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Forward

Wayne Clingman: Believe it or not I think most erotica sucks, pun not intended.  My true goal in this joint effort with Kyle Canon was to write something in the genre that was interesting enough to grab the reader’s attention and perhaps lighten your day.

I think in this book Kyle and I were able to do just that.  We wrote a story that, hopefully, will keep you coming back for more. 

We hope you enjoy!
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Chapter 1

“Yo, pal.  This is as far as I can take ya. I’m gonna grab a bite and shower here before I head into Tampa.” The driver’s gruff voice sounded around the butt of a well chewed cigar.  His passenger, a large man wearing old desert cami pants and a non-descript green shirt over what used to be a white t-shirt lifted his head from where it had been resting on the window.  He stared out the front windscreen taking in the surroundings as the driver deftly maneuvered the big rig into a parking spot facing a large TA sign. Several days growth of beard darkened the passengers’ chiseled features.  He reached up to scratch his head under the weathered Dodgers cap he wore before swiping his hand down to rub his face.

“Thanks, and thanks for the ride and letting me use your phone.  My pal should be here to pick me up.”

“Na, don’t’cha mention it.  We ex-service guys need to stick together.  Even if you was a dirty ground pounder.” He added with a chuckle as he reached out a gnarled hand to the man.

“Ha! Safe trip Marine.  Semper fi.” He said good naturedly as he shook the offered hand.  He grabbed a duffle from behind his seat, opened the cab door and dropped lithely to the ground and walked away.  He thought he’d caught a glimpse of his ride in the parking lot around the building, opposite the truck entrance.  As he walked, he let his mind wander back over the last year of his life. 

Fuck.  I thought the sandbox was hell! At least there you usually knew the enemy and your friends were the ones in your unit.  Dad would’a been so disappointed. He shook his head sadly.

“Hey soldier boy.  You need some head? I’m real good.” A soft, very feminine voice called out in a husky whisper from the darkness that coated the side of the building he was walking past. Shaking his head both at the offer and his shitty situational awareness he began to reply.  As he opened his mouth to speak his brain caught up and he recognized the voice he hadn’t heard in years.

“C’mon Jane.  You’d make a terrible lot-lizard.  Especially since you like pussy more than cock.” He stopped and turned to face the shape that pulled from the shadows that hid the side of the truck stop and began moving toward him. As Jane stepped into the light, he saw she hadn’t changed much over the years.  Jane was huge for a woman, tall at just over six feet and muscled like a middle weight. Her tits were equally massive and appeared firm as hell. Jane gave a very un-lady like guffaw.

“Cap…. I mean Luther, it’s good to see you!” She grasped his hand then pulled his large frame in for a comradery hug and slap on the back.  “That all you have?” She nodded to the duffle slung over his shoulder.  At his nod she gestured to the parking lot and led the way to a dark green 65 Mustang convertible. Without another word he tossed his bag in the back, sat in the passenger seat and closed his eyes.  Jane had already climbed behind the wheel.  With a quick glance in Luther’s direction, she shook her head sadly before starting the car and pulling out from the lot. Shit, he is so fucked up.  Not even a snarky comment about my tits when I hugged him.

Luther didn’t fall asleep, instead, his mind wandered back to the events of almost a year past that set him on his downfall. He’d been an up-and-coming DEA agent working undercover in California.  After a few years on the job, he’d earned himself a reputation as a tough and incorruptible agent. He’d thought, no he hoped that he’d tap danced the political backstabbing and deceit he’d found in the agency.  That is, until he took the lead investigating a huge crime and prostitution ring.

Luther had subtle warnings to back off, to move slower but like a bulldog he clamped on tight and refused to yield. The more he dug, the more disgusted he became at the lives ruined all for a few bucks.  ‘Actresses’ hooked on drugs and used until their bodies failed.  Snuff films and worse, children bought and sold like at a market and shipped overseas.  His sense of righteous rage grew the more he tugged on the web and followed it further and higher. 

Luther had no moral objection to pornography or sex work.  In fact, he’d found many in the business who were pushing sex positive outlooks and treated their talent like professionals.  It was the other part, the scummy underbelly that made him sick. Then, that scum tainted what he was building, and his life came to a crashing halt.

Working on a joint taskforce his people had set up cameras and sound equipment to record some of the big names he was out to bring down while they attended a ‘party’.  He did get them, all of them on film as well as a truly disgusting act that still turned his stomach.  He was ready to bring in the dirtbags but his bosses, the ones who swore to uphold justice, instead, they forced him to stand down.

Luther fought his orders and was pulled in and suspended on trumped up charges of corruption and malfeasance.  Over the course of a week all his accounts were frozen.  Accounts he never knew he had in overseas holdings were suddenly brought to life. Drugs were found in his home and vehicle.  Then his father, the toughest SOB he’d ever known.  A highly decorated Ex-DEA agent was found dead in his Miami home of an apparent suicide.  Of course, it was due to his son’s corruption.  The news just broke the old man’s heart.

Luther’s hands clenched as he recalled the next few months.  Suspension, termination, and trumped-up charges that were eventually reduced. Charges that were finally, almost contemptuously dropped ‘for the good of the service’. Luther prided himself on being able to handle any of the shit life could throw his way, but these events all happened too fast. He’d lost everything and he hadn’t even made his pops funeral.

He’d fought and bled for his country, then returned and did it some more.  He had believed it was his duty to keep the wolves at bay.  The ones who would tear into the innocent.  He thought he could make a difference.  Scenes from his investigations flashed before his eyes, the innocents corrupted and destroyed. All the men, women and children he couldn’t help. Luther was not a man accustomed to failure.  He knew he wasn’t handling it well which was why he accepted the offer to travel across the country and stay with Jane and her wife.

He fell asleep on the drive the same angry bitter dreams that had tormented him for months making it anything but a restful sleep.  The warm night air and sound of the wind whipping over the windshield was his only soothing distraction.  That, and the growing knowledge and determination that he would fight back.  More he would get his with interest.  He just wasn’t sure how, yet but he felt something was coming.  It wasn’t a feeling he could define but rather some inner sense he developed while in the sandbox hunting killers.  Jane woke him as she pulled off the highway.

“Lou.  Be there in a few.” Jane called over as she drove down a wide boulevard.  Lights shone down illuminating the rode as she pulled left onto a somewhat hidden drive leading to a guardhouse and gate.  Jane drove passed the guardhouse with just a wave to the woman sitting and watching a small TV.  Jane pulled right to the gate, which opened automatically for her.  Luther watched curiously as she slowly drove down a narrow road, bordered on both side by well-kept RV’s. The only lighting coming from her headlights and dim streetlamps along the road. They drove past several two-story buildings, a pool and several more buildings and finally down a road lined with double wide prefab homes.  She pulled into a small concrete driveway in front of a tiny, well-kept yard and shut down the car. 

“Nice.” Luther said softly into the nights silence. Grabbing his duffle he followed Jane’s shapely ass down a short gravel path then up three steps to the front door of her double wide.

“Take the room down the hall on the left.  Shower is across the hall from you.  Alice said to tell you high, she’s sorry she couldn’t be here but should be back in a day or two. Beer?  Take it with you.  Oh, towels are in the bathroom.” Luther grunted and nodded his thanks as he walked past Jane and grabbed the offered beer.  Tossing his duffle on the bed in his room he quickly stripped down to his skivvies and walked across the hall to the bathroom.  Swigging half the beer in one gulp he dropped his boxers and stepped into the shower.  It had been days, weeks since he’d been clean, and he allowed himself to luxuriate under the warm water while occasionally sipping at his beer. The shower door opened on him as he was nearly drifting off under the warm spray.

“Hey tripod.” Jane chuckled as she deftly switched his nearly empty beer with a full one.  She stepped fully in the shower with him, the steam doing nothing to shroud her massive chest.  Jane’s tits were as big and firm as he remembered, and all natural. He chuckled as he recalled her nickname for him. Yeah, his eleven inches hung long and was getting longer and harder as she began to fondle his balls with one hand.

“Alice won’t mind?” He asked, mostly sincere. If Jane told him that it would bother Alice he’d back off.  Not happily but he would.  Then, in the same thought he realized Jane had answered his question when she cupped his nuts and began rolling them between strong fingers.

“Hell no.  She suggested it.  If I was in the mood that is.  I prefer cunt but what the hell.” She chuckled and twisted one of his hairy nipples on his firm and muscled chest.  Without another word, she sunk to her knees and engulfed his head in her mouth.  It had been a while for him, and Jane wasted no time teasing.  He hardened rapidly in her mouth as she used both hands to stroke him furiously.  Her tongue worked along his shaft as her lisps provided a suction he’d long forgotten.  He didn’t last long, didn’t even try. Jane allowed the first few shots to enter her mouth before she withdrew and pumped the remainder of his hot cum on her evenly tAliceed tits.   

“Fuck!” Luther gasped out as he looked down and took in Jane’s cum covered chin and tits. Now, there’s a sight most men would kill for.

“Hey, who needs a field expedient,” she made a jacking off motion, “when you got a friend willing to help out.”

“Damn.  I forgot how much I missed you ladies.” Jane stood, beer back in hand a broad grin on her face.

“Yeah, missed you too.  Now, let me get this man juice off my tits.  It’s late and you have an interview tomorrow evening.” She shoved him aside to get under the shower head, both laughing a moment before he stepped out.  Leaving her in the shower he quickly dried off and dropped into bed asleep before his head even hit the pillow.

A few hours later Luther woke as a slight figure slipped into his room.  In the dim lighting he made out long dark hair framing a pixie face.

“Shhhh.  Jane had some fun.  Now it’s my turn.” Alice slid onto the bed, sidling up against Luther’s naked form.  Her tiny body all 5’ 3” was dwarfed by his six-and-a-half-foot frame.  She began kissing Luther, slowly at first then with increased passion as she felt his manhood grow and stiffen against her leg. 

“You sure you’re ready for this little girl?” Luther teased as his fingers found her wet pussy and slid in. Slowly at first then he increased his pace until Alice was gasping into his neck. He remembered she liked it hard and rough and did his best to accommodate her needs.

“You sure you are ready?” She asked in teasing tones. “Fuck me!  Fuck me now!” She moaned as he curled his fingers and found her G-Spot.  Then, rather than wait for him to respond she flung her leg over his hips and guided him into her with one hand.  Moaning softly with each inch that penetrated her she eagerly took him completely.  Luther lay his hands on her small, delicate hips and slowly began thrusting into her. 

“I told you to fuck me you goddamned pussy!” Alice chortled despite her words.  “I’m not some delicate doll.” As if to punctuate her words she drove her body down on him, her damp pussy smacking against his pubis as she rode him harder and harder.  Goddam!  I forgot how insatiable these two are!

“FUCK!” Alice gave a guttural groan as she began to quiver.  Luther felt her tiny nipples harden like pebbles under his kneading hands. Twisting her nipples hard he grinned at her gasp of pain followed by rapid grunted breaths as she came.

“Pussy?” Luther chortled then flung her over his solid eleven inches of dick impaled her as it was his turn, and he now rode her hard and fast.  His balls smacked against her with each thrust. 

“Shit! Yes, fuck me, fuck that pussy!” Alice called out as Luther moved faster and faster, eager to fill her with his cum.

“Yes!” He grunted as he came for the second time that night. His hips pushed forward in jerks as he worked every drop and sensation out of the moment.

“Fuck. You ladies are going to spoil me.” Luther rolled off Alice and flopped down next to her breathing heavily.  He was careful to not touch and caress her now that they’d finished fucking.  Alice and Jane had been married since their discharge from the Army.  They’d gotten together with him a few times before and after leaving the ‘stan but he always knew their fucking him was something they did as friends and maybe for a bit of variety. 

“Not likely.” Jane said from the door as she stared down at them. “Ok big boy.  You’ve had your stress relief.  Time for us all to crash.” She leaned down to kiss Alice before guiding her down the hall to their room.


Chapter 2

The sounds of clinking dishes roused Luther from what had to be the first sound sleep he’d had in a year.  It was finally the smell of bacon frying that got him out of bed.  Grabbing a towel, he strode to the front of the home where he found Jane and Alice in the kitchen making a huge breakfast.  Both wore nothing more than aprons.

“Hey, grease splatters, big guy.” Alice told him as she caught him staring at the aprons. “Grab a seat.  Tomorrow morning you cook.”

“Hooah, Chief.” Luther grinned, happy to be pulled into the chores and instantly reminiscing about how he’d first met CPO Alice Warner.  She’d been a helicopter pilot assigned to his special forces team.  A team that did the jobs nobody would ever hear about.  He had no idea what to make of the little pilot until their first mission when she braved incoming fire to pick up his team and then waited seconds longer for him to carry in a wounded trooper.  Her bravery under fire cemented a bond between them that lasted for years.

“All right.  We heard the shit about you on the news and the little you told us last month when you finally agreed to head this way.  So, spill it Cap.” Luther grunted, pulled from his memories, and stared at both women before speaking.  Grinning, he intentionally stared at their tits, all four now on magnificent display.  Jane’s mounds rose well over the table while Alice’s almost nonexistent tits were nearly hidden behind a stack of pancakes. 

“Yo!  Soldier Boy!  Eyes up here!” Alice chided him as they’d done to each other for years. She had a deep voice when she wanted to exert authority, and now her commanding tones crept out.  “We knew how fucking stressed out you must have been, that’s why we got you off last night.  Now, spill the shit.”

Luther nodded and proceeded to tell them the ‘shit.’  He owed them, and he didn’t like being in debt. Besides, it would help him plan next steps.

He began with his last investigation and explained how it seemed he would never find the end of the trail.  His team started with low level dealers, they led to sex workers and pimps, which led to higher class dealers and a handful of old school porn executives.  From there it was low level politicians taking bribes and even men and women in the DEA turning their heads for a few bucks.  That was his first indication of trouble.  When he knew beyond a doubt his fellow agents were on the take.

At least, the first he truly noticed.  He’d just named a mid-level DEA agent as an informant to a drug/sex trafficking cartel when word from on high came to slow down and not jump to conclusions.  Days later he was back with his team working with a joint task force stakeout of an illegal/unlicensed porn studio.

“We had every agency in town it seemed in on this.  We’d gone all out setting up recording equipment, high tech shit that would record and broadcast to their command vehicles nearly a mile away. I should have known when the limos started showing up.  This was much bigger than even I had thought.” Luther shook his head, a grim look on his face. As he went on.

“So, a few dozen movers and shakers show up at this sleazy warehouse.  We had politicians, including a fucking Senator slime their way through the door.  My boss was in the command vehicle with me and tried to shut it down then.  When I refused, he stepped out and got on the phone.” 

“I have the fuckers on film whacking off while this poor woman was gang fucked and then strangled.” He shook his head and released the fork he’d unknowingly crushed in his grip while he talked. “My boss wouldn’t intervene.  Wouldn’t let me go when we knew she was going to die.  He’d called in another team to take over and they fucking restrained me.  Not before I broke the prick’s nose.” Luther sighed. “I wasn’t a dumb shit. I knew the politics that ruled the white shirts, but I’d never heard of them allowing a civvy to get killed just to protect some piece of shit scumbags.”

Luther went on to explain that all the evidence went missing before he could even file a report.  Even the woman’s body was never found.

Within days his home had been raided and his life took a downward spiral.  The woman he planned on marrying, a state prosecutor, dumped him when the first hints of collusion came forth.  Then friends and colleagues ran like rats when the drugs were found, and his bank records were made public.  Nobody wanted to listen to his side of the story.  Nobody would give him the time of day.  When his father’s suicide became public, Luther simply gave up. His attorneys worked out a plea deal, and he took what they could get.  He walked with almost nothing but the clothes on his back.

He couldn’t find any work, for a time the best he could do was as a busboy in a cheap restaurant. His fists clenched again.  The women looked at each other concerned as Luther struggled to finish and stay in control.

“I quit. I ran.” He said quietly.

“Nah” Jane said as she slowly chewed a piece of bacon.  “You just temporarily advanced to the rear.” She finished with a challenging grin. Luther visibly calmed himself as he stared into her deep green eyes.

“Yeah.  Temporary.” He said grimly.  Both women knew he never quit and if the truth be told, they both felt a quiver of fear as they gazed on him in his current state.

Jesus. Alice gasped internally as she wondered if their friend was truly in control of the beast. The one that helped him hunt down the worst terrorists and bring them to a swift and final justice. Then, rationality entered his eyes. Rationality and friendship and she knew he would never harm them.

“Ladies, I appreciate this.  I really do.  I need some time to clear my head and figure out how to start over.  I also need to hang low and hide. I know I was being watched, even the last few months being on the streets.  I’m pretty sure the white collars worried I’d stashed a copy of the film somewhere.” He paused and looked significantly at both women.  They pretended not to notice and asked no questions. 

“Well, a nudist resort is a great place to be hidden and also know if the Feds are trying to get close.” Jane chuckled.

“Yeah, just look out for a pencil dick with a high and tight and tan lines.” Alice chimed in as she stood and took her empty plate and Jane’s to the sink.

“Hmmm, sounds like me, ‘cept for the high and tight.” Luther chuckled as he took his plate to the sink and waggled his moppy hair back and forth. “I got the dishes.”

