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		Chapter 1

		

		Watching them I had trouble believing they were actually fucking. It seemed to me to be more of a mauling. He was a big black man and she was a tiny white girl and he was slamming her hard. She was nearly invisible under his bulk. A short while later he changed their position and got behind her and fucked her like a dog. He slammed her hard making her grunt loudly with each hard thrust. It also made her breasts gyrate wildly. It was a wild and erotic show. I'm getting ahead of myself so let me back up.

		My name is James Cox. Jimmy to my friends. I suppose this story has to start all the way back in high school. That was where I first met Tom Boyd. It was our freshman year and we both were as green as gourds. We formed an unlikely friendship. Out of necessary at first to keep the older boys at bay and later just because we liked one another.

		We spent four glorious years chasing girls, playing football and other sports. Neither of us applied ourselves to the books no more than necessary to pass the course. I mean we had important stuff like chasing the girls and catching a football. We got pretty good at both endeavors.

		During our senior year while I roamed the field Tom settled down with just one girl. Jennifer Bates. Jenny was a cute little thing. Cheerleader, queen of this and queen of that. You know the type.

		Jenny was however different than many like that. She was well liked by nearly everybody in school because she was nice to everybody. She crossed every clique line and had friends in all of them.

		I dated Jenny first and when she started going out with Tom I told him it was pity dating because he was so damned ugly. When they became exclusive I said the same thing and again when they became engaged. I stood up with him when he and Jenny were married. While we waited for the bride to come I told Tom I really thought she was taking pity dating too far.

		When September the eleventh 2001 came and the Twin Towers came down and the Pentagon was hit, Tom and I both, in a fit of patriotism or something, joined the Marine Corp. We managed to stay together all through boot camp

		After boot leave Tom and became separated. He went to advanced infantry training while I went to sniper training. Unknown to me I apparently had a talent for shooting a rifle.

		It is a common misconception that any scoped rifle is a sniper rifle, and while certain long guns are more suited for the application than others, it is the act of using a weapon strategically as a sniper that designates it as such. A typical sniper rifle is built for optimal levels of accuracy, fitted with a telescopic sight and chambered for a military center fire cartridge. My long range rifle of choice was the fifty caliber. I was very good with that one and most of the other smaller caliber weapons.

		The downside of being a good sniper was they sent me to where snipers were needed. I found myself with a sniper team in Afghanistan, the asshole of the world. There was a war raging there but it was vastly different than anything we had trained for. There was no opposing army, no identifiable uniforms and as far as I could tell not much in the way of rules of engagement.

		We knew the enemy was Al-Qaeda. That in its many spellings is simply a terrorist organization made up of many nations. Mostly Middle Eastern or Moslem countries.

		The trouble is an insurgent looks just like any other person in the country. Unless they are carrying a weapon there is nothing to tell a fighter from a farmer.

		My rifle's scope was powerful but had a very narrow field of view. That was what my spotter was for. He had binoculars with a wide field of view and he would give me vital information such as wind, range, air temperature, and if a child was wandering close to my target. You would be surprised how often something like that happened.

		Snipers usually prefer the high ground. So did the insurgents so most of the time we had to fight for the high ground. That was how I became so good at shooting upslope. Some boss would tell me to clear a ridge or out-cropping of rock and I would wait for someone to stick their head up and I would blow it off. It didn't have to be a head. An arm or leg would work as well as the big fifty would take them out of the fight. One theory was a serious injury was actually better than a kill shot because it meant someone had to take care of the wounded. I preferred a clean kill shot because that meant that dude wouldn't shoot at me again.

		I was on my third tour and I knew Tom Boyd was somewhere in the country but I didn't know where until a mutual friend told Tom where I was based. He came to see me.

		"Man, you got it made," Tom said as he hunkered down beside me. I was staying under cover and behind things since we had been under mortar and RPG fire for most of the day.

		"You bet, Jarhead," I said. "Good chow, warm bed, and everything. How did you get her, Tom?"

		"Helicopter for one leg, Humvee for the next one. I hoofed it the rest of the way."

		"While I am happy to see you, why did you go to all that trouble?" I said.

		"I wanted to make sure you remembered our pact," he said seriously. "If anything happens to me you'll take care of Jenny."

		"Of course I remember," I said.

		"Yeah, I got a bad feeling, Jimmy," he said. "I don't think I'll make it home."

		"That's bullshit, Tom," I said. "Of course you'll make it home if you keep your head and fat ass down."

		"Maybe, but I can't shake the feeling that I've push my luck too far. I was nearly blown up by IEDs twice now. I lost count of how many times bullets or shrapnel came close. I kind of left Jenny in bad shape." Tom stayed with me a couple of days and while it was a nice reunion I couldn't get him out of the depression he was in.

		When I stood at attention a few months later by his grave, I remembered his premonition. He came home in a box and I came home by medivac and air ambulance. I took a round in my right leg from a sniper's rifle. I lived by the rifle and I damned near died by the rifle.

		I was in a hospital in Germany for several weeks while they tried to save my leg. Then I was in two other hospitals and a rehabilitation facility for several months while they tried to teach me to walk again.

		I was in rehab when I got word that Tom had been killed by an IED. They wouldn't give me leave to go so I went anyhow. I owed Tom that. I knew I would get in trouble but I wasn't too worried. I knew by then they were going to discharge me anyway.

		After the military funeral I hobbled over to Jenny and told her how sorry I was and all that crap. I told her if there was anything I could do that she should call me.

		"It's your loss, too, Jimmy," Jenny said and hugged me. "Are you hurt bad?"

		"Naw, just a scratch," I said. I told her how to reach me at the rehab center in Texas.

		I got back to rehab, got my ass chewed out by everyone, and then they got back to making my leg work. I worked hard and spent many long grueling hours in the gym. I was nearly back to one hundred percent when the head doctor came to see me.

		"Sergeant Cox, I have good news and bad news," the quack said. "The good news is there will be no disciplinary action for your little stunt of taking a week of unauthorized leave."

		"Goody," I said. "What's the bad news?"

		"It isn't all bad," he said. "You are going to be medically discharged. You will get one hundred percent disability, son."

		"That sucks, Doc," I said. "I'm almost there. I can run as well as ever and I only have occasional twinges of pain now. I'm off pain meds so why am I being kicked out?"

		"There are procedures, Cox," he said. "No, that's not a good answer. Truthfully I don't know why you will be discharged. It was decided somewhere way above my pay grade. My report stated you were in almost perfect health. I stated that the limp you have now will likely disappear in time. Go home, son," he said kindly. "Enjoy your life. You are a proud Marine and no one can that that away from you."

		I stayed in rehab for another month before they gave me the boot. By then I didn't need crutches or even a cane and my limp was almost gone. I still had some pain but I refused pain medication. I packed up my things and went home.

