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		Chapter 1

		

		I was at the Dover shopping mall when I saw her. I had not seen her in nearly ten years but I recognized her because she hadn't changed all that much. Joyce Taylor was her name back in high school but some called her Joyce, the slut. I wasn't exactly sure why they called her that. Okay, I had a pretty good idea but I had no personal knowledge. I had always admired, or lusted after, her from afar

		Like many of my graduating class, I left town and like a few, I came back. I spent awhile in the military and got out. I came home and joined the Dover police department.

		Dover is a medium size town I suppose you could say. It was the perfect size for me and when I wanted the big city bright lights Capitol City was less than an hour away.

		Joyce and I hadn’t exactly been friends because I was a year ahead of her and she had her own peer group of cheerleaders and jocks. I watched her for a few minutes trying to decide if I wanted to approach her or not. I followed her to the food court and had just about made up my mind to say hello when she was joined by two black men.

		I also recognized them. Hess and Creed had been football players and they were dubbed the Terrible Two by the local papers. They also had been behind me in school. I seemed to remember they both went to Ohio State on scholarships but I lost track of them after that.

		Then it dawned on me that we had our ten year high school reunion the summer before so they would be having their ten year get-together this year. That was possibly the reason they were in Dover at the same time. I went over to where they sat.

		“Look here,” Hess or maybe Creed said. I never could tell them apart. “It's ol' Jack Keyes. What's up, Jack?”

		“I'm fine,” I said feeling awkward at interrupting them.

		“I heard you had come back,” Joyce said jumping up to hug me. “I also heard you were a cop. Is that a fact, Jack?”

		Hugging Joyce was fun because she had big jugs. I admitted it was true I was a member to the police department. An investigator, as a matter of a fact.

		“So that's a gun I feel and you are not just happy to see me,” Joyce said laughing. “Sit down and tell us what's going on in Dover these days.”

		“The same thing that was going on ten years ago,” I said. “Not much has changed. I gather you are back for your ten year class reunion?”

		“That's one reason,” one of the black men said. “Me and Hess are thinking about coming back to stay.”

		“Great,” I said. “What about you, Joyce? Just visiting?”

		“Maybe,” she said and laughed. “If I can find an attraction, I could be persuaded to stay.”

		“What? Me and Creed ain't enough attraction?” Hess said. “Can you believe her, Creed?”

		“Ol' Joyce must have forgot what you and me bring to the party,” Creed said and all three laughed.

		“Enjoy your stay, no matter who long it may be,” I said getting up to leave. “Call me if you need anything I can help with.”

		“Wait a minute, Jack,” Joyce said getting up and followed me a few steps. “I heard the Hill House was on the market. Is that true?”

		“It is,” I answered. Two old maid schoolteachers, sisters, had the huge home refurbished into a bed and breakfast. Then one died suddenly and a few weeks the other one died. “I saw the estate notice in the paper a few days ago. I think it will be auctioned-off on Saturday. Are you interested in buying it?”

		“Maybe,” she said. “I was looking for something to invest in and a bed and breakfast might just be the thing. I'm staying at the Green River Motel, room one twelve. Why don't we get together for drinks this evening?” That was a great idea and I couldn't think of any reason why I shouldn't have drinks with a beautiful woman...except two.

		“What about Hess and Creed?' I said.

		“Oh they have their own plans,” she said. “How about six o'clock?” I told her I would be there at six o'clock.

		Freshly showered and shaved wearing a nearly new sports coat I was at her door at precisely six o'clock.

		Joyce was ready when I arrived. She was wearing a black cocktail dress that showed a lot of leg and a massive amount of cleavage. The ten years since I last saw her had been kind to her. Joyce had always been a pretty girl and she had turned into a beautiful woman.

		Dover doesn't have a great selection of places to get drinks but I found one that wasn't so crowded we couldn't talk.

		“Tell me all about Jack Keyes,” Joyce said once we were settled in with drinks.

		“High school then Marines where some nasty people tried to kill me, then with the police.” I said. “Not very exciting, I'm afraid. What about Joyce Taylor? What has been happening in her life?”

		“Mostly boring stuff,” she said. “High school, moved away then got married, got divorced, tried it again and got divorced again. Not contended with two failed marriages I did it again. That one left me a widow but it left me well off. There, you are all caught up with my life. You never married?” That sounded like anything but boring to me.

		“Naw, I got close a couple of times but always managed to dodge the bullet,” I said only half joking. I had been engaged to marry a local girl once I was back, but she decided at the last minute she needed to be somewhere else with someone else. “You kept up with Hess and Creed?”

		“Oh yes,” she said and laughed. “They helped me get through one marriage and over the last one. I invested in their business a few years ago so we've stayed close.”

		“I have to ask, what the hell kind of business were those two in?” I said.

		“We all live in Capitol City,” Joyce said. “The boys have a string of girls. I suppose you'd call them pimps.”

		“And you invested how?” I asked unable to keep a straight face.

		“They needed some seed money to get started so I let them have the money to get going,” Joyce said as if providing front money to a couple of pimps was normal business.

		“No shit?” I asked.

		“No shit,” she replied with a smile. “Actually it was a great investment and I've made a lot of money from them.”

		“I'm curious,” I said. “We don't have much prostitution around here so I'm sort of ignorant about it. How much money does to take to start being a pimp?”

		“Oh not usually that much,” she said and laughed. “But Hess and Creed had an idea to upgrade the business. They didn't want just any girls working for them. They wanted high-class girls. They wanted call girls instead of streetwalkers. They used my money to buy out an existing escort service and took off from there. I think they have eighteen or twenty ladies working now.”

		“And that's okay with you?” I asked before I could stop myself. I'm not a prude but that sounded over the top to me.

		“Sure it is,” she said. “They don't force anyone to become a prostitute and they do not use kids. They only take a small percent to pay for the overhead and aggravation. They even provide medical service and health insurance.”

		“They sound like a couple or princes all right,” I said unable to hide my sarcasm.

		“Now you sound like a cop,” she chided. “Whores have been around a long time and it's a proven fact they do better with someone to manage their affairs. In some places prostitution is an honorable profession. Maybe we should change the subject. Shall we get some dinner?”

		“I think those are great ideas,” I said. I suggested the Fireside Restaurant and she agreed it was a nice place.

		“So, what went wrong with your marriages?” I asked while we dined.

		“The first one is simple to diagnose,” she said and laughed. “Too young and too dumb. I married Jim Pritchard right out of high school. I wanted out of Dover in the worst way and Jim offered me that way. He had a job in Capitol City driving a truck and he was willing to ignore my reputation. I knew it was a mistake almost before the ink dried on the marriage certificate. We both were young but Jim didn't want to grow-up. All he wanted to do was play. It's going to take a lot of booze for me to keep on telling you my deep dark secrets. I have a bottle of rum in my room. Want to get some mixer and adjourn to there?” Of course I said I did and so we did.

		After the second drink, I got her back on track and this is the incredible story she told me that night.

		

		***

		

		Her story:

		As I said, Jim and I were too young. He made just barely enough to pay the rent on our crummy little apartment so I got a job working at the same company he worked for. I worked in the office doing things the real secretaries didn't want to do. It didn't pay much but at least we could buy some groceries.

		The company owner was a man by the name of Roy Stevens and Roy took a shine to me. He dogged me around the office like a dog following a bitch in heat. I told Jim about it and that I was going to quit.

		“Naw, you don't want to give up a good job,” Jim said. “Let the old bastard cop a feel now and then and maybe he'll leave you alone.”

		Was Jim ever wrong! I let Roy look down my blouse a few times and he really turned on the heat. Once he cornered me in the supply room and played with by boobs. He put my hand on his dick and boy was that a shock. That old dude had a lot of meat.

		I told Jim about it and he said I should let Roy have some pussy. I wasn't particularly shocked at his suggestion but I was a little surprised that Jim suggested I make Roy pay me for it.

		I discovered sex early and then I quickly discovered just how much I liked sex. I got the reputation of being a slut in high school and I guess I deserved it. My dates all realized that buying me a hamburger and a Coke would get them some pussy. The word that I was easy spread like wildfire. Not that I cared all that much. I was having a lot of fun and most of the time the sex was good. At no time did I ever make any boy pay me.

		“Wouldn't that make me a whore?” I asked Jim.

		“I guess it would,” he said. “Do you give a shit?”

		“No, I guess not,” I said. “How much should I charge him?”

		“You are young, you are good looking, and you got big knockers,” Jim said. “Tell him he can fuck you for fifty dollars.”

		Rather than just come out with that amount of money, I told Roy I needed fifty dollars to pay a bill. To me that sounded better but it really wasn't. Roy said he's pay almost before I got it all said. That day after work, he took me down the street a few blocks to a no-tell motel and got a room.

		Like I said, Roy had a big dick and to my surprise, the old fart knew what to do with it. He was a great fuck. Roy gave me a couple big orgasms and that was a rare treat. Since I had been married to Jim, he hadn't shown me much. . Jim didn't have a big dick and he had no staying power. Most of the time I had to use my fingers to finish what Jim started.

		Roy and I made a weekly date at the motel. If the truth had been known I would have gladly gone with him for free.

		I didn't keep the affair from Jim and he was fine with it. He usually took the extra money and blew it on some video game or something just as foolish.

		One day after Roy had fucked me for the second time he suggested I could do a lot better than Jim. I had to agree that our marriage didn't seem to be going anywhere. I asked Roy what he thought I should do.

		“Leave that asshole,” Roy said. “I have a nice house and you'd be comfortable there. You could quit work and we wouldn't have to sneak around anymore.”

		I took Roy's advice and left Jim. Poor Jim couldn't understand why I was leaving him until I was unkind enough to explain he was a lousy fuck. Now I wish I hadn't been so mean.

		I moved in with Roy and a few months later, after my divorce was final, we married. After I said I do Roy started what he called my education. Roy taught me a lot about sex. He showed me the proper way to give head. He taught me about anal sex and a little bit later, he introduced me to group sex. At first it was just one other man.

		I quickly discovered just how great it was to have a cock and a spare. One good man is great but two good men is much better. I put all my newly acquired skills to good use entertaining Roy's friend Carl.

		“She came with a lot of native talent,” Roy said when Carl said what a good cocksucker I was. “I just added some polish. She'll take it up her ass, too. Joyce love to be butt-fucked, don't you Joyce?” I took Carl's dick out of my mouth long enough to say I did like it that way.

		“We should give Joyce a double fuck,” Carl said and Roy was quick to agree. That was my first double penetration and I loved it.

		After the threesomes became old hat, Roy brought in other men to fuck his young wife. I was only nineteen when I had my first ever gang-bang. Roy counted and said there were eight men in me that night not counting him and Carl.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		“Jack,” Joyce said. “You looked flushed. Are you all right?”

		“Yeah...Yeah, I'm fine,” I said. “Your story was...I don't know. Exciting, maybe.” That was lame but true. I had a boner a cat couldn't scratch.

		“You seem to be fascinated by my boobs,” she said smiling and moving closer to me. We were sitting on the bed. “Would you like to see my breasts, Jack?”

		If I could have spoken I would have said hell yes! But I had to simply nod. She reached behind her and unzipped the little black dress. Then she wiggled her shoulders and the dress fell away from her giant globes. She was wearing what I think is called a shelf bra. That's what it looked like to me. Her big tits were displayed on a shelf.

		She unsnapped the bra in front and removed the shelf and I thought her big boobs would sag. They did... about four millimeters and stopped.

		While the size of her tits was impressive, her areolas and nipples were the most impressive. The areolas were large and dark and her nipples were almost as large as the first joint of my thumb.

		“You like?” Joyce asked. I'm sure I said I did because I remember actually saying words. “Come closer so you can touch them and maybe even...that's a good boy. Suck my nipples, Jack.” I may not have been able to speak clearly but I could still move quickly.

		I defy any man who touched her boobs and not to want to taste them. I know I certainly didn't have that kind of self-control. As it turned out her tits were big enough so that I could suck both nipples at the same time. I liked it but Joyce seemed to love it.

		“Stop!” she said. “I have an important question to ask you Jack. Do you eat pussy?”

		“What?”

		“Yodel up the canyon, lick the bearded clam, muff dive, eat a box lunch at the Y,” she said putting both hand on either side of my face. “Eat pussy, Jack. Do you eat pussy?”

		“Yes,” I stammered. “Yes, of course I do. Doesn't everybody?”

		“No, and I have a strict policy of, if you don't eat it, you don't need it. Help me get this dress off and let's see your face in action.”