“You got it.  We can tell you about this temp job we have lined up for you.”  Jane went on to explain a friend of theirs had his hand in a good chunk of the adult industry in Central Florida and beyond.

“Mike runs several businesses, but lately his focus has been on ASN magazine.  It caters to people in the lifestyle or interested in it. His primary focus is on swingers and creating ethical porn.”  She went on to say that he was looking for bouncers to work a few parties and was interested in meeting Luther. Especially after the ladies described him. Alice was nodding as Jane spoke.

“You two may find you have a lot in common, background wise at least.” Alice said quietly.  Luther was curious about what she meant, but he was even more curious about their swinging lifestyle.

“Didn’t know you two were into that scene?” Luther asked, no judgment in his tones.  Alice and Jane shrugged behind his back.

“Yeah, we both like it a bit rough and wild from time to time.  A little BDSM is great and nothing wrong with a little variety too.  About a year ago Jane was approached by a couple here who thought she’d be great for sexy wrestling matches.  The kind where they start dressed and the winner is the one who makes the other cum first.”

“The work was fine but the fuckers running the show were getting the actresses hooked on shit.  Tried to ‘ruffie’ me, and I nearly killed two of them. I’d already met Michael, he’d cautioned me about the crew I was working with, but I hadn’t seen anything…and…”

“… and you are loyal until someone fucks that up.” Alice finished for her. “Jane got out of it; then our friend helped make sure she got a contract with a good producer.  We’ve both done a few films and some shorts.  The money’s been good, and it suits us.” Luther kept his back to the women as they talked.  He’d been taking time cleaning the dishes as he played mental images of Jane wrestling men and women, wrapping her muscular legs around them.  Licking and sucking off her opponents.  He felt his cock growing with each second.

“We’ll hit the pool later and get you some sun.  Also want to introduce you around.  We got a few lady friends who’d help drain those balls of yours.” Luther chuckled and turned to face them.  His cock stood out from his body and twitched even higher as he saw Alice sitting in Jane’s lap.  Her legs were spread wide exposing her pussy.  Jane had been slowly fingering Alice as they spoke to Luther.  Both women wore shit-eating, almost defiant, grins as he took them in. Luther leaned back, his grin matching theirs as he took a step to within a foot of where the two sat.  His dickhead just grazing Alice’s full lips.

“Pool later.  This is a family resort.  Can’t have you walking around like this.”  Alice murmured as she took his cock in hand, her fingers reaching just halfway around his shaft.  Her eyes were half closed as wet slurping noises came from her pussy. Jane was slowly finger fucking her.

Alice flicked her tongue out, wetting Luther’s glans. She smiled as his dick twitched in her grip then held it over so Jane could lick the head as well.  For a time, the women took turns licking then sucking Luther as he rested his hands on their heads gently then more firmly guiding their motions.

The sounds from Alice’s wet cunt filled the room along with Luther’s grunts of pleasure.  The women teased his cock with their tongues even while they played with one another.  Luther glanced down, past his cock and watched as Jane now fisted her lover. 

“Fuck!” He muttered and thrust his hips forward driving his massive cock further into Jane’s mouth. Alice was playing his shaft like a harmonica. Her lips slid from base to the tip, meeting Jane’s mouth then back again. She had begun moaning as Jane viciously hand fucked her.

“Yes, yes, you fucking whore.” Jane pulled away to loudly whisper in Alice’s ear.  “You’re gonna be our bitch.”

“Yes, fuck me hard.  I want to be your slut! Please use me!” Alice gasped out then swallowed several inches of Luther’s dick. He’d been holding back as much as he could but the sound of their voices teasing one another pushed any thoughts of anything but the need for a hard rough fuck from his mind.  The night before had helped but the stress he’d built over the last year needed more than just a quickie.

“I’m gonna fuck you both.  You’re both gonna be my whores.” He saw Jane grin and wink at him even as he grabbed her long blonde hair and pulled her head to his cock. “Suck my nuts.” Grabbing Alice’s brunette ponytail, he drove his dick into her mouth until she gagged. He forced them for a long minute before grunting out. “Not enough. Bend over the table.” Both women complied, asses facing him. Luther roughly stuck two fingers into Jane, who was to his left, then stuck two fingers into Alice.

“Pump my cock you fucking whores. You’re here to please me.”  As he spoke, he wriggled his right thumb into Alice’s ass.  Her natural lube had already smoothed the way.  Working it to the first knuckle he grinned as he heard her gasp and moan.

“Yes, please, up my ass!” Instead of complying, he pulled his hand back and gave her round butt a firm slap. “Uhhhh!  Yes!” Jane’s pussy was equally wet, allowing him to work in four fingers even as he played with Alice. She was moaning in pleasure even as she tugged his cock.  Luther allowed himself a moment to enjoy the sensations before he pulled his hands from both women.  Without a word he picked up Alice and lay her on Janes’ back facing down.

“Hmmm, double decked pussy and ass. Who gets it first?”  He didn’t wait for a reply as he forced his dick into Jane’s gaping cunt until the base of his shaft pounded her lips. She grunted happily as he filled her.  Leaning slightly to his right, Luther reached out and stuck three fingers into Alice’s cunt. 

“Yeah, up my ass too… Please.” Alice moaned in pleasure as he shoved his fingers in her like a piston, keeping time with his dick thrusts into Alice. Shoving his hand in her he made sure to bury his thumb up her ass.  Alice quivered atop Jane, unable to hold back on a massive orgasm as Luther rubbed the sensitive skin separating her anal canal from her pussy.

Despite her orgasm he refused to stop, enjoying the feel of her quivering between agony and pleasure. 

Jane grunted and did her best to shove him deeper as she felt Alice writhe atop her.  The combination of one-woman cumming in his hand and the other on his cock pushed him to the edge.  He allowed a load to fill Jane’s pussy then pulled out and jerked himself off on first Alice’s pussy then back to Jane’s.  He fell back, exhausted both mentally and physically.  He needed the release but instantly felt guilty using his two friends.

“Wooo!  That cock of yours would almost make me reconsider my love of pussy!” Jane exclaimed as Alice slumped off her.  “Kidding, love,” she added with a smile which was soon followed by a kiss to Alice’s pouty face.

“Hey! Lou, head out of your ass, boyo!” Alice growled at Luther when she saw the look on his face.  “Do ya think we didn’t want to fuck you?  Do ya THINK we are just some wilting violets who can’t handle fucking? You know we like it rough, and it isn’t as if we haven’t fucked before!” She was angry and in his face. The switch from post orgasmic bliss to fury was instant and shocking.

“Luther, seriously.  We sorta fuck for a living when we shoot movies.  You’re our friend and obviously needed to get laid. Kind of a no-brainer on our part.  ‘sides, you do have a nice cock. Even if it isn’t as big as some of our toys.” Jane chuckled and punched him in the arm for emphasis as she wrapped her other arm around Alice.

“Yeah, I… I’ve been pretty busted up.  I needed this but…”

“But shut up. We’ll fuck a few more times, probably.  Unless you find some hot piece of ass at the pool. Just don’t get us fined or kicked out because you can’t wait to fuck in private.” Alice had cooled down. She reached out to place a friendly hand on Luther’s massive arm. “Go shower then let’s head to the pool.  We’ll fill you in on the interview while we lay around.  Neither of us have anything to do the next week, so we’ll take care of you, big soldier boy.”  She said the last in teasing tones, her giggle brought a grin to Luther’s face.

“Sure, let’s hit the pool then tonight I’ll make dinner and fuck you up the ass.”  Luther grinned broadly at the chuckles from both women.


Chapter 3

“No sir.  I’ve never worked as a bouncer before, but I’ve done some… security for a few studios out West.” Luther was wearing a blue button down, form fitted shirt and khakis along with a pair of business casual shoes.  All purchased for him by Alice and Jane just for this interview. 

“Hey, no worries my friend. I appreciate the honesty.  Our mutual friends, whom I trust completely,  well, they gave me some of your background.” The man speaking was wearing a lightweight summer shirt, almost the uniform for Southern and central Florida natives. He stared at Luther thoughtfully.

“Yes sir.  They told me.” Mr. Ramos, Michael, nodded again and sat silently for a few seconds.

“I’ve got a reputation for running safe parties and clubs.  I can’t have someone who might be wound too tight working for me.” Michael stared across the table at Luther.  “I did more checking on you with some Fed friends I have.  A few knew you personally, they were shocked you’d been dealing shit and fucking up investigations into snuff films and human trafficking.”  Luther felt his rage growing at the words, but before it could burst, he realized Mr. Ramos had been prodding him, intentionally. More, he began to suspect Michael had a background of his own if he had the kind of connections needed to dig that deep into his files. Taking a deep breath, he calmed himself.

“I could tell you I was set-up but that sounds like something you’d hear on a tv crime show. I have no proof to show, and I won’t beg.” Luther told him calmly but firmly.  He like Mr. R and didn’t want to show him disrespect. “I get it if you can’t use me.” Michael sat back in his comfortable leather chair and studied Luther’s face.

“You into boys or girls?” Michael asked him.

“Neither.  I am into women.  Doesn’t matter to me what someone wants to do for fun as long as it isn’t illegal or non-consensual. I also don’t fuck around on the job.” Ramos grinned at his response. 

“Yeah, from what I’ve learned about you, you’ll do.  Good answer by the way.  We don’t care who you want to play with as long as it’s consensual.” Michael stood and extended a hand over his desk. “You’re hired.  We have a party in a few days.  You’ll need ID and a driver’s license.  We have to follow the rules after all. Can’t fuck with the IRS. I have some folks who can help get things moving fast if you need some help.”

“I appreciate the offer for help, but I’m good sir. I should tell you.  I don’t expect to be here more than a few months.  I must head to Miami to clear up some business.  Not sure where I’ll go from there.”

“Your dad?” Michael asked without pause and stared again at Luther, waiting for a reaction.

“Yes sir.” Luther responded simply, now sure Michael had some deep connections with the Fed, and he was very curious to see where they ran. He had been ready for another test and had prepared a bland poker face.

“Look, I know what it’s like when you come out into the light.  When you are ready to take off give me some notice.  Otherwise, it’s all good.” 

“Yes sir.” Luther gave a tight grin as they shook hands again.

Later that afternoon, he was walking to the pool with the women and rehashing war stories when he paused.  Approaching them was a tall, full chested blonde woman pushing a stroller. She wore nothing but a floppy hat and sandals.  Accompanying her was a fit looking man, also nude, and a nude and very pregnant brunette.  Alice and Jane noticed the three and waved, yelling in delight.

“Lilly, Kyle, Kenedi!” Alice introduced the three to Luther.  As his friends talked, he took in the strangers. Warning bells rang in his mind. There was a hunted, haunted look about them.  Then he noticed the scars and other wounds. Wounds long healed but that hinted at some terrible past event. These were people who’d been through some deep trauma.  The ex-cop in him wanted to reach out and help, but he realized those days were long past.  Or were they?

“Sorry to hurry off.  We were just walking around to help get this little bugger interested in coming out.” Lilly, the pregnant woman, grinned as she rubbed her stomach.  Full, no huge, tits rested on her pregnancy bulge.  “I’m also starving and need to get back for dinner.  Or is it second dinner?” Kyle shook his head and groaned.  Handshakes and waves followed as the groups separated.

“What the hell is up with all the scars?  I mean, they look worse than some of the troops I’ve seen.” Luther inquired quietly.  There was a long silence before Alice explained, with some help from Jane. 

“They’re good people.  What they went through is some sick shit!” They told him Kyle’s mother had been the head of a crime family that put most Cartels to shame.  She kidnapped Kenedi when she was three months pregnant and tortured her.  The same night she was kidnapped, Lilly was attacked at a Miami club and nearly killed. Kyle was there, armed and put down her attacker.

“Then it gets murky.  The papers were full of rumors. Apparently, Kyle’s security team found and raided his mother’s home.  They killed his father, rescued Kenedi, and got her to a hospital.  It was touch and go with the baby.”

“Holy shit!  This was going on just before I was set-up.  I heard a bit about it through the agency then all hell broke loose. Didn’t his mom disappear?”

“Yeah, along with a sailboat, good sized one too.  One rumor is she skipped out to a secret home in the Caribbean or Central America. The other story is that Kyle killed her and dumped the body and boat. Anyway, they searched for him for a few weeks before he turned himself in with his attorney.  His story was he went into hiding after the murder and kidnap attempts. By then a shit ton of evidence against his mom mysteriously surfaced.  They pushed the story that she ran off because of the investigation and it got legs as everyone assumed she was trying to stay out of prison.” 

“What about that scar on Kyles’s chest?” Luther asked as they dropped towels on empty chairs at the poolside.”

“Harpooned.  Couple of guys shot him with one about a year before all this other shit.  Tried to make it look like poachers gone bad, but nobody believes that anymore. His mom was a real piece of work.  Kyle tried to escape the life but for some reason she went after him.  He had been a successful lawyer then started a photography business.  He and Lilly have a hell of a love story. Hell, the three of them of a crazy love story.” Alice smiled wistfully. “We’ve gotten to know them pretty well, they come here a lot for peace and quiet and Lilly’s OBGYN is just down the road.”

“Fucking organized crime. I got a sense they were good people when we chatted.  I got into the DEA to help protect people from that crap.”  Luther struggled to visibly calm himself.

“Alice, if I didn’t know better, I’d swear he was purposefully stressing himself out to get a sympathy fuck.”

“You know, I think you’re right.”  Luther glared at both women before breaking out into a series of short, sharp laughs. 

“All right.  Got me.  Now, time to chill?”   

The next several months were good one’s for Luther.  He worked enough for Michael to buy a cheap car and put some cash aside beyond what he used to pay for groceries. It also allowed him to start healing, mentally.  With the healing came vague plans for his future.  Thoughts he hadn’t allowed himself for over a year.


Chapter 4

Luther decided to take back roads from Orlando to Miami rather than the Florida Turnpike or worse yet, I-95.  He had time before meeting with his father’s attorney and planned on enjoying the trip. His car was an older BMW convertible.  Silver with a white interior it didn’t really stand out in a crowd, exactly what he wanted. With the top down, he soaked up the tropical sun and enjoyed the drive as he mentally prepared himself for what was to come.  He’d been close to his dad. For years it had been just the two of them after mom died. 

His dad had been a quiet, driven man who made sure his work seldom interfered with raising his son.  In hindsight, Luther realized how tough that must have been.  When he followed his father’s footsteps into the DEA it had been to honor him.  He knew the old man was practically busting with pride when he was accepted.  Shaking his head, Luther wiped a hot tear from one eye as he knew how hurt his father would have been when the rumors of his ‘set-up’ began filtering out. Fuck it.  I know you wouldn’t approve, but I will get even. Luther clenched his jaw and pushed a little harder on the gas pedal.

The attorney’s office, located in Coral Gables, was in a classy building and smelled of furniture polish and money.  Luther was shocked his father had used someone from a firm like this.  Warning bells went off in his head as he considered the kind of money it took to have this office, in this location. Obviously expensive and beyond his pop’s DEA retirement pension.  Shit pops, what the hell did you get into? Luther was met at the door by a sexy but business-like brunette who walked him back to a large corner office.

“Mr. Spencer, Call me Gary. First let me tell you how sorry I was to hear about your father.” Luther was greeted by a tall, silver haired man in an expensive suit and smelling faintly of cologne.  He gave a firm handshake and gestured Luther to a seat at a small conference table in the office.

“Call me Luther.”

“Of course, Luther.  I blocked out time to go over the estate and answer any questions you might have.  I suspect there might be a few… Before we start.  Your father made a video he wanted you to see.  This was made just days before he…died.” Luther looked at Gary, his eyes narrowing as he caught an underlying tone to Gary’s statement. “I’ve seen the message but will leave if you like.  It’s short.”

Luther shrugged and told him to stay.  He sat back as Gary pressed a button to draw the blinds and another to turn on a large tv mounted on one wall.  He stepped to a DVD player, inserted a disk and stepped back. Luther’s father appeared, looking healthy and vigorous.

“Luke, boy.  I know about the shit you are going through now and want you to understand I love and support you.  Now, I’m going to tell you some things and count on Gary to fill in the details.  You can trust him. Well, as far as you can trust any shyster lawyer in a thousand-dollar suit.” Luther’s father gave a tight-lipped grin at that statement. “It goes without saying, if you are watching this, I’m dead… But that will be another story.  For now, get ready to hear about your family… our family’s dark history.” Luther sat in shocked silence as he listened to his father speak.  The video ended with him apologizing for not telling him before now. He turned his head and stared at Gary.

“Mob lawyer?” Gary exaggerated a cringe. “So, my grandfather.  A man I never met was the notorious Mr. Big? Son-of-a-Bitch!”

“I never knew him, but I understand he wasn’t a bad man, just hard.  Hard and completely loyal to his men and women.” Gary winced then chose to not respond to the ‘Mob Lawyer’ comment.  “He protected his sex workers. Kept his crew away from drugs.  He was a smart man. He even went legit with several businesses which is where I come into the story.  Your dad wanted nothing from Mr. Big.  He only briefly took possession of his things when he died back in the 60’s, then he turned over all of the funds management to my firm. Of course, I wasn’t here back then. I hadn’t seen your dad more than half a dozen times in the last thirty years.  He worked hard to keep that part of the family away from you.  He also didn’t want to dirty his reputation or yours.  Believe me, the measures he took to keep this from everyone would fill a crime drama novel.” Gary sipped some water and paused.