		My mother and father welcomed me home with hugs and tears. Exactly the same way I had left home. It was only the second time I ever saw Pop cry. I suppose all things considered it was a joyful homecoming.

		The only shadow over it was Tom wasn't there. I waited a couple weeks before I contacted Jenny. I learned she had moved out of her parent's home and had an apartment across town. By then Tom had been dead for about six months.

		"You look well, Jimmy," Jenny said when we met. We met at a bar near her place.

		"I'm doing okay," I said. "The leg is almost as good as new now. How are you doing?"

		"I have good days and bad days," she said. Jenny had always been a pretty girl but now she was beautiful. Her blonde hair and blue eyes displayed her Nordic heritage. Her figure was more lush by then but it also had been pretty good. "Things are better now that they finally got Tom's pension and benefits straightened out. At least I have an income now. So what are you going to do now that you are out?"

		"I have no idea," I said. "I guess I'll find something. I'm not in any hurry since I have a little savings." Actually it was more than a little savings. I saved most of my pay from the Corp since I didn't really have any place to spend it or any reason. The Corp gave me a place to stay and they fed me and clothed me. My savings piled up after I made sergeant E4 and since I was in a specialized occupation group I got extra pay.

		I wasn't much of a drinker, didn't smoke, and buying pussy didn't appeal to me. Once we were deployed there were even fewer places to spend money so saving my money came easy.

		"What are you doing these days?" I asked her.

		"I have a job," she said after a slight hesitation. "I'm a hostess at a night club...sort of."

		"What does sort of mean?" I asked.

		"It's not exactly a night club," she said not looking at me. "It's a gentlemen's club. The Ebony and Ivory Club."

		"A strip club?" I said. "You have to be kidding me, Jenny."

		"Look, Jimmy, I needed a job while Tom was away," she said so softly I could barely hear her. "I had to have something to do or go crazy. I started college but had to drop out. I didn't have any skills to speak of so I worked as a server in a restaurant for a while. Then I got offered a better paying job so I took it. I had bills piling up on me and for a long time Tom's allotment didn't cover them. I borrowed money and had to pay it back."

		"Who did you borrow money from?" I asked thinking I knew the answer.

		"Donald Daws," she said. "They call him Big Don. He's the owner of the club where I work."

		"Are you really a hostess?" I asked once we left the bar and was walking along a path in a park. "Or do you also dance?"

		"I'm primarily a hostess," she said and again hesitated. "But I also dance when I'm needed."

		"Oh no, Jenny!" I said. "You don't have to do that. I'll take care of you."

		"That's sweet of you, Jimmy," she said. "But not necessary. I doubt Big Don would let me go even if I paid him what I owe."

		"Why?" I said. "He can't make you stay. I'll talk with him."

		"No!" she said sharply. "You have nothing to do with him. Stay away from him, Jimmy. He's a dangerous man. I'll be okay."

		I left her when she said she had to go get ready for work. I walked away from her feeling low enough to walk under a snake. I had lock Jenny away in my mind as a pretty high school girl. I had skipped over the part where she was a married woman. It's funny how the mind works.

		I dated Jenny three or four times and when Tom expressed an interest in her, I backed off. I remember our dates as fun and just a little sexy. Some heavy petting and an implied promise of more to come.

		When Tom told me he had scored with Jenny I teased him saying it was me who got her warmed-up. Tom stopped giving me blow by blow reports when he and Jenny became serious.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		The next day I ran into an old high school chum and he gave me the lowdown on the graduates. Some had moved away, some had joined the military, and some stayed put. A few like Tom were dead.

		"Hey do you remember Lee Roy Rucker?" my friend asked. I said Rucker the fucker was not one to be forgotten. He was big even for a college football player. Big, black and bad. "Yeah, well he became a cop. A detective of all things. He got fired and now has a private investigation business." He told me where Rucker had an office and since I wanted information he sounded just what I needed.

		The sign on his window said Lee Rucker, investigations. Lee Roy had apparently dropped the Roy. I went in and found him sitting behind a beat-up and scared desk.

		"Son of a bitch!" he said grinning as soon as he recognized me. "If it ain't Jimmy Cox, alive and apparently whole."

		"More or less," I said offering him my hand which he ignored and took me in a tight bear hug. "Take it easy, Lee Roy," I said, unable to breathe. "I'm not a well man, you know."

		"Yeah," he said releasing me. Over the years he had filled out more and I would estimate his weight to be well over three hundred pounds. "I'm just Lee these days," he said. "Heard you were hurt. Lose anything important?"

		"Nope, just some tissue," I said. "Took a round in my upper leg. I think I can still kick your ass."

		"You never saw the day you could do that," he said grinning. He suddenly stopped grinning. "Hell, I was sorry to hear about Tom Boyd. I saw you at the cemetery but didn't get a chance to say hello. I was in one of the escort cars."

		"I heard you were with the police department," I said. "What happened?"

		"I got through with that job," he said.

		"I heard from Sammy Kerr that you were a detective," I said. "So how is it you are now a gumshoe, a peeper a...I lost my train of thought."

		"Shamus, PI, Sherlock, or dick," he said. "I've heard them all. Well, Jimmy I fucked myself right out of a great job."

		"How did you manage that?" I asked.

		"I actually fucked myself up by fucking the chief of police's daughter. His lily white daughter," Lee said. "She was a great piece of ass but not that good. Just so you know I wasn't fired, I quit. Just before they fired my ass," he added with a loud laugh.

		"I always said your cock would get you in trouble," I said. "I need your help investigating someone."

		"Who do you want investigated?" he asked.

		"Donald Daws," I said.

		"Why?" he asked sitting up straight. "Why, Jimmy would you want anything to do with that low-life piece of shit?"

		"You know him?" I asked.

		"Every cop in town knows him or know about him," Lee said. "He stays right at the line and nothing has ever been proven. You didn't answer my question, Jimmy."

		"It's Tom's wife...widow now I guess," I said and told him about my conversation with Jenny.

		"That's bad, Jimmy," Lee said when I finished. "A woman that owes Big Don is a lost cause. I remember that Bates girl. She a whiter than white girl and Big Don will never let go of her."

		"She said she was a hostess and only danced occasionally," I said.

		"You don't really believe that, do you?" Lees said. "Big Don runs a stable of white women for black men. His Ebony and Ivory Club is just a front."

		"If everybody knows it how come it's still open?" I asked.

		"Because knowing something and proving it are two different things," Lee said. "Besides he has some juice from important people. Let her go, pal."

		"Can't," I said. "I'm obligated. I promised Tom I would take care of her."

		"You know she was a hot little number back in high school, don't you?" Lee asked.

		"I guess, but that was then and this is now. She married my friend and she needs my help."

		"Maybe so but you ain't no good to her if you get killed," Lee said. "And you will get dead messing with Daws." He looked at me for a moment. "You know she was a brother fucker back in the day, don't you?"

		"What the hell are you talking about, Lee?" I demanded.