		That begun something wonderful and I'll have to say unusual. Sex with Joyce was something like riding one of the really big wild roller coasters. I had been around and I had my share of women but nothing like fucking Joyce.

		I thought, when I had time to actually think, that she was an experienced woman sexually. By her own admission, she had been around the block more than a few times but it was like fucking an eager but inexperienced girl. She made sex even more exciting that I thought possible.

		Of course, when she got on her knees, spread her ass cheeks, and told me to fuck her ass that took her out of the inexperienced category. Also the fact she would not let me stop fucking her was another telling thing.

		“Oh shit!” I said breathlessly when she finally allowed me to rest.

		“Are you okay, Jack?” she asked peering down at my motionless body.

		“Yes,” I said but I wasn't all that sure.

		“Thanks for a great fuck,” she said snuggling up to me. “I was sure you would be.”

		“Thank you,” I said. “That was...fucking wild.”

		“I always try to give a man a good ride,” she said.

		“So what happened to marriage number two?” I asked her after a short while. I really wanted to hear more about Joyce.

		

		***

		

		She continued her story:

		It was great for a while. Roy was a decent fuck, Carl wasn't bad, and they both saw to it I had my pussy, mouth, and ass well used. One night the three of us were lying in bed after they had given me a great double fuck.

		“What your bitch needs is a big black cock in her cunt,” Carl said.

		“Yes she does,” Roy agreed, “and maybe one in her ass at the same time. Who can we get?” They both said Deon at the same time.

		“Yeah, that's who should be the first black cock she gets,” Roy said.

		“Her first black cock should be special,” Carl said. “They don't come more special than Deon.”

		I almost told them that Deon, whoever the fuck he might be was not going to be my first black cock. I don't know why I didn't tell them that Hess was my first and Creed was my second. Hess fucked me one night after a ball game and Creed did me the next night.

		I guess they were having so much fun planning it, I didn't want to disappoint them. Maybe I just like the idea of keeping a secret from them.

		A few nights later, they introduced me to Deon. That will require some details.

		Deon was a big man. He was at least six and a half feet tall and had to weigh in the neighborhood of three hundred pounds. His head was shaved and his face was scared. He had earrings in both ears but one ear had the top missing. He had a gold tooth in front and when he smiled his cruel smile, it glimmered in the light. Deon was one scary looking dude.

		Roy had me dressed for the occasion. I was wearing a black bra and panty set under a sheer blue negligee with ultra high heels.

		Roy loved me to dress when it was time for fun and games. I have no idea why because everyone knew where things were headed. It was fine with me if he wanted to spend money on fancy lingerie. On several occasions I only got to wear them once before some rude dude ripping it off me.

		Anyway, there I stood with the top of my head coming up to Deon's chest with him looked down at me. He gave me a brief glimpse of his gold tooth.

		“What's up, Snowflake?” he said. “I'm Deon and I am going to fuck your white cunt and then shoved my big black cock up your ass.”

		“Please to meet you, Deon,” I said. For some reason Roy and Carl thought that was amusing. Deon did not think so.

		Deon reached out and grabbed my negligee and ripped it off me. I nearly fell from the force of it. Luckily it wasn't an expensive garment but I realized I had met an animal and it was exciting..

		“I like big fat white tits,” Deon said and ripped my bra off. Oh well, I thought, I had got to wear it twice so it was time for it to be destroyed. He didn't give me much time to reflect on the destruction of my attire.

		He grabbed both breasts and squeezed them hard. I didn't smile but I wanted to because I love for my boobs to be treated rough. He took both my nipples in his big hands and for a moment I thought he was going to jerk them off. I like it rough but not that damned rough. He used my extended hard nipples to pull me close to him.

		He was an ugly motherfucker but the son of a bitch sure could kiss. He captured my tongue in his teeth and held it captive while mauling my breasts. Then one hand ripped the panties away and he started playing with my pussy, which was already soaking wet.

		Deon's fingers were larger than some men's dick and he pushed his fingers deep inside me. I was quickly up on my tiptoes. I had my first orgasm that way.

		“This bitch is ready to suck a real man's cock,” Deon said finally releasing my tongue. He pushed me to my knees and undid his belt, unzipped his pants and showed me what was in store for me. His big cock sprang out and slapped my face.

		I hadn't always found the stories about big hands and big feet equaling big cock but it was true in Deon's case. I measured it once and he was packing a true eight and one half inches in length and nearly six inches in circumference. At that moment, I would have sworn it was a foot long.

		Sucking a cock that large is painful for a woman with an average size mouth. Try holding your mouth wide open for an extended period of time. Lucky for me Deon wasn't all that interested in getting head.

		“Where's a fucking bed, Roy?” he said picking me up from the floor. “It's time for me to hose this cunt.”

		With Roy leading the way Deon carried me to the bed as if I were a child. Carl followed, taking pictures of me and Deon.

		He had promised me a fucking and the ugly man gave me one. He wasn't my first black but he was the first black man that had fucked me. That night I learned the difference in fucking a boy and a man. Deon did not know the meaning of the word quit.

		Over the next two hours he fucked me every way it's possible to do. During that time he dumped several loads of cum in me and still kept on fucking. I have no idea how many times I had an orgasm but it was a lot. More than ever before including the gang-bang.

		“Okay, that should hold you for a while, bitch,” Deon finally said getting off of me.

		“Is that all you got?” I asked lying motionlessly on the bed his cum pouring out of my battered pussy. It was all just bravado. I had enough and we both knew it.

		“Yeah, for now,” Deon said. “You are a good fuck, snowflake. A mighty good fuck and I'll need some more of that gash pretty soon.”

		I may have dozed a moment and when I opened my eyes both Roy and Carl were getting undressed.

		“Unless you plan to jack each other off you can forget it,” I said. “No more fucking tonight, boys.”

		Over the next several months I saw a lot of Deon and just thinking about his big cock would make me wet. I always looked forward to him coming to do me. I cried like a baby when Roy told me that Deon had been killed in a drug deal that went bad.

		Oh yes I was going to tell you what went wrong with my second marriage. We got bored is the simple answer but it's more complicated than that. I knew Roy was a kinky bastard but it seemed he got even more kinky as time went by.

		Once he told me to come off birth control. He said he wanted me to get knocked up out of an all-black gang-bang. I told him to go get fucked. Then the prick suggested I fuck a German Sheppard. When I realized he didn't mean a man who tended sheep I told him no way. I didn't mind crossing racial lines for sex but I meant to stay within my own species.

		I didn't know at the time but Roy and Carl were putting my pictures on the internet. Photos of me fucking a variety of men were out for the whole wide world to see. Over time, the assholes put well over two hundred pictures of me sucking, fucking, and using various things to masturbate. Some are still making the rounds. The dickheads even put my name on the web. Thousands of people sent me e-mails that I never saw. Carl and Roy answered some of them for me. That was how they found some of the men who came to get some of Joyce's pussy.

		I hit the ceiling when I found out what they were doing but as it turned out that was how I met husband number three.

		

		***

		

		“But that will have to wait for another time,” Joyce said. “I see you have a nice looking boner. Is that for me?”

		There was something both intimidating and exciting about hearing her tell of being fucked by a really big cock. I only have a normal size cock so hearing about one that was eight inches long was the intimidating part.

		Size notwithstanding, Joyce seem to enjoy what I brought to the table...well, to the bed in this case. Most of us men believe size does not matter. I think we have to believe that. When I mentioned it, Joyce laughed.

		“Size matters but it's not all that important,” she said. “Most of a woman's sensitivity is just inside her pussy within a couple inches. Believe it or not, there is such a thing as a cock that is too large. I'll tell you about it sometime if I stick around. What time do you have to work today?” It was today already since it was well after midnight.

		“I'm off duty for a couple of days,” I told her.

		“That's great,” she said. “I wasn't through with you. Would you escort me to the reunion tonight?” I told her I would be glad to do that.

		“What about Hess and Creed?” I said. “Won't they be disappointed that they won't be your escorts?”

		“Maybe but they both have learned to live with life's disappointments,” Joyce said. “Showing up with a local hero who's a cop will help my reputation more than if I showed up with a couple black dudes.”

		“Where on earth did you get the idea I was a hero?” I said surprised that she had said it.

		“I always got the local papers,” she said. “I saw where you got a bunch of metals while in the Marine Corps. I read the article where you were in a shoot-out with some bandits and got a metal and a key to the city. That sure sounds like hero to me.” I changed the subject. I don't know why being called a hero was uncomfortable for me but it is.

		“What time is the festivities tonight?” I asked.

		“Cocktails at five and dinner at seven,” she said. “Dancing until who knows. I've paid for dinner so you're covered. Are you too tired for more fucking?”

		“Yes,” I said making her laugh. “I may never fuck again, Joyce. Never, I say!” That statement proved to be incorrect.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		The class reunion was held at the Dover Country Club. Joyce's class, like mine, was rather small. I guess maybe a hundred graduates. From the looks of things most of her class attended the reunion. I knew most of them since we had shared some classes or otherwise engaged in school activities. Of course I saw some who stayed in Dover.

		Joyce and I arrived just as the drinking started. She, as usual, looked smoking hot and I looked pretty damned good myself.

		It's apparently true that time is a great healer. Girls that hadn't even looked in her direction then were hugging Joyce and squealing. Some of the boys blushed and looked away remembering how that had enjoyed her in the backseat of pop's car or someplace else.

		Joyce had been a cheerleader and she and some former leaders of cheers were in a huddle. I went on to the bar.

		“I see you came with Joyce the slut,” a man's voice said behind me. I looked in the mirror and saw it was Jim Pritchard. “I was the first to tap that thing.”

		“Jim, you were not even in the first two dozen to fuck her,” I said without turning around. “Go away and do it quickly.” He saw the wisdom in that and left.

		“I see Jim is here,” Joyce said joining me at the bar. I ordered her a drink. “I heard he was in jail so I'm surprised he showed up.”

		“What was he in jail for?” I asked. I don't know why I asked because I sure didn't care.

		“He got involved in selling dope and got caught,” she said. We both turned so we could see the crowd. “At least that's what Hess or Creed told me a few years ago. Here he comes.”

		Jim Pritchard was weaving his way through the crowd toward us. He was weaving mostly because he was drunk. Apparently, I hadn't scared him enough to keep him away for very long. It's hard to scare a drunk.

		“Damn, Joyce,” he said. “You sure look good enough to eat. Get up on the bar and I'll eat you right here.” He laughed loudly at his wit. “Never thought you'd take up with a cop so what are you doing with Jack Keyes?”

		I didn't give her time to answer. I took hold of Jim's skinny arm and took him to the front door. There I gave him his instructions.

		“Leave and do it now,” I said in a snarl getting down to look in his eyes. “If you leave I will not have to stomp your ass. If you come back anytime tonight I will slap you silly in front of all your former classmates. Do you understand me, Jim?”

		“Let me go, you big ape,” he said jerking his arm in a vain attempt to get free of my grasp. “I'll leave and I hope you catch something that rots your cock off from that whore.”

		I found Joyce in a crowd of her peers and joined them. They treated her like returning royalty and she looked as if she was royalty. Her diamond and emerald necklace had to be worth at least a hundred grand and she was wearing diamond rings on both hands. I figured she was wearing about quarter million in jewels.

		Hess and Creed arrived looking exactly like a couple successful pimps. Hess wore a bright long red jacket and Creed was almost as colorful. Hess wore a black hat and Creed a white one. Both had long sweeping feathers. That didn't seem to put anyone off and they joined the merrymaking crowd. There were a lot of high fives, low fives and fist bumps.

		Dinner was typical of county club fare but it was eatable so I ate. Being a cop, I had to watch my intake of booze because I was too well known to get by with being publicly drunk.

		After dinner we went to the ballroom where a band waited to start the music. The band wasn't particularly good but they made up for it by being very loud. I amused myself by checking out the women. Some had weathered the ten years since school well, some not so good. It was interesting to note that of all them, Joyce was the best preserved and I would bet none of them had done all that she had done.

		One of Joyce's fellow cheerleaders was a woman by the name of Jane. Jane Wilson had been her name and she had done pretty well staying attractive and looking fit. Joyce and Jane danced a couple fast dances together. I thought they looked good doing it.

		“Jane still looks pretty good,” I said to Joyce during one intermission.

		“Yes, she does,” Joyce agreed. “She was the first girl to eat my pussy.” She laughed at my expression. “Yes, smarty, I also ate hers. Let's go out on the balcony and get some air.”

