally at me.

		

		“Well, that’s just great,” Drift said. “Just fine and dandy. How about we do this downtown where it won’t be so comfortable. We have questions, and we want Mr. Guy to answer them. This is a murder inquiry, so it’s kind of important.”

		

		“Murder,” I said. “Whose murder?”

		

		“Quiet, Noir,” Lewis said.

		

		“No, it’s all right, Lewis, I want to know what’s going on and why these two decided it was a good idea to knock on my door after office hours,” I said. “I’ll answer their questions if they’ll answer mine.”

		

		“You see, Noir,” Causton said, “the thing is that we’re the cops, so we ask the questions. And when it’s murder, we get answers one way or another.”

		

		“Are you threatening my client, Causton?” Dewey asked.

		

		“That’s Detective Causton to you, pal. And it’s more of a promise than a threat,” Drift said.

		

		“Can we stick to the point?” I asked. “Who’s been murdered?”

		

		“W.L. Top,” Causton said. “His wife called it in. Said she got home around six, and there he was, laying on the floor of the living room in a pool of his own blood with a pair of thirty-eight caliber slugs in his chest. Do you own a handgun, Mr. Guy?”

		

		“This has gone on long enough,” Lewis said, punching a number into his phone.

		

		“Joe? Lewis. Yes, I’m sorry to disturb you at home but a couple of your subordinates are in my client’s study and won’t say why. Sure, I’ll put one of them on,” Lewis said, smiling. “Which one of you wants to talk to Mr. Friday?”

		

		Drift put out his hand and took Lewis’ phone. “Inspector Drift here, sir. Yes, sir. We’re working the Top murder, and Guy is someone we need to question. Yes, sir, just the facts, sir. I see, sir. Very well, sir. Good night.”

		

		Drift handed the phone to Lewis and gave me a look that promised I’d pay for this little incident.

		

		“Okay, wise guy. You have a big, tough lawyer and millions of dollars behind you, so we’ll leave for now. But we need answers, and we’re gonna keep on asking until we get them.”

		

		The two detectives got up, and Causton put his card on my desk. “If you think of anything you believe would help our investigation, let us know,” he said.

		

		I nodded but said nothing. After they left, I went to the sideboard and poured some whiskey in a crystal lowball glass and lifted the decanter in Dewey’s direction. He nodded, and I poured some whiskey in another glass and handed it to him.

		

		“You’d better pour one for me, too, darling,” Alice said, appearing in the doorway looking like eight hundred million bucks.

		

		I handed her my glass and got another. We all took a sip of some sixty-five-year-old Macallan. Very smooth. No one spoke for a moment or two, giving the fine beverage the respect it deserves.

		

		Dewey broke the silence and spoke first. “What the hell is going on, Guy?” he asked.

		

		“I have this client--”

		

		“You don’t have clients, Guy. That’s just Alice’s fantasy, and she has the money to indulge it. You go along with it because, well, who wouldn’t? But let’s not pretend that you’re an actual private detective. I mean, good grief,” Dewey said.

		

		“Everything you said was, in fact, true up until about four-thirty this afternoon when Lotta Top, W.L. Top’s wife, showed up and pointed a gun at me,” I said.

		

		“She what?” Alice asked.

		

		“It wasn’t loaded. But I heard her story and decided to help her. And I know this P.I. thing is about Alice, but the truth is that I actually do have a P.I. license.”

		

		“Because I fiddled it with the Licensing Board. You never took the course. And I got you that license by promising the head of the Board that you’d never actually use it,” Dewey said, cutting me off again. It was getting annoying. Then, Alice jumped in.

		

		“Lewis, darling,” she said in a voice that dripped honey, which I also knew meant that she was about to give Lewis Dewey a verbal kick in the fork, “you aren’t in possession of all the facts, which, given your recent trial record, happens more often than you’d like. My Noir actually did take the classes required for certification and passed his tests with flying colors. So, in addition to that fake license you used your not inconsiderable influence to obtain, he also has an actual, legal, one hundred percent real private investigator’s licence. So, how about if you be a good boy, drink your drink, and head back to that apartment where you stash your mistress.”

		

		I thought Lewis was going to have a stroke. His face got red, his jugular pulsed, and his hands shook as he drained his scotch.

		

		“Well,” he sputtered at last, “I think, given the number of years my firm has served your family, that--”

		

		Alice cut him off. “My father provided the cash and political muscle that established your firm and continued to support its growth into one of the largest law firms in the state,” she growled, walking across the room and putting a well-manicured finger on Lewis’ lips. “And I have continued what my father started, guiding friends to become your clients and using my family’s influence to make sure none of the partners’ personal peccadilloes become public knowledge. I know most of your secrets, Lewis, not to mention the secrets of Mr. Cheatham and Mr. Howe,” she continued, punctuating each word with a tap on Lewis’ lips.

		

		I’ll give him credit, though. He rallied. “Alice, come on, lighten up. You called me away from my regular poker game, and I showed up just like I always have when someone from this family calls me. And I’ll always be there for you. But can’t you see how ridiculous this is?”

		

		“Shut up, Lewis,” Alice said in a voice as cold as outer space. “You’ll keep showing up when we call because nobody kills the golden goose. I just want to make it very clear that whatever Noir decides to do, he has my full support. Are we clear? My. Full. Support. Whatever your firm has to do to help him, you’ll do. And you will communicate this message, privately, to your partners tomorrow. The resources of your firm are at Noir’s disposal until this is resolved,” she said with a ring of command in her voice.