“Cut to the chase.” Gary nodded and took another sip before sliding over a safety deposit key. He then reached into a box and pulled out several ledgers and legal documents which were passed over as well.

“First off.  Your grandfather was almost completely legit when he died.  The almost part being in his running escort services and filming stag films.  It made him a lot of money, which has been invested and grown over the decades.” Gary raised his eyebrow significantly. He continued at a gesture from Luther.

“Now then. The key here is to a box your grandfather kept in one of the oldest banks in Miami.  Your dad never opened it.  I have no idea what you will find in it but it’s yours now.” Gary nodded brusquely and continued. “I will need you to sign several papers… Well, they basically transfer ownership of several properties to you, even though it is through a dozen shell companies to keep the IRS from stealing it.” Gary grinned tightly as he looked at Luther.

“Yeah, fuck the bastards.” Luther said gruffly and nodded as he began reviewing the documents front to back.  Reaching the last he saw it was a loose agreement to keep the firm on retainer.  “Why so easy on this retainer?”

“Mr. Big required it in his initial filing with our firm.  If he or his descendants wanted to move on with another firm, they could do so with no issues. We, ahh.  It’s a lucrative arrangement that we don’t want to fuck up.  Take a few days, if you need, on that paperwork.  The important stuff is right here.” He tapped a short stack of documents he’d separated out from the rest. “If you sign these few, we can immediately put your dad’s house and Mr. B’s studio, all in your name.” Luther’s eyebrows rose at the mention of a studio. He rubbed a hand through his still longish hair and breathed out deeply.

“Fuck me.  Look, this is a shit ton to take on right now.  I’m as positive as I can be that my dad was murdered, no way did he kill himself.” He pointed at the blank screen on the tv used to show him his father’s video. “Then I find out my grandfather was a notorious crime boss, has left me a fucking shit ton of money and a studio?  Studio?  Better explain that to me.”

Gary nodded as Luther finished speaking and explained Mr. Big had a studio for filming porn. 

“Like I mentioned earlier, stag films but of a quality most places weren’t doing. He’d bought out a large warehouse and for a few decades made some classy and well-known erotic films.  When he died, the studio shut down but has been maintained by a caretaker staff for the last several decades.”

“Gary, seriously, what the fuck!  Caretaker staff and a warehouse sitting around for decades, unused?  What about taxes and everything else?” Luther glowered at Gary.

“Luther.  I get this is a lot to take in.  Mr. Big had a lot of very legitimate assets.  Many of which continue to earn income.  Some of that is diverted to maintaining the studio, his house, and a few other things.  I’d be happy to go into detail but maybe you want to look over those papers first.  Take some time, see the studio and house then call whenever you want to hear all the details.  Oh, I have no idea what is in the safety deposit box.”

“Yeah, I’ll take that advise.  I think I will sign off on retaining you for now.  I hope I don’t need a lawyer but if I do… A mob lawyer is the way to go.” He grinned as Gary cringed at the comment.

“Last thing Luther.  I understand you are relatively off the grid.  I’d encourage you to pick up a burner phone and enter my number... just in case.” Gary handed him a card with his name and number. “Nobody else has that number.  If I get a call on it, I’ll know it’s you.”

Luther grabbed the safety deposit key, the keys to his father’s house, and the papers. He dropped them in an expensive looking leather briefcase Gary had provided, no extra charge.  Then he shook his hand and promised to call the next day. Flipping a mental coin, Luther decided to check out this ‘studio’ then head to the hotel he’d picked out before going to see Gary.

Studio?  Fucking Mob Boss family?  Jesus H Christ this is sounding like some Lifetime movie.  He thought flippantly before forcing himself to think logically as he plugged the address into the car’s GPS and drove off.  The sun had set when he pulled up to a seedy looking warehouse along the river front.  Deep bass thudding and strobing lights came from down the street from a building that looked a lot like his ‘studio’.   In the distance, he could see a crowd had gathered and was lined up to enter the building.

Gary mentioned the crazy club scene down here. Luther shrugged as he walked up to the chained and padlocked gate blocking off ‘his’ studio.  He opened the sheet metal gate and was surprised to find it slid easily and was relatively quiet. Walking across a small asphalt parking lot he came to a solid metal door with faded lettering he couldn’t make out in the dim light. 


Chapter 5

“Fucking bitch!  I fucking got three grand for you you’ll fuck anyone and everyone I say!” Luther whirled at the sound of a body hitting the metal gate a few feet behind him.

“Please, please don’t hit me again.  I’ll, I’ll do it.” A shaky feminine voice pleaded.

“Fucking right you will!”  There was a meaty sound of fist hitting flesh and a sharp, gasping wail.  Luther forgot about the door as he whirled and ran across the parking area.  Stepping through the gate, he saw a red-haired woman with truly massive tits kneeling on the concrete.  She was sobbing before a big bruiser wearing a tight, expensive looking suit.  The man looked up as he saw Luther approach and squared off with him.

“Stay outa this punk.” He growled as he bunched up his fists. 

“Look pal.  I don’t like seeing women hurt.  Leave her alone.” Luther’s tones were solid and unwavering.

“Fuck off!  This cunt’s my property and I’ll use her as I want.” The thug lunged at the woman and grabbed her long red hair in one meaty fist.  His strength was evident as he lifted the woman to her feet one handed and raised the other hand as if to slap her.  Without a sound, Luther lunged forward, fists blurring as he hit the stranger in the stomach then solar plexus, doubling him over.  The man released the redhead as he gasped for breath and stared with hate filled eyes at Luther.

“You OK miss?” Luther asked the woman, seeing her face in the dim light, he realized this one was a stunner, a real knockout! Her eyes suddenly widened in panic as he looked her over. 

“LOOK OUT!” Luther had heard the man stirring to his side and wasn’t caught off guard as he tried to jump him. Luther shoved the woman roughly to the side as he took the other man’s clumsy charge on his left shoulder.  They grappled for a brief time before Luther was able to maneuver him into a headlock.

“Enough, you hear me punk?” Luther allowed the cold rage he was feeling to tinge his words.

“I’m gonna fucking cut that bitch!” The man gasped out despite the near choke hold Luther held on to him. Even as he spoke, Luther felt the man scrabbling for something at his waist. Fuck it! Luther channeled all the rage and anger he’d been bottling up as he shifted his grip slightly, then with a sharp motion snapped the stranger’s neck.  He held the body up for a brief second before dropping it in a boneless slump to the pavement. Standing, he felt the rush of adrenaline and rage still surging through him.

“You OK Miss?”  He asked gruffly as he moved to stand over the woman.

“Please mister, please don’t hurt me.” The redhead sobbed still clutching her stomach.  “Shit, Raul is… he’s gonna kill me for this.”

“Who was he?” Luther asked standing over her, legs spread, and fists still clenched.  He needed a fight but this one had ended too damn fast. Fuck, he looked down at the redhead and found himself getting aroused. She was wearing a dark green or black strapless clubbing dress.  The outfit showed miles of cleavage and barely covered her ass.  He approved even as he admonished himself. Not the time or place.  He had things he had to do.  One of which was to figure out how to handle the redhead and a body. She was staring at him appraisingly.

“He is my pimp.” She sighed, massive chest rising and falling, giving Luther no relief at all.  “If I had a gun, I’d fucking shoot him and dump him in the river.  All his girls would, but he’s scary as shit.  Damn, he is going to come after you… After us!  I’m a dead woman.” Luther considered himself a good judge of character and knew he had to make the right call on this, or he’d end up dead or worse.

“He’s not going to bother you or anyone else, again.” Luther eyed her as he spoke. She glanced to her pimp, then to Luther then back again.

“You going to shoot him, then? Honestly, mister.  You can, and I won’t tell nobody. I can even make it worth your while.” She gave him a tremulous smile as she licked her lips. “Just, please don’t hurt me…” She whimpered the last. Luther looked over at her and did his best to give her a friendly smile.  He knew it failed when she took a half step back.

“Look, lady.  I don’t hurt women.  I’m not going to hurt you.  I guess I’m glad this wasn’t some stupid domestic dispute.  Just worried about you going to the cops and telling them I murdered him.” Luther shrugged dismissively.

“Wait… He’s dead?” She was wringing her hands as she stared at the body. “I’m dead… I’m so dead.”

“Yeah, he’s dead. I snapped his neck. You can help me get rid of the body or get outta here and hide.” Luther muttered as he turned back to the corpse littering the side of the street.  Booming bass still assaulted his ears even from what must have been blocks away.

“Yes sir, I can help… Huh, how? Oh, I’m Nancy by the way.” She said the last in a perky voice completely inappropriate for the situation, but it made Luther grin.  

“Hey Nancy.  So, I’m guessing this fucker was dangerous and connected.  You look like you pulled in good bucks and a classy clientele.” He added just to see her reaction.

“Yeah, I had a pretty good client list, pulled in big bucks for him.  Honestly, it wasn’t too bad.  I had a nice place to stay and all I had to do was fuck and suck now and then.  It’s just.” Nancy looked at the body and her eyes hardened. “I turned down a job he was pushing.  Didn’t want to get whipped by this creep or let him fuck me without protection.  Normally Raul was good at protecting us, making sure we didn’t take risks.  I guess I was getting too old or something.  He blamed me for losing some business and pulled this job as punishment.  A gangbang with a bunch of losers who pooled their money together to pay for me. None of the group would wear rubbers.” She walked over to Raul and kicked him. “Asshole!”

“Yeah, yeah he is.  Look, I just got into town.  I can pay for you to work as a guide and companion.” Nancy looked Luther up and down.

“I can do that.” Nancy agreed with a smile so guileless it brought a chuckle to Luther’s face.

“OK, we can figure your fee later.  Time to get rid of this fuck before he’s noticed. Make sure he isn’t leaving anything on the street.”

“He’s got a few grand in his pocket.” Nancy offered helpfully. Luther searched, taking the money but leaving a small handgun and knife in Raul’s belt. Yeah, make it look like a mugging.

Luther’s warehouse was just past one of the bridges over the river.  Grabbing Raul by the legs he put him in a fireman’s carry and walked him halfway over the bridge.  Glancing around he shoved the body over the edge.  A few seconds later there was a splash.

Nancy was waiting for him nervously where he’d left her on the sidewalk.

“Nancy, I’m Luther. Come with me if you still want to help.” He shoved the wad of cash he’d found in Raul’s pocket into her hand. Luther was wired and pissed he hadn’t seen the inside of his studio yet. He turned back to the building and walked to the door he’d been about to unlock.  Muted thumping from the club down the road sounded through the night air. 

A small security light had come on with the passing sun.  It illuminated the door and the small security keypad near the lock.  He quickly keyed in the number Gary had given him, unlocked the door and stepped inside.  He felt Nancy’s presence behind him as she sidled through the doorway at his back. 

Glancing around he saw a small dim spot illuminated on the wall by the door.  Shrugging, he flipped the dimly glowing switch.  Several lights flickered to life, and he found himself in a small reception area.    What must have been chairs, couches and a desk were covered with dusty looking tarps.  Taking several steps forward he wasn’t surprised to find Nancy grasping his left arm and following.  Two doors stood behind the reception desk.  Glancing at them he saw one had ‘Studio’ in big letters above it while the other had a nameplate only.  He moved around the desk to the second door to where he could see the lettering read – Mr. Big.  Luther chuckled as he saw it.

“Well, gramps.  You didn’t fuck around, did you?” 

“What?  Gramps?” Nancy’s fingers dug into his arm. “What are you talking about?” Luther quickly explained he just inherited the building.  It used to belong to his grandfather who shot porn flicks right through the 60’s up until he died.

“Damn… I uh, If you plan on reopening could I uh, interview for a job? A real job?” She asked in tremulous tones. Luther’s mind had been racing as he thought through all the possibilities.  Yeah, I can do this.  Fuck the fucking government. 

“Yeah, you can interview right now if you want?” Luther asked Nancy as he pried her hand from his arm and forced her back a step. She stared at him for a second, bouncing from one foot to another.  Her massive tits jiggling as she jiggled.

“Oh wow!  Yes, yes sir.  I can type and take dictation.”  She smiled as she rapidly gave her office skills then stopped with a frown as he held up a hand.

“Yeah, well that can all come in handy once I get this project going.  I won’t lie to you; it may be lean for a bit until I get this off the ground.  But that isn’t the interview I had in mind.” He waited to see if she could take a hint. After a few seconds, he pushed further. “If I’m going to shoot porn I will need some actresses, fluffers and the like.” He raised an eyebrow as he waited to see if she got it now. She furrowed her brow in thought then began nodding her head.

“Oh, yes sir!  I’ve never acted, well I’ve faked orgasms with some ugly guys who were paying for it but never in front of a camera… Well, the one time with my friend Lisa.  OH!  Lisa would be an amazing actress!” Nancy stopped again as Luther held up both hands.

“Strip.” He said simply, folding his arms across his chest. Nancy looked at him, a grin lighting her face. Obviously, the fact they’d just dumped the body of her pimp wasn’t a turn-off.

“Yes sir.  I was going to show you a good time tonight anyway, as thanks for everything.” Nancy wriggled free of her dress as she spoke.  First letting her tits bounce free as she wriggled it down her waist.  Luther took in her big, dark areola. Nancy’s tits were capped with large nipples currently standing erect and solid, despite the heat. His eyes then slowly wandered down to her trimmed pussy drinking in the smooth skin and firm muscles of her belly.  Nancy had left a red landing strip just over her cleft. Her lips were already swollen with arousal. Definitely not turned off by a little mayhem. He chuckled as the thought raced through his mind.

“Guys like to know the drapes match the carpet.” She winked at Luther as she gently caressed her tits with her left hand and played with her pussy with the right.  He shook his head and grinned at the crazy woman in front of him.  One minute almost innocent, the next this horny slut.

“Blow me, babe.” Luther told her deciding to see how she reacted.  Barely were the words out of his mouth before she eagerly dropped to her knees and unzipped his cotton slacks.  Reaching in to grab his cock, she gasped.

“Holy shit!  I’m gonna love this.” She gasped as her fingers attempted to wrap around his shaft. She pulled him through the zipper, his hardening cock springing from her hand to bounce against her full lips.  Nancy grinned as she looked up to him.

“This may be the biggest cock I’ve ever had.  You sure you won’t be one of the actors.”  Nancy grinned up at him.  Without waiting for a response, she took his head in her mouth then enthusiastically shoved in an extra few inches of his shaft.  Luther’s eyes rolled back as she continued to take him deeper and deeper without gagging.

Luther loved getting head but at the same time it could be frustrating.  He loved the feel of a woman’s mouth on his cock, it was intense and focused.  That is, if the woman knew what she was doing.  Most women could barely get his dick head in their mouth, much less several inches of his shaft.  Usually, they sucked the tip while furiously stroking his shaft desperate to get him off.  He’d never really complain about those BJ’s even if they lacked something. 

He’d had a few women who truly knew their way around a cock.  Jane and Alice were good examples.  It was like the difference between an MRE and a fine steak when a woman knew how to use lips, tongue and even throat to stimulate a dick. Now he’d found another because Nancy was definitely one of those women! Shit, she’s nearly to my balls!  Fucking sword swallower! And what she does with her tongue!!

Luther grabbed the back of her head and held her in place while he thrust his dick slowly in and out of her mouth.  She gagged a few times but met him more than halfway as she willingly took him.  Then to cap it all, she began to hum.  The soft vibrations and the motion of her tongue was more than enough.  He came in a sudden jet of warm fluid.  Nancy swallowed without hesitation, then sucked him like he was a straw draining him completely.

“Sir, was that good?” She breathed out a warm breath on his saliva dampened cock. Then she ran his cock head along her lips like it was a tube of Chapstick.  Luther noticed that she’d dropped a hand to her crotch and was furiously rubbing between her legs. He watched as her eyes soon rolled back in her head.  Still clutching his member, she let out a series of sharp gasps as she brought herself to an orgasm.

“Yeah, that was really good. I think I can find you a job, if you still want low pay and the bosses cock in your mouth a few times a day?” He finally answered her question.

“Yes sir!  My mouth or, umm, my pussy.  Please promise to fuck me with that cock of yours.” Nancy pulled her hand from her cunt, wiped the wetness on his slumping dickhead and then licked it off. Shit, I could go another round with this crazy bitch. He thought with a growing and genuine affection. But we have work to do. Luther reluctantly pulled his cock back into his pants and zipped up before answering.

“Look, we have a lot to talk about.  I don’t know you from shit, but I trust my instincts.  First thing you gotta know is when I get stressed or worked up, like I did out there.” He gestured vaguely outside.  “Well, about the only thing that will bring me down is getting blown or fucking.  I have a rule about never fucking anyone who isn’t willing, so I sometimes get pissy when I can’t get it.” He waited until he saw her nod.