		"Jenny had a reputation among the brothers," he said. "I know two black kids that claim they fucked her in high school."

		"Just some jerk-offs bragging," I said. "She dated only Tom for most of her junior year and all her senior year. You got your facts wrong."

		"Maybe but one of the guys wasn't known to lie or brag. But," he said. "That really doesn't make any difference now, does it?"

		"No, but I still say it's a lie. Can you help me, Lee?"

		"I guess," he said. "I usually get one hundred dollars an hour but for you I'll work cheap." I reached for my wallet. "No, put your money away. We'll settle up later. I have a friend with the police. She's a detective at the third precinct. I'll contact Shannon and see what she knows. The Ebony and Ivory Club is in her bailiwick, Give me a few days and I'll get back to you."

		Lee Rucker called me the next afternoon and told me we were going to meet with his detective friend at a bar downtown. He told me to meet him at Gill's Bar on Willow Street.

		Detective Shannon Carr was not what I expected. She looked nothing like a cop is supposed to look. Actually she looked like the girl next door. Cute, perky, sassy and nice. (We first met Shannon Carr in "Balls of Steel")

		"Rucker the fucker told me some," Shannon. "Tell me what you know."

		We were sitting in a booth and we had beer. I told her about Tom and Jenny and me coming home to find Jenny working for Donald Daws.

		"Okay, since you are a fellow warrior I'll see what I can do," she said when I finished. "I was Army but I can help a Gyrene, I guess." She was smiling. "Look. Jimmy, I got to be honest with you. Big Don Daws is a man we've had on our radar for a long time. He has managed to stay just inside the law but we know he's as crooked as a dog's hind leg. We know he's recruits white women into his stable of prostitutes. They mainly service black men. Daws is a careful man. He owns a company that owns a company that owns an escort business. He has managers that get between him and anything illegal. Willis Becker manages the escort service and when they get a woman they never turn loose of her until she can't make any money for them. Once she is worn out and too old for call-girl status they put her on the street sucking cocks for twenty dollars."

		"Seems like you know enough about him to arrest him or them," I said.

		"I would love to find a woman who's hooked for them and get her to testify against them," she said. "So far that hasn't happened. We did have a line on one but before she could talk she disappeared. You have to understand that when Daws and Becker get their hands on a woman they train her well before they turn her out. When the woman goes out on a date she in completely cowed and indoctrinated. She knows if she fucks up they will hurt her.

		"Yeah, she is well broke to black by then," Lee said. "They get her hooked on drugs and black cocks. That's a tough combination to break."

		"I don't get it," I said. "Drugs I can understand but how can they hook her on black...men?"

		"Black cocks," Shannon Carr corrected. "First they woo her and get her comfortable around black men. One of the handlers will make her come to rely on him for protection and even sex. They will usually bring her along slowly making sure she gets plenty of lovin'. It's not unusual for the woman to actually fall in love with her handler. Once she at that stage she will do whatever the handler suggests. Maybe a threesome with another handler or an angelic threesome with one of the hookers. Most likely they will use drugs to help the process."

		"Yeah, and if that doesn't work they will beat the shit out of her and make her get with the program," Lee said. "Either way you can bet there is an all black gang-bang in her future."

		"Right," Shannon said. "They will keep her high on drugs and sex and after twenty studs get finished fucking her, going out on a date with just one seems like a good deal." She went to get more beer.

		"Look, Jimmy," she said when she returned. "It may be too late to save your friend. If she's dancing at the E and I then they have already got their hooks in her. You have to realize that, buddy."

		"When I saw her the other day, she didn't seem to be on any drugs. She looked great."

		"Jimmy," Shannon said. "Some women have a natural affinity for sex. A high libido or sex drive is almost as good as drugs. Some women want sex with a black man. All they need is a nudge in the right direction. Lee told me you were wounded over there. You doing okay now?"

		"Yeah, I'm good," I said.

		"Getting any pussy?" Lee asked with a grin.

		That was a sore point with me. I had not had sex in a long time. Not since I was shot. For a while I didn't think about it and then later I was self-conscious about the horrible scar on my upper leg. I was worried that a woman would see it and be turned off. I mumbled something about the scar.

		"Jimmy," Shannon said reaching across the table to take my hand. "I would love to see your badge of honor. Will you show it to me?"

		"Yeah, sometime," I said aware of her touch.

		"No time like the present," she said. "Follow me home. I just live a few block away. You come, too, Lee."

		I followed her but I wasn't sure of what was happening. I mean I had an idea but Lee Rucker was an unknown element. Once we were in her apartment she wasted no time. She had my pants off in the wink of an eye.

		"That ain't a seven-six two," she said getting down close to the puckered scar and dent. "That's a large caliber wound."

		"Yeah, we think they may have used a captured fifty on me," I said. "A hair the other way and it would have shattered my femur and probably destroyed an artery. I was very lucky."

		"Did they get the fucker?" Shannon said leaning down to kiss the scar. I was very aware she wasn't wearing a bra because I got a good look down her blouse. Instant boner.

		"Maybe," I answered. "They called in an air strike and a couple Cobras showed up and fired their rockets into the rocks. I wasn't aware of this at the time. That's what I was told later."

		Shannon Carr made her intentions known by taking my cock out of my shorts and kissing it then giving me some serious head. She stopped sucking my cock just as I was about to pop my nuts.

		"I love cum in my mouth but that's for later," she said and led me to a bed. "Now we are going to fuck."

		"Okay by me, but what about Lee?" I said.

		"He's your wingman," she said. "After I fuck you, he'll take over until you are ready to go again." As weird as that was, it sounded sensible to me but a hard-on has no sense.

		In her street clothes Shannon Carr was a beautiful woman by any standard but naked she was something else. She was one hot woman and she fucked me to a stand-still. I'm satisfied I gave her a good fuck.

		She didn't have time to tell me how good I was because Lee Rucker jumped her bones. My cock was as big as Lee's but the show-off lasted longer than I had. He dumped a load in her and she called me to come back.

		I had never fucked a woman who was full of another man's cum before and it took me off stride for a few moments.

		"Oh fuck, that's good, my hero," Shannon said as I plowed her pussy. "You are a great fuck, my wounded warrior. Cum in me some more, baby!"

		I lasted a lot longer that time and when I shot-off, Lee took over again. That lasted for a long time until Shannon declared she had to wash the cum out so we could get better traction.

		When Shannon came out of the shower smelling all nice and clean, Lee said he wanted some ass and he took her butthole. While I watched Lee plug her ass I realized I had led a sheltered life. This was my first threesome of any kind and when I fucked her asshole that was also a first. Another first was a double fuck. I took Shannon's butt and Lee fucked her pussy. I liked it and Shannon seemed too also. I finally left her apartment after a three hour fuck-a-thon. Lee stayed with her. Damned show-off. Not that it mattered. I was one well-fucked dude.