		

		“But, Alice, be reasonable, we have a number of cases that require--”

		

		“Lewis, you are the king of continuances. Get some.”

		

		“Yes, Mrs. Guy,” he sighed. “Call me when you need something, Noir. Good night, Mrs. Guy.”

		

		And he walked out of the room. Neither of us spoke until we heard the front door shut. Alice went to check that it was locked and that Lewis had actually left. Then she came back. I’d taken a seat on the leather sofa and she perched on my lap, drink in hand.

		

		“I seem to recall we were in the middle of something that was about to be very pleasurable for me when the cops came knocking,” I said.

		

		“Yes, darling, we were and you were, but first, I want to hear all about Lotta’s visit to your office,” she replied, leaning in and giving me a soft kiss.

		

		“Well, she came in and pointed an unloaded gun at me. It seems I have a reputation of not taking cases where nobody points a gun at me first,” I said.

		

		“Not good for business, darling, but go on.”

		

		“So, I told Henry and the boys to take a hike, and Lotta sat down and told me her story. It seems her now-late husband was the perfect mate. This, for some reason, made her suspicious. I thought she was nuts. The guy sounded like the catch of the century, plus she admitted that there was another reason for their wedded bliss. He could lick his eyebrows.”

		

		“Really? My goodness,” Alice said, flushing a bit.

		

		“Lotta was sure he had to be cheating on her because he was too good to be true. She gave me some background info and his vital stats plus his routines, et cetera, and I told her I’d start digging first thing in the morning,” I said.

		

		“And?”

		

		“And nothing. She left, and I came home to another one of your delicious dinners, not to mention a perfect martini.”

		

		“And now her husband is dead. If the cops find out she thought he was cheating, they’ll sweat her for sure,” Alice said thoughtfully. “Darling, you simply must help her. You have to find out who killed her husband. And I’ll help any way I can.”

		

		“Wow! Does this mean we’re the new Nick and Nora Charles?” I asked.

		

		“We don’t have a dog.”

		

		“Well, you can’t have everything. But, as for finding out who killed W.L. Top, that’s my plan. But I know she’s innocent already, I just have to prove it,” I said.

		

		“Oh? How?”

		

		“I don’t know yet, but I’ll think of something. She carries a thirty-eight revolver so that’s bad. And she’ll have to account for her movements between the time she left my office and when she arrived home to find her beloved mate bleeding on the living room carpet. But I just know she didn’t do it. Call it a gut feeling.

		

		“I’m surprised she hasn’t called me yet, but this can keep until morning. W.L. isn’t going to get any deader. Now, about where we were before we were so rudely interrupted...” I waggled my eyebrows like Groucho. This got a laugh out of Alice and a punch on the shoulder.

		

		“You dog. You have a one-track mind.”

		

		“Only when it comes to you, sweetie. Only when it comes to you.”

		

		THE END

		

		The Continuation to Follow Soon…

		

		If you enjoyed this book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		Sean

		

		

		Rebuilding a Ford

		

	
		By B.J. Frazier

		

		What a day. Bad news at work. The pretty boy goofed up a major account. Men. Sure, they can be dreamy. But underneath, they’re just a buncha knuckleheads.

		

		Turns out, the mess-up was a bum rap, but I ain’t gonna tell him. Took me three hours to fix. And at my pay grade, that’s a buncha greenbacks.

		

		I was lookin’ forward to bustin’ out early and watchin’ my stories on the tube. Gettin’ the ole ball and chain to rustle up some grub and rub my feet.

		

		But nothin’ doin’. I had to stay late. I was in a mood. And I knew I couldn’t head home.

		

		So I walked myself to the nearest speakeasy. Not a true speakeasy, like back in the ‘20s. No, a modern day one. The kind where you could smoke without havin’ to crawl into the alley like a dog.

		

		I made a beeline for the powder room. Gave me a chance to scan the room like I wasn’t lookin’.

		

		Also gave me a chance to spruce up. I put my golden locks into a high ponytail, and I tied a red bow around it with a long, silk scarf. Sure, I looked like a dish, but I was hidin’ somethin’.

		

		Then I walked to the bar and felt the cool cats’ staring. My pencil skirt had a slit up the side, which showed off my stockings. There was no stoppin’ my gams from bein’ on display when I took the stool.

		

		And like flies to honey, those cats meowed.

		

		I egged ‘em on. Givin’ a free show meant that I wouldn’t have to open my pocketbook the whole time.

		

		And that was just for starters.

		

		I stifled a chuckle. Watchin’ all those numbskulls fall over themselves to offer me a cigarette or a light, like I was some kinda debutante.

		

		Next came the sucker lines.

		

		“Did you have a long fall, ‘cause you look like an angel.”

		

		“Hey, baby-doll, you come here often?”

		

		“Are you a parking ticket ‘cause you got fine written all over you.”

		

		Normally, I’d tell ‘em to buzz off. But like I said, I was in a mood. I had a purpose. And it included the knuckliest of knuckleheads.

		

		So I smiled and batted my eyelashes. I laughed at their corny jokes. And I whenever I spoke, I made sure to touch an arm or a shoulder.