		“So you and Jane, huh?” I said once we were out. “How did that come about?”

		“We were on a double date,” Joyce said. “We went out to the lake and parked. I was with Joey Miller and Jane was with Chuck Johnson. Joey got a blanket and we all got on it. Things progressed until Jane and I were both naked. I was lying on my back and Joey was straddling my head while I sucked his cock. Next thing I knew Chuck pushed Jane's face down on my pussy and damned if she didn't start sucking my clit. I came hard but she just kept sucking.”

		“Look, Joey,” Chuck said laughing. “Jane is sucking Joyce's pussy. Fuck! She likes it.”

		“Turn her around so Joyce can suck her cunt,” Joey said and they whirled me around and there was Jane's pussy coming down on my face. I didn't protest too much and I ate her to a climax. Seeing us got both boys hard and ready to go so we fucked. After that Jane and I would get together when we wanted some softer loving.”

		“Wow, who knew you cheerleaders had so much fun?” I said.

		“We knew,” Joyce said laughing. “We all were sluts, but I was the only one that was call one. There was one cheerleader, Sara, I think was her name. She got knocked up on an away game. We all laughed but I wonder why we did. We were all playing pregnancy roulette. At least I did until my mother realized I was a slut and got me on the pill.”

		“I don't remember a cheerleader named Sara,” I said.

		“It was her first year on the squad and after she got knocked-up she left town,” Joyce. “Let's go dance but if you are interested I can get Jane and you can have an angelic threesome with us. Her husband travels a lot.” I just learned what an angelic threesome was and couldn't wait to try it.

		“See that redhead over there in the white dress?” Joyce went on. “That's Sandy and she's a cum queen. That girl loves cum. One night she sucked off eight football players one right after another and swallowed every drop she could suck out of them. She enjoys dark meat, too. Watch her, Jack,” Joyce said giggling. “She maneuvering closer and closer to Hess and Creed. That slut has black on her mind tonight. She doesn't know they are here to recruit some new talent for their stable.”

		“Really?” I said having a little trouble getting my mind around all she was telling me.

		“Yes really,” Joyce said. “They use a lot of white MILFs as escorts. Mother's I like to fuck, in case you don't know the expression. Sandy is about the perfect age for their purposes. Her figure is still good and she's pretty but most importantly she likes to fuck blacks.” A few minutes later, she pointed out another former classmate she said did work for the two black men. The woman obviously had just arrived.

		“Yeah, her name is Ramona,” Joyce said waving to get her attention. The woman saw Joyce and waved making her way toward us.

		“You made it, I see,” Joyce said hugging the woman.

		“Yes,” Ramona said. “I had a date and my date didn't want it to end. I had to use most of his tip to get a cab to bring me here all the way from the city.”

		“I suppose you have to put work first and play last,” Joyce said.

		“Not me,” Ramona said laughing. “My work is my play. Looks like most of the old gang is here.” Ramona was a short pretty woman with some obvious Hispanic blood. Her coal black hair and lush figure gave testimony to that.

		“It is a better turn-out than the five year reunion,” Joyce said. “Or so I've been told. I didn't make it for number five.”

		“I was here,” Ramona said. “I was married then and the whole thing sucked the big one. My ex got drunk and tried to pick a fight with Hess.”

		“Were you doing escorts then?” Joyce asked her.

		“No, but I started a few weeks later,” Ramona said with a big toothy smile. “After my ex left the party I went out with Hess and Creed joined us later. The black fuckers hooked me into hooking in just one night. Good to see you, Joyce,” she said “Nice seeing you again, Jack. I'm going to go make the rounds and see who's here.”

		“I do not remember her,” I said when she was gone.

		“She had some work done,” Joyce said. “Back in the day she was kind of chubby and had an overbite. Got all that fixed and got a boob job. She's a big money maker because the brother's all love her.”

		“So, Hess and Creed have a lot of white women hooking for them?” I said.

		“They have nothing but white women,” Joyce said. “Well, there is one Korean girl. That was why they needed some up-front money. They decided to specialize with all white pussy for black cocks. It took a while to get it off the ground but their business is flying high now.”

		“I thought you were a partner,” I said.

		“I guess you would call me a silent partner,” she answered with a smile. “I'll tell you that story later if you want to hear it.”

		Later while Joyce was dancing with some man, I stood by the bar and watched them. Hess came to stand beside me.

		“What's up, Jack?” he asked. I told him nothing much was up. “You are a cop,” he said. “How do the cops here feel about whores?”

		“We stamp-out crime at every level,” I said giving him the official party line.

		“Yeah, sure,” he said. “But do you boys in blue fight prostitution with enthusiasm?”

		“No, not so much,” I said. “As long as no one complains and they keep it on the down-low we pretty much leave them alone. Not that we have a huge problem.”

		“Yeah, who's hooking here?” he asked.

		“There are a couple semi-pros that work the bars and the hotels,” I said. “Maybe one or two real whores. Why do you ask?”

		“Are any of them taking care of the black population?” he asked.

		That was a good question. We had a rather large black population that developed over the last five years or so. The two large manufacturing plants that moved in brought most of them. As a cop, I didn't pay much attention to the blacks unless they caused me a problem. I told Hess I didn't know the answer to his question and again ask him why he was asking.

		“Me and Creed were thinking maybe we would branch out of Capitol City and open one here,” he said. “We want to know just how much trouble we'd have with the law.”

		“How much trouble do you have in Cap City?” I asked him.

		“Just the usual,” he said. “We run a clean operation and supply to the demand. Of course we always make sure the vice cops get a nice present at Christmas. Is there a city ordinance prohibiting escort businesses?”

		“None that I'm aware of,” I answered. “You should know if it becomes a problem they can have ordnance with the stroke of a pen.”

		“Me and Creed work hard to make sure there are never any problems,” he said. “You and Joyce getting along okay?”

		“We're doing fine, Hess,” I said.

		“Did she tell you she saved our bacon a few years back?” he asked.

		“She told me she invested some money in your enterprise,” I said.

		“She saved us long before she invested,” Hess said. “Get her to tell you about that. Did she tell you about her tattoo and her piercings?”

		“No, we didn't get into that,” I said. I had wondered about the small tat just above her pussy but I got distracted and forgot to mention it. I hadn't noticed any piercing.

		“Joyce is a great gal and a good sport,” Hess said. “I got to go mingle,” he said. “Creed and me plan to stay around a few days so maybe we'll be seeing you.”

		I watched him work his way across the dance floor patting fannies as he went. None of the women seem to mind much that the big black man rubbed their ass. I laughed when I noticed some of the men glared at him but said nothing. I made a mental note to ask Joyce about the queen of spades tattoo.

		“Are you about ready to go, Jack?” Joyce asked. “I've been felt-up enough and I'm ready to fuck.”

		“Good to hear,” I said. “You were having a good time so I thought you would be closing the joint down.”

		“I have an auction to go to in the morning,” she said taking my arm. “It was great to see all the old gang but now it's time for some sex with a good looking cop.”

		

		***

		

		What Joyce meant was she intended to fuck a cop to death. She rode me until I had absolutely nothing left for her. Only then did she let me go to sleep just to wake me a few short hours later by giving me a great blowjob. That is a nice way to wake up.

		At noon, Joyce and I along with a few other people met at the courthouse steps and she bid highest and bought the Hill House. I thought it was a lot of money but she was ecstatic.

		“I stole the damned place,” she said laughing. She wrote the clerk a check. The clerk gave her a receipt and a set of keys and we went to lunch.

		“Are you really going to run a bed and breakfast?” I asked her as we ate.

		“No, I don't think so,” she said. “I just wanted a place to stay when I was in town. Also a few rooms for guests and the Hill House is perfect for that. Let's go see what I bought.”

		It was obvious that the old ladies had spent a lot of money getting the house remodeled and modernized. There had originally been six huge bedrooms and now there were ten and each had a bathroom.

		Joyce had bought the house as-is and that included the furniture and furnishings. The old ladies had bought enough plates and flatware to feed a small army. There was a large storage room full of linen and blankets along with towels and washcloths. They had been ready for guests and apparently not ready for the grim reaper. They left all their clothing in the closets.

		“I've got to get someone in to haul all this stuff to Goodwill,” Joyce said peering in one of the closets. “It's kind of sad that neither old lady got a chance to see their dreams come true.”

		“Yeah,” I agreed. “What the hell are you going to do with this monstrosity? Are you going to have that many guests?” Then it dawned on me. “You and the Terrible Two are going to open a whorehouse, aren't you?”

		“Absolutely not,” she said. “It will be a social club, Jack. A place where lonely people can come and enjoy themselves. It will be kind of like a bed and breakfast but without the breakfast. I'll have to get the utilities changed over Monday but in the meanwhile I think you and I should make sure all the beds work properly.”

		Cops in every village, town and city all know that the laws concerning women, gambling, and drinking are most often disregarded. It's said that prostitution is the oldest profession. That of course is not true. First there was farming, then hunting, and then the selling and buying of pussy.

		Mankind has always engaged in commercial sex. The demand was always met with supply. As a cop and as a human, I am against anyone being enslaved as sex objects. I took a benign stand on anyone willing to sell themselves. If a woman over the legal age of consent wanted to sell her pussy I didn't care so I didn't waste my time trying to stop her.

		Rape was another matter altogether. I always hoped a rapist would resist arrest just so I could shoot his ass. They never did resist that much. I have read that some social experts believe that prostitutes fill a need that stops some would-be rapists from doing the deed. I'm not convinced but maybe they are right. Not that we had a lot of rape in my part of the world. Most reported rape is of the statutory type. The last one I investigated was an eighteen-year-old boy fucking his seventeen-year-old girlfriend. He was eighteen by a month and she was shy of eighteen by a couple months. As luck would have it, I couldn't find the luckless lad to arrest him. Yes, of course I gave him a head start until her parents calmed down.

		Anyway, I wasn't sure how I felt about Joyce and her buddies, Hess and Creed, coming to town to open a whorehouse. Also I wasn't sure how the city fathers and city mothers on the city council would feel about it. The chief of police might have some ideas about prostitutes in Dover, too.

		I discovered the rest of that day and well into the night Joyce hadn't been kidding about trying all the beds. Luckily I had the duty on Sunday afternoon and night so I escaped her clutching thighs.

		

		***

		

		“How's it going, Detective?” the chief of police asked me that afternoon. It didn't surprise me he was in the station on a Sunday. “Are you going to do anything to earn your pay today?”

		“No sir,” I said. “Not if I can help it.”

		“Good lad,” he said taking a seat in my visitor's chair. “How are you coming with the home invasion case?”

		“Arrested them Thursday night,” I said knowing he knew. He knew everything that went on. “Sent the file to the attorney general's office and they said it was a shaky case.”

		“Fucking pricks always say that,” he said. “That way they can blame us or the judge if they drop the ball. The perps, do we know them?”

		“No sir,” I said. “Just a couple black gang-bangers looking for some easy money.”

		“Man, they were right,” he said. “The neighborhood did go downhill when they moved in.”

		That isn't as racist as it sounds. Chief Amos Howell is black. One of the four black cops in the city. He and I got along fine because we both were Marines. Unlike me, Howell was a Marine Corps officer. He was hired to be the chief over my boss, Lieutenant Alvin Mikes. Mikes thought he should have been promoted to chief so he was a bitter man.

		Chief Howell thought Mikes was a waste of space and I tended to agree with him. Silently agreed, I should say. Mikes had waited for three years for Howell to screw up and he hadn't. He had actually improved the department.

		Chief Amos Howell was a large black man and when I say black I don't mean the various shades of tan and brown we've taken to calling black. He was really black. He had retired from the Corp after twenty but I didn't know all that much about him.

		“I heard Hess and Creed were in town,” Howell said. “Do you know them?” From the overly casual way he asked I knew he knew I did know them.

		“I do,” I said. “They were one grade behind me in high school. I guess they are here for the ten year class reunion. How do you know them?”

		“They were at Ohio State when I taught Naval ROTC there,” he said. “What a fucking waste. They were being scouted by every pro team in the country then got themselves involved in what was described as a gang rape. After they had been arrested and kicked out of school it was proven they had nothing to do with any rape, gang or otherwise. By then it was too late for them. No one would even talk to them. Well, since you don't seem to be working and I'm not doing anything, we should go on about what we're not doing. Be safe, Detective.” He got up, took a couple steps and turned back. “Here's one for you: A notorious bitch of a whore, would allow horny sailors to score, but employed every means, of avoiding Marines- She was rotten, they claimed, to the Corps. Have a good day, Detective.”