		I called Jenny the next day and got her machine. I called again an hour later and she still wasn't picking up. The next afternoon Lee called and said he had some information and we should meet at Gill's Bar.

		"Willis Beaker is wanted in Washington State," Lee said. "I called the authorities out there and they said since it was such an old warrant they didn't want him bad enough to extradite. I may have indicated I was a cop."

		"That's doesn't sound very good to me," I said. I was disappointed that Shannon wasn't there.

		"It might be good news," Lee said. "I know they won't extradite but the cops here don't know it. They can pick him up on the old paper and maybe get him talking."

		"Maybe but If Daws is as smart as everyone thinks he is he wouldn't have someone working for him that scares easily," I said. "Lets put a pin in that plan for the time being. Why don't we pay a visit to the Ebony and Ivory and see what's going on?" I told him Jenny hadn't returned my calls. Lee was agreeable so that's where we went later that evening.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		As strip joints go it wasn't bad. At least it didn't stink like most strip or nude dancing places I had been in. The lights were just as dim and the music was just as loud but it was roomy.

		I paid the cover charge of ten dollars each and once we had a table I ordered beer in the bottles for us. Beer was five buck each and mixed drinks were ten dollars and up. There were about twenty or so men in the place and the only women were the topless servers and dancers. We were told it would liven up later.

		The dancers ranged from barely able to get up on the stage to pretty good. Some had nice boobs and some had almost none. I looked around once my eyes adjusted to the murky lighting but I didn't see Jenny anywhere.

		Once the dancer was finished on stage they were available for a table dance. That cost fifty bucks that I had, but didn't want to spend.

		Lee had I were there about an hour and they were right. It had livened up a lot. I estimated there were at least a hundred customers. Servers and topless hostess meandered around making sure everybody was doing okay. I was about ready to leave when a man came to our table. He asked how we were doing and we said fine.

		"Would you gents like to see a special show?" he asked.

		"Maybe," Lee said. "What kind of special show? A sex show?"

		"You bet," he said. "It will only cost you boys fifty each and it's hot and well worth it."

		"Fuck that," Lee said. "If we wanted to see fucking we could rent a fuck flick for five dollars."

		"Not the same," the man assured us. "This is special. You get to be right in the room with them and see everything up close and personal. We have a sweet little white girl who is going to get her first black fucking. You don't want to miss that, do you?"

		"I reckon not," I said. "Seen that before so it's no big deal."

		"Tell you what I'll do." he said. "I'll let you boys in for half price. Fifty for the two of you. Now is that a deal or not?"

		"Yes, that is a deal," Lee said before I could turn it down. "We're in. Where does it go down?"

		"Back room in about twenty minutes. It's the red door with a guard," the man said holding out his hand for the money. I gave him the fifty bucks and he gave me two slips of green paper he said was the admission tickets.

		Fifteen minutes later we were allowed to enter the room. It was large with a bed in the middle and chairs all around the bed. Apparently I wasn't the only one willing to risk the fifty dollar charge. When the door closed there were about fifteen men in the room.

		The room's lighting was dimmed and a bright light over the bed came on. A door opened on the other side of the room and a small white woman, girl was more like it entered. She was wearing a white negligee that was tied at the neck and open otherwise. At first I thought she was scared but soon realized she was as high as a kite.

		"That chick would know it if the ceiling fell," Lee whispered.

		The door opened again and a huge naked black man entered the room. The girl smiled at him and took his semi-hard cock in her tiny hand. She smiled up at him as she stroked that monster into a full blown hard-on. There is a myth that all black men have huge cocks. I know better because I've taken plenty showers with them.

		He picked her up and kissed her hard on the mouth and that was the last of anything that resembled loving, kind, or gentle. He sucked and bit her tits and finger-fucked her before throwing her on the bed. She landed, rolled over and opened her legs. He mounted her and rammed his cock in her in one motion.

		Watching them I had trouble believing they were actually fucking. It seemed to me to be more of a mauling. He was a big black man and she was a tiny white girl and he was slamming her hard. She was nearly invisible under his bulk. A short while later he changed their position and got behind her and fucked her like a dog. He slammed her hard making her grunt loudly with each hard thrust. It also made her breasts gyrate wildly. It was a wild and erotic show.

		The big black man fucked her hard and fast for about fifteen minutes and dumped his load in her. But the show wasn't over. He dismounted leaving the girl lying on the bed. He went out and another man came in. He fucked the girl as hard and as fast as the first man did. When he erupted in her he left and a third black fucker came in. This dude fucked her pussy for a while then flipped her over on her knees and shoved his cock in her ass. That got the first sound out of her except the grunts. That got her shrieking loud begging him to stop. He did not stop or slow down. He kept ramming his cock in and out of her until she fell silent.

		The last man lifted the limp girl up and carried her out as the lights came back on. All the while the little girl was fucked by the three black men there were a lot of chatter from the watchers. Comments about the performance, the size of her tits, and the sizes of the fucker's equipment.

		"It wasn't nowhere as good as last week's show," one man said to a companion.

		"How often do they do a show?" Lee asked him.

		"Ain't no schedule," the man answered. "Whenever they got a new bitch to break in, I guess. Usually every couple of weeks. That bitch tonight used to dance and before that she was a hostess. The stuck-up slut acted like her shit didn't stink until Willis got hold of her. Now she takes to black dicks just fine."

		"Is this Willis the manager or owner?" Lee asked.

		"Naw, Big Don Daws is the club owner. Willis is the property manager. He gets the bitches ready to go to work. See ya," he said and wandered away.

		"I wonder if Shannon is home?" I asked as we headed out.

		"I was thinking the same thing," Lee said. "I'll call her to see." as luck, bad luck would have it she was not home or at Gill's. Lee told me that Shannon was part owner of the bar.

		I left Lee and went home to ponder what I had saw and heard at the Ebony and Ivory Club. One thing I already knew. Watching that little girl getting roughly fucked was both evil and erotic.

		As I thought about it having a show like that had several purposes. One, it was a source of revenue for the club. Assuming all the attendees got the same discount Lee and I got there was at least three hundred dollars there. Another reason was to make the girl compliant by removing any trace of dignity. Forcing her to have public sex would certainly do it. Another reason was fifteen horny men left the show searching for a woman. The on-premises hookers had a rush of customers.

		The next day I finally made contact with Jenny. She offered no explanation as to why she hadn't returned my calls. She did agree to meet me for coffee and named a place.

		"Jenny, I did some research and Donald Daws is not a nice person," I said after the pleasantries were over with.

		"He kept me from losing my apartment and got my car back," she said. "He's been good to me."

		"How much do you owe him?" I said. "I'll give you the money to pay him back."

		"You don't have to do that Jimmy," she said. "I can take care of the debt." She hesitated. "Don and I are sort of seeing one another. You know, dating."

		"He's fucking you, you mean," I said.