		

		Boy, do I love pullin’ the wool over the eyes of some poor schnook.

		

		Never for a second did they think that I wasn’t all in. Because they were in a competition, see. I was the prize for the winner, and they all wanted to win.

		

		Little did they know that I’d already chosen my prey.

		

		Saw him right when I walked in. He was a manageable height. The quarterback of the group. With his foot on the bottom of a stool and his left arm against the bar, he had a cigarette goin’ in one corner of his mouth and a tall tale comin’ out the other.

		

		His shoes were black and white leather gangster but he wasn’t foolin’ no one. A black, tweed suit and a starched, white button-down said he was on the right side of the law. His brown hair was slicked back and highlighted his baby blues.

		

		To any other gal, he’d be on the dreamy side of trouble.

		

		To this dame, though, he was a gay ole mark.

		

		He saw me walk in. A twitch of the head. A slight flicker of the eyes. His voice got louder. Tryin’ to make me think he was all in with the boys.

		

		I don’t understand why fellas think that they know more than women. That we swoon at their every move. That we’re nothin’ but fragile bunnies needin’ protection.

		

		Arrogance. That’s why. And he was drippin’ it.

		

		And I played into it.

		

		He didn’t know that I had already figured out everything about him.

		

		Poor schnook. Or A-1 prize. Depends on your perspective.

		

		He followed the pack. They always do. The arrogance keeps ‘em at the back of the crowd. Not to appear too eager. Plus, it gives ‘em a rush to be gracious to the other chumps: Let ‘em think they have a chance. Makes the kill that much sweeter for ‘em.

		

		That’s how I think about it, anyway... ‘cause I’m the same way.

		

		We’re alike, he and I. Me, smilin’ at ‘em all, and makin’ ‘em think they got a chance.

		

		I ordered my Between the Sheets on the rocks. Pennies rained from heaven as everyone wanted to be the one to pay.

		

		I closed my ruby-red lips suggestively around the straw, and they all shifted positions.

		

		Except him. He’s too cool, see.

		

		So I plucked an ice cube and said, “Oh my, but it sure is steamy in here, ain’t it, fellas?” Then I ran that cube down my neck, to the apex of my knockers. I, too, was wearing a white button-down... and I’d already undone the top two.

		

		That got him. He tried to hide his shifting behind the guy in front of him. But I’m female. And I knew what I was lookin’ for.

		

		In a flash, there were seven hankies wavin’ in my face. “For me? Why you’re too kind, I’m sure,” I told one of the mugs. I dabbed the cloth behind my ears and then followed the water trail. I knew I was a sight.

		

		“Shame to waste such good linen when a tongue would do the same job... maybe even better,” he said.

		

		The others gasped. It was bold. Forward. Uncouthe.

		

		And just what I wanted.

		

		“Dear me, but how I would’ve preferred a tongue, mister. Alas, the only thing offered was a cloth.” I said it without missing a beat.

		

		The chumps admitted defeat and whipped their heads for his response.

		

		“That’s quite a tongue on you, doll.”

		

		“Still not offering?” I held his gaze.

		

		“Point’s moot now. You’re already dry.”

		

		I fanned myself with my hand. “I make it a point never to enter a steam bath without knowin’ the other person’s name, at least.”

		

		The crowd collectively shifted. It was done to rearrange their applesauce and to give him a direct path to me.

		

		“The name’s Ford. Ronald, doll.”

		

		“Pleased to meet you.” I held out my hand like the queen, and he parted the losers like he’d been handed the Nobel Peace Prize.

		

		Again, I stifled a laugh.

		

		Instead of kissing my hand, though, he shook it. The win wasn’t enough for him. He wanted to make sure his boys knew he didn’t take orders from no dame, no matter how good-lookin’ she was.

		

		The boys had taken a couple of steps back then stopped, waiting for my reaction.

		

		“Well, Mr. Ford, I think I have you pegged all wrong.” I kept my hand out.

		

		“How’s that, doll-face?”

		

		“Well, it’s one thing to grandstand behind a group of gentlemen. It’s quite another to put your money where your mouth is, see.” I waggled my hand.

		

		The boys collectively gasped again. It was a showdown. After which, there might be a different winner.

		

		Ronald sensed it, too. His trophy wasn’t on the mantle yet.

		

		“Well, it’s one thing to speak in innuendoes and quite another to be misconstrued as a call-girl.” Ronald gestured with his shoulders, indicating he put the pretty lady in her place, and his pals nodded.

		

		“I don’t think there’s a gentleman in this group who would be so rude as to misconstrue me, am I right, fellas?”

		

		Instantly, there were murmurs of agreement. My hand was still outstretched.

		

		He took it, and the crowd quieted. “Far be it for me to refuse a dame who’s beggin’ to have my lips on her.” He exaggeratedly stooped and pressed his lips against my hand while the crowd cheered.

		

		He thought he’d won, see, by saying that I was begging.

		

		The final nail in the coffin, so to speak.

		

		The more arrogance they have, the harder they fall.

		

		Yes, he’d do quite nicely.

		

		* * * *

		

		After the gaggle of guys dispersed, he made an offer. “Hey, doll, how’s about you ‘n me take our drinks somewhere cozy... say, the corner?”

		

		“Hey, sugar, you’re speakin’ my language now.” I removed the straw from my drink and downed the remaining liquid in a most unladylike movement.

