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		Chapter 1

		

		I met Becky one evening at a sidewalk café just down from the farmer’s market. I was just killing time until it was time to go home to my empty apartment and go to bed. The meeting was by accident, if there is any such thing. Now I’m not so sure. It may have been fate.

		“Do you mind if I share your table?” a female voice asked. I glanced up to see a nice looking woman standing beside my table. In that first instant of our meeting I wouldn’t have described her as beautiful. That came later after I got to know her.

		Frankly I wasn’t in a great mood to meet a woman or anyone for that matter, but I nodded and indicated the other chair. My wife had left me about a year earlier and the final decree had came that morning so I was a bit melancholy. I mean the separation hadn’t come as a great shock. I think Lisa and I knew after the first month that we had royally fucked up. Neither needed a compatibly test to know that we had rushed into the marriage. So while I wasn’t shocked or even mildly surprised, I was still a little out of sorts that it was over.

		“I’m Rebecca Rhodes,” my new companion told me. I told her that I was Jackson Howell. “So what’s your sad story?”

		“I’m sorry. What was that?” I said. I wasn’t sure I heard the question correctly.

		“Well, you are sitting here on a beautiful spring evening with a look that would sour milk. I figured you had a sad tale.”

		“Aw, I was just thinking about something that happened at work,” I lied.

		“What do you do?”

		“I’m a cop,” I told her.

		“Really? How interesting. What kind of cop?” I told her I was a police detective working out of the attorney general’s office. “I certainly hope whatever caused that look had a happy ending.”

		“Yeah, it’s all over with now,” I told her. “Over and done with. What do you do to earn your daily bread?”

		“I’m a rich widow so I don’t have any employment,” she informed me. I looked a little closer. One, I wasn’t sure if she was putting me on or not, and two, I wanted to get a better look at her. I would put her age at no older than mid thirty and maybe even younger. That would make her a few years younger than me.

		“Rich widow, huh?” I said. “You look too young to be either.” How smooth am I?

		“I wasn’t aware there were any age requirements,” she said with a slight smile. “I married young and my husband was a little older then me. He died about a year ago.” Rhodes? I recalled the name from the newspapers. I remembered that Thomas Rhodes was killed in some mysterious way. I wasn’t involved with the investigation, but I remembered that there was a lot of media speculation as to who the culprit was. In fact if I recalled correctly, Mrs. Rhodes had been a suspect for a while. If not a suspect, at least “a person of interest”. That’s what we call a suspect when we’re not comfortable calling them a suspect. She noticed that I was studying her. “I didn’t kill him or have him killed,” she said. “That’s what you are thinking isn’t it?”

		“No, not exactly,” I said. “I was just trying to remember what I read or heard about it. Since you aren’t in jail or under indictment, I suppose the boys downtown don’t think you did it, so why should I?” She shook her head and took a sip of wine without answering so I pressed on. “Sorry for your loss.” That’s what we cops say when we don’t know what else to say. Yes, we all know it’s lame, but sometimes we actually do feel sorrow.

		“Thank you,” she said. “My alibi was good and it stood up under close scrutiny. When the authorities realized that I was in the arms of a lover for several hours before and a couple hours after Tom was killed, they had to start looking elsewhere. What do you think of that, Jackson, the detective?”

		“I think you had, or have, a powerful lover. That’s a long time to be in anyone’s arms.”

		“Had. He’s moved on now. Of course the cops think I may have commissioned the killing.”

		“Did you?”

		“No. If I had wanted Tom dead I would have done it myself. I know who killed him, but it can’t be proven.” Since I was off-duty, lonely, and with nothing else to do, I suggested we go someplace and have a serious drink. She gave that a few moments thought and agreed. Soon we were in a quite little lounge a few blocks away.

		“So what’s the rest of your story,” I asked after we got to our watering hole.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Becky’s story:

		

		The first part of my story is so typical I won’t dwell on it. Small town, high school cheerleader, blab, blab. I managed to save enough money to get started in college. I worked in a small office part-time to keep me in food and books while going to school.

		I didn’t have much social life because of school and work. Usually I would manage one or two dates every couple of months. I was as dull as dishwater.

		One day my ten year old car just lay down and died. It was worn out when I bought it. I was trying to figure out how I was going to get another one. The city bus service and my feet would work for a while, but not forever.

		I was trying to stay dry at a bus stop when a car pulled up and someone yelled my name. It was a salesman who called on my company once in a while. I didn’t remember his name until he told me after I accepted the ride. His name was Orlando Munsey.

		Usually I’m a private person, but for some reason I told him about my old car giving up the ghost.

		“How old are you, Becky?” he asked. I told him I was twenty-three. My real age always seems to surprise everybody. I have always looked younger than my age. At twenty-three I looked like a well endowed fifteen year old. I was still being carded at bars when I was well into my thirties. Since Orlando told me he was going close to the school I agree to let him drive me to class. It was raining cats and dogs and he seemed like a decent person.

		“Okay, as I see it you need to make some money to buy another car,” he said after he parked in the lot adjacent to my building. “You could put your schooling on hold for a while and work fulltime,” he suggested. I told him that I was three months away from getting my degree and quitting school wasn’t an option. I hadn’t struggled all that time just to throw up my hands and quit.

		“Yeah, I can see that,” he said. “Then you need to earn some fast money. Ever do any modeling?” I laughed out loud.

		“Get serious,” I said still laughing. “What kind of modeling is there for a baby face girl like me?”

		“Your figure seems pretty good,” he said. “What I can see of it. You always dress like a ninety year old woman so I’m guessing here.” He had hit on a sore point with me. I do have a nice figure. 36-22-36 on a five foot five frame, but for some silly reason I didn’t like showing my figure off after high school. I hadn’t been in a bathing suit in several years. Some silly quirk I guess.

		“I know a guy that uses photography models. He’d give you some work if I asked him to.” I asked him what that paid while shaking my head no. He told me that it was different pay depending on what type of modeling. “Total nudity and video work pays the most,” Orlando said. “You could make enough in one weekend to buy a cheap used car,” he added. I stopped shaking my head at that. I was desperate enough to attempt it. I still had a lot of reservations until Orlando told me he knew where there was a nice three year old car I could get for a couple grand. I agreed to give it a try.

		

		***

		

		The next Saturday morning I found myself at a seedy looking studio. The photographer’s name was Jake Johnson. Jake was a nice man of forty-five or so. His easy friendly manner pretty quickly put me at ease. Jake assured me that it was only a test shoot and for me to quit worrying about it. He told me that any friend of Orlando’s was a shoo-in. I didn’t consider myself exactly a friend, but I didn’t see any reason to tell Jake that.

		Jake took a lot of pictures that day. I was anticipating that I would eventually have to take my clothes completely off to make enough money to buy the car. I wasn’t looking forward to it, but I was resigned. Jake took me to that point in slow easy stages and when I finally disrobed I was pretty calm. In fact it seemed like the natural next step.

		After a few minutes I relaxed and let Jake pose me in a variety of poses. He was nice and didn’t make any crude remarks about me being naked. I was grateful for that and it made the whole process easier.

		Jake gave me a hundred dollars when the session was over. He told me to come back the following Saturday afternoon for a real shoot. I used the hundred dollars as a down payment on the car so the owner would hold it for me. It was the nicest vehicle I had ever tried to buy. A cute sporty little Dodge.

		The next session with Jake went smooth and I left his studio five hundred bucks richer. I immediately took it to the car owner as payment on the car. I figured I was three photo sessions away from owning the beautiful little car.

		I didn’t have another session the next weekend and by the time Jake called me I was almost beside myself. I hated taking the bus and I hated having to beg rides from others. I suppose I was fearful that my car would get away.

		The next session was a little different. Before I had just posed nude for Jake. That shoot he wanted me to do things to myself. Touching and stroking my body while he took the pictures. I was reluctant, but I did as Jake directed and was rewarded with a nice payday. Seven hundred bucks which I took to my car man. Now I had twelve hundred dollars invested in my car.

		I waited for Jake to call. One week, two weeks, and by the time the third week rolled around I was on pins and needles. I was sure I was going to lose my car. I called Jake to see what the trouble was.

		“Sorry, Becky,” he said. “I don’t have anything for you right now. Business is slow, but don’t worry. I’ll have a shoot for you in a couple of weeks.” I started begging. “Hey, what can I do, honey? The only thing I got is a solo video deal. You said you wouldn’t do anything like that. I got a girl all ready to do it.” I asked him what a solo video deal involved. He told me it was one girl using a dildo on herself. I wasn’t a stranger to a dildo. I had two that I used regularly since I have no social life to speak of. Masturbation had almost become a way of life for me. “Pays an easy eight hundred for the whole shoot,” Jake said. That made up my mind. I needed exactly eight hundred to redeem my little car.