		I thanked him and quickly wrote it down before I forgot it. I do like limericks. I was working the two PM to midnight shift and it stayed quiet most of the night. Sunday nights are usually peaceful. Monday night was also reasonably quiet.

		I spent most of Monday day driving Joyce around getting utilities changed to her name, getting the deed recorded and things like that.

		I counted time spent with Joyce well spent in or out of bed. On Tuesday, she went back to Cap City to take care of things there. She told me would be back by the weekend.

		To tell the truth I was glad for the break. She had just about killed me. It seemed to me that she could not get enough fucking. Since I didn't want to disappoint her, I tried harder, hence the near death thing.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The next few days were mostly routine. By the middle of the week I was looking forward to Joyce's return. On Thursday afternoon Chief Howell called me to his office.

		“What's up, Chief?” I asked poking my head into his office.

		“Come on in, Detective,” he said. “Close the door please.” I did as he said wondering what I had done to warrant the summons.

		“There is an interesting rumor out in the black community,” the chief said. “Apparently some of the brothers seem to think something good is coming to town. Have you heard anything?”

		“I'm not sure what we are talking about, sir,” I hedged.

		“The word out there is that soon there will be some white whores available for black men. The way I understood it the white women will be exclusively for black use. Have you heard anything about that?”

		“No sir,” I said lying through my teeth. “I haven't had much contact with black people and it's not a likely subject they would feel free to discuss with me. When is this event supposed to happen?”

		“Soon,” he said. “Apparently your buddies Hess and Creed are branching out from Cap City to here. Didn't they mention it to you last weekend when they were here?”

		“Yes, as a matter of fact I was asked about the city ordinances about escort services. I told them there wasn't any, as far as I knew.”

		“Well, you told them wrong,” he said. “All sex orientated business has to have approval from the chief of police before a license is issued. That includes adult bookstores, tittie bars, and escort services.”

		“I did not know that,” I said. “Is that a new law?”

		“Naw, it has been on the books for several years,” Howell said. “How do we feel about an escort service coming in?”

		“It could mean trouble for us,” I answered slowly. Then I decided to be straight with him. “Personally I couldn't care less if they start an escort business. If it becomes more trouble than we want to deal with, we can put them out of business. For the record, Hess and Creed are not my friends. I do know them and that is about all.”

		“Okay, got it,” he said and smiled. “I think I like the idea that there will be something just for the blacks in the area. I met with Hess and Creed yesterday and I told them to keep it clean. I told them what you said. If we get complaints or if there is trouble, I'll run their black ass right out of town. It's funny, Keyes, but Hess and Creed both seem to think they are your friends. Why don't you tell me about your mutual friend Joyce. Isn't she the lady that bought the old Hill House?”

		“Yes sir,” I said. I told him that Joyce and I were friends but not old friends but that she and the Terrible Two were old friends.

		“I see,” he said when I finished my editorialized version of the facts. “Okay, Detective, here's the deal. I expect you to keep an eye on her and the Hill House. I understand that the escorts will have to have a safe place to take the men and I'm sure it will be that house. I expect you to keep me informed if there is trouble.”

		“That, Chief, will not be a problem for me,” I assured him. “The only problem I foresee is once one escort business starts we'll be flooded with them.”

		“That might become a problem,” he said. “I assured Hess and Creed that I would monitor the situation and I would not allow anyone else to start an escort business in this town. If we get some unlawful escorts, the department will take steps to stop it. Yes, Detective, that may be impeding free trade but you let me worry about that. I have no intention of making this a wide-open town. Do you have any problems with that?”

		“No sir,” I said. “I have no problems keeping things under control.” I had no problem with the black chief of police making sure the two black men provided white women to black customers either, but I didn't say that aloud. “How do they plan to advertise their service?” I asked instead.

		“Low key,” the chief said. “I insisted on that because I do not want the church people banging on my door. Primary method will be word of mouth. That old house your new old friend bought is isolated enough so that traffic should not be a problem for neighbors. Hess and Creed told me about Joyce Taylor and I would like to meet her when she returns. Can you arrange that?”

		I told him I was sure I could and I left his office wondering what Amos Howell had in mind. I knew he was single and I thought maybe the chief wanted some perks. I wasn't sure how I felt about that.

		Of course I was well aware I had no claim on Joyce. I was sure, given her hot nature, she wasn't being celibate while she was in Cap City. I wondered if Joyce wasn't a nymphomaniac or something. I had never run across any woman who like to fuck as much as she did.

		I finished up my workweek at midnight on Thursday and started my three days off. I won't deny I was looking forward to Joyce getting back.

		I went home to my small but nice apartment and fell in bed. The phone woke me the next morning. It was Joyce calling to tell me she would in Dover by noon and I could buy her lunch. I told her I thought it was a great plan.

		I walked into the cafe just before noon to find Joyce wasn't alone. Hess and Creed were with her.

		Joyce made a big production of getting up to hug me and tell me she missed me much to the amusement of Hess and Creed as well as the other patrons. Joyce explained she came with them because she didn't own a car.

		“I hear we are in business,” Creed said while we ate. “Thanks for smoothing the way, Keyes.”

		“I didn't do anything,” I said. “The thanks belong to Chief Howell. By the way, he wants to meet you, Joyce.”

		“And I him,” she said. “He sounds like someone I need to know. The boys have a couple girls coming down this weekend to get things started,”

		“It's looks good, too,” Creed said. “I suspect the girls that are coming down will be busy.”

		“We may have to bring a couple more down,” Hess said.

		“Can I be nosy and ask what you charge for...what do you call it? A date?” I said.

		“Calling it a date works,” Hess said. “It varies depending on what they client wants. Base fee for a plain cheese pie is three hundred dollars and goes up depending on what toppings they want to add.”

		“Hess likes to make a pizza analogy,” Creed said grinning. “We have a menu of toppings they can add.”

		“You look confused, Jack,” Joyce said. “Plain cheese is a straight fuck. Toppings include a blow job, anal, double cheese which is a double fuck, girl on girl show, and that sort of thing.”

		“What does double cheese cost?” I asked.

		“Five hundred bucks,” Hess answered. “But that includes some head and ass. They save a little on a double dip.”

		“Wow, three hundred dollars for a fuck sounds high to me,” I said.

		“It is, but keeping prices up we avoid the riff-raff,” Creed said. “We have quality goods and charge a quality fee. If the brother wants a fifty dollar fuck or a twenty dollar blow-job he can go to the city and get a curb crawler.”

		“Our girls are all good looking, clean, and disease free,” Joyce said. “Our clients are not rushed out the door after a ten or fifteen minute fuck. They get up to half an hour. For another fifty bucks they can extend the time to an hour. Of course there is some wiggle room for the girls. They can make minor price adjustments. Our clients get their money's worth, Jack.” I did not miss her use of the word “our”.

		“Yeah,” Hess said. “Black cops fuck for half price.”

		“Or for free,” Creed quickly added. “We like to make everybody happy.”

		“Free sound better on a cop's salary,” I said. “There are only three blacks on the force beside the chief so you won't be overwhelmed. What if a white cop wants to sample the goodies?”

		“We do not discriminate,” Joyce said. “In Cap City we get a lot of white men who just want to see a black man do a white woman. If they got a hundred bucks they can watch if the client doesn't mind.”

		“Sometimes white women want to watch and about half the time we recruit them,” Creed said. “Two of the girls we have working now came to observe and liked what they saw.”

		“We have a two-way mirror being installed at the Hill House for that purpose,” Joyce said glancing at her watch. “They should about finished now so I have to run. Coming, Jack?” I moved my car to where Hess or Creed had parked and transferred her luggage to my car.

		Once we were at Hill House, I had to unload her luggage and carry them around the other cars and trucks to get them into the house. Of course, she picked her room on the top floor. Hill House needed an elevator. I found a place out of the way to rest from my labors.

		“Good, you've finally finished,” Joyce said when she found me. “I had them put plenty of beer in the kitchen. They should all be cold by now so get one for us and let's go see what they've been doing this week.”

		We had a two-way mirror in our interrogation room at the station but it looked exactly like a two-way mirror. The one they installed for Joyce looked just like the other mirrors in the room. It had a nice gold leaf frame around it. There was even a mirror on the ceiling with the bed directly under it.

		The viewing room was well furnished with a small bar, a sofa, and some comfortable chairs place so the voyeurs could peek in comfort. I asked her about the console in the corner.

		“That's there to operate the video cameras,” Joyce told me. “Of course we don't tape everything that goes on but there are times when it's to our advantage.” I asked her for an example. “We get all the new girls on tape agreeing to have sex with men,” she answered. “Sometimes they have a change of heart and we don't want a claim of them being coerce or raped. Hess and Creed learned that the hard way. That screw-up cost them fifty grand. Then there are some people who actually want a video of themselves doing the deed.” Blackmail crossed my mind but I didn't say anything. That didn't seem to fit Joyce or even Hess and Creed.

		Another change was the addition of a huge hot water heater. That made sense since one would hope the whores took a bath now and then. Also during her absents someone had cleaned the huge house from top to bottom. The old musty smell was gone and replaced by some flowery scent.

		“Jack, why don't you call your chief and tell him to come over anytime this evening?” Joyce suggested. “I might as well get the grip and grin meeting over with.”

		I called Chief Howell and gave him the invitation. He told me he would drop by after work and after he changed out of his uniform. Being in civilian clothing seemed like a good idea even though Hill House was isolated.

		Hill House was at the end of the street in a cul-de-sac. I suppose there at one time been neighbors but all the other houses on either side were abandoned or torn down. There were trees and bushes all around Hill House making it nearly invisible. Good for a whorehouse and, I suppose, even for a bed and breakfast.

		Joyce stayed busy directing the workers and the delivery men. She had changed out some of the smaller beds for king-size beds. Playgrounds, she called them. Someone delivered groceries. I asked Joyce if she intended on feeding the johns when they came for pussy.

		“No, but I live here and I will feed myself and Jack Keyes, my fuck-buddy,” she informed me. “I sure don't want you getting weak from hunger.”

		The meeting between Chief Howell and Joyce was...well, extraordinary He arrived a few minutes after six that evening. All the workers had gone leaving Joyce and me to ourselves. He arrived just in time to prevent us from trying out one of the new playgrounds.

		“I've heard a lot about you so it's a pleasure meeting you, ma'am,” Howell said after I introduced them. “Is it Miss Taylor? I know you have been married so I'm not sure.”

		“It's Taylor,” Joyce said. “I reverted to my original maiden name. However, for you, Chief, it's Joyce. From whom did you hear about me?”

		“Hess and Creed were in a few days ago,” Howell said. “Apparently they've known you for a long time and also apparently, they know you well.”

		“Since high school,” Joyce said. “Of course you know that those boys are notorious liars. They would know the truth if truth bit them on their ass.”

		“They told me they have been fucking you for years,” Howell said.

		“Okay, that much is true,” Joyce admitted with a smile. If Howell was trying to shake her, it didn't work.

		“Just so you know,” Howell said. “If I have any trouble out of you, Creed, or Hess I'll shut you down.”

		“There will be no police type trouble,” Joyce said.

		“Great,” Howell said grinning. “Then we'll get along just fine. How many girls will you have working here?”

		“Just a few at first to see how it goes,” Joyce said. “Testing the market, so to speak.”

		“Local girls or imported from Cap City?” he inquired.

		“Some of both,” she answered and offered him some beer which he accepted. “It should go without saying, but I'll say it anyway. The chief of police is always welcome to come and enjoy one or more of the available ladies.”

		“Does that include the madam?” Howell asked her.

		“I do not see myself in that role,” Joyce said apparently still unperturbed. “I own Hill House but the business belongs to Hess and Creed. I think of myself as the house mother.”

		“Okay, does the chief of police get to fuck the house mother?” he asked grinning at her and winking at me.

		“That is up to Jack,” Joyce said. What the fuck was going on? My friend just told my boss that he had to ask my permission to fuck her? “At any rate, Chief, there will be some lady to entertain you,” Joyce continued.

		“Good to know,” Howell said. “I know a lady that you might be able to use. She's young, white, and fucks like a mink. Her name is Sandra Jones. Goes by Sandy.”

		“A petite redhead?” Joyce asked. Howell nodded. “I know her,” Joyce said. “Sandy is married so that might be a problem. How do you know her, if I may ask?”