		

		“That’s a--”

		

		“Now that my drink’s gone, sugar, let’s get to the cozy. I was thinkin’ the Holiday Inn across the street?” My stare pierced his soul.

		

		“Why--it’s just--I don’t mean--what I meant--”

		

		I smiled wryly. “I didn’t peg you for a stammerer, Mr. Ford.”

		

		He collected himself. “Pardon me, miss... how rude of me. I don’t know your name.”

		

		“No, you sure don’t.” I smiled that smile again.

		

		He waited for me to respond. When I didn’t, he smiled and nodded. “May I have the pleasure of knowing your name, doll?”

		

		“The name’s Ruby, Mr. Ford. Ruby Dixon.” I held out my hand.

		

		He didn’t hesitate that time to linger his lips against it. He stared all the while. Testing me. “Pleased to meet you, Ruby.” He licked my knuckles before rising.

		

		“I assure you,” I grabbed the forgotten hankie and rubbed off his kiss, “that the pleasure is all mine.”

		

		“The offer still stands for a cozy corner,” he outstretched his arm to an empty booth.

		

		“As does mine for a hotel. Unless, of course, you really are all talk and no bite.” I held his stare for so long, there must’ve been sparks from the collision of our baby blues.

		

		He snapped for the barkeep’s attention while looking at me. “All right, Ruby. I’ll play your game.” He slapped a C-note on the counter. “For my tab, and extra for you,” he told the worker.

		

		“Why, thank you, sir!”

		

		It was done to impress.

		

		“After the lady.” He gestured while I got off the stool. “Do you have a coat?”

		

		“No, but I do have to use the powder room,” I called over my shoulder.

		

		“Lead on, and I’ll follow.”

		

		“You’re damn right you will.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“I said I’ll just be a minute.”

		

		After freshening up, I walked right past him and straight to the hotel across the street. He kept one step behind. Wondering if I’d go through with it, see.

		

		He caught up to me at the door and held it open. His hand was at my back as we approached the reception desk.

		

		“How may I help you today?”

		

		“One room for my wife and I, please.”

		

		He glanced at me to indicate I was the wife. I kept my eyes on the clerk.

		

		“Certainly. And for how many nights will you be staying?” She typed on the keyboard.

		

		“Just the one.”

		

		“Very good. I have a deluxe suite or a standard room.”

		

		“Standard’s fine.”

		

		He already had me at the hotel, see. The showboating was over.

		

		After they exchanged information, he got the key and escorted me to the elevator. Another “married” couple rode with us. The four of us maintained our deception until we reached our floor.

		

		He walked ahead to open the door. The instant I set down my pocketbook, he was on me.

		

		“I been waitin’ all night to do this, doll.” He pulled me close and sucked a kiss from me.

		

		I let him do it for a bit. Then I pushed him back. “My oh my, you gotta let a gal catch her breath!”

		

		“Too fast for ya, doll?”

		

		“It’s hot, that’s for sure.”

		

		“How’d you see things goin’, Ruby?” He was subdued, thinkin’ maybe he’d misread things, see.

		

		“Quite differently, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Oh yeah? This was your idea, remember, doll.”

		

		“Why don’t you just sit in that chair. Gimme a sec to ease into this.”

		

		“Take your time... just not too much time.”

		

		“I wanna let my hair down.”

		

		“I’d like that.”

		

		He relaxed into the chair. I slowly untied the long, red scarf. I swished it over my face and down my neck. His eyes were on me. I slid it into my bosom, and he shifted in the chair.

		

		“How’s about we play a game?”

		

		“Like poker or canasta?” he frowned.

		

		“No, sugar,” I walked to him, “a game with the scarf.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		He sat up straight. I tickled his face with it. I watched his pulse race and his hands turn to fists. He wanted to grab me, see.

		

		I slid the scarf down his chest and into his lap. My bosoms lined up with his eyes. He relaxed his fists.

		

		“Now that’s some view, doll.”

		

		“I thought you’d like it, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Boy, howdy.”

		

		“I’ll bet the view isn’t all you like, sugar.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“Well, there are five senses. How do you feel about touch, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“I’m a fan, I tell ya.”

		

		“I thought that, too.” I stood up and unbuttoned a coupla buttons.

		

		“You were right, doll.” His eyes were glued to my chest.

		

		I stuck my hip to the side and flung my hand out, palm-up. “Y’know what I heard, though?”

		

		“What’s that, doll?” His eyes were still on my chest.

		

		“I heard if you lose one sense, the others get better.”

		

		“Oh yeah?”

		

		“Yeah... do y’wanna see if it works?”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“Yes, let’s!”

		

		I jumped up and down and clapped my hands. My melons bounced him into agreement. I tied the scarf around his eyes. Before he could object, I, quick, sat in his lap, see.

		

		“Mmm.”

		

		“Gimme your hand,” I said as I brought one to my lips. I sucked his index finger.

		

		“Hot damn!”

		

		I got all the way to the bottom knuckle and made like a vacuum. He shifted under me.

		

		“Is it working?” I asked.

		

		“It’s a gas, doll.”

		

		Then I bobbed his index and middle fingers at the same time. He shifted again. “Are you ready for the main experiment, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“Am I ever!”

		

		I slid his hand inside my blouse and cupped my bra. “Gimme your other hand,” I said as I duplicated the position with my other mound.