		It took two days to get the video done. I’ll admit that I felt strange at first, but Jake made it easier by remaining completely professional during the taping. I mean I had never imagined myself naked and fucking myself with a variety of paraphernalia while some guy filmed me. It was just too bizarre for me to have considered.

		The first day I was nervous and dry as a bone. It took a lot of lube to get the job done. The second session wasn’t as bad. I actually managed to have a couple of smallish orgasms. More importantly I had my car at long last.

		I didn’t exactly burn my bridges with Jake, but I may have indicated he had seen the last of me and my body. That wasn’t to be, however. Two weeks before graduation the engine blew up in my car. I discovered I needed a thousand dollars to get it fixed. I called Jake to see if he had any work for me.

		“Naw, Becky, I don’t have anything except a fuck flick to do. Sorry, honey. I wish I could help you.” I asked Jake what a fuck flick entailed and he told me in graphic terms that it was exactly what the name implied. “It’s actual fucking, honey,” he said. Since I was desperate I didn’t hesitate but a couple of minutes. I told him I would do it.

		“You sure, Becky?” Jake said. “This ain’t like what you been doing. This is down and dirty fucking and sucking. You may want to think long and hard about it.”

		“I don’t have time to think long and hard, Jake. I have to get my car fixed. I have several interviews over the next few months and I need my car. Please help me out.”

		He told me to come on in and while I thought it would be horrible, it wasn’t bad at all. My partner was a great looking man by the name of Mike something. He was almost too pretty to be a guy and he was gentle with me. I found out later that Mike was gayer than springtime and only fucked women as a job. Since he didn’t get overly excited with a woman he could last a long time. To be truthful I had a good time with Mike.

		Because I look so young the director, a man named Charles, exploited the fact by dressing me up like a little school girl. You know pigtails and school uniform. My thirty-six C breasts kinds gave it away, but it didn’t seem to matter to Charles.

		After I graduated and got my degree I discovered that the job market was lean. Very lean. Fortunately I kept my old office job, but it wasn’t enough to let me live in the style I wanted to be accustomed to, so I added to my income by making more fuck videos.

		During this time Orlando Munsey and I dated some. He was married, and if I believed him, to a cold woman who wouldn’t give him any. It was Orlando that introduced me to Tom Rhodes. I had made four or five triple X flicks by that time.

		“Hi, Tom,” Orlando said. We were at a café. I looked up to see an older, very distinguished man, looking down at me.

		“Hello, Orlando,” the man said still looking at me. “Who is this nice looking woman?”

		“This is Becky,” my date said. “Surely I must have told you about her.”

		“Oh yes, the porno princess,” the man said. I was still new enough at it to blush at his comment. “Hi Becky, I’m Thomas Rhodes. I’m a fan of yours.” Our table was a two person table, but Thomas Rhodes didn’t let that deter him. He got a chair from another table and scooted Orlando over.

		“Always nice to meet a fan,” I said, still furiously blushing. Of course I knew who Thomas Rhodes was. His picture was always in the paper. I wasn’t exactly sure what he was, but I knew he must have a lot of money.

		“I have to get to know you better,” Rhodes said, ignoring Orlando who looked apprehensive and pissed. “Orlando doesn’t mind, do you, Orlando?”

		“Of course not,” Orlando muttered. “We’re all friends here.” Orlando didn’t look very friendly at the moment.

		“Certainly we are,” Tom said going back to ignoring Orlando. “So, Becky, what do you do besides star in blue movies?”

		I told him that I worked for a small company. He was easy to talk to and I found myself telling him about getting my degree and finding out that it was basically useless. I tried to keep Orlando in the conversation, but it was hard because Thomas Rhodes was so compelling. After about half an hour Orlando excused himself and left us.

		To make a long story shorter, Tom and I begun to date. Occasionally at first then more regularly. He took me to a lot of places and events that I couldn’t have ever gone. A couple of charity events and a big gala and dance. At first I pleaded that I didn’t own the proper dresses for that kind of thing, but he waved that off and bought me some really expensive evening dresses.

		I wondered how Tom felt about my extra circular work. It was on a date about six months after we met when it came up. We had gone to a fancy restaurant for dinner.

		“So how’s the movie business going?” Tom asked me. I told him that I hadn’t done anything recently. “Pity,” he said smiling at me. “I have everything you’ve done to date. I’m ready for something new. Maybe I should produce your next movie.”

		I knew that Jake was always on the lookout for new backers. I told Tom I would tell Jake.

		“Great,” Tom said. “I have some good ideas for plots.” I had to smile because plots weren’t that big a deal in porno. At least the ones I had been involved in. “I’m thinking I would like to see you with two men at once,” Tom said casually. I started to tell him I had done one with two men. Before I could tell him he said he wanted to see me with two black men. I hadn’t done any interracial pictures. Not that I had any prejudice, it just hadn’t come up.

		Of course, like most white women, I had heard how big all black men were. Not that it worried me. I discovered doing porno that I could handle a big cock with ease. I could even take a big cock in my butt with hardly any problem if they took it easy at first and used some lubricant.

		“My ex-wife liked to fuck black men,” Tom said. That was the first I heard about an ex. “I always got off watching her get it on with them. Sound like something you might like?”

		I’ll admit to being selfish enough to want to please Tom. I liked hobnobbing with the great and the near great of the city. I liked being on the arm of Tom Rhodes in luxurious places. However his question caused me some concern. I wasn’t sure what he wanted me to say.

		“It’s okay, Becky,” he said reaching over to take my hand. “I want you to say yes.” So I said yes. He gave me a beaming smile.

		An hour later we were in Tom’s penthouse condo. It wasn’t my first visit to his place and like everything about Tom Rhodes his apartment was magnificent. My little place looked ratty by comparison and after the first time I always hated to leave his apartment and go home to mine.

		While freshened up Tom made us some drinks and when I returned the lights were low and some soft rock was playing. I glanced at the TV expecting to see one of my movies playing. Tom always started our fun and games with one. The TV was not on.

		Tom had always been an adequate lover. Nothing earthshaking, but worthwhile if you know what I mean. Since I can orgasm easily, I usually managed to have at least one orgasm with him. That night Tom seemed to be in an expectant mood. We played around on the huge leather sofa for a while. He seemed to be moving slower than normal.

		When the doorbell rang he suddenly seemed relieved. He jumped up and hurried to the door leaving me to button my blouse and pull my skirt down.

		“Tom, my man!” a loud booming voice said. I looked and saw a large black man entering the apartment. The large man was followed by a smaller black man. It suddenly dawned on me. This was what Tom had been waiting on.

		“Hello, Guy,” Tom said shaking the larger man’s hand. “How is it going, Bill?” he said to the other man. “Come on in. What took you so long?”

		“Hurried every chance we got,” the man called Guy said. He was looking passed Tom at me. “This must be Becky.” He came over to where I was standing and I held out my hand which he ignored. He gathered me in his big arms and planted a kiss on my lips. I was shocked. Guy was a pretty good kisser and he didn’t seem to be in any hurry. After the initial surprise I wasn’t in any hurry either. I got into the kiss big time.

		“Hey, Guy,” a voice said. “Don’t be a hog.” It was the other man. Guy released me and Bill took over. He wasn’t any slouch at kissing either. Also Bill had roaming hands. First my butt then my breasts while his lips did a number on me. I was soaking wet within a few minutes.

		Tom told the two men to sit on the sofa while he undressed me for them. Tom took his time and removed one thing at a time. Slowly like a stripper would do for herself. After an agonizing long time I was naked except for my heels. When I saw the expression on the two black men’s faces I was a little bit scared. I had never seen such raw lust on any man.

		Tom fondled my boobs and pussy while the two men watched us.

		“She’s wet,” Tom told them. “Tell Becky what you are going to do to her.”

		“Goina fuck the bitch until she can’t stand up,” Guy said in a low rumble.

		“Yeah,” Bill said. “She goina get hard black cock in every hole.” He unzipped his fly and pulled an impressive cock out. It was hard and stood straight up out of his pants.

		“Before we get through with the cunt, she goin’ know she’s been fucked by a real man,” Guy said. He took his cock out. His manhood wasn’t only impressive, it was downright scary. He had to be at least eight inches long and thick as a soda can. “Ain’t that right, Tom?”

		“I would think so,” Tom said. “You are in for a fucking, Becky. I’ve seem them before and they are like machines.”