		"Yes, but it is none of your business who I fuck, Jimmy Cox," Her face was red and I could she was angry. "Besides he's good company. He gives me...sex. I need sex, Jimmy."

		"Okay, I get that," I said. "But I promised Tom that I would look after you if something happened to him."

		"Oh sure, you and Tom," she said her lips curling. "It was your good buddy, Tom, that got me craving so much sex, Jimmy. He turned me out within a month of our wedding. Do you want to hear how your friend treated me?" I wasn't sure I did but I told her to go ahead.

		***

		Her story begins:

		First of all I loved the big goof. I truly did. We hadn't waited on our wedding night to have sex. We started that after the second date. Tom was good and he scratched any itch I had.

		One night I made the mistake of telling him about a boy I dated before he and I started dating. He asked for details and I told him I had gone all the way with the boy. He wanted more so I told him in detail about how Arnold fucked me. At some point he asked me Arnold who and I told him Arnold Carver.

		"The black kid on the football team?" Tom asked seemingly shocked that I had sex with a black boy. I told him that was correct.

		"Did he have a big dick, Jenny?" Tom asked. He was surprised but didn't seem angry like I had expected.

		"Yes, he had a big dick, Tom," I said. We were lying in bed and Tom was playing with my boobs.

		"Was Carver the only black you fucked?" Tom asked. I told him no he was the second black I had sex with. "Who got their black cock in your snatch first?" Tom asked after biting my nipple hard.

		Since I didn't want Tom to know I fucked Bill Jordan I made up a story about the guy who mowed our lawn in the summer. The reason I lied was Tom and Bill had some sort of juvenile rivalry going. I also knew they had fought a few times and that Bill was still around. I didn't need that shit. That night Tom was super randy. He did me hard, waited a few minutes and did me again.

		Tom was working as a deliver man at the lumber yard that summer and he had to go to work early in the morning. I was working at a grocery store but only part time. Money was tight because we were saving for Tom to go to college.

		A few days after I told Tom about Arnold Carver I arrived home to find Tom and Arnold waiting for me.

		"What's this?" I said when I got over my shock.

		"I ran into Arnold yesterday and I invited him to come over for a visit," Tom said.

		"Why?"

		"Because when I told him we were married he started in to telling me what a great piece of ass you were," Tom said. "He said you had the tightest wettest pussy he ever fucked. I told him it was still tight and still usually wet." I was dumbfounded and I didn't know what to say. But Tom wasn't through.

		"I told Arnold that if he had fifty bucks he could have your pussy again," he said with a smirk. "Yeah, I know it's worth ten times that but Arnold is between jobs right now."

		I was still speechless when Tom came to me and kissed me. He whispered it was something he really wanted to see. Then right there in the living room he started to take off my clothes.

		I didn't know whether I should laugh at his silliness or punch him. He removed my blouse then my bra. He started kissing my breasts and while Tom did that Arnold pulled my pants down and rubbed my bare butt.

		I knew I should have stopped it right then but I didn't. Actually I couldn't because they had me all hot and bothered. A few minutes later I was naked on the bed with Tom holding my legs open for Arnold to fuck me.

		Ol' Arnold was still as good as I remembered. He didn't have any quit in him. The prick got his fifty dollars’ worth of pussy. I won't lie. I loved it.

		After that Tom sold my ass to any man who had the money. He charged whatever the market would bear, Fifty, seventy-five or a hundred. Once he sold me to a traveling salesman who came up with two hundred dollars. In fact I was fucking some black dude when those two jets flew into the World Trade Center. Then you and Tom rushed off to fight...God know what.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		"That, dear Jimmy, was what a sweet guy your best friend was," she said. "I got to go get ready for work. See you around."

		I didn't want to believe her but deep down I knew it was the truth. That's exactly what Tom would have done. I felt a moment of anger when I realized all that time and the son of a bitch never offered me some of his wife's pussy.

		I followed Jenny to where she lived. I wasn't sure why but I did. I felt better knowing where she lived. I waited close by for about two hours until she came out and flagged a cab. I hurried to my car and finally found her cab, A few times I lost sight of it in the sea of yellow cabs but since I thought she would go to the Ebony and Ivory Club I managed to arrive only a few minutes behind her.

		I parked and thought about things. So I knew where she lived and I knew where she worked. So what? The bottom line was I wanted to save Jenny and Jenny didn't want to be saved. I drove to Willow Street to Gill's Bar to see what was going on. Shannon was behind the bar so that was where I sat.

		"What's shaking?" she asked putting a beer down in front of me. "You look absolutely pensive."

		"Aw, I heard something I didn't want to know," I said and told her what Jenny had said.

		"Well, buddy, one thing is certain," Shannon said. "She stayed in the relationship. Is she the type to be so frightened of her husband she couldn't leave?" I said she was not. "Then she liked it. Now that she is tied in with Big Don she may want to blame her husband but deep down she knows better. She probably has an addiction to sex and specifically to black men. I think Lee may have been right. Let her go, Jimmy. The maiden doesn't want rescued."

		"That may be right," I said. "I tried to call you last night."

		"Yeah? I was on a stake-out all damned night."

		"Do any good?" I asked.

		"No, not so much," she said and laughed. "Many long boring hours are wasted on us sitting and waiting for something to happen that never does. Why did you call?"

		"Lee and I were at the E and I and I got horny," I said.

		"Just seeing some titties did that to you?" she asked. I told her what we witnessed. "Yeah, we've heard rumors about a live show. It wouldn't do much good if we knew and raided them. You can bet Big Don would be somewhere else. Did you see him there last night?"

		"I wouldn't know the man if he walked in that door," I said. "Lee didn't mention seeing him."

		"That girl was being conditioned," Shannon said. "Turned you on, huh?" I admitted I had some hard feelings over it. "The regular bartender will be back in a little while. Why don't we go to my place and see if I can take the edge off?"

		She was as good as her word. She indeed took the edge off. She fucked me until I had nothing left.

		Two weeks later I was on my way to Gill's bar when I got the call. It was Jenny and she was incoherent. I had to tell her several times to slow dawn and tell me where she was. I thought I finally understood and I drove like a mad man to the store where I found her passed out. She was a bloody mess. Her butt and back looked like it had been shredded.

		I transferred her to my car and again crazy as I raced to town. On the way I called Shannon and told her what had happened.

		"Take her to Saint Luke's emergency room," Shannon said. "I'll meet you there."

		"My God!" the ER doctor said when he saw Jenny. "What happen to this poor woman?"

		I told him I wasn't sure and about that time Shannon arrived and told the doctor she had it.

		"It's my case, Doc," she said. "Will she be okay?"

		"Damned if I know," he said. "She's badly messed up. I'll get busy and see what we can do for her."

		"Your case?" I asked Shannon when the doctor disappeared into the guts of the ER.

		"He would have to make a police report," Shannon explained. "Now he won't because he knows I'm on it."