		

		I leaned back and thrust into his palms. He automatically squeezed.

		

		“Is it better?” I checked.

		

		“It’s somethin’, all right.”

		

		“Unbutton the rest of my buttons.”

		

		“I can’t see.”

		

		“That’s the whole point. Give it a try.”

		

		He fumbled through a couple then grabbed my knockers. “You’ve still got some more buttons, sugar,” I reminded.

		

		“I just wanna make sure I don’t get too far from home.” He pinched the tips, and I smacked his forearm.

		

		“The buttons, buster.”

		

		“Okay, okay.”

		

		“Now unhook my brassiere.”

		

		“That’s hard to do when I can see,” he complained.

		

		“Leave it to your senses.”

		

		He groped my melons. “It’s in the back,” I directed.

		

		“What is, doll?”

		

		“The clasp.”

		

		“Oh, right. Just need to get oriented first.”

		

		He traced the bra to the back and unclasped it like a professional. “I thought you said you have a hard time.”

		

		“Normally, I do. Maybe there’s somethin’ to this experiment.”

		

		“Well, mouse, here’s your cheese.” I placed his hands on my bare mounds.

		

		He quickly took over, weighing them, tracing the circles, and tapping the front so the tips stood out.

		

		“If I’m not mistaken, I believe this is an experiment in senses,” he said.

		

		“It is.”

		

		“Is it time to move on to taste?”

		

		“Open wide, sugar.”

		

		He opened his mouth, and I filled it with what I could of a C-cup. He closed his mouth around it and sucked until the tip dragged between his teeth.

		

		“That’s right, suck Mama’s teats.”

		

		I wrapped my hands around his neck, and he gave proper attention to both C’s. I let him go for a bit. Make him feel like he had the upper hand, see.

		

		But not too much.

		

		“Hey, Mr. Ford, let’s move to where we can stretch our legs?”

		

		He nodded and reached to remove the blindfold.

		

		“Tut-tut,” I patted his hands. “How about we continue this experiment on the other side of the room?”

		

		“I won’t be able to see to get to the bed.”

		

		I rose and gently pulled him up. “Rely on me and your other senses. Whaddya say?”

		

		He flapped his arms dramatically and squeezed my melons. “I just need to feel where you are,” he laughed.

		

		I took his hands in mine and led him to the bed. “Do you trust me, sugar?”

		

		“You haven’t steered me wrong so far.”

		

		“Good. Because I’d like to continue with this experiment.”

		

		“I was hoping you would.”

		

		“Let’s see what it feels like when I strip you and you can’t see where I’ll touch next.”

		

		“Mmm, hubba hubba.” He held his hands palm-up and wiggled his fingers. “Come and get me, doll. Do whatever you’d like to me.”

		

		“That’s exactly what I intend to do.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		I touched my index finger to his lips. “Shh now, Mr. Ford. I’m conducting a scientific experiment.”

		

		He nodded silently. I unbuttoned his shirt but left it on as I trailed my fingers through his curly, salt-and-pepper chest hair. He had a line to his pants, and I followed it. I dipped my index fingers into his waistline before I returned to his chest.

		

		He cocked his head a few times but remained silent. He still thought he was in charge, see.

		

		His nips poked through the fur, and I gave ‘em a little twist. “That’s not really my thing, doll,” he said with a jolt.

		

		“No?”

		

		“Mmm mmm.”

		

		He tried to move my hands away, but I took his and pushed them against his hips. “Tonight’s about experimentation,” I said firmly.

		

		He nodded, and I resumed my twisting. Nothing too hard. Just a slight rotation. Then I rubbed ‘em with my palms. “There, that’s not so bad, eh?”

		

		“I guess.”

		

		“Isn’t it more stimulating with the blindfold?”

		

		“I guess,” he said again.

		

		“Is this any better?” I took one into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. “Hmm?”

		

		“Y-yeah, that’s nice, doll.”

		

		“Ready for more?”

		

		“Sure.”

		

		I repeated the action and then trapped it between my teeth. Nothing too hard. Just a slight pressure.

		

		“Horsefeathers, woman, what are you doing?!”

		

		“Continuing with the experiment. Don’t you like it, Mr. Ford?” I grabbed him between the legs to influence his answer.

		

		“Uh... sure, doll, whatever you want.”

		

		Men. Control their true brains, and they crumble.

		

		“My thoughts exactly.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		I pressed my finger to his lips again, and he nodded. I continued to play with his nips. Pinching. Biting. Twisting. Sucking. Kissing.

		

		When I pinched too hard, I stroked his “brain”. When I bit down, I pressed my midsection against his. He learned to endure the pain for the pleasure.

		

		“Your other senses are kicking in, right?”

		

		“Mmm, somethin’ like that.”

		

		When I’d had my fill of his chest, I slid his shirt to the floor. “Is my package ready to be opened, hotshot?”

		

		“It’s been ready for a while, baby.”

		

		I lightly tapped his cheek. “Don’t get fresh with me, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“I’m sorry, doll.”

		

		“I’d like you to address me formally.”

		

		“Sure thing, Ruby.”

		

		“More so.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“Call me miss.”

		

		“Sure thing, miss.”

		

		I caressed his face. “You’re so much better when you’re subdued.”

		

		“Thank you, miss.”