“I’m figuring if I am going to start this studio again, I may as well surround myself with women who enjoy fucking and don’t mind doing the boss.” Nancy stayed where she’d knelt on the floor, a position that seemed a natural for her. Her tits rose and fell with deep breathing as she looked almost adoringly at Luther.

“So, I already offered you a job, but that was before I laid out these rules. No obligation for you to be my office whore.” Luther ended bluntly, wanting to make sure she knew where she stood with him.  Nancy nodded, her long red hair fanned out around her face reminding him of some actress he’d seen but he couldn’t remember who.  Then she jumped up and he found himself holding about 130 pounds of naked woman, most of that was tits.

“Damn, boss!  I’m gonna call you boss if that’s cool? I think I’m going to love working for you.  I have no problem blowing you or fucking you when you need a little relief.” She grinned up at him.  He guessed her height at about 5’10”.  Not bad but nowhere near his 6’4”.  Then with a serious look she went on.

“I’ve been in a lot of situations with guys who treat me like shit.  Beat me, and not fun beatings.  Stuff like that.  I can’t do that again.” A single tear rolled down her cheek. Luther nodded as his thoughts continued to race.  He knew what he wanted to do with a studio, if he could make it work.

“Nancy, first thing around here is nobody gets beaten or forced unless they sign on for BDSM.  Even then we are careful. Second, no drugs, nothing.  Our people will be clean.  Anybody brings shit into my house and they’ll be lucky if they just end up in the river.”

“Yes sir.  I do a little weed from time to time, but I’ll stop.” Luther shrugged. 

“Last thing.  Everyone gets paid for working.  As of now you are on the clock.” He paused and cocked an eyebrow in thought before asking.  “Can you really take dictation?”

“Yes sir.  That sounds great.  Yes, I can type and take dictation.  I worked as a bank receptionist back when I was in high school.” Well fuck me, there’s more to her than meets the eye.

“Ok, follow me and let’s talk while I look around.  Leave your dress there.” He grinned at her as she had bent over to pick up the bit of satin. Standing, she grinned back at him and almost shyly covered her pussy with one hand.

“Yes, sir.” Luther led the way into Mr. Big’s office, discovering it much like the reception area. He promptly peered under a tarp, covering what had to be Mr. Big’s desk. It was an ornate walnut monstrosity but in excellent condition. Shaking his head, he moved through a back door to explore the rest of the building with a very naked redhead right on his heels.


Chapter 6

Luther woke early the next morning and pulled himself from Nancy’s sleepy hug.  He reassured the mumbling nude woman that he would be right back.  Throwing on some running shorts and a t-shirt from his duffle bag, he left the hotel room for a meditating jog. 

Working out was his way of gaining mental clarity and today he needed clarity in spades.  Walking through the studio had been eye-opening.  They found rooms set up to look like everything from bedrooms to an Arabian Nights set and even a prison cell.  In one room they discovered camera equipment, spare lighting and a multitude of other supplies.  It didn’t take an expert to realize the equipment was at least 40 years out of date and not useable, but he wondered if collectors would pay for the stuff. He and Nancy spent a few hours cataloging much of the equipment after she found a legal pad and a pencil.  He grinned as an image of her standing naked while taking notes came to mind. 

OK, if he planned on opening a studio, he would need some help.  At least some advice and new gear.  That was medium term.

Short term would be dealing with the mess he’d stepped into with Nancy.  On the drive back to the hotel room he grilled her about Raul.  During the conversation he realized Nancy was truly the sweet, ditzy woman he suspected.  A sweet, ditzy woman with one hell of a sex drive!  She’d come to Miami from Emporia, KS after graduating high school.  Lured to the city might be a better way to put it. Nancy had dreams of landing a bikini modeling job and had saved money from her after school job at the bank to pay for an agent and a bus ticket to the city. 

The rest of the story turned out the way so many others have.  Raul, her ‘agent’, met her at the bus stop and was sweetness and promises.  He first had her do a ‘test’ shoot wearing a skimpy bikini. Of course, there were several wardrobe changes, with minimal privacy. After an hour of what seemed to be a legitimate shoot to her, Raul casually told her he’d try to get the proofs to a swimwear company in a few weeks.  As Nancy described it Raul went from sweet to almost dismissive of her.  Luther knew it was behavior designed to raise her stress level and willingness to push her boundaries. He’d seen it with hundreds of women.

Nancy told him she was devastated and asked Raul if he could help her get a job to pay the bills.  Luther could picture Raul as he reluctantly told her the only quick money would come if she’d do some nude work.  She nervously agreed and the hook was set. 

“It wasn’t so bad, I was nervous at first.  Raul gave me some weed to calm down.  It worked.  I did a few topless shoots, then a few all nude.  The pay was pretty good, and I was doing all right with one or two nude sets a week.” Nancy bit her lip then continued. “About a month in I showed up for a nude shoot and found a cute male model with Raul.  He told me they were switching up the shoot and would I do a nude with the guy.  At first, I said no. Raul seemed cool, he told me no problem, they had another woman who wanted the shoot, it paid great.  Then he said he’d try to have work for me in a few weeks.” Nancy stared out the window before picking up the story.

“I needed the money, and he knew it. I told him I’d do the shoot. It was fun, and shit did I get wet and turned on with Raul and the photographer watching.  The weed he gave me before we started helped too.  They had us doing a lot of simulated stuff, no sex. That would come later. Anyway, I like fucking and don’t get me started on giving head.  So, getting paid for it was pretty cool.” Nancy gave him a promising grin. 

“Then I started meeting clients when ‘film’ work was slow.  Raul didn’t even try to hide he was hooking me out and I honestly didn’t care.  It was good for a few years.  Then, in the last year Raul started getting rough and pushing me to do more and more.” Nancy finished with a sniffle.  “I’d done some three ways for him, on film and for customers.  It always seemed to get harsher, more violent. Last night was going to be the worst… I really think I could have ended up dead.  We were going to meet some guys at the club and go to a back room for a gangbang.  The last girl, Lisa, who met these guys never came back.  Raul and his brother told us she was traveling with a guy she’d met.”

That was the first he’d heard of Raul’s brother.  Turns out they were twins and had their hands in everything from prostitution to drugs and a protection racket.  Those were just the things Nancy knew about.  Reading between the lines, from her stories he suspected far more was going on.  He also knew he could have issues with the law if they could trace Raul back to him. Hell, we will have issues with the brother.  He doesn’t have to play by the same rules as the cops.

Trouble with Raul’s brother, Ramone, was a given.  He’d soon find out Luther and Nancy were together and figure out he must have had something to do with Raul’s disappearance.  Grinning he finished his run at a near sprint, trouble with scum like Ramone would be fun. Seriously, fuck it.  I’ve got nothing to lose. Well, I don’t.  I can find a way to protect Nancy.

By the 6th mile he’d come up with a plan for the day.  It was 7 AM when he returned to the hotel room.  Nancy was still sprawled out on the bed, her round ass bare and peeking out from under the sheets.  She woke briefly to give him a sleepy smile before laying her head back down on a pillow.

“Hey.  I’ve got some plans for the day that include both of us.  We will be busy; I promise you that much. Get up and join me in the shower.” Luther didn’t wait but went straight to the bathroom.    Dropping his shorts, he turned and saw a sleepy-eyed Nancy walk to the shower and turn it on.  Admiring her shapely ass as she bent over, Luther skipped his plan for just a blowjob.

“Stay like that.  I need a quickie.”  As he spoke, he strode over and began to play with her pussy from behind.  Last night he’d discovered the little slut was almost always in a state of arousal and dampness.  She’d shyly admitted she got herself off several times a day.

“Even after doing a shoot or doing a client.”  She admitted blushing.

He easily slid in three fingers listening to her moan in pleasure before pulling out, wetting his cock with her juice before sliding it between her legs.  He wasn’t fully erect yet but was hard enough to get it in. Nancy’s pussy was wet and tight, despite all its use and was one of the most inviting cunts he’d been in.  More than that, she had skilled muscle control and used it to squeeze a man’s cock during sex.   

“Oh, fuck me sir, fuck me hard.” Nancy groaned in pleasure as he did just that.  He plowed into her until his balls smacked her flesh with a wet slapping sound.  Just before he came, he slid a thumb in her tight ass, having discovered the night before it was a sure way to make her cum. 

“Oh God!” She gasped out between short sharp shrieks.  Her pussy clamped down on him once, then he felt her quivering walls on his shaft ripple in orgasmic waves.  He came soon after her and pulled back with a playful slap on her ass. 

“Get in the shower. We have to hurry.” He growled playfully and smiled as she scurried to obey. 

“You got it boss.  Umm, I shouldn’t say this but I never cum like that with, well almost any guy.  Never, ever the first time we fuck.  I’d pretty much do anything for you.” Nancy ended with a nervous giggle. Luther admired the way she squeezed her tits between her arms as she spoke to him. She just does shit that is so erotic but has no idea…

The rest of the day was a whirlwind that started at, of all places, a Wal-Mart for some casual clothes and supplies for Nancy.  She couldn’t wear the dress she had on the night before, so she made do with a pair of Luther’s running shorts and a t-shirt. Luther wasn’t comfortable heading to her apartment just yet for things and needed her to look a little less slutty for the rest of the stops.

Their first task was at the bank to find out what his grandfather had left him.  It was in a classy old building in downtown Miami that must have been there since the 60’s. It stood out among some of the modern buildings built in the last few years.  Once he’d shown proof the box was his he and Nancy were escorted to a private room to unlock it and explore the contents. Nancy had been tasked with the job of taking notes of their day’s activities.  She sat quietly as Luther began removing items from the good size container.  

“Damn, gramps!” He whistled as he first pulled out five small bars of gold. Following that was a thick journal his grandfather kept in the later years of his life.  He simply glanced at the first few pages before deciding it would need more attention when there was time. 

Next out were several ledgers with notations for offshore accounts and at least one numbered Swiss account. Surprisingly, the biggest surprise was a letter from Mr. Big to his dad.  He still couldn’t believe what it contained. 

Luther sat back in his seat as he thumbed through the ledgers and thought about his next actions.  After several minutes he pulled out the phone Gary had given him.  He spoke to the receptionist for a few minutes.  Just long enough to set a time for him to meet in a few hours.  He checked through Nancy’s notes before calling for an attendant to take the box back and store it.  He’d kept out one gold bar and the ledger. 

“Great job on these notes.” Luther said as he thumbed through them.  Out of the corner of his eye he saw Nancy blush furiously at the praise.

“Thanks sir.  It’s fun.”

“Good, let’s grab a bite to eat before we see Gary.” Luther told her as he offered a hand to help her stand.

“Gee, what a gentleman.” Nancy quipped with a toothy smile.


Chapter 7

When they arrived at Gary’s office, he left Nancy in the reception area while he walked back to meet with the attorney.

“Gary, I have a lot to go over.  I hope you’ve cleared your schedule.” Luther began without pre-amble.

“I thought as much and yes, cancelled everything for the rest of the day.” He gestured Luther to sit at the conference table in his office. Luther first insisted they pull out the retainer agreement and go over it with a fine-tooth comb.  It was as he remembered and worked perfectly for his needs. 

“OK.  I don’t trust lawyers.” Luther grinned at Gary.

“Well, a lot of us are not trustworthy.” Gary grinned back.

“I have some incredibly delicate matters to go over with you.  We need to be very clear about attorney client privilege.”

“Of course.” Luther gave a quick rundown of what he’d found at the bank and studio.  From there, they proceeded to comb through the ledger and discuss options late into the evening.  Gary had his receptionist order out for food.  After hours of work, they had created an outline for Luther to access the funds in the off shore accounts as well as license his studio.

“I want the studio to be legit, as legit as possible.  So, call the business what we need, let’s get a legal license, business accounts and get to work.  I’ll also need to call a friend of mine in Orlando to get some advice. He knows everything there is to know about running an adult film studio.”

“Of course.  It will take a few days to get all that rolling.” Gary had been scribbling notes through their meeting. He looked up with a grin and asked if there was anything else.

“Yes, a delicate matter. One of many we will need to work through, I suspect.” Luther stated, staring Gary firmly in the eyes as he spoke. He wasn’t willing to give even his attorney everything, but he needed Gary to understand there were some unsaid details.

“What do you know about a set of twins, maybe mid to low level thugs called Ramone and Raul?” Gary stared back at Luther; his gaze equally hard as he spoke.

“First, they are not so low-level thugs.  I understand they control most of the sex workers in the city.” Gary frowned then visibly made a decision and took the conversation on a tangent. “You had a sterling reputation in the DEA until the recent unfortunate activity in California.  One might almost suspect that news was a set-up to get someone undercover somewhere else.  If so, it is poorly written Lifetime Movie material.” Luther started off chuckling then went into a deep belly laugh that lasted for a good minute.

“Oh, goddam.  Even my shyster mob lawyer doesn’t trust me.” Luther wiped his eyes as he chuckled again.  “OK, I get it.  I have worked undercover and know how the game is played.” He stood and walked to Gary’s office door gesturing for Nancy to enter.

“Yes boss?”

“Strip.” Nancy’s brow furrowed for a second before it was replaced with her normal cheerful appearance.

“Okee Dokee.” She quickly wriggled from the clothes they’d just purchased that morning.  A pair of khaki walking shorts and a short sleeve button down shirt covered granny panties and a non-descript bra. Once nude, she winked at Gary then gave a longer wink to Luther. “What now, boss?”

“Gary, Nancy here was a sex worker and actress for the twins.  You see the bruises on her ribcage?” Luther pointed just under her left boob. “Raul’s work from last night.” Gary glanced at the bruise then allowed his gaze to linger on Nancy’s tits.

“Nancy, go ahead and get dressed.” Luther waited while she pulled on her clothes and gave him a peck on the cheek before she returned to the lobby.

“Raul?” Gary asked as he peered at his fingertips.  Giving the impression the answer wouldn’t concern him in the least.

“He won’t be bothering anyone.” Gary simply nodded.

“OK, don’t tell me anymore.  I should be able to act surprised if this comes to our door.  As I started to say, Ramon and... Raul control most of the sex workers in the city. They also run drugs and I’ve heard they are into human trafficking. The authorities have no evidence to nail them.  I’ve heard several undercover agents from various agencies have disappeared.  Raul is… was the stupid one.  Ramone is the real brains and has worked to stay behind the scenes. He’s also a dangerous psychopath.  I watched him come up through the ranks.  First by killing those over him, then by getting others to do his dirty work.  He won’t be happy he lost that redhead.  I bet she was a real money earner.” Luther nodded, not surprised at the news.

“So, I’ll be making a play for his women.  Nancy already has a few names lined up for me.”

“Damn, you really should…” Gary stopped at Luther’s raised hand.

“Look, I’ve done some terrible shit in my day, mainly in the sandbox, but I also have some standards.  I plan on taking his women and shutting him down.  Permanently. Partly because he sounds like an evil fuck, but also because he stands in my way.” Luther stopped himself and waited.

“You are the boss. Just a piece of advice…” Gary waited for Luther to nod. “If you…follow some of the darker paths Mr. Big took I don’t need to know about them.  It’s better, as your lawyer, if I don’t.” Luther nodded his agreement.

“Gary, you need to know, when I say the film company will be legit, I mean it.  The actors and actresses will be clean.  Drug and STD checks on a regular basis.  My friend Michael knows a lot about running a sex positive studio and business.  What he doesn’t know, I’m sure he can find out for me.” It was Luther’s turn to pause at a raised hand.

“Michael?  Michael Ramos?” Luther nodded. “Do you know much about him?”

“Enough to know I trust him.  Why, tell me what you’ve got.”

“Not much, lots of hearsay.  I’ll start with he appears to be exactly what he is.  His magazine ASN has quickly become the premier source for all things in the lifestyle.  He absolutely promotes sex positivity and has a hand in several legit operations.  Studios and the like.” Gary paused before continuing somewhat dramatically. “What most people don’t know is his background.  Rumor is he was a spook for the US Government before leaving about fifteen years ago.  I don’t know any more than that other than if he tells you something, you can bank on it.” Luther nodded agreement.

“Interesting. I suspected he was more than he appeared but… past doesn’t matter.  I know I can trust him.” Luther said firmly.

“Alright, we got sidetracked.  I may need a safe place to stay. If Ramone figures out who I am, he’s sure to check out dad’s place so that is out.”

“The firm owns a place you can use.” Gary scribbled an address on a sheet of paper and passed it across the table. He and Luther did a quick rehash of their immediate plans before Luther left. “I wrote the security codes down and the unlock codes for the gates and doors. It’s a nice place, stay as long as you want.”  


Chapter 8

After wrapping up their conversation, Luther and Nancy were soon pulling out of his parking spot located in front of the firm.  Nancy sat in the seat next to him, a sleepy grin on her face.

“Fun day boss, but I could sure use a shower and some sleep.”

“Yeah. Let’s head back to the hotel.  Gary gave us a place to stay for the night.  I don’t trust that Ramone hasn’t been hunting for you and his brother, so let’s grab whatever we have in the room and get out.  Plus, I have a few things to do tonight and plans to make for the next few days.” Luther shifted in the driver’s seat as he tried to work the tension from his back.

“You OK boss?  You look a bit stressed.” Nancy gave him a lascivious wink.

“How good are you at hand jobs?” He fired back with a grin.