		To be honest, my recollection of that night is sketchy. Of course I remember when Guy first stuck that giant cock in me. I don’t think I’ll ever forget that. I’ve enjoyed bigger cocks over the years, but nothing like that first time.

		It was nothing like what I had done while making a movie. On the set there are a lot of breaks and talking while they fiddle with lights and cameras. That night Bill and Guy fucked me continually for over three hours. Neither of them had been bragging. They did fuck me until I couldn’t stand and I certainly knew I had been fucked by real men.

		When they left, they left me as limp as a rag doll. I didn’t even attempt to get up and go shower even though I was cover with their cum. Both my pussy and ass was also full and overflowing.

		The next day was Saturday and I didn’t have to go to work. It was a good thing because I didn’t even wiggle until nearly noon. I took a long hot shower and then soaked in the tub for at least half an hour.

		Later I found Tom in the breakfast nook. He was reading the paper and drinking coffee.

		“Good morning, sweetheart,” Tom said. He poured me a cup of coffee. “How do you feel this morning?”

		“Like I was fucked for half the night,” I answered bluntly. “I’m sore in places I haven’t ever been sore before.”

		“Yeah, they gave it to you good, didn’t they? How did you like your first black threesome?” I though about it for a moment and I decided on honestly.

		“It was great,” I said. “The best ever. I can’t even begin to count how many time I climaxed. Dozens at least.” I was sure that was what he wanted to hear, and it was.

		“Would you like some more of that kind of fucking?” There’s honesty and there is honesty, so I wanted to choose my words carefully.

		“Whatever you want, Tom,” I answered. The real truth was a resounding YES, but apparently my response was the right one. He smiled and nodded.

		“Okay then,” he said. “There are a couple of things we need to do. First, I think we need to get married.” Talk about a shocker! I had not seen that coming and I was so flabbergasted I couldn’t respond. “What do you say, Becky? Will you marry me and be my wife? My sex slave? Will you fuck whoever and whenever I say?” I had heard of love honor and obey, but that was a weird twist.

		I think I may have mumbled something about having to think about it, but frankly I didn’t have to think all that much. I didn’t love Tom, but I was fond of him. He wasn’t a bad lover and he was rich as all get-out. What was there to think about? The porno business had mostly knocked the schoolgirl idea about marriage out of me, so I said yes.

		Tom and I were married two months later. We honeymooned in the Caribbean and yes Tom fixed me up with several young black studs while we were there. I quickly realized that Tom Rhodes was a voyeur. He got off watching me with other men. He loved it when I exposed myself in public and he set up hundreds of occasions for me to flash others. It wasn’t a storybook marriage by any means, but it worked for us. Tom did love me. I’m sure of that and I grew to love him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		“Well, Detective Jackson,” Becky said. “You don’t seem bored with my story.”

		“No, I would have to say not,” I answered. “That is a wild story for sure. How long ago did you get married?”

		“It would have been nine years,” she answered. “Nine wild and wonderful years. There’s a lot more to the story if you are interested.” I told her I was defiantly interested. “Fine. I shall tell you the story, but later, after we’ve got to know each other better. You do want to know me better, don’t you?”

		Becky Rhodes was a master at asking rhetorical questions. I assured her that I certainly did want to know her better. A lot better. She invited me to go home with her and not being a fool I went.

		Becky lived in Barnard Woods, a real classy part of the city’s fringe. It was a place where the rich lived. I doubt if any of the lots were less than five acres. Most were much larger. It was a gated community complete with a uniformed and armed guard.

		Since Becky had driven into town I followed her in my car. Her driveway was protected by automatic gate. I’m not easily impressed, but her house impressed me.

		“Damn, Becky, how many people live here?” I asked after we parked and got out.

		“Just me,” she answered with a laugh. “I have had a lot of guests, but none at the moment. Come on in and I’ll show you around.” The place needed a guide or at the very least a map. It was huge.

		There was only one room that I was greatly interested in at the moment and Becky sensed it. Her bedroom was first on the tour. There are whole families who live in places smaller than her bedroom. I found out later the bed was a specially made affair. It was as large as two king-size beds side-by-side.

		Making love with Becky was a whole new experience. Okay, it wasn’t making love. We fucked. She was like no other woman I had ever been with. Not bragging, but I have had my share of women over the years, starting just after puberty. Counting would be tacky, but suffice it to say I’ve enjoyed many. Fucking Becky was totally different. There is a huge difference in making love and fucking. We did both that night and the next night and several more nights and days, too. I had finally found a woman who had a sexual appetite that matched or exceeded my own. Each time I always left her reluctantly and couldn’t wait for end of shift to hurry back to her.

		

		***

		

		Just so you know, I wasn’t so enthralled that I was stupid. I got the file on Thomas Rhode’s murder and looked at it closely. Becky wasn’t a viable suspect. Of course they hadn’t discounted the possibility that she may have conspired to have him whacked, but there wasn’t an ounce of proof.

		From the files I learned that Thomas Rhodes was walking down the sidewalk to his car when a man approached him and shot him once in the head. That would do it all right. The only witness, a homeless man, couldn’t tell the investigators much about the man. Big was the only description he could give. Maybe black, but maybe not. Was there a vehicle? How did the assailant leave? The man didn’t know or couldn’t remember or more likely didn’t want to say. Street people do not make good witnesses because they are always vulnerable. Much of the time they give answers that they think the interviewer wants to hear.

		While I didn’t gleam much information from the file, I got enough to know that Becky was telling the truth about her alibi. A man by the name of Clyde Hawkins swore she was with him long before and long after the murder was committed. Clyde was a doorman at the Plaza towers apartments. Doorman was Clyde’s day job. Clyde was known to the vice squad as a part time pimp and leg breaker, but also known

		to be fairly reliable. According to both Becky and Clyde they were on the fourteenth floor, but only a couple of blocks from the scene of the crime. The narrative went:

		Q: “Are you positive Mrs. Rhodes couldn’t have left the apartment during the time you were there?”

		A: “Naw, ain’t happening. I was in her cunt for most of the time. Cunt or ass.”

		Q: “So there wasn’t any time she could have left and returned.”

		A: “Shit no. I told you I was fuckin’ her all that time.”

		Q: “How well do you know Mrs. Rhodes?”

		A: “Pretty good, I guess. I fucked her a couple dozen times over the years.”

		Q: “Did you know Mister Rhodes?”

		A: “Yeah. He was the weird dude that fixed me up with his slut wife. He was there with us for a while. He watched me plowin’ his wife for a while and left. Said he had to meet some dude. Didn’t say who or what it was about.”

		Q: “How was he weird? What do you mean by that?”

		A: “Hell, he got niggas to fuck his wife while he watched, took pictures, or videotaped it. I was only one of a bunch of brothers who he got to fuck her. If that ain’t weird I don’t know what is. Fuck, I’d fucked her for free, but he was always good for a hundred bucks. More around Christmas.”

		The Q and A went on for a while longer, but always the same results. The case was slowly but surely making it’s way to the far back burner. Since Tom Rhodes had got killed there had been many more murders with a better chance of solving.

		

		***

		

		That night while Becky and I were lying on her huge bed, I asked her about Clyde Hawkins.

		“I don’t know much about him,” she said. “He was just some black guy that Tom brought home from time to time. Tom and I used to keep an apartment in his building. Clyde was a good fuck and I was always happy to see him. Are you looking into Tom’s murder?”

		I told her that I had looked at the file, but I didn’t have anything new.

		“You told me the night we met that you knew, but couldn’t prove who killed your husband. Who do you suspect?” She didn’t answer for a few moments.

		“Okay Jackson, this calls for another involved story. It’s almost like a separate chapter in my life.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Becky’s Story continues:

		

		Tom and I had been married for about six years when I met Moses Gamble. Sometimes he was called Mo or Big Mo. I’m not sure how Moses and Tom met.

		You need to know that Tom wasn’t out every night looking for some man to fuck me. Sometimes he would go for weeks at a time then it was almost like he panicked. The need to see me with another man was overpowering for him. I could usually tell when he was getting ready to find me a black lover. He usually started talking about it a few days before he did it.

		Anyway, one night just after we moved out here, Tom showed up with Moses Gamble. Tom introduced him as Big Mo. I found out a few minutes later why they called him Big. He certainly was big all right. Bastard was hung like a donkey. Ten inches of hard black cock. It wasn’t big enough to frighten me by any means. Like I said I could always take a big cock.