		

		“So... is your package ready to be opened?”

		

		“Indeed it is, miss.”

		

		“Very nice.”

		

		I rubbed his pants first. I like to guess how it will look. Also to tease. Keep him guessing. Keep him wanting. Keep him obedient.

		

		It’s a balancing act, see; the transition from him being in charge to the realization that I’ve been running the show since the opening act.

		

		We weren’t there yet.

		

		Besides, I like my alone time at that point. I’m an eager beaver when it comes to opening packages. Hat’s off to me, again, for the blindfold.

		

		I squatted to unzip the tweed and peel back the corners. “Someone’s happy to be here, eh, sugar?” I said when I saw the wet circle.

		

		“Add it to your experiment results, miss.”

		

		“Oh, I will. And I’ll note your formal title. Such a good boy, being my guinea pig.”

		

		“Snort.”

		

		I pressed my open mouth against his tip. To leave a lip-print, see. It’ll provide a smile later.

		

		Then I licked his briefs.

		

		“Lemme help ya, miss.” He pulled the prize from the package and waved it at me.

		

		“Hey, bud, this is my experiment, remember?” I asked, slapping his hands.

		

		It was time to bring him closer to that realization.

		

		“I was just trying to help science along,” he smiled.

		

		“Just for that, Mr. Ford, I’m gonna have to get strict.”

		

		“How’s that, doll?”

		

		“You’ve already forgotten the rules? Tsk-tsk.”

		

		“Right. How’s that, miss?”

		

		“Put your hands behind your back and keep ‘em there.”

		

		“Heh, okay, miss, I’ll play along since you’ve got my package open.”

		

		“Step outta your pants,” I told him after I’d pushed them to his ankles. I did the same thing with his briefs.

		

		“I think you’ve got me at a disadvantage now, miss.”

		

		“That, I do.”

		

		“And you want me in this position?”

		

		“Well, not that one, necessarily.”

		

		“Which one, then, hmm?”

		

		“Lie back on the bed.”

		

		“Like this?” he asked, on his back with his palms up.

		

		“Not quite. Put your hands over your head and grab the headboard.”

		

		He chuckled as he did it; never expecting what was coming. I walked to my purse and retrieved several scarves.

		

		Then, I tied his wrists to the bed and patted his chest. “That should keep you behaved, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“You carry scarves in your pocketbook? Miss?”

		

		“Mmm hmm. For all the naughty lads.”

		

		“Does that mean you’ve, uh, run this experiment before?”

		

		“A true scientist doesn’t divulge such information. But I will tell you that I’m very familiar with the results.”

		

		“What happens now?”

		

		I love watching the transformation. It’s like art.

		

		“I’m going to get back to the experiment.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“You’re in this position because you couldn’t behave. So cool down, sugar, and let me be.”

		

		I crawled between his legs and lightly stroked my prize.

		

		“Mmm,” he said as he relaxed into the mattress.

		

		I let him moan. Keeping his hope alive that he was somehow still in control.

		

		I licked my lips in anticipation of that first taste. It was an average-sized, veiny pole. And he was trimmed. I like prizes of all sizes, but I’m partial to the trimmed ones. Makes it easier. Nothin’ to get stuck in your teeth, see.

		

		I ran my tongue all over the head. The slicker the better. Then I wrapped my lips around it to taste it more fully. We moaned together when I sucked him in.

		

		In another unladylike fashion, I slurped him to the root and back before I paid attention to the bouncers underneath. It ain’t right to ignore those.

		

		Giving equal attention to all three parts, I took my time. Ronald’s moaning increased, and his hips moved with me. Almost like he was trying to take control.

		

		But I’ve conducted that experiment before, see. I knew how to handle him. I swatted those bouncers, sending his hips firmly into the mattress. His mouth opened but he didn’t say anything. Probably ‘cause my nose was pressed against his stomach.

		

		When my slurping and bobbing became too much for ole Ronald, he wrapped his legs around me, trying to direct the pace and depth.

		

		That’s when I knew he’d had enough.

		

		I let go of his pole and sat on my ankles.

		

		“Why’d you stop?” he pleaded.

		

		“Because you’ve lost your manners, Mr. Ford. Thinkin’ you can shoot your prize whenever you want,” I scoffed.

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“What is it we’re doing here, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“Uh, an experiment?”

		

		“Right. And whose experiment is it?”

		

		“Yours.”

		

		“Right again, Mr. Ford. And I have something else here to help you remember who is in charge of this experiment.”

		

		I slid off the bed and, with two more scarves, tied his feet to the footboard.

		

		“You like to take control, hey, doll?”

		

		I made fast with my palm to his cheek.

		

		“What the--”

		

		“I said I want it formal, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“But you just--”

		

		My palm returned to his cheek with a whack! He tried to gimme one of the same but my knotwork prevented it.

		

		“Okay, lady, the game’s over. Lemme outta this.” He lifted his head but his shoulders wouldn’t follow.

		

		“The game’s just gettin’ good, hotshot,” I whispered in his ear.

		

		I sat next to him and twiddled his stick. “Are you telling me you want to take this home without usin’ it fully, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“No, doll. Just that the experiment’s over. I’m done sensing. It’s time to get me back in the driver’s seat.”

		

		I giggled. “Why, Mr. Ford, you ain’t never been drivin’ this car.”