		“Her husband won't be a problem,” Howell said confidently “He a jerk-off that likes to watch Sandy getting fucked. She was fucking one of my patrolmen and he told me about her. I went to see for myself if she was as hot as he reported. She was hotter, by the way.”

		“I'm sure Hess and Creed will be glad to interview her,” Joyce said. “She married Jimmy Jones because she thought she was knocked-up or so I was told. Tell Sandy to come see us.”

		“I'll do that,” Howell said. “Detective, how about letting me have some of Joyce's pussy?” How the fuck was I supposed to answer that?

		“Who Joyce fucks is up to Joyce,” I finally said. I was suffering from some mixed emotions. I didn't want to piss off my boss and I didn't want to piss-off Joyce. Also I wasn't sure how I felt about sharing my new girlfriend with Howell.

		“In that case, Chief,” she said giving me a glance I could not read. “Let's go in here and get better acquainted. She showed him the mirrored bedroom with the fake mirror. I knew it wasn't an accident that she chose that room out of all the bedrooms in the place.

		I waited until they closed the door and I went to the viewing room. I got in just in time to hear Howell tell Joyce the mirrors all looked good. They stood a foot apart for a few moments.

		“Show me what you got, girl,” Howell said. Joyce smiled and unbuttoned her shirt, removed it and cast it aside. She unhooked her bra and did the same thing with it. She was still smiling as she thrust out her big beautiful tits.

		“Do you like what you see so far?” she asked. I would be able to tell her the sound system worked perfectly.

		“Yes I do,” he said. “So far. Nice chest, Joyce.”

		She made the awkward chore of removing her slacks seem smooth and polished. When she was bare-ass naked, she opened her stance and looked at the chief.

		“Okay, I've showed you mine, now you show me yours,” she said.

		Amos Howell wasn't as smooth or as polished at stripping but he got it done. He pushed his boxers down and a huge hunk of black meat sprung out.

		“Oh my,” Joyce said giving the huge thing a careful look. “That is a nice cock, Chief.”

		“Thank you and call me Amos,” he said. She smiled and took the huge cock in her hand and jacked it a few times. It didn't get any larger but it seemed to get harder.

		“Fine, Amos,” she said. “And Amos, if you ever put my friend Jack, in that fucking impossible position again, I'll cut this cock off and feed it to you.” She never stopped smiling but damned if I didn't believe her.

		“Feisty, aren't you?” he said. “Yeah, that wasn't cool but he's a big boy and he'll get over it. Suck my cock, whore.”

		“I would be a whore if you were paying me, you cocksucker,” she replied and went to her knees. She kissed the head of his long thick black rod. “I am a slut and since I'm holding your balls in my hand you should agree with me.”

		“I got it,” Howell said. “Slut, not a whore. Give me some head, slut. Maybe you won't be so fucking mouthy when I fuck your little white asshole.” She just smiled up at him. I couldn't put a finger on just what but something had changed. Howell stopped being nice or even civil and that was not like him at all.

		I watched as she took a lot of his cock in her mouth and moved her head back and forth. She was actually letting him fuck her mouth. That went on for about five minutes until he lifted her up by her arms.

		“Time to fuck,” he said his voice raspy.

		“No, but it's getting close to that time,” Joyce said. “But now it's time for you to eat my pussy.”

		“I don't eat a...a slut's cunt,” Howell said. “Never have and never will.”

		“Pity,” Joyce said. “Until you lick my pussy you won't fuck it. Get dressed, Amos.”

		“Fuck that!” he said and threw her down on the bed.

		“No, not fuck it,” Joyce said. “Eat it then fuck it.”

		“Okay, but if anyone ever hears I went downtown on you, you’ll regret it.” His tone was as cold as ice and it was scary even to me in the next room.

		I consider myself somewhat of an expert muff diver and I thought Chief Howell did a good job. Apparently so did Joyce because after a few minutes she begun to cum.

		“Give it to me, Amos!” Joyce said breathlessly urgently pulling on his arms. “Shove that black cock in me and fuck me!”

		The sight of Howell's big black tool going into her pussy was an awesome sight. There was no hesitation, no tentative probing. He simply positioned his cock at her slit, opened her pussy lips with the head of his cock and rammed it in her.

		“Fuck!” Joyce screeched at the top of her lungs when he was balls deep in her. “Ohh...Ohh...Oh Fuck, that's good wood! Put the fucking hammer down, big boy! Give me the fucking I need!”

		I don't know if it was the one she needed but he did lay a fucking on her. He hammered her for fifteen minutes without even slowing down and suddenly with his cock deep within her he stopped.

		“You're proud of you big fat white titties, aren't you?” he said and grabbed both of them squeezing and mashing them. He roughly pinched and jerked her nipples. He hauled back and slapped first one breast then the other one causing Joyce to grunt with each and moan after. I was about to start for the door when I saw Joyce signaling me with her hand. It was a palm down side-to-side motion. I hoped I read the signal correctly.

		He released her breasts and went back to fucking her. After a few minutes he got her on her knees and begun to dog fuck her. Through the mirror, I could see between their legs. Her cunt was foam covered and leaked his cum and he still continued to slam her.

		From my vantage point, it seemed that he was trying to hurt Joyce and when he took his cock out of her pussy and shoved it forcefully in her ass, I knew for a fact he was. His dry anal entrance caused Joyce to groan and sob as he slammed his cock in her ass,

		Suddenly he pulled his black slimy cock out and turned her over. He took his cock in his hand and jacked-off covering her face with his cum.

		The chief of police quickly dressed and left. I stood looking at the motionless Joyce lying on the bed with her legs sprayed open. Cum was leaking out of her red and raw looking pussy.

		“Jack, you want to come in and give me a hand getting into the shower?” she said in a normal tone of voice.

		“What the fuck, Joyce?” I said rushing into the room. “What was that all about?”

		“Amos is working through something,” she said as I helped her up.

		“Are you hurt?” I asked helping her into the anointing bathroom.

		“No,” she said with a little laugh. “It was a rough fuck, but I've survived worse. It will take me a little while to get over it so how about tonight I just give you a hand job?”

		“I can wait so not a problem,” I said but I had to laugh at her pluck. I got the water temperature right and put her in the shower. Her boobs were turning red and I thought she would be bruised. “Should I order something from a take-out place?”

		“Great idea,” she said. “Pizza from Genoa's would be great. Any toppings you want except anchovies and fruit.”

		

		***

		

		“I'm going to have a talk with Chief Howell,” I said later as we ate our pie. “That was...”

		“No!” Joyce said. “Leave it alone, Jack. It will get straightened out. That wasn't about me or you.”

		“It sure as hell looked like it had something to do with you,” I said. “How did you know I was in the other room?”

		For some reason she seemed to think that was funny. Half an hour later, full of pizza and about half-drunk on beer we fell into bed. Joyce was asleep within thirty seconds. I took a bit longer to fall asleep.

		I couldn't reconcile the man who was my boss and the man I saw fucking Joyce. My boss had always been a gentleman. He had been a Marine Corps officer so by law, an officer and a gentleman. I had no idea who the mad man was that ravished Joyce.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I woke up in stages the following morning. The strange bed was a bit disorientating but I quickly got past that. Some point in the awaking process I discovered I had to piss so I rushed the next couple of stages and went to the bathroom.

		I took a shower, dressed, and when forth to see why I woke up alone. I detected the aroma of brewing coffee and heard music long before I reached the huge remodeled kitchen. That was where I found Joyce dancing to the sound of Chuck Berry coming from the radio.

		“Good morning, Jack,” she said brightly. “I love the sound of that old time rock and roll, don't you?”

		“I do,” I told her. “Much better than what's call rock now. You seem to have recovered okay.”

		“Yeah, the girls are a bit tender,” she said cupping her big boobs, “But otherwise I'm okay. Coffee is fresh because I put it on when I heard you stirring.”

		“Thanks,” I said and got myself a mug of coffee. I sat down beside her at the bar. “Joyce I'm sorry about...”

		“Hush, Jack,” she said and put a finger across my lips. “You have nothing to be sorry for.”

		“I invited him,” I said. “He's my boss.”

		“Actually I asked you to invite him,” she said. “You are in no way responsible for him or for what happened. On a happier subject, how did the viewing room work out? Could you see clearly?”

		“Much too clearly,” I said. “Yes, the view was perfect. It's too bad I didn't know how to turn on the camera.”

		“I turned it on,” she said and laughed. “There is a hidden switch just inside the door. Of course at the time I didn't know I would be recording me being ravished.” She sighed. “I was teasing him, and goading him and somehow I triggered something within him. I don't know what it was he had kept caged and that I let loose, but it was something. I suspect I'll hear from him soon.”

		“Why do you think so?” I asked.

		“Because he knows what he did,” she answered. “And it will gnaw at him until he has to talk about it. He'll feel the necessity to explain or to apologize for his actions. It was mostly my fault because I messed with the bull and got the horn, to paraphrase. It's going to be a nice day so why don't we go out to the lake for a picnic?”

		

		***

		

		It was a grand day for a picnic at the lake. We were lucky enough to find a nice unoccupied spot on a grassy knoll overlooking the lake. We sat on a blanket she brought and ate our lunch.

		“Joyce, Hess told me that night at the country club that you saved them even before you invested in their business. What did he mean?”

		“That's rather involved,” she said.

		“I don't have anything to do except lay here, drink beer, and listen to you, so tell me all about it,” I encouraged.

		

		***

		

		Her story continues:

		Things went south in a hurry after I discovered Roy along with his asshole buddy Carl, were selling my pussy and advertising on the internet. There was something about it that seemed rotten to me. Not so much the selling of my ass or even the pictures they posted. It was the slimy way they went about it.

		One of the men that they made contact with was named William Williams. Yes, that seems like a cruel thing to name a son. He went by Bill and Bill came across as a man who didn't know where his next meal would come from. He didn't exactly dressed like a homeless person but it was close. To tell the truth I felt sorry for him and he was a sweet old man. He was about sixty at the time. Once he brought me a box of candy and another time a small bunch of flowers.

		Several things all happened about the same time. I discovered that Roy and Carl were selling my pussy and I found out about the internet photos. It was Bill Williams that let the cat out of the bag when he asked me if there was any way he could get one of the photos for his own.

		When it all came to light, I left Roy. I told him he could kiss my ass but that was as close as he was ever going to get to it again.

		I ran out of the house with no idea where I would go or how I would live. You can imagine my shock when I ran right into Bill who was waiting beside a long shiny black limonene. What the hell was a poor man doing riding in a limo?

		He told me to get in and since I didn't have anything else going for me I did. Bill took me to his big mansion and told me I was welcome to stay with him. Later I learned he was a fucking billionaire.

		Being married to Roy, I hadn't wanted for much but what Bill offered was the stuff storybooks are full of. The huge house was maintained by a staff of twelve full time people. There was a butler, maids, cleaners, and cooks plus Bill's driver.

		It was one of Bill's several attorneys that got me my divorce from Roy. Ol' Roy tried to fight it but once he realized he was up against a wealthy and powerful man he folded. He sent my clothing to me since I left without any but what I wore. Not that I was naked. Bill bought me a whole new wardrobe.

		I didn't love Bill and I made sure he knew it but I was fond of him. When he asked me to marry him, I agreed because he was a nice man. Bill knew I had a high libido and he never tried to slow me down. I guess Bill was a voyeur because he liked to watch me fuck other men.

		“Joyce,” Bill asked me one night, “Have you ever done it with a black man?” I told him I had on several occasions. “I would very much like to see you doing that.”

		That request came just a few days before I happen to pick up one of those little throw-away papers. You know the kind that advertise strip clubs, tittie bars and escorts. One ad had a photo and it was Hess and Creed on either side of a white woman. I called the number, got an answering service and left a message. Hess called me back that evening.

		“No shit?” Hess said when I told him who I was. He yelled at Creed and told him he was talking to Joyce Taylor.

		“It's Joyce Williams now,” I told him. “When did you boys get into town?”

		“A while ago,” he said. “Trying to get some business going. How did you find this number?”

		I told him and do you know the old joke about starting a whorehouse and running it by hand? That's practically what Hess and Creed were doing.

		I invited Hess and Creed to come to Bill's house for drinks. I never did think of it as my house for some reason.

		When Bill saw the two big black men, he was almost quivering with anticipation. I left them to become acquainted and I went up to change. I put on one of my new sexy outfits. It was a black bra with black panties both trimmed with gold thread. It was real gold and the most expensive thing I had ever owned. I put a red negligee over the black outfit, slipped on a pair of ultra high heels, and went back down to where the three men waited.