		Moses Gamble was different. Not only was he hung, he was big and strong and mean. He wasn’t mean at first, just forceful. For instance he didn’t ask if he could fuck my ass, he just did. His was without a doubt the biggest thing I ever had in my butt. Sometimes it hurt like hell, but Mo didn’t care if it did.

		I’m not going to lie. I loved fucking him. He had a lot of stamina and he was a good fuck. I came with him more than any other man I had ever been with. He never got completely soft. After he would cum, he didn’t stop or take his dick out. He would slow down for a few minutes and get right back to hard fucking.

		Moses came to the house several times before he showed his true disposition. That was when he got rough with me. He’s slap my tits or my pussy if I didn’t do or move to suit him. Sometimes he would bite my nipple hard enough to bring the blood. When he left I would be covered with bite marks and bruises. When I complained to Tom, he would always get mad at Mo and tell me how sorry he was.

		Tom asked Mo to take it easy and Moses always apologized and said he would, but the next time he came it was the same thing. The funny thing was I still looked forward to his arrival. I even asked Tom to get him when the interval between other men was too long. About two years ago Tom had to go to England for some reason. A business trip that I had planned to go also, but something came up and I stayed home. Tom was supposed to only be gone a week, but the trip got extended for another ten days.

		I did a terribly stupid thing. Mo made sure I knew how to contact him. He had begged me to meet him without Tom on many occasions. I got horny and I in touch with Moses and asked him to come see me. I told Moses that Tom was out of the country which was another stupid thing to do. I was lonely and horny and I didn’t think it through. Moses showed up and he had two other men with him. At first I wasn’t concerned. I had taken on three men several times. However I should have been concerned. I found out what three mean men can do to a woman. They stayed for two days and nights. I was gang-fucked so many times I lost count. I can’t describe the awful things they did to me during that time. They beat me unconscious several times. My rectum was torn and my pussy was pounded unmercifully. Several times they double fucked my pussy and even though neither of the other two were anywhere as big as Moses, they were too big for that.

		When they left on the morning of the third day I was a mess. I managed to dial 911 and got an ambulance which took me to the hospital. I reported it as a home invasion and rape. I spent two days in the hospital and was a mess for several weeks afterward.

		When Tom got back home and found out what happened he went ballistic. He was so mad he couldn’t talk to me about it. Not that he was angry with me. He suspected I would call some lover, just not Moses Then again he may have been pissed because Moses took his collection of photos and videos of me. Tom had been working on the collection from day one.

		The rest of this is guess work, Jackson. I don’t know for an absolute fact, but I believe that Tom hired some men to plant drugs or something and got Moses arrested. I know Moses was in jail for nearly a year and Tom acted smug about it. Tom knew the minute Moses got out of jail because Tom hired a bodyguard. He apparently expected Moses to do something in retaliation. After Moses got out of jail and nothing happened for over six months Tom dismissed the bodyguard. Two months later he was shot down on the street.

		

		***

		

		“Have you had any contact with Moses Gamble since Tom was killed?” I asked her. She shook her head.

		“No, but I had the phone numbers changed and I’ve been keeping my head down since then. I’ve been living a nun’s lifestyle until I met you.”

		“Did you or Tom, to your knowledge, have contact with Moses before Tom was killed?”

		“Oh sure,” Becky said. “Moses called me right after I got out of the hospital. Before Tom got home. He told me how sorry he was and it was the other two men’s fault. I remembered enough to know that was a lie. He told me he would make it up to me. I told him to get fucked and hung up on him. I don’t know if Tom had been in contact or not.”

		“But apparently you and Tom didn’t let your terrible experience stop you from your…ah, activities.”

		“It did for a while,” she said with a short laugh. “It took me a while to heal up and a while longer before I wanted anything to do with any man. Several months as a matter of fact.”

		“But you did start back at some point,” I said.

		“Yes, I got back to my old lusty self after a while. Tom was very thoughtful during the time I abstained from sex. He understood, but he was happy when I let him fuck me again. After that we were soon back to normal.” She laughed. “Normal for us, anyway.” She was silent for a few minutes.

		“I guess it says something about me, but I kind of missed Moses. Not the mean sadistic Moses, but the other one. The Moses that was rough and demanding. The stud that took what he wanted, when he wanted it.”

		“Do you still miss that?” I asked.

		“Yes, some of the time,” she admitted.

		“Would it help if I slapped you around some?” I asked teasingly.

		“Maybe,” she said laughing and grabbing my cock. “Wouldn’t be the same because now I know you are a kind and gentle man.” She lowered her head and took my cock in her mouth. She sucked me for a few minutes and said, “Why, Jackson? With all you know about me why are you here with me?” Fucking good question, I thought.

		“I guess I’m a pervert,” I said, smiling at her. “You are you, Becky. I like you a lot and frankly I like what you do, what you’ve done. It doesn’t turn me off. That was one reason my wife and I split. She had no sense of adventure when it came to sex. She was content to let me fuck her once a week in the missionary position. No oral, no anal, no dirty talk, no nothing. Once I mentioned a threesome with her and a friend of hers and she wouldn’t speak to me for over a week. You are the complete opposite of her and I like that.”

		“Would you want to do a threesome with me?”

		“Sure,” I said hurriedly. “Two guys or you and another girl. Have you ever made it with a chick?”

		“No, not exactly. When I was in college a girlfriend and I sort of fooled around some. We both were a little tipsy.”

		“Funny, I would have thought with your porn experience and later lifestyle you would have opportunity at some point in time.”

		“Yeah, you would think so,” she said. “Tom wasn’t into that at all. I guess if I had stayed in the business sooner or later I would have been involved with girl on girl sex, but it never happened. I gather that’s something you would like.”

		“Yes, I would if it doesn’t turn you completely off.”

		“No, it doesn’t turn me off, but in all honesty I like men too much to get overly excited about making it with another chick. Do you have someone in mind?” I had to admit that I didn’t. Since my wife left, I had been pretty much celibate.

		“I sure wish Moses hadn’t taken the videos of you,” I said She was back sucking my cock. “I sure would have liked to see you in action with a black dude.” She swung astride me, putting my cock to the opening of her wet pussy. Slowly she slid downward, engulfing my cock in her hot box.

		“You want to see me fuck a black cock? Honey, there isn’t any shortage of black meat around.” She slowly begun to fuck herself on my cock. “Make it happen anytime you want to. I miss having a man to be in charge of me. I’m ready to do whatever you want me to.” Ah, that was music to my ears.

		

		***

		

		I went to work the next morning and I found myself looking at every man and most woman I saw as a potential candidate for a threesome. I particularly paid close attention to the black men. I was like a kid in a candy store until it dawned on me that the subject had to be carefully considered and approached even more carefully. I mean you couldn’t just walk up to somebody and ask them if they wanted to be in a threesome. Suddenly I realized I didn’t have to be in any hurry. Just knowing it could happen was enough for the time being. That thought made my day a great deal more productive because I could concentrate on business.

		Over the next few weeks I spent most of my time with Becky. Since her place was a bit nicer than my own dump, we cohabited there. She was a lot of fun to be with. Smart, witty, easy going, and a great fuck. I discovered there was nothing I could think of that she wasn’t willing to do. I pinched myself several times to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

		I spent a lot of my time pondering Moses Gamble. I checked the computer and located Moses Gamble’s parole officer. I went to see him only to find he was a her. Melissa Jones was a long tall gal of about thirty-five. She was attractive without being flashy. I told Miss Jones why I was interested in Moses without going into a whole lot of detail.

		“Moses Gamble is one nasty piece of work,” she said. “If it’s dirty or vicious, he’s in it. He stays borderline with my department most of the time. I can’t revoke him, but I’d like to. Anything you can do to help will be appreciated.”

		“When is his next visit scheduled?”

		“He just had one a few days ago so it won’t be for two weeks. I was glad to see him go. Moses gives me the heebie-jeebies. He looks as if he about ready to jump me. I mean I’m not prejudice, but would never be with somebody like him. I even tried to palm him off on another parole officer, but no luck. You think he may have whacked your victim?”

		“Maybe,” I answered. “I know there was some bad blood between them.”

		“He capable of it,” she said. “In fact I’m not sure there is anything he wouldn’t do. If you want to pay a visit, I’ll be more than happy to go with you. Maybe we can catch him dirty and I can send his ass back to the iron bar hotel.”

		Forty-five minutes later we were sitting a few doors down from where Moses Gamble hung out. It was a joint called the Black Rose. I called a friend who worked vice to join us.

		“Hi guys,” Tim Cline said, getting in the back seat of my car. “Hey if it isn’t Melissa Jones, the throw ’em back in, kid.”

		“Hello Tim,” Melissa said smiling at him. “Long time no see.”