		"Why do we not want a police report?" I demanded. "Call the cops. Call the fucking FBI."

		"We may get to that, Jimmy," she said. "Calm down and tell me what you know."

		"That's just it, Shan," I said. "I don't know a damned thing. She called from a country store she broke into. I went and got her. That's all I know."

		"Okay," she said calmly. "Let's go get some coffee. It's going to take a while before she can talk."

		It took a long while. Five days to be exact. Jenny returned to us is agonizing slow stages.

		"She's suffered a lot of superficial injuries," the doctor told Shannon and I "Her body is just one huge bruise especially her breasts. She was severely dehydrated and malnourished. She had been repeatedly raped and sodomized. There is tearing of both orifices."

		"You used a rape kit didn't you?" Shannon said.

		"I did but I doubt it will do any good. I think, from the vast amount of semen, that several men did that to her. It's almost impossible to separate DNA. Maybe she will be able to identify them when she wakes."

		It took another week for Jenny to give a statement. This is what she told Shannon, her partner, and me:

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		It was Love. At least I thought it was love. At first Tom was gone most of the time and I was lonely. Then he died and I was alone. I had a lousy paying job slinging hash.

		When Donald Daws and his friends came to the restaurant where I was working I thought they all looked a little scary. I was aware that he watched me closely as I served them their food and refreshed their drinks.

		"Would you like to double your wages?" he asked. At first I thought he was going to offer me money for sex. That happened a lot. Usually once or more times a night and usually after they had drunk a lot. "I own a gentlemen's club and I need a beautiful hostess," he continued before I could brush him off. He handed me a card after writing his cell number on it. "Call me if you are interested."

		A few days later the food service manager was particularly pissy and we had a fight. The bastard knew I needed the job and he threatened to fire me. Without thinking I told him to go to hell and walked out. It wasn't until I was back home that it hit me. I was already behind with the rent and the utility company was threatening to cut off the power. They had already repossessed my car. I was so screwed.

		I remembered the card and finally found it. I called Donald Daws and told him I was interested in working for him. He told me to come right over and told me the address. I had just enough cash to pay the cab fare.

		Donald had an office downtown in a high rise and it was plush. He welcomed me in and told his receptionist to hold his calls and to not disturb us.

		"Set down," he said. "Tell me all about Jenny."

		Once I started I could not stop with my tale of woe. I spilled my guts. I told him how deep in debt I was and I saw no light at the end of a very dark tunnel.

		"Not to worry," Jenny," he said. We were sitting on a long leather sofa. "I'll advance you what you need to get caught up. He put an arm around my shoulder and pulled me closer.

		I'll admit I always held an attraction for handsome black men so I didn't mind. In fact I could feel the heat from him and the scent of some musky cologne was heady stuff.

		I'll also admit his offer of advancing me money caused me to feel that he was my protector or my savior. My black knight in shining armor.

		I didn't resist when he lifted my face and kissed me. After a long deep kiss I was vibrating like a tuning fork. It had been a long time since a man held me and kissed me. He unbuttoned my shirt and pulled my bra up over my breasts.

		"Ah, just as beautiful as I imagined," Don said stroking first one then the other breast. "I love big fat white tits with pink nipples." He sucked both my breasts and I was sizzling hot.

		I knew we would have sex and I wanted it. I wanted it as bad as anything I ever wanted. I had sex with black men before. Even after Tom and I married he let me fuck black men. Tom said that my pussy was going to send him through college.

		"Jenny, have you ever fucked a black man before?" Donald asked me tugging on my nipples. I have no idea why I lied but I did. I told him I had never had sex with a black man. "Then I feel privileged to be the one to first fuck your cunt. It is, you know, a white woman's responsibility to give black men as much pussy as possible. Did you know that?"

		I confessed I had not known that. Then I thought he was kidding but later, as time went by, I realized he was serious. He actually believed that white women were put on earth to receive black man's cocks in any and all orifices. He told me once that it was a major part of Reparation. He claimed it was an unspoken part of General Sherman's General Order Fifteen. Forty acres, a mule, and white women's servitude.

		I didn't know any of that right then. All I knew for sure was I had to fuck the big man. I wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me. I got what I wanted. He stripped me naked and then he undressed. I got one look at his cock and I was hooked. It was big, it was black, and it was beautiful.

		Donald didn't waste any time on foreplay and I was glad. I was hot and I was ready. When he put that big black beauty in my pussy I came almost immediately. I came again as he eased his cock farther in me and when he hit bottom. I came often as he fucked me.

		Later he took me to his apartment and fucked me for most of the afternoon and most of the night. I had gotten way behind with sex but Donald was catching me up quickly.

		He was true to his word. He gave me the money to catch up on all my past due bills. He took me to the Ebony and Ivory and showed me around. He told me my duties would be to mingle and make sure the customers had table dances and drinks. I noticed the servers and hostesses were all topless but I didn't say anything.

		I started working the next Friday night. My hours were from six PM to two AM. I was to also service Donald's sexual needs. Some times after work but mostly he would send someone to get me and he would fuck me in a back room at the club.

		It was about a month into my new job that Donald introduced me to Willis Becker. We were at Donald's apartment and I was wearing a black silk negligee he had bought for me.

		As I said I have an attraction for black men but Willis was an exception because he was repulsive. He was big but ugly. Nothing about him seem to fit with anything else. He reminded me of a TV program about the mountain gorillas except he had no hair. No hair anywhere. No eyebrows, lashes, head, or underarm. His bald head was huge and appeared to set right on his shoulders without a neck.

		"What do you think, Willis?" Donald asked the gruesome man. "Didn't I tell you she was a beauty?"

		"Yeah, you did," he answered. His voice was so soft I could barely hear him. "Got some big tits and big tits are good. She any good?"

		"She is an excellent fuck," Donald answered. I was trying to get mad but it wasn't happening. Actually the fact that Donald thought I was a good fuck was important to me.

		"Take it in her ass?" the ugly man asked. "Suck a man's cock?"

		"Hell yes," Donald said. "She will do it all. She won't need much training at all. Why don't you take her for a spin?"

		Okay, that was a shock. I hadn't imagined I would be required to have sex with the gorilla. I briefly consider making a run for it. Suddenly running was no longer an option. I was almost smothered when Willis took me in his long arms. He wrapped me up so that I was helpless when he kissed me. I quickly discovered you can close your eyes on ugly. I did and started to enjoy the deepest soul kiss I had ever had.

		Willis, for all his faults was an excellent kisser. He used his entire face and his tongue went deeper than any ever had. His hands roamed over every part of my body. The man found erogenous zones I didn't know I had. I didn't even know when he removed my negligee. I did know when he removed the bra because he didn't unhook it, he ripped it off.

		Once my breasts were freed he went to work on them. He sucked and nipped my nipples while he pulled my thong out of his way and used his big fingers on my pussy. His fingers were nearly as big as some men's dick.