		“God Damn, Joyce,” Creed said when I entered the room. “You'd give a dead man a hard-on.”

		“That's a fact,” Hess agreed. “But what exactly is going on here?” he glanced at Bill.

		“My husband wants to see me fuck a couple black stallions,” I said seeing no reason to be coy. “Are you boys up to it?”

		“Won't be the first time we hit that thing,” Creed said.

		Apparently they were up for it. I had to caution them to take it easy with my gold threaded undies. I removed them myself to keep the boys from tearing them off of me.

		I quickly found myself nearly smothered by the two big men. Hess had his mouth on one nipple and Creed the other one.

		“To the bed!” Bill squeaked. “Take her to the bed and fuck her!”

		It was a good thing that Bill was willing for them to fuck me because there was no force on earth that could have stopped them.

		Even back in high school Hess and Creed worked well as a team. Many times a devil's threesome is a clumsy affair. The guys keep getting in each other's way but not Hess and Creed. The worked me like a pair of hungry wolves after a fawn.

		Once, just as they both fucked me, I got a quick glimpse of Bill and he looked like he was about to have a stroke. Hess has a longer cock but it's not as thick as Creed so Hess got my ass and Creed my pussy.

		That night they did what Hess and Creed do well. They fucked me hard, deep, and often. That was the first of many nights we put on a show for Bill and he never seemed to tire of it. He especially loved it when the boys doubled up on me.

		One day Hess called to tell me they wouldn't be able to come over for a while. I asked why and he said they would have to leave town for a while. It took some pulling but I finally got the whole story out of him.

		Apparently, they had bragged to some minor black mafia boss that they offered the best white pussy in town. They had some white chick from the burbs willing to put out for them but she had some trouble at home and couldn't work that weekend. Sick kid or sick husband, something like that.

		What I got out of his tale was the black gangster had enough clout to make things hard if not impossible for them to work in the city.

		“Just any old whore won't work, Joyce,” he said. “The dude is expecting classy white pussy from some housewife willing to fuck just him on a one time basis. That's what Creed and me promised him.”

		I knew they expected it so of course I volunteered to lend a hand...so to speak. Actually, I lent a hand, a mouth, my pussy, and my ass. The gangster wanted to get every penny's worth of the five hundred dollars he paid. He fucked me all Friday night, most of Saturday and half of Saturday night. As instructed, I pretended to be afraid of him and that his was the first black cock and all that jazz.

		Luckily Hess and Creed managed to recruit another white MLIF to help them and I went back to just being a housewife for Bill. Bill, by the way, was fine with my lost weekend as long as I told him every detail. He didn't even mind if I told it different each time I told it.

		It was about four months later that when Bill suddenly dropped dead from a massive heart attack. They said he was dead within a few seconds.

		As I said, I wasn't in love with Bill, but I did love him and I grieved over his departure. It was a shock because it was so sudden and out of the blue. He hadn't felt bad and when he left for his office that morning he was happy and by noon he was gone.

		I knew Bill was wealthy but I had no idea just how rich he had been until his attorney read the will. Bill left some money to his household staff but the rest he left to me. Suddenly I wasn't just a woman married to a rich man, I was a rich bitch in my own right.

		The first thing I did was retire the house staff and sell that mausoleum we lived in. I kept one of the maids and we moved into a condo downtown.

		A couple of hard black cocks were just the thing to help me out of my mourning period. One night Hess, Creed, and I came up with the idea of making their escort business an upscale venture. I invested a lot of money getting them set-up, helping them recruit some classy women and paying off whoever needed paying off. In order to get high-class clients, there needed to be a high-class front.

		It took a while but they managed to go from one or two women to fifteen to twenty fine looking escorts and their business...our business took off.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“So now you know the whole story, Jack,” Joyce said.

		“No, I don't,” I said smiling at her. “How did you get the tattoo above your pussy?”

		“Oh, that,” she said and launched back into story telling mode.

		

		***

		

		Joyce tells the story:

		That black gangster I told you about. The one that could hurt Hess and Creed. On the Saturday I was with him he decided I needed the tat.

		“You like fucking a spade so I'll get you marked,” he said.

		He took me to a tattoo parlor and had that queen of spades put on me. He also had my clit pierced and both nipples. At least he didn't go cheap on me. He bought some expensive SOLID gold rings and a gold stud for my pussy. I wasn't happy with the tat because it was forever but I sort of liked the nipple rings.

		The clit stud was a problem because it kept me always aroused. Sometimes just walking would get me off. I didn't need that shit because I'm nearly always ready or at the very least, I'm ready to get ready. I let the clit stud hole grow over but I sometimes wear the nip rings. Bill, my husband, loved the rings and I think he was secretly pleased with the tattoo. Of course having new jewelry where it was, made fucking rough that Saturday night but I used a numbing ointment and got by okay. For my birthday, one year, Hess and Creed got me some new platinum rings and chain for my nip rings.

		

		***

		

		“Would you want me to wear the rings?” Joyce asked.

		“I would indeed,” I said. “I can't imagine that they would make your beautiful nipples look any better but I would like to see.”

		That night she put in the rings and chain and proved me wrong. Damned if her big beautiful tits didn't look even better with them. She had a large assortment of tittie jewelry and I liked all of them even the nipple clamps.

		She showed me how to hold the chain in my teeth and how to jerk the clamps off of her nipples just as she climaxed. That action always produced a hard loud orgasm from her.

		“Roy, my ex, used clothes pins and sometimes a clothes hanger that had clips on it,” Joyce said. “That was mostly just painful but I liked it. Amos though slapping my boobs was punishment but he was wrong. I've always liked my tits played with roughly.”

		I was aware there was some human traffic in and out of the house but Joyce kept me distracted and well occupied.

		

		***

		

		I wasn't sure if I anticipated or dreaded it, but on Sunday about noon I got the call from Chief Howell.

		“Can we talk?” he asked. “I need to apologize to you and most certainly to Joyce. I'd like to come there if I may.” I asked Joyce and she told me to tell him to come right over.

		“First of all, I'm so sorry,” Chief Howell said after he arrived and Joyce got us a beer. “That was not at all like me at all.”

		“I accept your apology,” Joyce told him. “Unless you care to talk about it we'll never mention it again.” She was a lot more forgiving than me.

		“When I was a kid,” he said. “Maybe fifteen or so a white woman, a neighbor, made me eat her. I guess I had some sort of flashback. You suddenly became her and I flipped.”

		“Was that the first time you went down on a woman since?” Joyce asked. He nodded. “You were very good at it, Amos. You should do it more often.”

		“Maybe I will,” he said and smiled in embarrassment. “It wasn't as bad as I remembered. The neighbor wasn't very clean.”

		“I understand,” she said and put her white hand on his black arm. “You can make it up to me with a nice gentle fuck sometime.”

		“Anytime you say,” Howell said and laughed. “And Jack, I'm sorry I put you in that position. That will not happen again and I want you to know what happens outside of the police station stays out. So, Joyce, how is your first business weekend in Dover going?”

		“Busy,” she reported. “Hess went up and got two more girls yesterday and all four stayed busy yesterday and last night. Today will be slower I guess.”

		“Good,” he said. “I did mention you to Sandy and she said she would contact you.”

		“She did,” Joyce said. “She called me this morning. Are you sure you want to share your steady pussy?”

		“Can't wear it out,” Howell said. “Just to try to head-off trouble would you keep me advised when you have local women working?”

		“I will,” she assured him. “Ramona Wells is local and she here now. I'm sure we'll use Sandy and Hess found another lady but I don't know her or even her name. We'll meet her this afternoon. Would you like to stay and watch the interview?”

		“That might crimp your style,” Howell said. Joyce told him it would not put any crimp and showed him the viewing room.

		He was impressed with the viewing room and he spent a long time examining the console.

		“If there is a tape or disk with my face on it, you would be well advised to destroy it,” he said giving me a look that only a cop and a Marine Corps officer can give. Joyce handed him a disk and he broke it into two pieces and handed it back to her. “Only copy?” he asked and Joyce assured him it was. “Was that insurance?” he asked her.

		“No, just habit,” she answered. He gave her a steady piercing look for a few moments then nodded.

		“I'll take your word for it,” he said. “Now for some police business. In a few weeks or maybe a month or so, I'll raid this place. I'll give you plenty of notice but I want to be able to tell anyone who asks that I've checked.”

		“I appreciate that, Amos,” Joyce said. “I'm sure Hess and Creed will also.”

		“Yeah, they got the shitty end of the stick,” Howell said. “What time is the interview? Do we have time for that gently fuck we spoke of?”

		“We have time,” Joyce said laughing. “I'm in the mood for a threesome. Are you okay if Jack joins us?”

		To be truthful, I wasn't all that comfortable having sex with Joyce along with the chief. However, the heat build and I forget everything except what we were doing. I remembered what Joyce said about two men and we were damned awkward but we managed to finally get the hang of it.

		At first, Howell and I were so careful to not touch one another we weren't doing a very good job but after we got passed that, everything went much smoother. By the time we doubled up on Joyce we were working like a well-oiled machine, Of course there was a running dialog of instructions and encouragement from Joyce.

		“You got it going now, boys,” she said. “You are giving momma a good fuck...that's it, Jack. Deeper, Amos.” and stuff like that. All the while we were fucking her, both as singles and when we doubled up on her, she was careful not to show any preference. Chief Howell and I got the same number of accolades.

		The three of us cavorted for well over an hour before Howell called a time-out. Man, was I glad he did. Joyce lay between us trying to stroke some life in two cocks. Howell was the first to hit the shower and when he finished, Joyce and I showered together.

		“Thank, you, Jack,” Joyce said as I washed her. “For being nice to Amos, I mean...for washing my back, too, but mostly for not being a prick to him. He's a good man, I think.”

		“He's my boss,” I said. “Only a fool goes out of his way to piss-off the boss man.”

		“Well now you and your boss have a special bond that only men who have been in a devil's threesome can know,” she said and laughed. “For all the good that will do you. We have to hurry because Hess will start the interview soon.”

		

		***

		

		When Hess entered the room with a woman, Joyce, Howell and I were comfortably waiting in the viewing room. We didn't have to wait very long but while we waited, Joyce told us while the room was reasonably soundproof we should speak in low voices.

		“Thanks for coming in,” Hess told the attractive woman. She was medium height with what looked like a nice figure. “Have a seat and we'll get started,” Hess continued. “He put a small micro recorder on the small table. “I will record our conversation.”

		“That's fine,” the blond headed woman said with a nervous smile. I noticed Chief lean forward while looking at the woman.

		“Okay, for the record, please state your name and age,” Hess said.

		My name is Lois Mikes and I am twenty seven,” she said,

		Howell hissed in an explosion of breath.

		“You know her?” Joyce whispered to him.

		“We've met a few times,” Howell said with a wide smile. “Jack, she's Lieutenant Alvin Mikes' wife.”

		“No shit?” I whispered unable to keep from laughing softly.

		“Lois, as I understand you wish to be employed by THC Enterprises as a part-time escort. Is that a fact?” I got it. THC was Taylor, Hess, and Creed.

		“Yes it is,” she answered.

		“Do you acknowledge that that position is a sexual position and that you will be having consensual sex with multiple black men over the course of your employment?”

		“Yes,” Lois answered.

		“Are you married?” Hess asked.

		“Yes,” she answered.

		“Does your husband know what you are about to do?”

		“No he doesn't know,” she said. “I don't think he cares what I do.”

		“Have you ever worked as a prostitute before?”

		“No, never.”

		“Have you ever had sex with a black man before?”

		“Yes, just one time,” she said and smiled. “With you, a few days ago.”

		“Did you enjoy having sex with me?” Hess asked.

		“Damned right I did,” she said. “I loved it.”

		“Lois, you do understand that our clients will demand a variety of sex from you?” Hess said. “Is there anything of a sexual nature you absolutely will not do?”

		“I don't want to be hurt so I guess that's one thing,” she answered after a few moments. “I can't think of anything else.”

		“Have you ever engaged in group sex such as threesomes with two men?”

		“Sure,” she said. “Before I married Al I did things like that.”

		“Ever had sex with a woman?” Hess asked her.

		“Yes, sometimes,” she said. “My friend Jane and I get it on now and then.”

		“I'll lay you odds she's talking about Jane Wilson...Johnson now,” Joyce said. “She a cunt lapper from way back and how many pussy eaters named Jane could there be in a town like Dover?”