		“Yeah, you know how it is,” he said. “So much pussy and so little time.”

		“I gather you two know each other,” I said.

		“Oh yes,” Melissa answered. “Tim deflowered me and then left me high and dry.”

		“That would be a medical miracle,” Tim said calmly. “You would be the first woman in history to grow your cherry back. It was long gone before I met you, honey.”

		“I’m not talking about that cherry, Tim, and you know it. You took my anal cherry and never even called after that. Bastard.” She didn’t sound all that upset about it.

		“Sorry about that,” Cline said, not sounding sorry at all. “I thought you knew about me. Love ’em and leave ’em Tim. So what are we doing here?”

		“Moses Gamble,” I said. “What can you tell me about him?”

		“Nothing good,” Tim said. “Runs a string of white hookers catering to men of color. Peddles dope, runs some numbers, does some loan sharking. Got sent away a couple years ago on a three to five for procession for resale. Got out after thirteen months or so. Basically Moses Gamble is bad news. He one of yours, Melissa?”

		“He is indeed,” she said. “So Tim, you ass-fucker, why is he still running loose if you know all that about him?”

		“Knowing and proving are two different things,” he answered calmly. “He ain’t a hands on kind of hood. Unless it hands on the gals. Hear he’s a mean fucker. Is that why you’re here, Mel? Looking to change your luck?”

		“No, Moses isn’t my kind of man,” she answered.

		“Oh, I heard you dated that big black desk sergeant over at the eighteenth. Donaldson, I think. I thought you might be going back to black.”

		“Not with Moses Gamble. I did date Donaldson for a while,” she responded nonchalantly. “He retired and moved off to New Mexico or somewhere out there. It isn’t a race thing with Moses. It’s the fact that he scares the hell out of me. Is the Black Rose his place?”

		“He ain’t the owner of record, but yeah, he owns it lock, stock, and barrel. He got some people with clean records fronting him in that joint and several more around town.”

		“I have some information that suggests he may have been set-up on that drug bust,” I said. “You hear anything about that?”

		“Yeah, bits and pieces,” Tim said. “It wouldn’t surprise me none. I figured Moses was too cagy to carry his own shit. I wasn’t in on that bust, so I can’t say for sure, but he probably was set-up. Who gives a shit? He’s scum and we take them out anyway we can. It was a good bust and it stood up in court. What did you hear?”

		I told them about Tom Rhodes. Tim Cline didn’t seem surprised that Rhodes was dead.

		“Yeah, if he fucked with Big Mo he would get whacked. Son of a bitch wouldn’t stand still for that. Bastard would off his mother if she got in his way. How did you get involved? The Attorney General interested in that old case?”

		“No, I’m working on my own right now. I met Tom Rhodes widow and we sorta became friends. If I approach Moses, will he talk to me?”

		“Oh hell yes,” Tim said. “Moses has a deep and abiding respect for the enforcers of the law. He’ll talk your ear off, but he won’t tell you anything. In fact you’ll leave him knowing less than when you started. Melissa here might be able to get something out of him. He likes white women. Why don’t you offer him some pussy, Mel, and see if he will do some pillow talk?”

		“Why don’t you kiss my ass, Cline?” she said with a laugh. “I don’t fuck felons.”

		“Hey, Jackson, you should have heard Melissa squeal when I popped her ass. Hell, you could have heard her a mile away. But you liked it didn’t you, baby?”

		“Not so much,” she said with a smile. “If you had a full grown dick it would have really hurt.”

		“Ouch,” Tim said. “On that unkind cut, I’ll leave you two to watch that rat hole. Call me if you need me.” He opened the back door and left.

		“Sorry,” I told her. “I didn’t know you had a history or I would have got somebody else.”

		“No problem. I rag his sorry ass, but Tim and I got along pretty good as long as it lasted. Pinning him down is like trying to lasso the wind. I heard all about him before we connected so I should have known better.”

		We sat and watched the Black Rose for a while longer. After a half hour I told Melissa that I was going in and that she should wait in the car.

		“No way! I’m not going to sit out here by myself in this neighborhood. I’ll come in with you, but I wonder if that’s what you should do. Why put him on notice that you’re interested in him?” That made some sense to me. I asked her if she had a home address for Moses. She gave it to me and we started back to her office.

		“So this widow Rhodes,” Melissa said when we were nearly to her office. “Anything going on there? You and her?”

		“Yeah, you might say so. We’re getting along pretty good.” I wasn’t sure how much I wanted to tell her about Becky, but I wanted to plant some seed. “Nice girl. Her and hubby used to swing. I mean before Rhodes got killed. I guess that shocks you, huh?”

		“No, nothing much shocks me these days,” she answered with a laugh. “Different strokes for different folks. You and her swinging?”

		“Not yet,” I admitted. “Not sure how to go about it. Any suggestions?” Pretty blunt, but at least I’d know.

		“I guess it depends on which way you plan to swing. Open swinging or closed. Guys or girls. What’s your pleasure, Jackson?”

		“I’m not sure what open and closed swinging is. Whatever Becky and me do, we do together. Male, male, female or female, female, male. Becky hasn’t ever been with another woman so that’s new territory for both of us. I’ve teamed up with another guy back years ago.”

		“Either way can be good,” Melissa said. “I’ve done it both ways and I like it both ways. It sounds like you and your lady friend could use my help. Why don’t we get together after work and see what develops.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		“I think I could get used to a place like this,” Melissa said, looking around at Becky’s huge house. “I’d be a bit cramped, but I could adjust.”

		Becky and I laughed at her witticism. Melissa had changed out of her work togs and was wearing a flowery summer dress and was obviously not wearing a bra. Her large breasts were mobile inside the dress. Her legs were tanned and looked good. Mel looked pretty good to me and I hoped to Becky.

		It was the strangest thing, that feeling I had. I was with two hot sexy women and I was pretty sure they were willing to play, but I didn’t know how to get it started. Suddenly I was like a tongue-tied schoolboy.

		“Did Jackson tell you about me?” Becky asked. We had made it to the poolside patio. Like everything about Casa Becky it was first class complete with bar. I had been elected bartender and I was grateful. At least I was doing something I knew how to do.

		“Not much,” Melissa said. “Just that your husband was killed about a year ago. I’m sorry for your loss.” Even the parole officers didn’t have anything new to say about death.

		“Thank you,” Becky said. “Jackson has been a life-saver for me. It seems that Jackson wants me to seek new adventures. Broaden my horizons as it were. Are you a new horizon?”

		“I suspect I am,” Melissa said with a wide grin. “Tell me all about you, Becky.”

		While I played bartender Becky gave Melissa a thumbnail version of her life. When she got to the part about Moses and his two buddies I could see that Melissa became even more interested in my Becky. She also was pissed.

		“I’d have shot that son of a bitch until he thought he was dead and then I would have shot him some more,” Melissa said. “I mean I don’t mind a little rough sex, but that was way too much. Fuck it, I’d shot all three of the bastards.”

		“I wanted to,” Becky said. “At least part of me did. The other part, the predominate part, told me it was my fault.”

		“How long have you been a submissive, Becky?” Melissa asked gently.

		“I don’t know for sure,” Becky replied. “I thought I was a strong willed woman, but sometime while I was doing porno that I realized I was not all that strong. I loved it when the director told me what to do in nasty graphic terms. When I met Tom he sort of took over control of me. At least the sex part. Then came Jackson,” she added giving me her full beautiful smile.

		“It seems that Jackson has a fantasy of being involved in a threesome with two women,” Mel said. “How do you feel about that?”

		“I don’t know,” Becky said. “It doesn’t turn me off and I always like trying new things so I guess it’s all right. I’m certainly willing to give it a try. Once my girlfriend in college and I kissed and made out a little and that was fun. Sure, why not?”

		Okay, I’m here to tell you that a threesome is a lot more involved than I thought. Luckily Melissa was experienced so I let her be in control. Actually I’m not sure I could have prevented it.

		“I envy you, Becky,” Mel said. “You are going to experience something wonderful. Having your pussy filled with hard man meat and your pussy eaten at the same time is something not to be missed. You usually won’t get that with just guys. Most of them won’t get that close to another cock. Come over here and stand in front of me,” Mel ordered Becky. Becky got up and did as she was instructed. She quickly changed from mistress of the manor to submissive sex toy.

		Melissa had Becky remove her clothing one article at a time until Becky was standing nude before her. Mel let her hands caress Becky’s body paying special attention to Becky’s nipples and finally coming to rest on Becky’s hairless cunt. I was hard as a rock just from watching them.