		"Willis, take her in there to a bed to fuck her," I heard Donald say over the roaring in my head. Without apparent effort the man picked me up and carried me into a bedroom. He put me down on the bed and gazed at me intently while he undressed.

		I couldn't believe what my eyes beheld. The man had a cock that was bigger than anything I had ever seen on a human. I learned later it was eleven and one half inches long and as thick as my upper arm.

		I tried to tell him no but I was so scared I couldn't make words. Just squeaky sounds came out. I gave Donald, who had followed us, a look of appeal but he just smiled. I was certain no woman could take such a massive cock but I was wrong.

		I'll give the big ugly man credit. He took it easy and shoved his cock in me slow and as easy as possible. At first I thought it had to be the worst fuck in the history of fucking. I felt so stuffed I thought I might throw-up. Fortunately that feeling passed quickly.

		Once the big man had most of his cock in me he stayed absolutely still for a full five minutes. My eyes had been tightly shut but I felt a need to see what was happening. I wiggled around and made things more comfortable and opened my eyes.

		"Ready?" the man asked softly. I nodded and waited for the pain that never came. Willis started to move back and forth. Just a few inches at first. I was surprised when I had an orgasm. I hadn't felt it building but suddenly it was there. Not a huge climax but real nice and unexpected.

		I had another bigger orgasm when Willis started stroking in and out more. I really climaxed when he started doing me hard. I felt it when his cock hit my cervix but it didn't hurt. He hit it again and again and suddenly he went through my cervix. I screamed and screamed until my throat got sore. Not from any pain but the sheer intensity of the fucking. I lost track of how many orgasms I had. I know I came a lot. I also lost all track of time so I don't know how long Willis fucked me. A couple hours at least. He dumped several loads of cum in me. When he came the last time and pulled out I think I fainted for a while.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		That was the first time I had sex with Willis but not the last. He came to Donald's place several times and I got so I looked forward to him coming, so to speak. I got wet just hearing his soft voice.

		The first time he took me anally was not pleasant at all but I felt a measure of pride that I could take his massive tool in my ass. Donald took my ass many times. He said it was my duty to take his seed in any hole. I just tuned him out when he went off on that line of bullshit. I didn't think taking his seed as any obligation. I thought of it as an act of love.

		Yes, I was in love with the big black man and I thought he was in love with me. He treated me like something special. I wasn't required to have sex with any man except Willis. By that time, for all practical purposes, I was living with Donald.

		When Donald told me to dance at the club I was reluctant. Not embarrassed but shy. I'm well aware I have a good body. I knew from watching the dancers my boobs and body were as good or better than any of them. My major problem was I didn't know how to dance.

		Donald seemed to understand and he had me practice just for him. He picked some music just for me. I thought of the drum and bass music as jungle music but it was good and fit the general customer base which was mostly black. He even had some special costumes made for me.

		I practiced in front of Donald for a couple of weeks until he thought I was good enough. He invited Willis to come watch me dance. I was a little nervous at first but I soon got with it.

		"Very good, girl," the giant said softly when I finished and ended up totally nude. "I got a hard-on and that's the purpose. That's your job to make the boys get hard and want to fuck you. Come here and suck my cock."

		Giving the big man head was a problem. After a few minutes of sucking his giant cock, my jaws would start to cramp. Usually I just licked, kissed, and jerked him off. That night was no exception. I jerked his cock until he shot-off and I caught it in my mouth. That was something else Donald was strict about. Never waste a black man's seed was repeated over and over again. Luckily I never minded swallowing cum.

		That was a night to remember. For one thing I danced for the guys and made them hard and second, it was the night they both fucked me at the same time. It was my first ever double fuck and I loved it. Donald lay on his back and had me mount him facing away. Once he was in my ass Willis got his cock in my pussy. It was wild and it was hot.

		I danced at the club the next Saturday night. I was surprised at how easy it was. I looked out at the crowd of men and did my strip routine to the jungle music. I was so proud of myself I hardly heard the thunderous applause from the horny men. Donald insisted I go out and do table dances and I did. I found I really enjoyed turning on a complete stranger.

		It was after my first strip that Donald suggested I do my hostess duties topless. I always took his suggestions as an order because that was exactly what it was. I wasn't happy doing that because I knew what would come next. I knew that he would soon have me completely naked. I was right.

		Things begun to change with Donald and me. The first thing was the introduction of other men besides Willis to fuck me. In the beginning it was just one or two a week then it changed to nearly every night and then it was during the day. I knew something was wrong when Donald "suggested" I move back to my apartment.

		That was when Willis took over what he called my training. I only acted as hostess on Friday and Saturday nights and the rest of the time I was fucking.

		Some of the time I was doing it in my apartment and sometimes Willis would take me to other places. Motels, hotels, and even private homes. My sexual partners were always black men and occasionally black women.

		I knew what I was doing but until you called me, Jimmy, and we met the first time I hadn't acknowledged to myself that I was a whore. I was a place for black men to deposit their cum. I was nothing more than a cum dump.

		It all came to a head when I told Willis I was through with it. He didn't comment but he called Donald. After the phone conversation he drove me to a cabin out of town. He did nothing or said nothing until Donald arrived. Donald came with five other black men.

		Over several days I was continuously gang-raped and beaten. They hurt me so badly I wanted to die. I asked them to kill me.

		"No, my little white slut," Donald said. "You are my property and you will live and you will fuck for me." He took a part of a fishing rod and beat me. He whipped my back and my ass for a long time until I fainted.

		I don't know what would have happened if I hadn't managed to escape. After the first few days they started leaving for a while before returning. There was always at least one man there to fuck me and sometimes to beat me. One of the men whose name I didn't get, got careless. He thought he had fucked me into unconsciousness and he could go eat. I got the car keys out of his pants pocket and finally located the car. I didn't bother to dress. I drove away still naked and hurting.

		I found a small grocery store that was closed. I used a big rock to break the window in the door. I went in and used the phone to call you, Jimmy. I hid the car behind the store and waited for what seemed like an eternity. At some point I passed out and woke up here in the hospital.

		***

		"How bad am I hurt?" she asked.

		"Nothing that you won't recover from," Shannon said. "Jenny, can you identify any of the rapist besides Willis Becker and Donald Daws?"

		"No," she said. "I heard names but after a while the faces and names all ran together."

		"I understand," Shannon said. "I'll get arrest warrants for Becker and Daws. Maybe after some time you'll have a better recollection of the others."

		Later that evening Shannon called and asked to meet me at Gill's. Once there she gave me the bad news.

		"I can't get arrest warrants," she said. I asked to what she meant. "The attorney general will not issue warrants based on Jenny's statement," she said. "At least we now know who is protecting Daws. It's that scumbag AG."

		"Can't you go over his head?" I asked.