		“Good,” Hess said. “You would not object to putting on a girl on girl show for some men?”

		“Of course not,” she said. “I'm kind of a show-off so that would be okay.”

		“Do you like anal sex?” he asked her. “Taking a cock up your ass?” Hess said when she looked confused.

		“I'm not a big fan of that but I've done it a few times,” Lois Mikes said.

		“That's a lot of questions,” I whispered to Joyce. “Is it necessary?”

		“After Hess and Creed got their ass sued a couple years ago we got lawyers involved. Hess is using their script,” Joyce replied. She asked about Alvin Mikes and I told her I would tell her about it later.

		“Lois,” Hess was saying. “I would like to fuck you now. Are you agreeable to fucking me and being paid for it?”

		“That is one of the most important questions,” Joyce said. “If she agrees to fuck for money that takes her completely out of lawsuit range. She admits to being a prostitute.”

		“Of course I'll fuck you,” Lois said from the other room. “You know I will but you don't have to pay me.” She laughed. “Not that I won't take your money.”

		“Gentlemen there sits our newest whore,” Joyce said. “Do we want to watch Hess fuck her?”

		Chief Howell and I both said we thought it would be rude not to watch, at least for a while.

		Hess had her strip and Lois Mikes did have a nice body. It was obvious from her all-over tan she sunbathed in the nude.

		“We'll put a stop to that,” Joyce said. “Our clients don't want a tan woman. They want a white one or at least they want to see tan lines showing some very white boobs.”

		“I do believe we've settled the Mikes problem,” Howell said. “I know now how to get him off my ass. Joyce, I'll need a copy of that disk, if you wouldn't mind.”

		We watched Hess fuck Lois for a while then decided we would prefer to be doers and not just watchers. We took Joyce back to her bed and fucked her for another few hours. Chief Howell left about six that evening.

		While Joyce made us some scrambled eggs, I thought about Alvin Mikes. I did not like him but I didn't want to destroy him. Of course, he and Howell had a different relationship. Mikes was a giant pain in the chief's ass. He complained to the city council about every little problem he saw or imagined. He bordered on insubordination all the time so I couldn't really blame the chief for slamming him.

		Creed reported later that night that business was brisk for a Sunday night. He said the word-of-mouth advertising campaign was apparently working well.

		On Monday I rotated to dayshift and I didn't see Chief Howell for a few days. His secretary told someone the chief was attending a chief of police seminar up state.

		Working ten hour shifts was hard but I always looked forward to the three days off that followed. Having three days off fit well into the budding relationship that Joyce and I was forming.

		I wasn't sure exactly what that relationship was but whatever it was, I was enjoying the hell out of it. I had never visualized myself having any kind of a relationship with a woman who was so sexual and who was part owner of a prostitution business. I had never even heard of any woman who liked to fuck as much as Joyce. I asked her once if she was a nymphomaniac.

		“I have no idea what a nymphomaniac is,” she said. “I know I have a high sex drive. I know I love sex of all kinds but I don't feel compelled to fuck. I'm not driven to have sex. I can go for long periods of time without having sex. Fucking does not occupy all my thoughts. I honestly think I'm in control of my libido. Why do you ask?”

		“Like you, I don't know what a nympho is,” I said. “I've heard about them and I am curious.”

		“I suspect a nymphomaniac is just a woman who is getting more cock than some other woman,” Joyce said. “Are you worried that I'm cheating on you?”

		“What? No, no,” I said. “I have no right to be concerned.”

		“Well, to put your unworried mind at east I haven't fucked anyone except Amos Howell,” she said. “I'm having a lot of fun getting to know you, Jack.” That statement left me speechless for a while and somewhat puzzled even longer.

		Chief Howell came to my office on Thursday morning. He looked refreshed after his break from the chief's duties for a few days. I asked him how his trip had been.

		“Fine,” he said. “Is everything well here?”

		“Mikes did a good job as acting chief,” I said then laughed. “At least he stayed out of my hair.” I didn't bother giving him an update on investigations because I knew he had read all the reports before coming to see me.

		“I've given that situation a lot of thought,” he said. “I do not like the miserable prick but I have no desire to crush him either. Frankly I don't know how to handle it.”

		“Promote him,” I said impulsively. “He wants to be the boss so make him assistant chief. Move him closer to the seat of power and maybe he'll stop being such a dick.”

		“That is not a bad idea,” he said after thinking about it a few moments. “Maybe I should bring him in on the Hill House deal. That way I can see which way he'll jump. If he goes hardline, I can tell him his wife is a whore and works there.” He laughed and punched my shoulder. “You just want him out of investigations, don't you?”

		“That may have crossed my mind,” I admitted. “Hell, Chief, it wouldn't be so bad if he had any idea what he was doing but he hasn't a clue.”

		“And you want him in the office next to mine,” Howell said. “Make your problem mine. Is that it?”

		“Yeah, pretty much,” I said. “You have the horsepower to handle him and I don't.”

		“You could handle him by showing him that disk of his little white wife getting black fucked,” Howell said. “Wouldn't that take care of your problem?”

		“Yes, but he's doesn't run to the city council to tattle on me,” I said. “I like my plan the best. Promote the asshole.”

		“We'll see,” he said. “Is everything okay at Hill House?”

		“Business is brisk is what I heard,” I said. “I have no direct knowledge of what goes on there. That's the way I intend on keeping it.”

		“Might be a good idea,” he said. “I've had several calls from the Right Reverent Bobby Dupree while I was gone. I can guess what that prick wants.”

		“Who the fuck is Reverent Dupree?” I asked.

		“He the minister of the Dover African-American Church,” Howell said. “He considers himself the leader of the black community and the voice of the people. DAAC or Dac as he calls it, has about fifty members and he's an even bigger pain in my ass than Mikes.”

		“A legend in his own mind, huh?' I said.

		“Exactly,” he said. “He published a weekly newspaper that few people bother to read. I'll handle him but now I had better get to work. I'll see you later, Jack.”

		“Detective,” Alvin Mikes said rushing into my office just before quitting time. “I hear some rumors that we have a prostitution problem in Dover. What do you know about it?”

		“I heard that little chubby girl that works at the hotel bar is selling her ass when she needs a few bucks,” I said.

		“No, this is bigger than that,” he said. “I hear some escort service has moved in and selling women. Get on it, Detective.”

		“You got it, LT,” I said. “I'll devote every waking minute to getting to the bottom of it.” That wasn't a huge lie. I was planning on spending some time on the third floor of Hill House. It was possible I might learn something.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		A few weeks later Chief of cops Howell announced he was promoting Alvin Mikes to temporary assistant Chief. Two days after that the new AC called me to a meeting with Howell.

		“Sir, I am going to issue an official reprimand to Decretive Keyes,” Mikes said. “I gave him a lawful order to investigate the sex trade in Dover and he failed to do so.”

		“I gave him an order to disregard your order, Chief Mikes,” Howell said. “I have the so-called sex trade in hand and under control. Detective, do you have anything to do these days?”

		“I have three burglaries, two robberies, a manslaughter and other assorted cases that are active,” I replied. “Yes sir, I have some real crime I'm working on.”

		“Assistant Chief Mikes,” the chief said fixing the man with his hard stare. “Your promotion is temporary to see how you handled the duties of the office. So far you haven't shown me much. May I suggest strongly you leave the detective alone and do what I assigned you to do? Detective, you may sally forth and earn your pay.” Mikes looked as if he were about to explode.

		“You have something you wish to say to me, Mister Mikes?” I heard the chief say as I quickly left the office. I didn't hear what Mikes said but from down the hall I heard the chief yell that he gave the orders and Mikes was to carry them out.

		“I had a visit from Reverent Bobby Dupree this morning,” Howell said later that day. “He and a group of concerned citizens came to see me. The group consisted of one old man and two old women. They demand action. Would you inform our mutual friend that they will have visitors on Thursday night at exactly eight o'clock? Assistant Chief Mikes will lead the raiding party and you should help them.”

		We raided Hill House at the appointed time and discovered Hess, Creed and Joyce in the living room playing monopoly. They were all shocked and outraged at the intrusion.

		Later after the search was finished I met with Mikes and handed him a sheet of computer generated pictures I “discovered” in one room. I didn't have much trouble finding it because I put it there. It was a sheet of pictures of Lois Mikes being fucked by a big black cock.

		“What's this?” he asked glancing at the photographs and then did a double take. “Where did you find this?” he demanded. I told him it was in one of the bedrooms.

		“We're finished here!” he said loudly to the officers. “I'll keep this...this...” he seemed to not be able to find the words to describe what was depicted. I told him that was fine and we all left. I drove away for a few blocks and returned to find Hess, Creed and Joyce laughing fit to kill.

		“The dickheads didn't even find a stray pubic hair,” Hess said.

		“Watch it,” I said. “I was one of the dickheads.”

		“That's true but you are our dickhead,” Joyce said. “What did you hand the leader?” I told her what I had done. “Oh shit,” she said. “Will Lois be in trouble?”

		“I don't know,” I admitted. “We'll just have to see. I needed to do something to disarm Mikes and that was what I came up with. I should call the chief.”

		I couldn't tell what Howell thought about my plan. He grunted and said he would advise the DAAC that there was no prostitution found during the raid.

		I attended the meeting on Monday with the Reverent, Mikes and Howell. The preacher wasn't buying it.

		“Where there is smoke there is fire,” he said apparently liking the sound of his voice.

		“That's true, sir,” Mikes said. “However we cannot even detect any smoke. Your allegation may result in a lawsuit from the lady who owns Hill House. I understand she is very angry and has even mentioned she may sue you for defamation of character.”

		“How would she know about me?' the alarmed minister said.

		“Your name was on the warrant and of course we gave her a copy,” Howell said. “After all, it was because of information you gave us that we executed a warrant.”

		The good reverent seemed to be having trouble breathing and he was sweating hard.

		“I just passed along information that came to me,” he finally was able to say.

		“From whom did you get your information?” I said. “Maybe we can head-off the suit.”

		“Marcie James did some cleaning work there back several months ago,” he said. “She overheard the owner talking to someone on the phone and Marcie thought they were talking about some kind of sex thing.”

		“That's it?” Mikes said loudly. “You sent us out to a private home on that scrap?”

		“I can tell your right now that you had better never come to me again with crappy information like that,” Chief Howell said. “I would advise you to keep a mighty low profile until this mess blows over. Maybe Miss Taylor won't sue you. Good day, sir.”

		The reverent slinked out of the station and Mikes watched him from the window. The chief and I waited glancing at each other.

		“He's right, you know,” Mikes said without turning around. “There is some whoring going on in that house. My wife is a whore there.”

		“How do you know?” Howell asked.

		“She confessed to me,” he said finally turning to face us. “She told me what she was doing and I guess I should turn in my badge and resign.”

		“Why?” Howell asked gently. “Have you done anything wrong?”

		“No, not exactly but I suppose I helped cover it up,” Mikes said. “I suspect you two knew about my wife, don't you?”

		“Yes, we knew,” Howell said. “Your wife hasn't posed any danger to any citizen. Your wife had not cost any innocent person personal loss. Find me a victim, Chief,” he added.

		“No, you know I can't find a victim,” he said sadly. “Maybe I'm a victim but more than likely I caused Lois to take up whoring. She said she was working to buy me a fishing boat.” He was almost sobbing. “How do you answer that?”

		“You say, 'thank you, dear, for my boat' and ask her if she wants to go fishing with you,” Howell said. “Stop looking at my fucking carpet,” he said raising his voice. “Get your head up and keep it up. Now both you get out of my office and do something for the citizens of Dover.

		Joyce nearly fell out of her chair laughing when I told her and about her lawsuit.

		***

		The next few weeks went by with no drama, at least as far as Hill House was concerned. The loudmouth preacher shut up and said nothing else. Mikes was also quiet about things. He didn't come to the detective's offices any longer and I was happy about that. When we happen to meet in the break room or parking lot he was pleasant. He had lost his know-it-all smirk.

		“Yes, she's still hooking part-time,” Joyce said when I ask her about Lois. “She asked me the other day if her husband could come and watch her entertain a client. What do you think about that?”

		“Does that happen often?” I asked.

		“No, not often but sometimes,” she said. “Him being a cop might be a problem so what do you think?”

		“Beats me,” I said. “Let me think about it and you get back to giving me a blow-job.”

		I did think about it but not right then. Thinking while Joyce used her hot mouth doesn't work so well. I was forced to think about it the next day when Mikes came to my office.