		“You are wet, dear,” Mel said putting first one finger then two in Becky’s pussy. “Are you anticipating what I’m going to do to you? Maybe you are anticipating what Jackson and his cock will do for you. Which is it?”

		“Both, I think,” Becky said, her voice strained as Mel worked another finger in her cunt.

		“Jackson, get naked and come here,” Mel ordered. I hurried to comply. I’m usually not a fan of bossy women, but since this seemed to bode well for me I wasn’t going to refuse to go along with it.

		“Stand here beside Becky,” Mel said. “I want you to kiss her and play with her tits while I finger fuck her and suck your cock.” I did as she instructed and found that Melissa was a very good cocksucker. I’m not a fan of standing blowjobs because my knees get weak and my legs tremble. I’m always afraid I’ll fall and that would be embarrassing. Luckily Mel didn’t keep us in that position very long. We soon were on Becky’s giant bed.

		I was surprised at the variety of combinations and positions two women and one guy can get in. I found I liked all of them. When Melissa went down on Becky I was on my second hard-on. The first one didn’t last all that long.

		Mel ate Becky to a crashing orgasm and then instructed Becky to eat her pussy. To her credit Becky didn’t hesitate. She dove between Mel’s legs and slurped her to a climax. Just watching them caused me to get hard again. I’m talking diamond cutter hard. A fucking cat couldn’t have scratched my cock.

		“You have the makings of a first class cunt lapper, Becky,” Mel said when she got her breathing under control. “Jackson, why are you waiting? Get on this slut and fuck her. I want to suck your cum out of her.” Mel, the boss, was about to get on my nerves. Not quite, but close. It’s really hard to get pissed off at somebody who’s telling you to do what you want to do.

		Sometime well after midnight I gave it up. I had fucked both women at least three times and that was my personal best, but enough is enough. I dozed off with Becky and Mel in a loud, wet sounding sixty-nine.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		The next day was Saturday and I had to work. The cop shops around the world never close. Some wit put a sign on the door to our cubbyhole that said, “We doze, but never close.” I was the only dick working. The others who had weekend duty were on call.

		I had left Mel and Becky playing in the shower. Whatever reluctance Becky had about sex with another woman was apparently long gone now. She had no trouble playing nice with the big girls. I sat at my desk with a pile of paperwork in front of me. I wasn’t seeing the work. I was too busy reliving the preceding night’s activity. It was, without a doubt, the wildest thing I had ever been involved with in my life. Wild and wonderful. Six holes and no waiting.

		While I thoroughly enjoyed every minute of it, frankly, having two women is more than any man can handle for very long. At least I can’t. I spent a lot of down-time waiting for my cock to rise to the occasion. But all in all I didn’t think I had done too shabbily.

		I was still thinking about it when Travis Brown came into the squad room. He ponderously made his way to the coffee pot and then to my desk. Travis is one big man. He admits to three hundred pounds and I suspect he’s several pounds over that. He carries his bulk pretty good on his six foot seven frame. He also is the blackest black person I have ever known. His shaven head gleamed in the office lights. So did his smile.

		Travis and I go way back. We were rookies together back when. Travis is now a detective with the eighteenth precinct. I was his best man when he married the foxiest lady in the world. May is a model and she is smoking hot. She is even prettier than that well known black Victoria’s Secret model. Travis met May when he was investigating a burglary that May had suffered.

		“So you AG dicks do work on weekends like the rest of us pukes,” Travis said after finding a chair that appeared sturdy enough to hold him. “I wondered.”

		“Yeah, we do work weekends and nights and holidays, too,” I said. “How you doin’, Travis?”

		“I can’t complain at all,” he said. “I saw you yesterday. I waved, but you seemed distracted by the gal with you. How’s Melissa doing these days?”

		“Okay, I guess,” I told him. “We were checking up on…”

		“Moses Gamble,” he finished for me. “I know. One of my eyes on the street saw you eyeballing the Black Rose. What’s up with that? If I know it, you can bet Moses knows it.” I told him why I was looking at Moses Gamble. “Okay, buddy,” he said when I finished my abbreviated story that omitted Becky’s name. “You need to be careful with Moses. He’s bad news anyway you cut it.”

		“That’s what everybody tells me,” I said. “If he’s such a bad-ass why haven’t I heard about him before?”

		“Big Mo keeps it low key most of the time He knows how to stay under the radar,” Travis said. “He’ll smile and glad-hand you while he’s trying to figure out a place to stick the knife. He’s done some bad shit and I can’t prove any of it. You say ol’ Melissa is doing okay?”

		“Yeah, you know her?”

		“Sure,” he said with a big grin. “Mel has a thing for black cock and pussy of any color. May and I have played with her several times.” That surprised me about May. I wouldn’t have picked her as a swinger at all. Travis, I knew, would fuck a snake if somebody held its head so that came as no surprise. “May says Melissa is a world class cunt lapper. I know for a fact she loves a hard black cock in any hole.”

		Since Travis was being forthright about his affair, I told him about Becky. I didn’t mention our threesome the night before.

		“Becky Rhodes? That’s Thomas Rhodes wife…widow, I mean. You and her, huh? Nice looking woman, son. Mighty nice. I saw her a couple times after Rhodes got whacked. I helped them work the case. So you figure Moses Gamble offed Rhodes. Wouldn’t surprise me any. That’s something he would feel obligated to do if he figured Rhodes fucked him over. Didn’t Becky do some skin flicks a few years ago? I seem to remember that coming up in the investigation. Hell, I remember now. She was fucking the black doorman of their apartment when Rhodes went down. They sweated him pretty hard, but finally gave it up. Carl something? No, Clyde was his name. So your new gal likes her meat dark, huh? Tell her I got nine inches of swinging meat she can use.” I considered his proposal and decided to tell him about Becky’s first girl-girl party with Melissa.

		“Send her around and May and I will do our thing with her,” Travis said with a laugh. I told him that I wasn’t opposed to the idea, but I wanted to be there. “You sure you want to see your lady getting speared by a big Mandingo cock?” he asked. “You know the saying about going black, don’t you?” I told him I had heard, but wasn’t overly worried. Becky had plenty of black cock before and I was practically living with her. Besides the idea of seeing the beautiful May naked was a tantalizing thought. I told Travis I would talk to Becky and I’d call him later.

		

		***

		

		I finally got my ass in gear and finished up the paperwork. By three that afternoon I was through and I clocked out. I had several hundred hours of comp time on the books. Comp time was the department’s way of screwing the troops without kissing them. Compensatory time in place of overtime. They can’t do that anymore, but I still had a bunch on the books. Comp time came in handy when I wanted a few hours off, so I hadn’t insisted on the overtime pay. The big shots with all the brass loved me for it.

		I drove by Moses Gamble’s home address. It was a three story building in the middle of a city block. I had been told that Moses lived on the third floor and to get there you had to go through metal detectors, guard dogs, and a bunch of strong-arm dudes. You would have also get passed a sophisticated alarm system. Apparently Moses liked his privacy. That was when I had a brainstorm. Enter Marvin Winslow.

		Marvin Winslow is a burglar. Not just any burglar, but a first class cat burglar. Not only that, but Marvin owed me big time. One time he burglarized an apartment and came up with some information about criminal activity. He wanted to do the right thing and turn it over to the authorities. I caught him during the exchange, but I let him walk. What he had was a lot bigger than a burglary charge. Marvin was semi-retired these days, but I knew where I could find him.

		It took a lot of convincing, but I finally managed to convince Marvin that if he didn’t find enough loot in Moses Gamble’s apartment, I’d make it worth his while. I told him all I wanted was enough data about Moses so I could jail his ass. That and the tapes and disks of Becky. I really wanted to get them back. Marvin told me he would study the situation and get back to me. I expected that, because Marvin Winslow is a methodical man. He never got in a hurry to do any job. He’d have the floor plans of the building and he would know everything there was to know about Big Mo’s abode.

		You may find the fact that I was basically commissioning a crime, disturbing. Me an officer of the law and an officer of the court soliciting a felony? Of course you would be justified in being horrified at my behavior. I’m not going to try to put a good spin on it except to say that sometimes crooks get too big and too powerful for the law to touch. I don’t like that, so I don’t have any qualms about fucking over Moses Gamble. I don’t give one tiny shit about his civil rights.

		

		***

		

		I called Becky on my cell and told her I was on my way. She suggested we go out to eat and I agreed. I showered and changed clothes and we went to Beacon Street. Beacon Street is an upscale restaurant in the heart of downtown. It’s a bit snobbish for my taste, but Becky wanted to go, so we did. That was when I got my first look at Moses Gamble.