		

		I got a cigarette from my pocketbook and lit it next to the bed. He was silent. Tryin’ to figure things out. Waitin’ for me to untie him, see.

		

		“So, Mr. Ford,” I exhaled in his face, “are you gonna be a good guinea pig or do I hafta get rough with ya?”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“The choice is yours, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“I’ll do the good thing.”

		

		“Good. I don’t like havin’ to use the gag. You wanna smoke?”

		

		He nodded, and I brought the cigarette to his lips. He inhaled deeply and let it out slowly.

		

		“What’s your game, doll--miss?”

		

		“We’re playin’ it right now, sugar.”

		

		I gave him another drag. “Unless you don’t want to,” I said, lifting his deflating prize.

		

		“I did--do want to. But you’ve got me kinda discombobulated.”

		

		“Aww, don’t tell me you didn’t have designs on roughin’ me up a bit, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“I nev--”

		

		“Uh-uh, careful, Mr. Ford. I’ve watched you since the second I walked into that gin joint. You, all high and mighty, with your lemmings. You’re the head supervisor, I heard, yeah?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“You call all the shots in the office, yeah?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“You go to that bar, what, two, three times a week? Pick up broads like me?”

		

		“About that.”

		

		“Take ‘em to this hotel, I bet.”

		

		“Sometimes.”

		

		“Mmm hmm. Have your fun. Slap ‘em around a little.”

		

		“Not too much. Just all in good fun. Light-hearted swats.”

		

		“Makes ya feel big in your britches, hmm?”

		

		“A little.”

		

		“Well, I like that, too.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“Tonight, you’re gonna see how it feels to be the broad, Mr. Ford.”

		

		I squeezed his marbles, and his pole stiffened. “It’s okay to like it. To give in. To give up control,” I told him.

		

		I blew smoke in his face again. Then I trailed my hand down his body. I dragged the filter side of the cigarette across his thighs, and he grimaced. Then I brought the lit side closer to that massive vein.

		

		“Can ya feel that, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“You’re not--don’t come any clo--”

		

		“You ain’t afraid, are ya, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“That all depends on what you’re gonna do, miss.”

		

		“I love how the manners always come out when the mark feels threatened.”

		

		“I’m behavin’, miss.”

		

		“Back to the senses, Mr. Ford. Don’cha even wanna know what it feels like?”

		

		“Not really, no, miss.”

		

		“Hmph.”

		

		I pulled the cigarette away, and he sighed. I took a long drag and blew it onto his tip.

		

		“Thank you, mi--”

		

		I flicked the ashes on him.

		

		“Dad-blammit!”

		

		I took another long drag and flicked more ashes.

		

		“I said no. You asked.”

		

		“Uh-huh. I heard you. But I’m wondering... do you ever give any of them broads you pick up the chance to not be swatted, Mr. Ford?”

		

		He sighed.

		

		“Besides, it’s not like you’re not liking it,” I said, grabbing his hard rod. It throbbed in my hand.

		

		He remained silent. What could he say?

		

		“I’m gonna give you a chance to redeem yourself, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“Have you ever been smothered before?”

		

		“Smothered?”

		

		“Yeah, while eating fish.”

		

		“I’m not sure what you’re talkin’ about.”

		

		“Lemme show you.”

		

		I stood up and slipped out of my pantyhose and skirt. Then I moved his hand to my baby-bare prize.

		

		“You eat fish, right, Mr. Ford?” At “fish”, I pressed his fingers against my opening.

		

		“Oh, sure. Plenty o’ times... but smothering ain’t possible, doll--miss.”

		

		“Lemme show you,” I said again.

		

		I straddled his face with my honeypot inches above his mouth. “Inhale deeply, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Mmm, heavenly.”

		

		“Bring me to heaven, sugar.”

		

		He stretched out his tongue. “C’mon, reach for it. Show me how badly you want it, Mr. Ford.”

		

		He strained the last inch but couldn’t connect. “I thought you wanted it.”

		

		“I do.”

		

		“How’re you gonna get it?”

		

		“If you drop a little lower, I can get it, miss.”

		

		“That sounded like you were in control.”

		

		“Please?”

		

		“You’re gettin’ warmer, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“You want me to beg some more?”

		

		“Try it and see how it sounds.”

		

		“Please, miss, descend upon me this new experiment of yours. I’m eagerly awaiting the taste.”

		

		I lowered myself to the tip of his nose, and he went to work. Boy, howdy did he know his job! He made my honey flow four times.

		

		He was so expert, I nearly forgot about the experiment. But my mind cleared after the fourth. I pressed against his face, and he lapped like a dog.

		

		After thirty seconds, I popped up and told him to breathe. I let him have a coupla breaths. Then, on an inhale, I dropped back down. He sprang honey again.

		

		I slid off him and smiled at his shiny face. “Why, Mr. Ford, you took to that like a... fish in water.”

		

		“Mmm.”

		

		“You enjoyed it.”

		

		“I sure did, miss.”

		

		“Glad you opted for bein’ a good boy? ‘Cause I couldn’t’ve ridden you with a gag on.”

		

		“I am glad, miss.”

		

		“Wanna gimme a ride, Mr. Ford?” I stroked him.

		

		“Do I ever, miss!”

		

		“There’s rules when I drive.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“First is to remember that I’m the one driving.”

		

		“Okay, miss.”