“Most guys prefer me to blow them or fuck them, but I guess I’m pretty good with just my hands.  I may know a few tricks.”

“Well, you fuck and suck pretty great but every once in a while, I just need something fast, stress relief.  So, reach over here and get to work while I drive.” Nancy giggled as she struggled to pull Luther’s already hard cock from his pants.  Once out, she licked the palm of her left hand and began stroking his shaft.  Then she leaned closer, licked her right hand, and rubbed it across the top of his bulbous head.  She used her left hand to start an up and down rhythm while with her right she continued to tease his glans.  Forcing the tip open with her palm. Luther visibly relaxed even as he drove through the night-darkened streets.

“Damn boss.  I knew it was huge when I sucked it and you fucked me but holy shit. I can’t even wrap my hand around it.” Luther grinned.  He didn’t need the encouragement of hearing he had a big cock, but it helped. His grin widened as Nancy leaned over the center console at a stop light to lick and suck the tip, leaving it moist and lubricated as her hands went back to work.

“You like that, sir?  You like me pumping like this?” Nancy asked in deep, breathy tones. “God, I love this cock!”

“Yeah, like that! Harder, faster he grunted as he pulled into the hotel parking lot.  “In your mouth, jerk me off in your mouth.  You’re my fucking cum slut!”

“Anything, anything boss.  I’ll do anything for you!” Nancy mumbled as she just allowed the tip of his dick to touch her lips.  When his cock began to twitch in her hands, she closed her lips and pried open the tip of his dick with her tongue, welcoming warm jets of cum into her mouth. Licking him clean she slid his drooping cock back into his pants.

Luther had selected the hotel for its price, cheap.  The no name place was one of those two story jobs built in the area to cater to cheap tourists.  All the rooms had exterior doors and looked out onto the parking areas or the tiny pool. Before booking his room, he made sure to view it on Google Maps before leaving Alice and Jane’s place to ensure he knew all the ways in and out of the building and parking areas.  He’d learned to take caution in Afghanistan, and it was a trait that stood him in good stead during his DEA days. 

As Nancy had been jerking him off, he'd backed the car into a spot with the rear facing a tall security wall, yeah it was that kind of neighborhood.  Despite the attention to his cock, he still made sure to find a location with no cars for several spots on either side.  Facing the building, he frowned as he let his gaze wander, pondering what had his sense of danger tingling despite the warm lips now clamped around his cock as he began to cum.

He relaxed slightly as he dumped his jizz into Nancy’s waiting mouth. Finished, he caught a slight motion near the ice machine by his room.  Located in a small alcove with a soft drink and snack machine it was a perfect hiding spot.  Especially when the light in the alcove wasn’t on.

His senses caught up to the situation and shifted to overdrive. Luther grabbed Nancy by the neck and roughly pushed her head down to his lap.  In almost the same motion he whipped the same hand down to the shifter and dropped the car in gear.

“Stay down!” He growled to Nancy as he pulled from his spot and aimed for the boulevard entrance to the parking lot. To her credit she didn’t move. Luther kept his attention on the dark shadowy figure that triggered his paranoia while also maintaining an awareness of the rest of his surroundings.  Pulling out onto the boulevard, he kept his eyes peeled for a tail.

“Ok, sit up.  I think we are clear. Hopefully they were looking for two people.” Luther frowned at Nancy. “Who have you talked to?  Did you tell anyone where we were staying?” Nancy looked at him, her face fell in sadness and shock.

“I talked to Lisa, my friend, the one I told you who would want to act for you. I’m sure she wouldn’t have told anyone.”

“Dammit, Nancy.  You gotta think.  She’s one of Raul’s girls.  I’m betting Ramone is trying to figure out where his brother got off to.  He’s gonna check with all the whores, the clubs he’d go to. All that kind of shit.” Luther paused to calm himself.  After running a hand through his hair, he breathed out a loud noisy sigh. “You told me this thing he was taking you to was last minute, you didn’t have time to tell anyone, and he was acting strange?”

“Yes, I swear I thought he was going to make me disappear like the other girls. I, I know he kept secrets from Ramone.  He was jealous of him.  All us girls knew he was skimming from what we earned.  He hated that Ramone was the guy in charge.  We all knew he ran some side hustles and didn’t always report what we were bringing in.  Ramone figured it out too but let a lot of it slide.” Luther sighed and shook his head.  No plan survives first contact with the enemy.

“Well, we have a safe place to go and figure this out.” Luther thought quickly as he figured next steps. “Yeah, we aren’t leaving behind anything important at the hotel.”

“Sir?” Nancy asked timidly.

“Yeah?”

“You aren’t going to… fire me, are you?” Luther let her stew for a few minutes before answering.

“Do you ever watch any of the crime shows like NCIS?”

“Not really. Occasionally, Raul would watch when he was over for a quickie. I usually watched stuff like Big Brother.” Luther stifled a moan as he realized again what an airhead she was.

“Look, try to remember some of the stupid shit on the crime shows.  Most is crap but remember the stuff about staying hidden.  Jesus, for now don’t use your phone! You have to be off the grid until I tell you different.”

“Yes sir.  I’m so sorry.  I know Lisa wouldn’t tell anyone about me.  She’s smart.” Nancy sniffled.

“I’m not going to fire you. If Lisa is as smart as you say, then I’m sure she will be OK.” Luther doubted the last but felt a white lie wouldn’t hurt.  After making sure they weren’t being followed he pulled into a gas station to call Gary on the burner phone and fill him in. 

“Yeah, she’d go to her safehouse.” Nancy replied as Luther was getting ready to make the call.  Instead, Luther counted to five before speaking.

“She has a safehouse?  I don’t suppose she has a secret phone and signal?” He asked sarcastically.

“No silly.  She has an email account she told me about.  I’m only supposed to use it in case of an emergency.  I’ve never been to her safehouse.” After a few quick questions Luther got the email address and purchased another disposable phone from the gas station.  He quickly had Nancy make a voice recording to send to Lisa as an attachment to an email. 

“OK, let’s get to Gary’s place.” He told her after calling Gary and filling him in.

“Wanna fuck when we get there?”

“Count on it.” Luther grunted in reply.


Chapter 9

They drove in silence for about ten minutes before the burner phone began a strident ringing.  At Luther’s nod, Nancy answered. 

“LISA!  I’m so glad you’re OK.. You’re OK right?  OK, OK, great.  Yeah, I’m with my new friend… well my boss.  He hired me to be a receptionist, maybe model, and we fuck.  Oh Shit!  He is so good and hung like a fucking horse.” Nancy glanced at Luther then covered her mouth and whispered. “No, he’s nice.  I trust him.”

“Nancy, can you put her on speaker.  We may as well all talk.” At Nancy’s nod Luther slowed to take a turn then accelerated before speaking. “Lisa, look you don’t know me from Adam.  I get that and I think you’re smart for being suspicious.”

“Well thanks stranger.  I’ll just stay careful, right?” A smooth contralto reply floated from the phone Nancy held.  Something about the woman’s tones brought a smirk to Luther’s face.

“So, here’s the short version.  I own a studio and plan on producing sex positive and ethical porn.  My people get paid well.  I just expect loyalty and…” Nancy interrupted.

“Oh shit, Lisa, you should see the studio… and his big rule is we all stay clean.” She gave Luther a nod.

“Yeah.  No drugs and STD checks on a regular basis. If you work for me, we talk ahead of time about what kink you are into.  If you say no to something, then that’s it.  No questions.”

“Mr. Voice it’s easy for you to say this into a phone but something else to really mean it.  You sound smart so you know I’m on the run now from Raul and Ramone.  They are gonna kill you, Nancy, and anyone else involved.  My plan right now is to get the hell out of town.” 

“Name is Luther and no lie, getting out of town would be a great idea. Ramone could be a problem for a bit, but you don’t have to worry about Raul…. Ever. If you don’t want to run, I can give you other options.”

“Uhh, I see. What if I don’t want to get out of town?”

“Nancy and I are going to a safehouse right now. We have a few days of work to do here in town then we’ll be gone for about a week.  You can join Nancy and I tonight if we can work some trust on both sides.  Or we figure something else, OR you just get out of town and no harm done.”  Luther gave her time to think.  She did sound smart, and he figured she knew running wasn’t even much of an option.  He believed Ramone had an extensive network.  He could probably track her down and bring her back as a message to the other women on his string.

“Fuck.  Nancy, you get me killed and I’ll never forgive you.” Lisa sighed into the phone. “What’s the play, Luther?”

“Call this number in five minutes.  It’s for my attorney Gary.  He’ll be expecting your call.  I’ll let the two of you work out the details.” Luther rattled off Gary’s number. “Lisa, do whatever makes sense for you.” Luther told her.

“Can I talk to Nancy, off speaker phone?” Luther nodded.

“Hey, yeah, it’s just me.  We’re in the car together though. Yeah, totally.  It’s weird but safer than I’ve felt in years.” Nancy clicked the phone shut.  Luther had already pulled the phone Gary provided from his pocket, and pressing the speed dial, he soon had Gary on the line.  He gave him a fast run-down of the situation then hung up. 

Luther spent the next fifteen minutes focused on the GPS while adjusting plans to account for another new employee.  Shit, we haven’t even started work yet and I have a payroll. 

The GPS led them to a quiet and obviously wealthy part of town.  The homes were all large and mostly hidden behind tall masonry fences.  Pulling up to a gate, Luther punched in the code Gary had given him.  He then drove up the drive and parked in front of the house.  He thought it looked like something out of the Hollywood hills with a large glass front and low peaked roof.  Luther absentmindedly opened the car door for Nancy and helped her out before they walked up to the large, mahogany door.  Again, he keyed in a code and listened as electronic locks snicked open.  Lights were on in the home showing a sparsely decorated interior. 

His phone buzzed with an incoming text message from Gary. ‘We worked it out.  I’m bringing her to the house should be there by midnight. Fridge is already loaded.  Goes without saying help yourself to everything you need.’

Nancy had pushed past him to wander the house as he read the message from Gary.  He watched her briefly then went in his own direction. The home was a sprawling two story laid out with an open floor plan on the main level.  The exception was an area set up as an office.  The stairs were open, with a low glass safety divider and looked out onto the lower level.  They led to an upper hall area that doubled as a loft.  On one side of the loft were doors leading to several bedrooms, including a massive master suite. On the other side were floor to ceiling windows looking out onto a dimly lit lanai and pool. Luther carefully, but quickly, checked each room before moving on. 

Returning to the first floor he wandered over to a large bar loaded with glass bottles containing everything from Bourbon to Scotch. 

“Later maybe.” He muttered to himself then looked around for Nancy, finding her in the kitchen with a full glass of water.

“Wow, boss.  I mean wow.  This place is amazing.” She took a large drink then set the glass on the island that took up a good portion of the kitchen.

“Yeah, it is pretty nice.  Let’s get something to eat.  Gary said we should help ourselves. Then we can talk about what we need to do next.  Oh, Gary will be bringing Lisa later tonight.” Nancy clapped her hands in pleasure then helped Luther prepare dinner. Steaks, potatoes, and a bottle of good red wine later helped fuel the conversation and planning.  At one point Luther called Michael and filled him in on most of the events of the past few days. 

“Well damn!  You must be one of those people who can fall into a pile of shit and smell like roses after.  Yeah, I can help you with some ideas for the studio.  I can also send some people your way who write good couples’ scripts, directors, camera operators.”  Ramos gave a deep laugh as he sensed Luther was feeling overwhelmed.  “Let’s talk in a few days.”


Chapter 10

Gary drove up a few minutes before midnight.  Luther shook his head in mock disgust as his driver opened the door for Gary and then walked around the car to open the passenger door for a tall, statuesque woman with shoulder length blonde hair.  She was wearing fashionable jeans and a low-cut silk blouse that showed nice cleavage.  Nothing like Nancy’s rack but fine… definitely fine. Luther had stepped onto the porch to wait when he received a text from Gary.  Nancy had fallen asleep on the couch, and he didn’t want to wake her, yet.

“Lisa, this is Luther.  Luther, Lisa.” Gary said simply. Luther reached out a hand to shake and was impressed by Lisa’s firm, dry grip.

“Where’s Nancy?” She asked, a tinge of worry on her face.

“Inside, asleep on the couch.  Would you feel better if I go wake her and have her come out?” Luther asked calmly, respecting Lisa’s survival instincts. At her nod, he walked back into the house, woke Nancy, and stood back as she raced to the door and out to grasp Lisa in a firm hug. 

“Luther, I’ll be going now.  Call if you need anything at all. I’m working on those things you said you would need.  Her bag is right there.” Gary gestured to the ground near where the two women were talking in rapid whispers. Shaking Luther’s hand, he went back and allowed his driver to open and close doors for him before they drove off.

“Ladies, let’s head inside where we can talk.” Luther didn’t wait for a response but grabbed Lisa’s surprisingly heavy bag and walked into the house.  Setting it down at the bottom of the stairs, he moved to the couch and sat. Lisa and Nancy followed him into the room; holding hands, they sat in a love seat across from him.

“Gary showed me the contract you worked up for talent. It looks good but can you really make it happen?  He seems to think so, but I know it takes money, luck, and some talent.” 

“Yes, I can and will make it happen.  I have the luck and money, and that can hire talent.  I also have a good connection who can mentor me through the rough spots. Nancy said she thought you’d be a great actress.”

“Hmmm, I’ve done a few things but never any sort of real budget films.” Luther nodded then told her his plan was to produce films that were sex positive.  None of the actors would do anything they didn’t want to do, and all had to be clear of drugs and STD’s.

“Honestly, I don’t want anyone who won’t genuinely enjoy the work. Questions?”

“Not really, I know you and Nancy are fucking.  Is doing the boss a job requirement?”

“No.  It’s more of a perk.” He grinned as Nancy snickered and elbowed Lisa. “Look, nobody is forced into anything. I told Nancy starting off that I know I’ll need fluffers and people to do double duty so early hires can expect that.  I also want to be surrounded by women who genuinely like to fuck.  She agreed to that and understood those terms. She’ll be doing mostly office work and blowing me when I ask but it isn’t a job requirement.” Nancy stood and stretched then walked over to Luther.

“Boss, it’s been a rough day.” She began while stroking his cock through his pants. “All this talk is also making me horny.” She winked over her shoulder at Lisa who hadn’t moved but was watching her friend intently.  Nancy stayed bent over at the waist to kiss Luther while her hands worked at his waist band.  Soon, she’d worked his long semi hard dick out and began to stroke it gently while running her tongue over his lips.

“Holy shit.” Lisa gasped when she saw Luther’s cock.  He grinned as Nancy chuckled and muttered.

“Told you so.” Nancy stood, reluctantly letting Luther’s shaft drop on his stomach.  Unbuttoning and dropping her shirt, she stretched and called over her shoulder to Lisa. “Hey babe, unhook me please?”

Lisa’s hands worked the triple clasp on Nancy’s bra then slid around just under her tits.  With a tug, the plain Wal-Mart bra dropped to the floor allowing Lisa to cup Nancy’s mounds.  Nancy’s head lolled back as Lisa gently squeezed and caressed her tits while kissing her neck.  Nancy’s hands dropped to her waist band and quickly released the buttons that held up her shorts.  The two women slid their bodies to face one another and began making out.  Luther watched admiringly while he slowly stroked his cock. 

Lisa shrugged out of her shirt and allowed Nancy to help her remove the jeans while they continued to make out. 

“Here, let’s try this.” Nancy breathed out to Luther and Lisa as she turned back to face him, dropping her head down to his cock.  Before taking it in her mouth she called out to Lisa. “Lick me, lick my pussy.” Luther and Lisa exchanged a lustful grin as she lowered to her knees and buried her face in Nancy’s pussy.

“Yes!  Lick me there!” Nancy moaned as she took Luther deep.  For several minutes there was nothing but the sounds of moans from the three.  “Boss, can I fuck you?  Please sir?”

“Goddam Nancy, that’s so fucking hot.  I love to hear you beg for it.” Lisa pulled back from Nancy just long enough to speak.

“Yeah, sit on my cock, facing Lisa.  She can lick my shaft as I fuck you.” Luther told her, looking over Nancy’s bare back and between the cleft of her ass cheeks.  Lisa’s nose was currently buried there as she shoved her tongue into Nancy.  Lisa lifted her face at his words to stare at him. A decision seemed to have been made as she sighed and gave him a wink. 

“Yes sir.” She whispered seductively.  Nancy was quick to comply, spinning around so fast she knocked over a laughing Lisa.

“Sorry, I’m ready for his cock, and more of your tongue.” Nancy positively moaned as she grasped Luther mid shaft and held him poised to enter her. Luther, for his part, was enjoying giving minimal coaching.

“Here sweety, let me hold that. Fuck me… please after her.” Lisa moaned as her long thin fingers replaced Nancy’s and barely wrapped around his manhood. Watching from behind, Luther peered between Nancy’s legs to see Lisa’s hand on his shaft as Nancy slowly took him in her dripping cunt.

“YES…” Nancy moaned as she took Luther deeper and deeper.  “Lick my clit, babe.  Please, while I fuck him.” Nancy rode his shaft slowly moaning all the while as Lisa moved her head to keep her mouth over Nancy’s clit.  Every so often, Luther could feel her tongue wriggle around his shaft. 