		Big Mo was standing at our table before either of us knew he was around. Moses Gamble was a large man just beginning to put on a middle-aged spread. However there was nothing about him that appeared soft. His face had a cruel mean expression and his eyes had that flat blank look that a shark has. Lifeless, without any light in them. I had to agree with Melissa. Moses was one scary dude.

		“Well if it ain’t little Becky Rhodes,” he said in a soft voice that didn’t seem to go with the rest of him. Becky looked nervous and glanced at me for support. I pushed my chair back a little and adjusted my holster so I could reach it quickly. Moses noticed and smile a little. At least It might have been a smile. His face rearranged itself so it may have been a smile. “Cop?” he asked. I nodded. “Yeah, well this little lady and I go way back. She tell you about me fucking her?” I nodded again. I saw another man hovering in the background.

		“Yeah ol’ Becky and me got it on a bunch of times, didn’t we Beck? Her old man used to hold her legs open so I could slam the meat to her. God, she loves a hard black cock.” His soft voice carried to the closer tables and the restaurant sound were fading fast. “You need to be givin’ me a call, bitch. Maybe you want this cop to see you get black fucked. How about it, cop? Something you would want to see sometime?” It was, but not with him. Without even knowing him I had worked up a fair size dislike for him, but that changed to pure raw hate.

		“How would you like for me to bust your fat black ass?” I said without raising my voice. “Maybe for public profanity or just public ugly? Maybe I could just make up something. Who would they believe? How about I invite your parole officer to the booking?” Moses didn’t rise to the bait. He gave me what could have been another smile and left us. Moses Gamble was a cool customer and defiantly a bad boy.

		“Oh God,” Becky whispered after he had gone and the conversation started around us again. “That man scares the hell out of me. I’m shaking like you wouldn’t believe.” That may be true, but her voice was low and husky like it got when she was passionate. Some women like them cruel, cool, and bad.

		“Scared and a little turned on?” I suggested. She blushed and nodded. “Is your pussy wet? Are you thinking about a black cock pounding your white cunt?” She nodded without looking at me. I paid the check and we left. In the car I called Travis to see if he and May were home. I explained I had a horny lady with me.

		“Bring that white gash right on here, Jackson. I have exactly what she needs,” Travis said after a moment to clear it with his wife.

		“Who were you talking to?” Becky demanded to know. I told her about Travis and May. “May Brown? The model? I’ve seen her photographs in magazines and billboards. You know her?” I explained that I had only met May a couple of times, but that I knew Travis very well.

		Travis and May live in a swank townhouse that Travis could never afford on his salary. I didn’t know what May’s income was, but I suspected it was hefty.

		May Brown met us at the door and invited us in. She explained that Travis had just stepped out to get some more wine. Becky was star-struck being that close to May. In fact I was always just a little awed myself. May was drop dead gorgeous by any standard. She was, however, a nice friendly person and she quickly put Becky at ease.

		We went into the plush living room and May got us each a glass of wine. I’m primarily a beer drinker, but the mood and time seemed right for wine.

		“I’m so glad you stopped by,” May said after Becky gushed a while. “I haven’t seen Travis this excited for a long time.”

		“Are you sure this is okay?” Becky asked. I’m sure she would ask the queen if it was alright to fuck the king. If we had a king and queen, that is. May was as close to royalty as we have.

		“Yes it is,” May assured her. “I love sex, but Travis is huge and I am rather small down there. Sometimes he gets a little raucous so it good to let him let off steam with someone as nice as you seem to be. Travis told me that you recently had your first bi experience. Do you mind if I get personal?” I think she could have ask Becky anything and got by with it. Becky told her it was fine to ask. “How did you like it? Being with a woman, I mean?”

		“I loved it,” Becky said with a big smile. “It was great and Jackson being there just made it all the better.”

		“I agree that it’s nice to have a man in reserve,” May said with a giggle. “You are very pretty, Becky,” she added dropping her voice into a sultry tone. “I think this will be a great night for all of us.” Her glance slid over to include me. I felt a tingle of anticipation. May invited us back to a bedroom. I wondered if Travis being absent was contrived. I suspected it was deliberate. May wanted first crack with the new woman.

		May took Becky to the bed and they sat down on the edge. May took Becky in her arms and kissed her long and deep. It appeared that Becky gave as good as she got. I felt like a fifth wheel...third wheel, if you’re counting heads, until May told me to undress. It seemed appropriate because they were undressing one another. When I was naked, May motioned me over closer.

		“Okay, now that’s a dick I can handle,” May said taking my semi-hard cock in her hand. It went from semi-hard to full hard in a nanosecond. I didn’t know if her comment was a complement or not, but I elected to take it as such. May and Becky took turns sucking my cock. If one woman sucking cock is good, then two is a lot better then twice as good.

		“Good, you all have started,” Travis said from the door. I thought I had undressed quickly, but Travis was quicker. Throwing clothing in every direction he was mother naked in a flash and the dude was hung. He claimed nine inches, but it looked bigger because it was so thick. When Becky saw it her eyes lit up like a kid’s face on Christmas morning.

		“Oh my God! What a beautiful cock!” Becky said, ignoring my modest size cock. I wouldn’t go so far to describe Travis’ cock as beautiful. Impressive for sure, but not beautiful. On the other hand I would declare that May and Becky naked on the bed was beautiful as well as impressive. May didn’t ignore my cock. Instead she redoubled her effort at giving me head after giving her husband a brief smile.

		Travis ignored me and his wife. He was homing in on Becky who had rolled to the other side of the bed and was reaching out for him.

		“Honey, I hope you’re ready for some hard black cock,” Travis said to Becky. “’Cause here it comes.” My Becky had Travis’ cock in her hand and then in her mouth in an instant.

		“Eat me, Jackson,” May whispered taking my throbbing cock out of her mouth. “Let’s sixty-nine. I want your mouth on my pussy.” Not a problem, I thought. May’s pussy tasted as sweet as I had, on many occasions, imagined it would. I would give anything to have a video of that night. Me, eating that beautiful creature’s cunt.

		The sixty-nine lasted about five minutes and then May did a reversal and got astride me. She put the tip of my dick at her opening and shoved herself down on it. I nearly lost it. I was fucking May Brown, super model! May came with a screech. I came and I also might have screeched, but I’m not sure.

		While the beautiful May lay on top of me, I looked over to see Travis pounding his cock in Becky. She was on her knees and he was porking her from behind, her tits bouncing and jerking from the onslaught. She was moaning softly as the big black cock slammed in and out of her. She saw me watching them and smiled at me.

		“He’s so big, Jackson,” she said. “I’m loving this, honey. I mean really loving this.”

		“Better you than me,” May said, turning so she too could see her husband and my lady fucking. “It looks better than it feels to me. Becky, I hope you’re up to a long hard fuck. Travis, my beloved bull, doesn’t quit once he gets going.”

		May proved to be one hundred percent right. Travis fucked Becky in every position know to man and he did so over the next hour and a half. When he finally came up for air Becky was cover and full of his cum. She was also worn completely out.

		While Travis and Becky fucked, May and I watched and talked some. We also had another go at it. While Travis fucked Becky with something akin to frenzy, May and I took our screwing slower. I wanted to savor every moment of it. It’s not every day I got to fuck a supermodel, or any model for that matter.

		Travis and I drank a beer while May and Becky had wine. It was a little strange being naked with three other naked people. Not that I was weirded-out or anything. While we relaxed and chatted, I compared the two women. May, a light coffee colored African-American goddess was tall and lean. Built for speed. Becky was a bit paler even with a tan and she was shorter and compacted. Built for comfort. May’s breasts were pert and sat high on her chest while Becky’s tits were round and firm with just a tiny bit of sag from the weight of them. Both women had shaved pubes and both women were very easy on the eyes.

		After the fucking, they both had cum in their pussy and they had sucked each others cunt. If you have never seen two women getting it on, you’ve missed something that’s guaranteed to cause a boner. At least Travis and I had a hard-on from the show. I glanced at Travis and he smiled and shook his head.

		“Got to save something for the grand finale,” he said with a grin. We took our drinks to their hot tub where we soaked and recharged the batteries. We sorta paired off with Becky and Travis and May and me. Becky and Travis were busy swapping spit and May was softly stroking my cock.

		“You are a wonderful fuck, Jackson,” May whispered. “I hope you won’t be a stranger. I’m glad that Becky seems able to take care of my stud.” Her stud was sucking Becky’s tits and his hand was below the water and from the look on Becky’s face his fingers were in her cunt. “Do you think she will let Travis have her bottom?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “Maybe. Becky likes it in her ass. How ‘bout it Becky?” I said raising my voice. “Can you take Travis’ cock in your ass?”