		

		“You don’t get to move on your own.”

		

		“Okay, miss.”

		

		“And you never get out before me.”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“You got that?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“What’s the problem?” I asked when he pursed his lips.

		

		“I ain’t never--”

		

		“Waited for a lady before?”

		

		“Right.”

		

		“I figured as much. I’ll show you how.”

		

		I straddled him and grabbed his joystick. I got the feel for it, lining it up with my prize. He moaned and moved his hips.

		

		“Remember the rules, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		I waited for him to settle. Then I slowly, slowly, slowly impaled myself. It took nearly a minute to bottom out.

		

		I love to savor that first fill-up.

		

		After waiting at the bottom, I slid up at the same pace. And I maintained that pace; up and down. Up and down.

		

		Ronald writhed under me. I love to see them try to quell their hips. And their tugs at the scarves make me laugh. They forget they’re not in control, see. Even in the thick of it.

		

		And the point when they remember is almost as sweet as that first realization.

		

		I keep it up until they speak.

		

		“Too slow. Let me. Untie me. Please.”

		

		“Because you think you’re in control?”

		

		“No, no, miss. I just thought maybe you’d like to be a passenger. I’m a good driver.”

		

		I reached forward to connect my palm with his cheek again. Hard.

		

		“Ah! It was just a suggestion.”

		

		“Do your employees get to make suggestions?”

		

		“No, miss.”

		

		“Do the broads you bring here ever get to drive?”

		

		“No, miss.”

		

		“You’re my employee, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		“I’m your supervisor.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		“You’re my broad now.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		“Don’t forget it again or I’ll leave you stranded.”

		

		“No, miss--I mean, yes, miss. I won’t.”

		

		I resumed the slow pace until I was convinced he wouldn’t try to take the reins again. Then I increased it. He fought not to match me. I smiled at his struggle.

		

		“Good little guinea pig. You stay right where you are.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		I pinched and twisted his chest until his points displayed. He cried out but didn’t thrust.

		

		Then I sped up. His moans turned to grunts, and he lost control of his hips.

		

		“Wait for me, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		“A lady should always go first,” I said while panting and bobbing.

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		“Even when I finish, you still have to wait. For permission.”

		

		“Yes, miss.”

		

		My pace was furious. I was so close that I had to ignore his thrusts.

		

		I released my nectar yet again and spasmed around his love handle. My lack of movement caused him to grind instead of thrust.

		

		“You have to wait,” I breathed.

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		When I caught my breath, I bobbed some more. Slowly.

		

		“Miss, I--”

		

		“You were told to wait!”

		

		“Mmm hmm,” he grunted.

		

		“You want me to speed up, Mr. Ford?”

		

		“Yes. Please. Miss.”

		

		“Like this?” I asked, going a bit faster.

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Yeah? You like it?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“Faster?”

		

		He nodded. I watched him. He was so close. Timing was everything at that point.

		

		Three times I pulled off at the last second. His prize pulsed and tried to find cover.

		

		“Remember the rules, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Yes, miss,” he whispered, after the third time.

		

		“I suppose I could just leave you in this state.”

		

		“No! Please! Miss!”

		

		“How many times have you finished the race and left without seeing your partner to the end?”

		

		“Don’t know. Miss.”

		

		“But you have done it, right?”

		

		“I’ll never do it again!”

		

		“You’d better not.”

		

		“Mmph.

		

		“Here we go, Mr. Ford. Fasten your seatbelt!”

		

		I rode him to the brink and leapt off. Then I quickly jerked the prize.

		

		“I think you were about to forget the rules again, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“Mmmffk.”

		

		“You force me to do it this way.”

		

		I rubbed vigorously until I felt the tell-tale sign. Right before that angry vein gave way, I released his stick shift.

		

		It leaked a bit. His hips gyrated.

		

		Right before he went over the precipice, I yelled, “Now, Mr. Ford!”

		

		And without any pressure or touch whatsoever, he erupted. He made a hot, gooey line straight up to his shiny chin.

		

		“That was quite impressive, Mr. Ford!”

		

		“Now you’ll untie me?”

		

		“Not quite.”

		

		“How’s that?”

		

		“No, Mr. Ford, the lesson isn’t quite finished.”

		

		I shimmied my skirt up and stuffed my stockings into my pocketbook. I snapped it shut and returned to Ronald.

		

		“One more lesson in today’s experiment, Mr. Ford.”

		

		“How’s th--”

		

		I shoved the last scarf into his mouth and tied it behind his head. Then I picked up the hotel phone and dialed 9-1-1.

		

		“9-1-1, what’s your emergency?”

		

		“Please send someone to the Holiday Inn, downtown. Mr. Ford, in Room 726, has gotten himself into something that he can’t get out of.”

		

		I returned the receiver to its cradle. I could still hear Ronald’s muffled exclamations as I closed the door.

		

		* * * *

		

		I was in a much better mood than when I’d left work. I was ready to return home to my ball and chain. He’d have a drink waiting, and I’d tell him all about my adventure.

		

		Of course, there was always a slight tremor as I drove home. There was a chance the coppers would come after me.

		

		But they never did.

		

		What was the numbskull gonna say, that he was overcome by a tiny, blonde broad?

		

		And even if he did, the proof of his consent was all over his chest.

		

		THE END

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and keep reading,

		

		~B.J.
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