“Lick my nuts!” He demanded and was pleased to feel sudden warmth on his balls.  “Now back to her clit, make her cum.” He pushed back even further into the couch as Nancy rode him faster and faster.  Lisa’s tongue working both Nancy and Luther.

“OH FUCK!” Nancy screamed out as her walls clamped down on Luther.  “Yes!  YES!” Luther allowed her a few more moments then smacked her ass and demanded she move for Lisa.

“C’mere. Get on this.” He grabbed his cock by the base and held it up for Lisa.  Her eyes were lit with animal arousal as she stared at him then slowly crawled up his body.

“Yes, sir. Fuck me hard, sir!” She pleaded as his cock sank into her until his balls rested against her ass. “Damn, I’ve had a few bigger but not many and not by much.” She chuckled as she slowly slid him into her. Finally, grinding her pubis against his as she stimulated her clit. 

Luther reached up and grasped both of her tits, squeezing gently at first.  He watched her face for reaction as he applied more pressure.  She gasped slightly and pushed into him, physically demanding more.  Testing her limits Luther took both nipples between his fingers and slowly twisted them.  Again, she gasped and rode him faster.

“Yesssss.” She hissed. “I like it rough once I get going. Smack my ass.  Please.” Luther did, the first a soft but sharply wringing smack that brought a manic grin to Lisa’s face.

“She likes it rough boss.  Really rough.” Nancy whispered as she nearly crawled onto Luther’s lap so she could suck and bite Lisa’s nipples.

“Oh, FUCK yes!  Harder, please!” Luther smacked her much harder, the crack of palm on ass ringing out in the room nearly matching her cry of pleasure. 

“You like that cunt?  You like being spanked.” Luther grunted as he grabbed her hips and matched then surpassed her pace.  “Take that cock slut!  Nancy, get your fucking face down there!” Luther groaned as he began to cum but continued to thrust deeply into Lisa.

“YES, fuck YES!” Luther worried Lisa was having a seizure as she lost control on him, twitching, and moaning like an animal out of control. The three slumped together, warm cum dripped down along Luther’s shaft where he still rested in Lisa.

Luther recovered first as he lightly smacked Lisa’s ass.

“Lisa, I like the ‘boss’ talk but only do it if you mean it. I don’t play games.” He told her firmly even as he played with one of her tits.  A slight twinkle in his eye.

“I get it… the first time I was being sarcastic.  I’d heard Nancy use it and thought... Well, afterwards I meant it.” She sat up and looked him in the eye.  Nancy had moved her head from Luther’s lap and leaned back on one elbow to watch them. “Nancy told me she trusted you.  It just seemed so fucking bizarre, you’ve only known each other a day or two.  Now, here I am getting ready to tell you my deepest secrets.”

“Like what?” Luther teased her.

“Well, I really shouldn’t tell you this but I never cum like I just did. I could very easily become addicted to your cock.” She blushed when she said that. “And… Nancy was right, I do like it rough.  Hell, I just like sex, but I may be your BDSM girl if you need one for a movie.”

“Look, ladies. I’ve already told Nancy this.  I don’t hurt women and I’m loyal to my friends.  All I expect from them is that they are loyal and have my back.  We don’t know each other well enough for that, yet.  For now, just count on me living up to my word and expecting the same from you.”  The women looked at each other and nodded. Luther slowly extricated himself from the tangle they’d become on the couch and stood before them.

“I’m hitting the shower then bed.  We have an early day… today.” He grinned evilly as he looked at the clock then back at the women.  “We need to be up and moving in a few hours.”  At that, he turned and walked to the stairs. 

“Yes, boss!” The two said together then broke into giggles as they raced up the stairs past Luther.


Chapter 11

Luther allowed the two women to hit the shower before him. He was tempted to join in but changed his mind when his eyes fell on the briefcase he’d carried in earlier that night. His grandfather’s journal sat among the papers and several gold bars.  Chuckling, Luther realized he wouldn’t be getting much sleep that night, there were mysteries to uncover.  The contents of the journal called to him. 

“Fuck it.  I can sleep anytime. Too much play and not enough work anyway.” He muttered to himself. Luther had always been a driven man.  In the special forces, that focus was on training, preparing his troops for a mission and then the mission.  When he joined the DEA, he had brought the same drive to the work.

He relaxed in two ways.  Usually, because of the nature of his jobs, the first was working out.  His dedication to staying fit was not unusual in the military.  Despite that, his drive did make him stand out.  Once in the DEA, he maintained the same drive and dealt with good natured ribbing about skipping happy hours just to get more gym time. 

His second form of relaxation was sex.  A difficult prospect for him when in the sandbox, until he hooked up with Jane and Alice.  In the DEA, his prospects increased.  He soon had several friends with benefits but nobody serious until Heather. 

When he met Heather, she was working as a prosecuting attorney in California.  They met on a case and found they had a lot in common. She was his female counterpart in many ways.  Driven, and a fitness freak they pushed each other in the gym or on the trail.  She also had a sex drive that rivalled his own.  It was a whirlwind romance that everyone thought would end in marriage. 

It ended with the first hint that he was under suspicion at the agency.  He remembered coming home after his fuck-up of a boss called him in took his ID and gun and suspended him.  Luther was pissed and stunned as he walked in the front door of the home he shared with Heather.  He’d felt sure they would work together to fight the bogus charges. Instead, he found an envelope on the floor with a note from Heather and the engagement ring he’d given her.  The note basically said she wouldn’t ruin her career for his and they were done.  He later learned she was aware of, if not in on, the investigation for weeks before leaving him.  Fucking bitch probably saw it as a chance to move up the ladder.

Luther shrugged as the random thoughts raced through his mind.  That shit’s in the past.  It’s time to stop thinking with the guy downstairs and take charge. Head in the game, Luther.  We’ve got a potentially psycho crime lord looking for us and a ‘team’ to protect. He wrapped a towel around his waist and grabbed the briefcase.  He’d made the decision days ago to get into this game, now it was time to train and prepare.  He heard the women in the bathroom and was briefly tempted to join the fun but shrugged and closed the bedroom door behind him as he headed downstairs. 

He set up shop in the office just off the stairs, made a pot of coffee and settled in to do some work.

Shortly after three in the morning he heard soft footsteps coming down the stairs.  Luther set aside the notepad he’d been writing on and waited to see which of the women would appear at the bottom.

“Luther, umm boss…?” Lisa called out softly. As she peered into the living room, missing the dim office light.

“In here.” He called back softly, smirking as she jumped and whirled to face the office door. Lisa was wearing the button-down shirt he’d had on earlier in the evening. “Just doing some work.”

“Oh, sorry.  I sorta expected you’d join us for round 2.” He could see she was smiling nervously as she moved to stand in the doorway.

“Well, not that I wasn’t tempted but I thought it was time to do some planning.” He rubbed his face and took a sip of his coffee.  It had chilled and he grimaced slightly at the stale taste.

“Sorry.  I’ll just get some water and let you get back to work.” She began to turn but stopped as Luther raised a hand.

“If you can stay awake for a bit, I have some questions for you about Ramone and his organization.” Luther gestured to a chair in front of the modern office desk he was working at.

“Yeah, sure.  I have to tell you.  I’m pretty terrified to stick around town.  Ramone is ruthless.  I’ve seen things… You know if he catches us, we’re dead. If we’re lucky.” 

“I have some ideas on that. For now, what can you tell me about him and his organization?  Everything you know can help us stay a step ahead.”

“Sure… Can I ask a question first?”

“You can ask, can’t promise I’ll answer, but I won’t hold it against you.” He smiled at her as she pulled her knees up under her chin.  Her feet now rested on the comfortable leather chair he’d gestured to earlier.  Lisa furrowed her brow as she wrapped her arms around her legs and gave a little shiver.

“Who are you?  Why, why are you doing this?” It was Luther’s turn to hesitate.  Sometime during the night, as he’d read his grandfather’s journal and learned a lot about his past and some potential courses for his future. He’d also decided Lisa and Nancy would have to be a part of his inner circle.  There would be others but these two were on the ground floor with him.  Not to mention the personal danger they were putting themselves in for him.

“OK.”  Luther began to talk, telling her first of his background in the special forces, then years spent with the DEA ending with his set-up and spending a year like a bum.  He added details about working with Michael as a mentor.

“Hey, I’ve heard of him.” Lisa chimed in.  “So, you’re really going to forget your boy scout past and become a porn kingpin?” Lisa grinned back at him as she rested her chin on her knees.

“I’m not leaving all that behind. I plan on staying mostly, if not all on this side of the law.  No need to create issues.  I’d said it earlier.  No drugs, I don’t want wasted actors putting out to just get a fix. What we make will fall into the ‘sex-positive’ couples porn category.  That means people who can actually act, who are sexy and believable.”

“Yeah and fucking scripts that are more than just moaning.” Lisa grinned for a second before becoming serious again. “I can do that… I can try at least.  I’ve never really acted. Nancy and I were talking, she said she was going to be receptionist/fluffer and sometimes actress.  I’m pretty good at math, I’ve done my own taxes for years and haven’t been audited.  I also wouldn’t mind helping behind the camera.  Directing maybe?”

“We’ll see. I have no problem with it as long as you can show some skills.  You can certainly help out. So, talk to me about Ramone.”

Lisa did, she spent an hour outlining the various pies Ramone had a thumb in.  Luther was shocked she knew so much until he learned Ramone had used her to entertain some of his best clients or friends.  Everyone from politicians to Cartel bosses. While she spoke, Luther took notes and occasionally asked a question.

“OK, question is.  Can we reason with him?” Lisa hadn’t moved from her position on the couch but now she took a moment to rub her face sleepily and stretch.  Luther tried manfully to ignore the shirt as it fell open exposing her shapely tits. 

“Really, ignoring the girls?” Lisa teased as she covered up. Luther nodded and grinned back at her.

“Yep, for now.  It’s time to work.” Lisa nodded and squinted at him. He’s a better man than I’ve known in a while.  Focused enough to turn down an easy fuck… I think I can respect that.

“Got it boss. So, he might be reasonable if there is profit in it for him.  But I worry he will lose too much face if he cuts a deal knowing you killed Raul.” Lisa took a sharp breath. “I mean, if he thinks you did.” Luther eyed her for a moment then nodded.

“Trust comes with small steps Lisa.” Luther allowed her a thin smile before he continued without really answering her question. “So, he might be willing to work with us, but Raul could be an issue. I think we start off with the velvet glove and if that doesn’t work, we punch him in the fucking face.”  Luther’s countenance took on a grim look before smoothing.

“Ok, off to bed with you.  I have some more to do then I’ll be up.” Luther picked up the burner phone and began composing a text.

“Sure thing, boss.” Lisa stood and turned to leave.  A puzzled look on her face as she realized Luther was seriously ignoring her, even when she dropped the shirt and stood nude in the doorway. Luther smirked as she turned to leave. Always leave them guessing. Gotta finish these texts then time to learn more about gramps.


Chapter 12

Luther read until the sunrise, breaking only to check the phone when it buzzed with a response to one of the several texts he’d sent out a few hours earlier.  Smiling at the answer, he stood and stretched mightily.  His towel, the one he’d been wearing for the last several hours, dropped to the floor.  He left it in a bunch and wandered to the back of the house to look out over the fenced yard and pool. Shutting off the security system, he stepped through the door and into the warm and humid air.

He breathed deeply then walked to the edge of the pool and poked in a toe. Fucking bathwater. He groused to himself as he dropped over the edge into water that reached to just under his balls.  The pool was laid out in an L shape with a decorative stone fountain at the base of the L, near where he stood in the shallow section.  The long stretch of the pool was a uniform 8’, that is, if the labels on the side of the pool were to be believed.  Walking over to the deeper end he allowed himself to drop in until the water closed over his head.  Slowly rising to the surface, he stretched out and began swimming the length of the pool. 

He tried to zone out and get into the exercise, but his mind kept racing with all he’d learned.  After nearly a half hour of swimming he climbed from the pool.   There was a fresh towel resting on one of the recliners, he’d heard the door open soon after he started his swim.  Drying quickly, he returned to the house and made his way to the office to check the phone.  Spending a few minutes responding to two more text messages he decided to follow the smell of fresh coffee into the kitchen.

“Hi boss!” Nancy greeted him cheerfully wearing nothing but a smile.  “Good swim?” She poured him a mug of black coffee.

“Yep, thanks for the towel. Lisa still asleep?”

“Yeah, she said she was up a while talking to you.  I didn’t want to wake her but was curious what you were up to. Oh, cute ass when you swim.” Luther grinned as he sipped the coffee she’d handed him and quickly filled her in.

“So, I’ve got some things rolling right now.  It’s just a matter of waiting.” He drank the last of his coffee before turning his gaze on Nancy. 

“Stressed boss?”

“A little, I never liked waiting.” He replied spinning his empty coffee cup on the table while he let his gaze wander from her triple D’s to her flat muscular belly then down to her pussy. 

“Would this be a good time for some stress release?” She asked with a coy look.

“Exactly what I was thinking.” Luther growled playfully. “Blow me.”

“Yes sir.” Nancy grabbed a dish towel and put it on the tile floor to kneel on.  Luther’s cock was already rising to meet her. “Damn boss, always ready to go.”  Nancy flicked her tongue out at the tip, teasing it for seconds with just the soft wet touch before kissing it tenderly. 

“In my mouth, on my tits or in my pussy?”

“Fucking suck my cock, swallow every drop or I’ll spank you later.” Luther mock growled at her as she giggled then took several inches in her mouth, rolling her tongue around shaft and glans.

“I like spankings… not as much as Lisa but…” Nancy stopped talking as she struggled to get more than half of Luther’s dick in her mouth.  She licked his shaft from balls to head, wetting it.  Then wrapping her hands around his cock, she began pumping furiously.  Nancy varied her mouth technique slightly moving from sucking to licking then back to sucking as she felt Luther reaching climax. 

“YES!  Suck that cock whore!  Suck it.” Luther groaned out as he came in her eager mouth.  Nancy made sure he was nearly finished before she pulled back slightly.  Still pumping his cock, she squeezed a final drop out on her right tit before quickly putting his member back in her mouth and licking it clean.

“Oh boss… I’m so sorry for the mess.” Nancy said in teasing tones as she held her right tit up to her mouth and licked off the droplets of spunk.

“Wench, that’s it.  Spanking tonight!” Luther growled again then broke into a chuckle. “Shit, it’s past 9.  We have to go get dressed.  Gary is due in an hour or so and I have more calls to make.”

“Yes sir.” Nancy gave Luther’s cock a final lick before standing. 


Chapter 13

“Luther, I have the accounts set-up and have made overtures to Ramone’s organization.  He is a bit peeved at the loss of the women. No mention of his brother at all.”  Luther simply nodded. Both women had mentioned Raul running side hustles without telling his brother.  In fact, Lisa remembered Ramone beating the shit out of Raul for one screwed up venture.  He’d begun to suspect that Ramone had no idea Raul was missing or that he’d been with Nancy. Gary handed over several papers while he talked.

“Sounds good so far.  I’ve spoken to Ramos and have the names of a few people he recommended to run cameras, lights, write scripts, make-up. I’ve been reaching out to them today and have a few lined up to meet me at the studio tomorrow.” Luther didn’t mention the multiple plans he put in place to deal with Ramone. 

‘You’ve been busy.  Also sounds like the women are enjoying themselves.” Gary grinned as peels of loud almost piercing laughter made its way through the closed doors and windows. “I see they like the pool.  Do they know what they’ll be doing for you?  For the studio?”

“Yep, for the most part.  I told them we’d talk more today after you and I finished up. You can stick around and have lunch or join them in the pool if you want?” Luther was curious to see how Gary would respond. 

“Thanks, I’ve got meetings all day today and my wife would kill me if she knew I was playing in the pool with those two. I must go.  That first meeting is with one of Ramone’s reps at my office.” Gary laughed good naturedly as he stood to leave. Luther walked him to the front door and watched as his driver pulled through the gates.  Closing the door, he shook his head as he considered how quickly his fortunes had turned. 

Returning to the office, he used a pocketknife to slice open the tape on the box Gary had brought with him.  Inside was a top-end laptop with an envelope taped to the top. Luther opened the envelope and read the note within:

L, this is what you asked for and more.  Jane said you’d appreciate the other gift. M.R.

Luther plugged in the machine and set it on the desk, time to get on it later. He went back to the box and pulled out the second package. Opening it, he withdrew a semi-automatic pistol and several magazines.  Taking a few moments to examine the weapon, he loaded it and slid it on the bookshelf behind the desk. Hiding it behind a hard bound copy of ‘War and Peace.’

His bare feet were silent on the tile floor as he walked to the back door and looked out the windows at Lisa and Nancy.  They were both laying out on couches after playing in the pool.  Knocking on the window he got their attention and gestured them into the house. Lisa slipped into sandals and nothing more while Nancy added a soft white robe she’d found in the upstairs bathroom. 

“Gary took off, he has some things to do today and so do we. Unfortunately, we need to say out of sight until we’ve worked an arrangement with Ramone.” Luther caught the nervous glances between the women as he paced back and forth between a couch and loveseat in the living room. “Don’t worry, you are on my team now and we have each other’s backs.”