		“Can we speak as men, Jack?” he said starting the conversation. The use of my first name was new and I told him we could speak as men. He closed my door.

		“Have your or Chief Howell ever...you know...with Lois?”

		“I can't speak for the chief,” I said. “But I haven't even spoken to your wife.”

		“I know you and that woman, the one that owns Hill House are friends...maybe more than friends so I wondered if you could ask her if I could come and watch Lois.”

		“Why?” I asked him.

		“Lois told me what she does,” he said looking extremely uncomfortable. For a good reason I thought. “Lois and I are getting along better than we ever have. I can't explain it but it's a fact. I want to... I've got to see her fucking a black man. Lois said they had a place where I could watch. I can handle it, Jack.” It was odd but I found that I understood what he meant. I was sure if my wife was fucking black men I would want to at least watch.

		I went out to my car and got my personal cell phone since I did not want to have that conversation on an office phone or the cell the department provided. I told Joyce about my conversation with Mikes.

		“I'll get it set-up,” she said. “She is working tomorrow night and rather than take a chance with some client, we'll use Hess or Creed.”

		I told her that sounded good and I suggested she get one of the women to set with him in the room. My thinking was it might keep him cool. Joyce agreed with me.

		

		***

		

		“How's it going?” Chief Howell asked. He found me in the office watching a large flat screen monitor. I was watching Mikes watching his wife

		“So far so good,” I said.

		“Is that Joyce in the room with Mikes?” he asked bring his chair over closer. “Why is she in there with him?”

		“I suggested that a woman watching with him might help keep him cool,” I told him. “Joyce wouldn't ask anyone to do that so there she is wearing a pink and white baby doll outfit.”

		“Is he packing?” the chief asked.

		“No, I checked,” I said. I was more than a little concerned. Mikes stood in front of the window side of the mirror as still as a statue as Hess stripped his wife. He hadn't moved a muscle when Hess played with his wife's tits and finger fucked her.

		“Alvin, you can see everything from back here,” Joyce said. “Come and sit beside me and tell me what you are thinking.” For a moment I wasn't sure he even heard her.

		“Okay,” Mikes said without turning away. I could see that Hess had Lois on the bed with her legs opened wide. The picture definition was so good I could see the moisture on her pussy. Hess got between her legs and she guided his black cock to her waiting pussy.

		“That's it lover,” I heard Lois said clearly. “Shove it in all the way in and fuck me.” Hess did as she requested and went balls deep in one thrust. “Oh God!” Lois yelled. “Oh fuck! That is heavenly. Fuck me and shoot my cunt full of your seed.”

		Apparently that was what Mikes had been waiting for. He turned and walked back to where Joyce sat on the small two cushion couch and slumped down beside her.

		“I had to see it before I could believe it,” he said watching Hess' big black ass going up and down on his wife. “Oh, I knew intellectually she wasn't lying and I saw the pictures but emotionally I had to see for myself.”

		“How do you feel?” Joyce asked putting her hand on his arm. He didn't respond for a few moments. His eyes were fixed on the couple in the next room.

		“I'm not sure,” he finally said. “I'm either sick to my stomach or I'm getting a hard-on. Is that not weird?”

		“No, not at all.” Joyce said. “Seeing a beautiful white woman being fucked by a well build black man is stimulating. Knowing that the woman is your wife might be reason to feel a little sick. The sick will soon pass but embrace the erection.”

		Joyce leaned toward Mikes and one breast fell out of her outfit. She left it out. She took his hand and put it to the freed tit and held it there. I'm not sure he even was aware of it for a while.

		“It's just sex, Al,” Joyce said using his hand to rub her boob.

		“For God's sake I can see that,” he said angrily.

		“No, listen to me, Al,” Joyce said. “It's just sex. There is no love in that room. It's nothing but sex. Two people for the joy of it. Would you like me to give you a hand-job while you watch?”

		“What?” Mikes said looking startled.

		“I said would you like me to jerk you off or maybe suck you off?” Joyce asked. “You can play with my titties while I do. Or maybe you want to suck my tits.”

		“Okay,” Mikes said so soft I could barely hear him. Joyce scooted closer and offered him her big tits and he latched onto her breasts like a starving child.

		“Let me suck your cock,” Joyce said after several minutes. He released her nipple and said okay again.

		Joyce got up careful not to block his view and removed the baby doll. She got on her knees and unzipped his fly. She took his hard cock out.

		“That is a nice dick, Al,” she said. “Hand or mouth? Or do you want both?”

		“Both,” he mumbled and Joyce went down on him. She sucked his cock and then suddenly gripped it tightly preventing him from cuming. She waited a moment and went back to sucking his cock. Twice more she stopped him from ejaculating.

		“You making a record of this shit?” Howell asked.

		“No, I guess they are making one of Lois and Hess for Al if he wants it,” I said.

		“Why not get a tape of Mikes getting his ashes hauled?” Howell asked.

		“Because we have fucked with him enough,” I snapped.

		“Boy, Jack, you are one big pussy,” he teased. “I could always subpoena you to testify you saw him committing an unnatural act.”

		“And I could always lie and say it was you,” I said. “Besides getting head from a beautiful woman is not unnatural. If you want to fire him, then fire him but leave me out of it.”

		“I take your point about a blow-job but you are still a fucking boy scout,” he said.

		Lois was screaming she was coming again and Joyce used her hands and gave lil Alvin some relief. He nearly shot-off more than Joyce could swallow but she got most of it down.

		“Al,” Joyce said gently. “Do you need a ride home?”

		“No...no thanks,” he said. “I have my car. How do I keep her? My wife, I mean. Do you know?”

		“You love her and you make her feel special,” Joyce said getting back into the baby doll. “She will never get that here. Al, you are a great looking guy and you have a nice cock. Anytime you want a free fuck you come and see me. Come on, I'll show you out.”

		“Yeah. Thanks for...well for everything,” he said and they left the room.

		“Is that it?” Chief Howell said. “No fucking fireworks? I feel cheated I'm going home.” I wasn't sure what I felt other than responsible for fucking up Mikes' life by showing him the pictures.

		“You sweet idiot,” Joyce said later up in her room. “You didn't fuck them up. They did that all by themselves. I'll bet you fifty dollars that Al knew about Lois' proclivities long before you became involved. Maybe not her taste for dark meat but he had to know she was or at least step out on him. Stop beating yourself up.”

		“What was that invitation to come fuck you anytime?” I asked.

		“That was just an ego stroke,” she said laughing. “So was the head-job. Al needed a pick-me-up and I gave him one. I used the suckling method. It's a proven fact that even grown people can benefit from breast therapy.”

		“Okay, I can buy that,” I said. “I enjoy sucking on your tits. In fact...” Laughing she shoved her big breasts in my face and I did immediately feel better.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		By late summer things around Hill House were lively. I didn't count them but Joyce told me there were eight girls there to take care of business. A few, like Lois, were local part-timers.

		It's hard to keep a low profile when you are, for all practical purposes, living in a whorehouse. I parked in back and used the back stairs to enter and leave and I always used my personal vehicle.

		I heard that there had been an altercation involving one of the local girls and her boyfriend. What I heard was Creed took the man outside and talked to him. I doubted it was just talk but apparently it was effective.

		Joyce made periodic trips to Cap City but usually they were just overnight trips. I knew she had one or more business there that needed her attention. She never said and I never asked.

		From what I could tell her direct involvement in the whore trade was minimal. Also as far as I knew she wasn't fucking anyone but me and Howell and I wasn't sure how I felt about the chief fucking her.

		I knew I enjoyed watching her in action with Howell because, like she did with me, she put everything into giving him a great fuck. Also watching her take his big black cock was always a turn-on for me.

		“What the hell is wrong with Joyce,” Howell said one day. “I told her I would stop by for some pussy and she told me no. She said you had to okay it or be there. What's up with that shit?” I didn't know what was up with that shit but I like it that she said it.

		“If she doesn't get her act together I'll take Sandy back and cut Joyce off,” Howell said. “I just heard something funny. I was at the courthouse this morning and the court clerk told me that the Right Reverent Bobby Dupree called just about every day to see if a lawsuit had been filed. That asshole is still worried about Joyce suing his ass.”

		“It has kept him quiet about prostitution,” I said. “He hasn't said anything to you has he?”

		“No, and he's not likely to,” Howell said laughing. “Get Joyce to give me some pussy and I'll promote you to Lieutenant.”

		“No,” I said. “Get your own pussy and leave mine alone.”

		“Stingy bastard,” he growled. “Okay, you'll get the promotion anyway. I just thought I'd give it a shot. What's this I hear about Hess and Creed making a movie?”

		“I haven't heard anything at all,” I said. “Fuck film?”

		“Beats me,” he said. “I got it third hand. See you around, LT.”

		Alvin Mikes had settled into the department administrations smoothly and from all I could determine, effectively. Apparently he and Lois had worked things out because I knew she was still hooking. I had heard he had a fancy new fishing boat.

		What draws people together and what keeps them together has always been a mystery to me. Of course, sex may be the prime mover getting them together initially but it had to be something else that kept them together. I decided to not think about it and get on with my job.

		“Do cops get a vacation?” Joyce asked me one night. I told her we did and she wanted to know when I got mine.

		“I have two weeks coming up the first of September,” I told her.

		“We should go somewhere, Jack,” she said laying her head on my chest.

		“Okay, where do you want to go?”

		“I know of a place on a tropical island,” she said. “Can we go away for a couple weeks?”

		“Sure, I don't see why not. Can you take off that long?”

		“I can do pretty much whatever I want to do,” she said. “I'll make the arrangements. It will be fun, Jack.”

		She was right. It was fun. We flew to Florida and then by progressively smaller aircraft until we reached our destination. Her island was a small one but it had a nice big house with a staff of people anxious to wait on us.

		We shed our clothing within an hour of arriving and didn't put them on until it was time to leave. The household staff seemed to think seeing two naked white people funny but not unusual.

		We swan, we ate, we slept, we made love and we walked and talked on the beach. In fact, it was on the beach that I discovered the answer to the question of what keeps people together.

		The concept of love was something I didn't understand so I avoided thinking about it much. Then one day Joyce and I were lying on the beach watching a storm out at sea when it hit me like a ton of bricks. Son of a bitch! I was in love with Joyce and that scared the hell out of me.

		I thought about it for a few more days and still couldn't get a handle on it. It was one evening a few days before we were scheduled to leave for home when Joyce asked me what was wrong.

		“Nothing is wrong,” I said. “Why?”

		“You seem withdrawn or maybe pensive,” she said. “I think something is bothering you.”

		“Okay,” I said taking the bull by the horns. “There is. I'm in love with you, Joyce.”

		“And that's a problem, why?”

		“I can't see myself in love with a woman who runs a whorehouse, honey. I'm a cop and I keep forgetting that when I'm with you. I just can't reconcile it.”

		“Okay, I can understand that,” she said. “Would it make things easy for you if I got completely out of the business?”

		“Yes it would, but I can't ask you to change your life for me.”

		“Not a problem,” she said and smiled at me. “I'm in the business just to help Hess and Creed. You watch just how quickly I can get out. Quit looking so worried, baby,” she said. “I love you too so it's not any kind of sacrifice. Now, what else can I fix?” I told her I had a hard-on she would work on and she did.

		

		***

		

		Joyce had not been kidding. She moved out of Hill House within three days of our return. She simply deeded the house to Hess and Creed and told them they were on their own. She dissolved THC Company.

		She bought a small house across town. I say small but that was only by comparison to Hill House. Her new place was a four-bedroom rancher on a large lot. She moved in on Wednesday and I moved in on Friday. We were married the following spring.

		I'm not sure what constitutes marital bliss but we were happy. It wasn't until after we were married that I discovered just how rich she was. Bill, her dead husband, had left her hundreds of millions and she still had most of it.

		I still work at the job I love even though Joyce told me over and over I didn't have to work. I needed a purpose, a reason to get out of bed, and working as a cop gave me that purpose. I will admit it was nice not to worry about money.

		Joyce decided to get into politics and she ran for city council and was elected. Once she told me she could get me elected to the chief's position, but frankly I wouldn't like being in charge and besides, Howell was a good chief.

		Amos Howell still came around for some of Joyce's pussy and I was happy to share her with him.

		As expected Hess and Creed soon ran Hill House right off the road and into a ditch. They left Dover and went back to the city. We didn't see either of them until Joyce's fifteenth class reunion.

		It was amusing to see a very pregnant Joyce Keyes reunite with her former classmates. Life is good in a place called Dover

		

		THE END
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