		“I think so,” Becky said with a short laugh. “I’m willing to try. You’ll be careful and take it easy won’t you, Travis?” He grunted, not taking his lips from her nipple.

		It took about fifteen minutes and a lot of lube, but he managed to get his cock in her rectum. While Travis fucked Becky’s ass, May ate her pussy. Another sight to behold. It was after two o’clock in the morning when Becky and I got home. We gave each other a quick peck and went right to sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		For the next week I was in a daze just thinking about what I had seen and what I had done. Of course I didn’t, but I wanted to run an ad in the papers telling the world I had fucked May Brown, the supermodel. I wanted everybody to know that May Brown had sucked my cock and I had ate her pussy.

		

		***

		

		I had almost forgotten about Marvin Winslow and the mission I had assigned to him. I was a little surprised when he called asking me to meet him. We met at a diner not far from where Moses Gamble lived.

		“I got good news and I got bad news, “ Marvin said. “The good news is I can get in his apartment. The bad news is I ain’t going to.” I inquired what his reasoning was. “There ain’t but a handful of guys in the whole fucking world who could get around his security and he knows I’m the only one around here. He’s a mean son of a bitch and I don’t want to get my ass killed over a job that wouldn’t pay shit anyway.” I honestly couldn’t fault his logic, but I was disappointed none the less.

		“Okay, Marvin,” I said when he finished. “I understand. I don’t suppose you could teach me how to do it could you?”

		“I doubt it,” he answered. “Can you climb down to the roof of his building from the building behind? It a three story drop by the way. Can you disable his security system and picked the lock on the roof door? Can you get in the other two security doors to his living quarters?” I shook my head. Hell, I couldn’t do any of that.

		“I did consider plan B,” Marvin said after a while. I asked him what plan B was. “I thought maybe I could set a fire in part of the building and when the firemen went in, I’d go also. I mean with the coats and helmets nobody would notice or pay attention. If the doors were still locked I planned on using a fire ax to bust the door open.”

		“Sounds workable,” I said. “Why did you go to plan A since plan B is so good?” He told me there were too many unknown factors in plan B. He also said that it might be hard to get any loot out with so many people milling around. “I see,” I said. “How did you plan on setting fire to his building?”

		“Not a real fire,” he said. “That’s too dangerous. Just some smoke. Put a smoke bomb, a big smoke bomb, in the ventilation system and wait for the alarm. When the fire equipment arrives, go in with them and haul ass to the top floor. You aren’t thinking of trying it are you?” I told Marvin I might consider it. I was seriously considering it, but I needed some help. I wanted some official help there in case things went wrong. I was thinking of Travis Brown as my partner in crime.

		

		***

		

		“Are you out of your rabbit-ass mind?” Travis said when I told him about my plan. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard. For what? Some skin flicks of your lady? Make new ones, and forget that shit.”

		“You said you were after Moses Gamble’s ass. What if I got something you could use to put him away?”

		“Like what, for Pete’s sake?” Travis demanded. “You think he leaves incriminating evidence laying around? Get real, Jackson.”

		“Okay, forget it,” I said. He made a lot of sense. Odds were it wouldn’t work anyway. Marvin had found out somehow that Moses had a big safe in his apartment so anything we could use would probably be locked up. I didn’t think I could haul a big two ton safe down the freight elevator and outside without someone seeing me. Then it hit me. I couldn’t move the safe, but a safe company could. I left Travis and went back to talk with Marvin Winslow.

		“Maybe,” he said thoughtfully after I explained my idea. “Might work with any luck.”

		My plan was simple, but it would take some good luck. Marvin would enter the apartment and fuck-up the safe and leave without taking anything. He would be extremely careful not leave any sign that someone had been in the building. Then when Moses couldn’t get the safe open he would call the safe company. Here’s where the plan gets tricky. The safe company technician couldn’t get it open and would have to take it into the shop. My plan was to substitute me for the technician and I’d call on some friends with strong backs to haul the safe away. Marvin disagreed.

		“Too risky,” he said. “Better to let the real safe people do it all. I can open the safe and change the combination and the real tech won’t be able to open it without drilling. Moses won’t want his expensive safe screwed up so he’ll let them take it. You can bet your sweet ass he’ll want to be there when they open it to make sure nothing is pilfered. Before they can open it, I’ll break into the safe company and empty the safe. We’ll still need to have some good luck, but it has a fair chance to work.”

		Then it hit me. “Marvin we don’t need to do all that. Break in and empty his safe and then change the combination. He’ll still have to call the safe company and they’ll still have to haul it away. The difference is when they open it and see it’s empty, Moses will think someone from the safe company opened and emptied it. He’ll never know it was us.” The only downside to my idea was it didn’t get me the tapes of Becky. I was counting on the fact that where there was confusion there was opportunity.

		Sometimes the simplest idea is the best idea. My friend from vice, Tim Cline, told me the next day that he had word that Moses was going out of town for the weekend. I alerted Marvin.

		The whole operation couldn’t have gone any smoother. Marvin rappelled down to Moses’ roof and entered while I hunkered down behind the building and waited for him to lower things to me. It took about thirty minutes for Marvin to get in, disarm the security system, and open the safe. It took another forty-five minutes for Marvin to lower the contents of the safe to me in a canvas bag on a long rope. That must have been one big safe. It took several trips to carry the stuff to a car we had waiting a block over and behind Gamble’s building.

		After the last trip I arrived back at the building to find Marvin waiting for me. He had successfully changed the combination.

		“Where are we going now?” Marvin asked as we carried his equipment to the car.

		“I’m going home and you are going to jail,” I said. He stopped in his tracks.

		“You’re putting me on!” he said in disbelief.

		“No, I’m not. Think about it, Marvin,” I said. “If Moses don’t buy the safe company stealing his stuff who’s he going to be looking at? The booking record will show that you were picked up yesterday morning and was held all weekend on suspicion of burglary. The log will show that you were released Monday afternoon. Can you think of a better alibi than being locked up?” Of course I didn’t lock Marvin up, but the records didn’t show that. I told Marvin to get around town and tell anybody that would listen where he had been all weekend.

		Later when I got time to look at the stuff Marvin had liberated from Moses I was pleased to find the tapes and disks of Becky. Moses must have thought them valuable enough to keep them in his safe. There were ledgers and computer disks of Moses’ business ventures. Somehow, on an anonymous tip, that information and documents came into the hands of the police. Too big for the locals so they called in the U.S. Justice Department.

		The hundred and some grand in cash I gave to Marvin. Money never has been something I lusted after so it wasn’t no big deal. Marvin felt well compensated for his work. After all I had Becky and she was loaded.

		Moses Gamble was indicted by a federal grand jury on racketeering charges. It looked like a long court battle, but lady luck intervened and took care of the problem. Moses Gamble was hit by a truck while crossing the street and died of his injuries. The arrogant bastard apparently though a loaded semi-truck would stop for him. From what I could find out Moses never suspected anything except that somebody at the safe company ripped him off. Of course that was never reported.

		About a year later, Becky and I were married. May Brown was her matron of honor and Travis was my best man. The four of us spend most of our time with each other. Becky gets plenty of black cock and I get to fuck the prettiest woman in the world.

		Melissa Jones is a frequent visitor, too.

		Travis never asked how I happen to have the disks and tapes of Becky. He was smart enough just to set back and enjoy watching them with me. I may tell him someday just to see him laugh. He would appreciate how clever I was.

		I wasn’t overly surprised that shortly after Moses Gamble bit the dust, Marvin was suddenly a wealthy man. A snitch told me Marvin had come into a lot of jewelry. Marvin stopped by my office one day to tell me he was leaving town on a world cruise. I didn’t mention the jewels I was sure he lifted from Moses’ safe. Some things aren’t worth getting bent out of shape over. I suggested that he stay retired because some countries are not nice to thieves. He laughed and strolled out the door.

		***

		

		We found out about a year later that Moses Gamble hadn’t killed Thomas Rhodes after all. Orlando Munsey developed an incurable cancer and confessed on his deathbed that he had shot and killed Rhodes because he was pissed about Rhodes taking Becky away from him. Go figure. We didn’t even think to look at him as a suspect. Oh well…

		I didn’t waste a second feeling bad about fucking Moses Gamble. I was sorry that he didn’t get to go to prison, but with the court system in the shape it’s in, he may have died of old age first. All’s well that ends well. I guess it does take a thief to catch a thief.

		

		The End
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