“Thanks Luther, it’s gonna take some time.” Lisa had curled up on one end of the couch and now stared at Luther who’d stopped his pacing.

“Hang on.” He walked swiftly to the office and returned with a thin sheaf of papers. “I get that and hopefully this will help.  Trust is built over time and through actions.  So, first step.  Here are your contracts to work for me.  Basically, they say you will assist in the office as my personal assistants along with acting assignments at your discretion. We also set up accounts in your names.  I had to have Michael do that… He um, was able to use some resources to get your social security numbers and well, it's not important. Last thing is an NDA.” He explained to Nancy it was a non-disclosure agreement.

“It means we don’t talk about Luther or the business.” Lisa chimed in. “Ramone’s NDA is a bullet to the back of the head.” She added sourly.

Luther nodded and gave each woman a copy of the contract as well as a bank statement.  The accounts in their names. Lisa’s eyes bulged out as she read the contract, then the bank statement, showing her an account with a hefty sum deposited that morning. Luther waited until he had both of their shocked attentions.

“I’m serious about this being legit and you two are on the ground floor as long as you are willing.” Nancy and Lisa shared a glance then looked back at Luther.

“So, we blow you from time to time?”

“Fuck you when you want?”

“Work as fluffers or in a movie… if we want?”

“And get paid like this? Just to be office sluts?”  Luther waited a long minute before nodding.

“Yep, about sums it up. That money is yours whether you walk now or sign the papers.”

“I need a pen boss.”

“Me too!” After the contracts were signed Luther checked his watch and filled them in on the rest of the day.

“Lisa, I need you to start rounding up talent.  Good clean people who aren’t on any exclusive contracts or payrolls. Michael sent a list of some prospects.  A lot of them are college kids looking for extra cash.  There is a checklist for them to go over and sign.  Basically, what they will or won’t do for a movie. There is a laptop in the office with the documents you may need in a folder called talent.  The login is your name, your password is your bank account number.  We’ll get other computers later but for now, this is the only one I trust.” 

“Nancy, that list you started of equipment.  Here’s more.  Start calling the numbers and ordering what we need.” Luther had started to turn away when he remembered.  “Much as I love you two going around naked, Gary is sending by his personal shopper.  She, I think her name is Claire, anyway, she should be here in an hour. She’s going to get measurements and pick up a few outfits for us.  I’ll foot the bill for this stuff.”

He grinned at their still stunned expressions. 

“Hey, get to work!  You aren’t being paid to just lay around!” He said in a gruff voice.

“Yes sir!”

“Got it boss!” Both women gave him a quick peck on the cheek then went to work… after getting dressed.


Chapter 14

Two days later:

“Mr. Jenkins.  I am so glad you could meet me here in the office.” Gary’s smile would have put a used car salesman or an evangelist preacher to shame as he shook hands with the buff man before him. “I am sure we can work through this little issue that has inadvertently arisen between our principals.”

“Mr. Alton.” Jenkins replied returning Gary’s grin with an equally insincere one.

“Gary, please.”

“Gary then. My employer is upset that two of his prized… his valued employees have been poached.  Their loss is a great… emotional blow to Mr. Guzman.  I am afraid he doesn’t see a happy outcome for those involved.” Jenkins delivered in smarmy tones. 

“Yes, my client understands there might be some, concern about the two former employees leaving Mr. Guzman on such short notice.  He is willing to discuss some recompense to Mr. Guzman in the hopes it will lead to an… amicable arrangement.”

The two attorneys continued to play with words for the next hour.  The wasted breath ended when Jenkins contacted Ramone with the ‘final’ offer from Luther.  Of course, there was a counter which was agreed on, to Jenkin’s surprise.

“Mr. Guzman agrees to meet, in person with your Mr. Luther for the exchange.  He will contact your client today to settle on the location.” Jenkins stopped when Gary raised a hand.

“All my client wants is an open location.  He’s willing to meet anywhere other than at either gentleman’s… places of business.”

“Agreed. Will you be present?” Jenkins asked while nonchalantly glancing at his phone. “I’m sure the location will be somewhere... open and uncomfortable for men such as us.” Gary nodded, understanding fully the implications of what was unsaid.

“No, I will be here.  My client will recognize Mr. Guzman.” Jenkins and Gary went over a few more agreed on details for the meeting before Jenkins left.

“Luther.  He just left.” Gary spoke into his office phone. “So, they think you are some wealthy assholes with more money than sense and I’m just milking you.  Ramone’s man practically told me I wouldn’t want to be there for the exchange.” He listened to Luther’s response. “Yep, expect a call shortly.  They seem desperate to take care of you. It fits with what I know of Ramone.  Smart but angers fast.  Take care.”

Luther had no sooner laid down the phone when it rang again, a blocked number.  He let it sound off a few times before picking it up.

“Howdy! It’s Luke, who do I have the pleasure of chattin with?” Luther grinned at the moment of silence on the other end.  Was the Texas accent over the top?

“Jenkin’s!  Well, Howdy to you.  I ‘spected ta hear from my new buddy Ramone!  I just talked with Gary, and he said ya’all was good with our deal. Now, I normally wouldn’t pay a couple hundred K for some cunny, but I have a feeling these broads will be worth it.” He nodded as an exasperated sounding voice interrupted.

“Sure, sure.  Just give me an address and I’ll let that little GPS in my car do its magic.  Now, Ah understan you needin to be there to make sure I’m on the up and up.  I’ve seen enough Miami Vice to know about the bad characters ya’all got around here.  Jus so ya know.  I’ll stick to my side.  I’ll have a little piece of ass I found hang out somewhere and bring the cash once I know we all being honest with one another. Jus make shore Mr. Ramone is there for the exchange.  I believe in lookin a man in the eye and shakin hands on a deal.” He’d no sooner hung up the phone than peals of laughter came from Nancy and Lisa.

“Oh shit, oh shit!  I can just see Ramone’s face now.  He’d be so pissed.  I bet he punched poor old little cock in the mouth when that call was over.” Lisa saw Luther’s raised eyebrow. “Jenkin’s has a little tiny pecker.  Ramone’s had me party with him a few times. I’ve had bigger tampons in there.”

“Boss.  Will you be, OK?” Nancy asked, a fearful look on her face.

“Oh yeah.  This guy thinks he’s a bad ass.  He has no idea what being bad really means.” Luther’s eyes took on a hard look before he put his Texas poker smile on.  “All right, I’ve got a bit of a drive.  It’s in the glades at the property he owns but thinks it is a secret.”  

Michael had done a deep dive into Ramone’s finances and come up with a lot of interesting information.  That included several properties he owned, through shell companies.  One of which would be a perfect location for a body dump. Luther made a quick call then turned back to the women. 

“OK, just stay here.  No calls or anything.  The extra help I brought in is watching the place, so you’ll be safe if Ramone has figured out where we are.”  

Several hours later, Luther drove his car down a rough asphalt road.  He’d rented a classic caddy for this show and hoped he wouldn’t end up buying the big boat when he was finished.  The road was lined with scrub trees, palms, and sawgrass.  Typical for the fringes of the Everglades.  Rounding a corner, he came upon an old shack of a house resting on a slightly raised portion of land.  Weather-beaten sides hadn’t seen paint or brush in decades.  To the right was a large area suitable for parking bordered by a wide canal, almost a lake.  Luther pulled up and parked yards away and facing a black Mercedes SUV.

“Jesus, why do all the bad guys have to be so damn cliché.  Honestly, that thing screams drug runner.” He muttered silently to himself as he stepped from his caddy.  Grabbing a worn cowboy hat, he fanned himself and waved to the waiting SUV.  Jenkins stepped out wearing an expensive grey suit and walked over to Luther.

“Whoo Hee, boy.  Y’all are as hot here in Flo-ri-da as the Texas desert but with twice the humidity.  Think there’s some gators in that water?  Maybe I could see one when we finish? Hey, is Mr. Ramone hidin’ in there somewhere?” Luther rattled off in friendly tones as he stepped forward to meet Jenkins.

“Mr. Guzman is waiting to ensure you aren’t armed.  As we agreed.”  Jenkins stepped forward and held his hands out in the universal symbol of “I’m going to frisk you.” Luther nodded and raised his hands above his head.  He circled in place as Jenkins patted down his baggy cotton shirt then fashionable and expensive jeans.

“The money.” Jenkins stated coldly as he stepped back.

“Well now.  The deal is Ramone and I shake on this here pact and I bring in the money.  I wasn’t born yesterday and, like as I want to trust you.  Well, I didn’t get rich by being a total fool.” Jenkins snorted and raised a hand to the SUV.  The back door opened for a tall giant of a man.  About Luther’s height and weight and sculpted as if he spent hours in the gym.  Luther recognized Ramone from the photos Gary had been able to provide.

Ramone strode slowly to Jenkins side, wiped his brow and nodded at Luther.

“My money?” Ramone glowered at Luther as he spoke. 

“Well now.  We shake that the deal is done, and I’ll call that little piece of ass I mentioned to bring in the cash.  Now, she’ll be naked, completely starkers just so you know she isn’t carrying.” Luther said as he reached out a hand to Ramone.  Guzman glared at the proffered hand then smirked and took it in a bone crushing grip that Luther matched and exceeded.

“I’ve always hated a man with a weak handshake.” Luther gritted out between clenched teeth before they released one another. He reached out a hand to Jenkins for the cell phone he’d taken when he patted down Luther.  Opening the phone, he spoke into the receiver.

“All set sweet cheeks, c’mon in.” Closing his phone, he dropped it back in his pocket and looked at the two men. Jenkins had pulled a pistol and was holding it steady, aimed at his chest. Ramone pulled a walkie talkie from his back and spoke a few words.  He then dropped it and pulled a pistol from his waistband holster.

“OK Tex, you just stand still, and this will be over fast.  We’ve got people watching the road for your bitch.” Jenkins snarled at him. Luther simply nodded and stood still as Ramone stepped forward, shifted the gun to his left hand and punched Luther in the jaw knocking him to the ground. Luther grunted and rolled onto his ass looking up at the two barrels pointing his way.  His back was resting on the fender of the caddy. Luther grinned and spat blood on the ground as he watched Ramone shaking his right hand.

“Boys, this could have ended peacefully but you had to fucking make me angry.” Luther said in calm tones.  Ramone pointed the pistol at his head but before he could react the sound of a helicopter broke the silence of the swamp.  A black executive copter roared down the road coming up from behind Jenkins and Ramone.  They whirled at the sound and flung their hands up to ward off the grit being flung at them from the downwash. After only seconds the copter lifted and flew off.

Ramone turned back to Luther but found himself staring down the barrel of a handgun.  Before he could lift his own pistol a motion to his right startled him.  He glanced over and saw Jenkins topple to the ground something sticking from his chest as he let out a final wheeze. 

“Now, you should drop that piece very carefully.” Luther said almost conversationally and gestured to Jenkins body. “A tomahawk. Most people don’t realize just how quick and deadly they can be.  Had it in the wheel well of the caddy.” Ramone heard Luther whisper and felt warm metal wedge in his ear.  He felt terrified for the first time in his life, then shame as he pissed himself. He dropped the gun from numb fingers.

“We, we can fix this.  My, my men are out there.  I will tell them to let you pass if we end this now.” Ramone pleaded.

As he spoke, the helicopter landed at the far end of the field they were standing in.  The two men waited in silence as the engines shut down and the pilot stepped from the cockpit.  She was a small woman wearing nothing but combat boots and her helmet. The helmet was quickly tossed into the cockpit, and she sauntered over, hands on swaying hips.

“Hey Alice, nice flight suit.” Luther said with a grin.  Alice gave him a curtsy then stared Ramone up and down like he was a piece of rotten meat.

“Glad you like it.  I’ll be waiting while you finish with this piece of crap.” Alice twirled and returned to the copter.  The eyes of both men on her firm round ass as she walked away.

“Now, where were we.  Oh yeah.” Luther mused. “Hmmm.  I sure wish you’d thought of that earlier Ramone.  Would have saved my team no end of grief hunting down your boys and killing them.” He shook his head in mock sorrow.  “No, you fucked up Ramone.  This could almost have ended well for you… Well, that’s a lie.  I decided you needed to be out of the picture.  One thing I learned from my granddad is you have to crush a viper before it crushes you.  That’s how the old man lived so long.”

“Who, who is your grandfather?” Ramone asked fearfully.

“You may have heard of him.  He was called Mr. Big.  Now, I’m in town and taking over. And, well.  I need your harem, and for you to be out of the way.”

The last sound Ramone heard was the click as Luther pulled the trigger.

The Beginning.

Please read on for Chapter 1 of Book 2


Chapter 1 Mob Boss – Making Porn

Chapter 1

Luther watched as Ramone’s body fell into the sand and scrub grass.  A fine red mist dissipated in the breeze drawing his gaze briefly before he looked down at the two bodies at his feet.  The tomahawk was still buried in Jenkins’s chest and Ramone was now missing half his head.  Taking a deep breath he stepped to Jenkin’s corpse, and put the gun, Jenkin’s gun, back in his hand.  Luther wrapped his fingers around Jenkin’s hand, the one holding the gun and sighted into the swamp before he pulled the trigger.

He turned at the sound of footsteps and watched a camo garbed figure approach from opposite where the helicopter had landed a few minutes earlier.  The approaching person paused about 5 yards away and appeared to examine the scene as it cocked its head from one side to the other.

“Well Cap, you really crossed the Rubicon now.” A deep masculine voice spoke from under a thick coating of camo make-up. “Do you think that bit of theater”, he gestured to where Jenkins lay on the ground, clutching the gun in a dead hand. “Is that going to throw of the authorities?”

“Hmmm?  Oh, no.  Good job Mick.  Let the boys know.” He looked back at the bodies, studying them with a critical eye. “No, I just did that to add to the confusion.  If his body is found there may still be traces of residue on his arm and hand.   Nobody with a working brain cell is going to think anything other than this was a clumsy and maybe desperate attempt to muddy the waters.” He shrugged then turned to face Mick with a grim smile.

“You and the boys, OK?” Luther looked around the apparently empty terrain.  Empty but for the helicopter standing across the field from where they stood.

“Oh yeah.  Piece of cake.  His idiots had no idea what hit them.  Hell, the one back there was watching porn on his phone.  No challenge really.” He shook his head almost sadly. “The guys have already started dumping the bodies in the canal.  If the gators leave anything behind, well… We’ll make it look like a mob hit. Thanks for the action and the pay.” Big white teeth split the camouflage paint as he smiled.

“No problem. I’ll be in touch.” Luther nodded to the man as he walked over to the helicopter and climbed in.

3 Months Later:

Luther leaned back in his plush leather chair; eyes closed in relaxation.  His mind was racing, despite the efforts of the red-haired beauty currently going down on him.  He finally opened his eyes to stare at the large screen tv’s mounted on the wall opposite his desk. Each was showing scenes from erotic movies.  Movies he and his crew had been busy creating over the last month. 

“Oh boss.  You like what I’m doing or the movies?” Nancy, the red head pulled her face up from his lap and gave a pretend pout. Licking the head, she looked at him coyly and winked. “You aren’t getting bored, are you?”

“Nope not bored” He growled playfully, half lying.  The truth was no matter how good Nancy was she’d fallen into a routine.  “Now if you can’t make me cum in the next minute, I’ll make you the lead in the bondage film.” Nancy giggled.

“Oh no boss. Anything but that! I’ll try really hard.” She added in breathless tones as she proceeded to take his 11 inches almost to the base.  The whole time swirling her tongue around his shaft.” Damn, fucking sword swallower! How the hell could that get to be routine. Luther thought not for the first time as he released a load into her mouth.  He’d actually been on the edge for minutes.  The combination of Nancy’s teasing and her extra efforts helped push him over the edge. Nancy stood after she completed licking him clean and pushing his flaccid cock into his pants.

“Anything else boss?” She gave him a smile as she adjusted a surprisingly demure business suit. He appreciated how she could go from cum slut to slutty professional in seconds.  He chuckled at the thought then focused on business.

“Yeah.  Did the last of the girls who worked for Ramone sign on with us?” Nancy and her friend Lisa had been high priced sex workers for two pimps, Ramone and his twin brother Raul.  Luther took out Raul when he found him beating up Nancy in the darkened street outside the studio he’d inherited.  A studio previously owned by his grandfather and used to produce stag films from the 40’s through the early 70’s.  After a brief struggle he broke Raul’s neck and dumped the body in a nearby canal. Then, a few days later he met Ramone, turned the tables on the hit Ramone had plAliceed and killed him and his enforcers.  Since that time, he had Nancy and Lisa putting out feelers to try and find the pimps women. Most of whom had gone underground. 

“She failed the drug test boss.  Second time so we told her to walk.” Nancy sighed. “She’s a good kid or was until Raul got his hands on her.” Luther smiled at Nancy’s ‘good kid’ comment.  At 27 she was all of 5 years older than Kate, the woman they’d been discussing.

“What about the ads for the actresses.” He asked leaning back in his chair.

“Well, not too bad.  We started off slow but have a steady stream of girls who are interested.  A lot from the colleges looking to pay off student loans. Alice and Alice would know more about it.  They are the ones doing most of the recruiting.” Alice and Alice were two ex-Army buddies of Luther’s who’d moved to Orlando after being discharged from the service.  They owned a nice little place in a nudist resort and worked in adult films to supplement their income.  Both had jumped at a chance to come work for Luther.  Their first job had been rounding up a handful of ex spec op’s men to help take down Ramone’s hit squad.

Luther glanced to one of the screens on the wall.  It was now showing two women.  One was a buff blonde with huge tits.  A true Amazon.  The other was a tiny woman, especially compared to her partner. She had short brunette hair and small, perky tits capped with tiny nipples.  At this moment she was pulling on the furiously while the blonde went down on her.

“Hmm, they seem a little busy.” Nancy chuckled as she saw where he was looking.

‘Those two.” She shook her head with a grin. “They wanted to know if we’d be up for another go.  You, Lisa, me and them.  I think they were hoping for tonight.” Luther watched the two for a few more seconds, growing aroused again despite cumming just a few minutes earlier.

“Yeah, I think we can arrange that.”

He was interrupted by a buzzer sounding from the reception desk located just outside his office door. Nancy looked at him then walked from his office to her desk.  She peered down at a view screen that gave a crisp view of the front door landing and the gorgeous brunette standing there.

“Boss, it’s Detective Ramirez.  She’s with a uniform.  You want a look down her shirt before I let them in? She’s got on a cute pink lac bra…” Nancy called through his door as she turned back to look at said cleavage through the downward looking camera.

“Later, go ahead and let the studios know we have company then let her in.” A few minutes later Luther heard Nancy talking to the detective.  While he couldn’t make out the words, he heard her pleasant contralto tones turn brittle an decided it was time to intervene. Stepping out of his office he strode across the subtly decorated lobby to greet the officers.

Maria Ramirez was a 13-year veteran of the force and by all accounts incorruptible.  She’d risen quickly through the ranks then stalled out when it became apparent, she wouldn’t play footsie with the local criminal element or their toadies on the force. She was also a raven-haired beauty with a rack that rivaled Nancy’s 36 DD’s.  Currently she was standing in the cop power pose.  Hands on hips, right just before the butt of her service weapon and a barely restrained glower. An effect that was completely lost on Luther as he pointedly looked at her chest and the desperately straining buttons of her shirt.

“Detective!” He greeted her warmly. “To what do we owe the pleasure?  No, wait… You two aren’t here to answer the ad for models, are you?  What a wonderful idea!” Her glower deepened, as he expected but she bit off the first retort that came.

“No, Mr. Luther.  We are here to investigate a murder.  Possibly two.  A badly decomposed body was found wedged under a pier a short distance from here about a week ago.  Identification has come back as Raul Guzman.  The former employer… pimp, for some of the women you have working for you. We need to ask you some questions.”  She gave him a tight-lipped grin when she finished. 

“Why detective. If you are accusing me of something I think I’ll contact my lawyer before we chat.” He held a hand innocently over his chest. “I am a law-abiding citizen after all.”

“Law abiding smut peddler more like.” She fired back, hands still on her hips. “Getting rich off the backs of the men and women desperate enough to do this crap.”

“Well, everyone here likes fucking.  Maybe you should give it a try, lose a little of that bitchy stress you have going on.” Nancy interjected, her voice oozing sweetness and sex at the same time. Detective Ramirez’s eyes widened in shock as she took half a step forward towards Nancy.

“To hell with this! Yeah, call your goddam lawyer and meet me at my office no later than three today.” She didn’t quite yell, close but not quite.  Then she turned on her heel and stormed to the door, collecting the red faced young cop she’d brought along as back-up.


Bonus Chapter – Alias Mr. Big

Author: Wayne Clingman

The Dish Needs Cabbage

God, I love blondes. But this blonde? This blonde was here to bother me.

Good gams on the girl, too. Noticed them right off when she came strutting into my office like she owned the place. Nice shape, fantastic ankles. I felt my cock twitch in my trousers as I imagined fastening a delicate gold chain around one of those ankles, watching it glisten as she walked around bare-assed except for a pair of heels.

The twitch became a throb when I thought about tying both her ankles with rope, legs spread wide, her tied arms above her head, helpless, smack dab in the middle of my bed. It was at this point I realized the broad was talking to me. Or at me, rather. Her arms akimbo, hands balled into fists on her hips. Cute. Dame was trying to act tough.

“Look, Kitten,” I said. “You’d best rethink your approach. Coming here, talking to me the way you are that’s a good way to get lead poisoning.” She clammed up, but only briefly.

“I’m not afraid of you!” she said.  Good try. She said it with feeling. But her quivering lower lip gave her away.

“Sure, you’re not, Honey,” I said. “And why should you be? I’m a reasonable man, when spoken to in a reasonable fashion. You’re upset. Tell Mr. Big what’s got you sore at him.”

“Mr. Big… My name is Elizabeth. I’m here on behalf of John Murphy. He owes you a debt.”

“Oh? And what does Murph’s debt to me have to do with you, Beth?”

She had my attention in full now. I could see where this was headed and knew I had the bulge from the get-go. She was playing a fixed game. All I had to do was wait for her to place her wager, and then rake in my rewards.

“You conned him! You lent him that money knowing full well he’d never be able to pay you back. He was doing okay; and now he’s in a flophouse, barely scraping by,” she said.

“Typical butter and egg man, Doll. You’re upset with me because your fella’s a dumb country yokel who came into Belle City and blew his wad gambling? My wad, that is. I’m the one who should have beef, not you,” I said.

“John’s not dumb,” she huffed. “He’s… Murph’s a mug, and you know it,” I laughed.

“You think he’s going to stop being a rube just because you’re stuck on him? You’re dreaming, Angel Face.”

Her cheeks flushed, and I felt a rush of heat as well. Blushing suited her. The pink tinge to her fair- skinned face highlighted the delicate freckles she’d attempted to cover with makeup.

I plAliceed to make her face plenty flushed by the

time she’d left my office this fine afternoon. Flushed, sweating, and covered in my cum.

I leaned back in my chair, casually surveying her. I felt a smile curl the corners of my lips thinking of the good times ahead.

“There has to be something you can do,” she said. “Something to make this debt go away.

Something to give him a shot at getting back on his

feet again.”

“Sure, Beth,” I said. “I told Murph I’d consider him paid in full if he helped with a little job I’ve got just outside the city.”

“You want him to be a trigger man! Keeping loaded lookout while your thugs unload a shipment of hooch at some speakeasy,” she said.

“A hero’s work,” I said. “Think anyone actually likes the Prohibition? No, Doll. They like alcohol. They need alcohol. Murph would just be helping to ensure nothing goes awry while I give the public what they need.”

“He’ll get himself killed!”

“Oh? I was under the impression Murph lived on a farm before landing himself in Belle City. You telling me a farm man doesn’t know how to handle a piece? Never put a rod between the eyes of a lamb fit for the slaughter. He’ll be fine.”

“Using a gun on a farm is different,” she said. “Turning the trigger on a fellow human being… That’s different.”

“You say that like you know from experience, Beth,” I said. “You a farm girl? Is that what this is? Murph gets off the farm, moves to the big city – my city – and then sends back for his girl? Bet you looked real sweet churning butter and shelling peas. Or were you the one shooting lambs? Maybe I should have you on the job instead.”

And there it was. Easy as that. The seed was planted in her mind. Next up: my seed, all over her pretty face.

“Maybe,” she said. “Maybe I could do something to pay off his debt? Not as a hired gun, but… maybe something else?”

Adorable. It was like she thought of it entirely on her own. I pretended to act surprised.

“You?” I said. “You want to take on Murph’s debt? You think you have a way to pay me back?” “I… I might?” she stammered. “I’m sure we

could work something out. I’m good with my hands!”

I shot a glance at her hands. Her hands were feminine, complete with painted nails; but they had strength. She’d primped and polished and lotioned, but her farm girl roots were visible in those hands. I imagined her working the land, hands gripped around some tool. Then I imagined them gripped around my tool.

And that blonde hair, highlighted from hours spent outdoors in the sunshine. She had a nervous bob. She’d tried to follow the fashion trends reigning in Belle City – overrun with flappers – but couldn’t quite bring herself to shear her golden locks, instead tucking them up at the nape of her neck using bobby pins. A single tendril had escaped its confinement, revealing her hair’s true length.
Long, luxurious, and perfect for me to hold onto as her head bobbed up and down on my cock.

But I’d get to that later. For now… her hands. “I can think of a first-rate use for those hands of yours, Beth,” I said. “Are you ready to go into business with Mr. Big? Clear Murph of all he owes?”

And then she said my favorite three-word phrase to come out of a woman’s mouth: “I’ll do anything.”

Please click here to purchase: Alias Mr. Big


Bonus Chapter – Erin’s Erotic Adventure

Chapter 1 - Meeting Brad

Erin stood at the window of her hotel room staring out at the gorgeous lake and beach.  She could just make out several sunbathers a few hundred yards from her door. 

‘Holy shit!’  She thought to herself, ‘everyone really is naked! I’m honestly at a nudist resort.  I can’t believe I let Jack talk me into doing this for a week.’  She whirled around as she heard footsteps behind her.

“No, no way am I staying without you!”  She told the tall slender man standing behind her. “Jack, I’ll drive home with you and then we can come back tomorrow.” 

“Erin, love.” Jack held her bare shoulders in his hands.  He smelled of shampoo and Irish Spring soap.  “Look, we got in late last night.  You should stay here while I run back to clean up this mess.  Sounds like an hour on the mainframe to find and fix the issue and I can hit the road back.”  He dropped his hands and turned away from her, grasping at keys and wallet.

“Worst case I come back early tomorrow.”

“Jaaaack….”  Erin let out in a sad, almost whiny tone she hated the instant she heard it.  “You really want me wandering around here naked?  Alone.”

Jack turned back to her with what she perceived as a condescending smirk. “Sure, why not.  It’s what we came for.  Besides, didn’t the guide tell us they didn’t tolerate public acts of affection or swinger types?”  He made up a stern voice for the last seven words.  “It’s just stupid for you to head back with me.  I mean, we paid for the room!  Stay and enjoy.  Besides, I’ll love hearing about all the stares you get.”  He gave her his attempt at a playful leer.  It only pissed her off.

“Jack!”  Erin exclaimed.  Fire had erupted in her eyes when he referred to her as ‘stupid’.  She knew what he meant but it still pissed her off.   “Fine!  Go.  I’ll just stay here and read in the room.” Erin glared at him; hands planted firmly on her hips. 

“Fuck… Don’t be like that.  I have to do this.”  His tone was growing more exasperated.  He just wanted to end the conversation that had begun with a phone call less than an hour before.  “Just do whatever you want.  I’ll hurry and be back tonight or first thing tomorrow.  Fuck.” He exclaimed again.  “You used to be fun!  Go lay out at the damn pool or stay here for all I care!  We have a whole week here.  At least let’s try to enjoy it.”  Jack took a deep breath, as if to calm himself before he went on.  Seeing Erin’s glare, he stopped talking.  Instead, he gave her a quick peck on the cheek and hurried out the door before she could respond. 

Erin stood staring at the door; her arms now crossed under her small firm breasts.  She felt the tension from this most recent fight just add on top of the last few months of spats.  “Fuck!”  she muttered to herself. 

The morning had started off fun and she was even allowing herself to get excited about the daring adventure of walking around a small resort community for a week completely nude.  She was proud of her body and had even done a few extra workouts preparing for this vacation.  Erin was tall, at 5’10”, with a slim but muscular build.  Her breasts were small, champagne glass shaped mounds capped with tiny, dark nipples. 

She was first in the shower that morning and made sure she was well shaved, leaving only a small landing strip over her vagina, it made her feel less naked.  Toweling off she applied sunscreen then wrapped a large silk scarf around her waist.  It barely covered her pussy, but wearing it made her feel more secure.  ‘Honestly, this is going to be fun!’  She thought as she walked out of the bathroom to hear Jack on the phone.  

“Ok.   I’ll be there as soon as I can.”  Jack said into the phone.  Turning, he saw Erin standing in the bathroom door. 

“Work babe.  I have to head back for a bit.  You just stay here and have fun.” His tone struck her as smug, almost condescending and it pissed her off royally.

“What?  I didn’t even want to come here and prance around naked!  This was your fantasy, bucket list idea.  NOW, you are leaving me?” The outrage in her voice matched the flash of angry fire in her eyes as she glared at Jack.

“Shit babe, it’s just for the day.  We have a week.”  Jack stomped past Erin into the surprisingly large bathroom dropping clothes as he went.  “You will be fine!”  He called back to her as he opened the glass door leading into the huge shower.  He had joked the night before they could probably fit four people in it.

As Jack obviously ignored her, Erin stormed out of the bathroom and stalked over to the window to stare out at the gorgeous setting. 

They had arrived late the previous evening and been given a tour of the facility before heading to the room.  It was a warm evening attracting many couples and singles to the huge outdoor pool and bar.  The guide walked them to the pool area and went over some background and ground rules. As Jack described it later in the room, “No public grab assing.”

Erin flushed as she thought about the naked people casually walking around the pool. Paying little attention to Jack and her as they stood and talked to the guide.  She did her best to avoid staring but admitted to herself, the sight of so many flaccid cocks turned her on. She was also well aware that the view of many, and varied tits would be equally arousing to Jack.  Good thing he was still wearing clothes.

“Did you like all the cock at the pool?”  He muttered up at her as he lifted his face from her pussy later that evening. 

“Yes…” She whispered. Both embarrassed at the admission and deeply aroused.  She and Jack enjoyed talking dirty during sex, but this was the first time they linked it to a real experience.

“Mmmmm,” he hummed against her clit, the sensation sent shivers up her body.  “See any cocks you liked?” 

Erin hesitated; odd feelings of intense arousal warred with feelings of guilt. 

“Yeah,” she moaned out as Jack’s lips pulled on her swollen clit. 

“Tell me.” Jack interrupted, sliding his tongue from her cleft where he had been teasing open her swollen lips.  Erin began playing with her tits, pulling her tiny sensitive nipples and twisting them just so.  The sensation sent shockwaves from her chest to cunt and back. 

“One guy walked by his cock was so big and hanging… I wanted to touch it… Make it bigger.”  She moaned as Jack slid two fingers into her waiting tunnel.  “Yes!  Another guy had a long thin cock…  Ohhhh!  Fuck yes!” 

She loved the feel of being finger fucked while her clit was licked.  The sensation almost always brought her to a quick orgasm.  As she felt herself nearing a climax, Erin pulled her right hand to her face and began sucking a finger.

Jack stared up at her face as he worked his tongue over the swollen bud of her clit.  “You thinking about sucking that strangers cock?”  He whispered.  “The other one fucking you?”

“God Yes!”  She called out while imagining the big cock spreading her wide, filling her while she sucked on the other man’s long thin cock.  “Yes! Yes!!”  she groaned out as her body shuddered with the intensity of an oncoming orgasm. 

“I’d love to watch you get fucked.”  Jack whispered to her.  “This could be a really fun week.  You’d like me watching you getting fucked.  Wouldn't you?” 

“Yes, yes!”  Erin was losing control as Jack continued to finger her.  She heard his words and used them, imagining one man fucking her while she sucked another cock, Jack standing in the background.  “YES! Fucking yes!” She screamed between clenched teeth as wave after wave of intense feeling rolled through her.

Feeling her walls tighten on his fingers, Jack quickly withdrew them.  She stifled a groan of despair as her orgasm quickly faded. He slid up her body, his hard cock slipping into Erin easily.  She never complained to him, but always felt his size, at just under 6 inches, was inadequate.  In the years they had been together, through college and later, when they married, he had never made her cum with his cock. 

Now, driving into her, he thrust furiously, wanting to hear her moan with pleasure.  She did moan, but it was her way to try and help him get off, his cock just wasn’t hitting the right spots.  He brought his face down and pressed his lips, still damp with her dew, against her full lips. 

Erin pulled back slightly, but only to run her tongue along his chin.  Licking up her own sweet nectar.  That, she enjoyed and knew the ‘dirty’ nature of the act just pushed Jack along faster.  She knew he wouldn’t be able to hold off long and sure enough, he began twitching, spurting a heavy load into her before rolling off and laying at her side. Erin, breathing deeply wished again that Jack’s cock had been bigger, or that he was better with what he had. 

Jack was her second lover, his cock just slightly smaller than her first true boyfriends.  She and Glenn had only fucked a few times, and he never brought her to orgasm either.  She loved the sensation of sex, but in her honest moments admitted she wasn’t fully satisfied with Jack. 

‘Does he really want to live out those fantasies?  Could I?’ The thought sent a chill shiver through her body of combined arousal and terror at the thought. ‘Could I?’

Sighing, she banished those thoughts from her mind.  A few years ago, she bought an eight-inch dildo and kept hidden at the bottom of her closet.  That would have to be her fantasy, ‘lover’. After her first time with it, she knew Jack would never fully satisfy her.  Sighing again, she thought, ‘He is so good with his mouth.  That and my battery-operated boyfriend will do.’

Please click here to purchase: Erin’s Erotic Adventures – Nudist Resort: Laying Out
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