		"I contacted the state police and was told that if the local AG wouldn't prosecute it was a waste of their time." She shook her head. "I'm sorry, Jimmy."

		"Don't be," I said. "Not your fault. I'll take care of it."

		"Jimmy, don't do anything stupid. Daws is always well protected," she said.

		I assured her I would not do anything stupid. I left her and went in search of Lee Rucker. I found him the next day.

		"Lee, I want you to give me a name and not ask any questions," I said when I finally tracked him down.

		"Okay, what name?" he said.

		"I want to buy an untraceable high-powered rifle," I said. "Thirty ought six or larger with a good scope. Laser optics would be good."

		"I see," he said writing on a pad. "Tell him I sent you."

		The name was Homer Wilkes and he lived a long way away. I called him and made contact using Lee's name. I told him what I wanted.

		"Yeah, no problem," he said. "I have a Remington semiautomatic and I can put a laser scope on it. Nothing about it is cheap. He named a price that I agreed to. "Fine, be ready for you in a couple days. Say next Monday."

		On Sunday I drove the three hundred miles and picked up the weapon on Monday. Homer Wilkes didn't ask any questions but offered me his range to sight in the rifle. I bought several boxes of shells.

		It took me two hours to get satisfied that the rifle and scope were suited for a long range shot. It was a sweet gun, used but well cared for. The laser attachment put a red dot on the intended target clearly visible through the powerful scope. It would do just fine.

		It was late when I got back to Capitol City but I called to check on Jenny. She was slowly but surely recovering from her ordeal. She told me Shannon visited her on Sunday and again on Monday morning.

		"She wouldn't tell me where you were, Jimmy," Jenny said. "I was worried."

		"She didn't know, Jenny," I said. "No need to worry. I'll come and see you tomorrow."

		I spent much of the time I wasn't with Jenny scouting. I had three targets in mind. Daws and Willis for sure. I also consider the attorney general as a possible target since he was providing cover for Daws.

		On Thursday I got a panicky call from Jenny. She was in an assisted living facility and he had a visitor.

		"He was a black man, Jimmy," Jenny said when I got there. "I think he was one of the men who fucked me at that cabin. He gave me this note." The note said, "Unless you are sucking a black cock, keep your mouth shut."

		"Who all have handled this paper?" Shannon asked when she arrived.

		"Just the man, me, and Jimmy," Jenny said.

		"I only handle the edges," I said. Shannon put the note in a plastic envelope. She took Jenny's fingerprints and mine to eliminate our prints. She had a name the next day.

		It took Lee Rucker only one day to get me the address of the messenger. Once I had the man's undivided attention I discovered he didn't know anything. He was just muscle and I decided to let him live. He would have if he hadn't said that Jenny was a good fuck for the first couple of days then her cunt got all messed up. I strangled him with my bare hands.

		I checked Jenny out of the nursing home and took her to my parent's home. I did not like the idea that Daws knew where Jenny was staying. No one but Tony, Shannon's partner, Shannon, the doctor, and I knew where she was staying. Since it was in Shannon's report the attorney general would know. That settled it in my mind.

		"Don't tell me where you took her," Shannon said. "I don't know how it got out but if I don't know I can't tell."

		The AG was easy because he had a routine. He left his spacious home every morning at eight o'clock and was driven to the courthouse where his office was located. He did the reverse of that in the evening.

		I blew his head off as he prepared to get in his car. I shot him from a hundred fifty years away. I got in my car and left without the AG's driver seeing where the shot came from. No one saw anything.

		After Daws and Willis heard about the attorney general they got very careful. It didn't matter because I wasn't in any hurry. I liked the idea they sweated.

		It was nearly a month after I got the AG that I got Willis. He got careless. One afternoon just as the sun was sitting he popped out of his hideout and dashed to a waiting car. He made it about half way before I shot him. Even after his head exploded he still ran for several yards before he fell. That shot was from about two hundred fifty yards. Again I left without anyone seeing me.

		"Are you doing what I think you are doing?" Shannon asked me after Willis bit the dust.

		"No, whatever you think, it's not me, Detective," I said.

		"No, not detective," she said. "It's Shannon now and we are off the record. I think the new attorney general will let me arrest Daws. Let the law handle it, Jimmy."

		"Since we are off the record," I said. "I think my way is better. Right now Daws is shitting blood he’s so scared. Him being arrested and subjected to a long trial would be a blessing to him. He would love to be sitting safely behind some bars."

		"Are you being careful not to harm some innocent citizen?" she asked. "Killing scum won't attract much attention but if some innocent dies they will come after you."

		"If I were doing anything, I would be careful. I hit what I aim at. Shan," I said.

		"There are no ballistics for the AG because the county cops never located the bullet," Shannon said. "They recovered the bullet near Willis and have classified it. I'm just saying, Jimmy.

		"Yeah, I get the message."

		That meant I would have to get rid of the rifle once I was finished. The trouble was Daws never came out of his high-rise apartment. He had food brought in and there were armed guards everywhere.

		Once just to keep his anxiety level high I found a spot and put three rounds through two of his apartment windows. I watched and laughed from a safe distance as the guards and later the police ran around.

		"You were right about Donald Daws shitting blood," Shannon told me a few days later. "I did a follow-up on the attempt on his life. He's terrified, Jimmy. He has lost a lot of weight and looks like he's aged ten years. Since he can't or won't leave his employees are stealing him blind. Vice told me they were giving drinks away at the E and I Club. I heard his whores have scattered far and wide."

		"Good to know," I said and we laughed.

		It took nearly a full year for Donald Daws to finally venture out. Since his income was nearly cut off, his guards quit when they weren't paid. The Ebony and Ivory club was closed after a fire nearly destroyed it. I had nothing to do with that happy incident. Rivals had taken over most of his legal and illegal enterprises. Big Donald Daws was finished. Really finished when he was gunned down one day in the parking lot of the burned out strip club.

		"It's a good thing you have an iron clad alibi," Shannon teased me. I to admit I had a pretty good one. I was in bed with Jenny and Shannon when a white woman walked up to him and shot him five times in the chest.

		According to witnesses, the woman didn't say a word and after she shot Daws she calmly put the pistol in her pocketbook, walked to her car, got in, and drove away. Her description and that of her vehicle ran the spectrum. She was short, medium, tall, white, Hispanic, or black. The car was a white, black, red, or blue compact, SUV, hardtop or convertible.

		"I could find her," Shannon said one day at Gill's "The trouble is if I did I would get another heart-breaking story much like Jenny's. I never want to hear that story again. It's over with, Jimmy," she said. "Have you taken precautions?"

		"I have," I assured her. I removed the scope and laser and tossed that sweet Remington rifle into the river. I got another one just to have on hand in case it was needed.

		Jenny's recovery was long but complete. After I got a job we moved out of my parents’ house to our own apartment. The Job? I'm a sniper with the Capitol City Police Department. Go figure.

		My first thought was to try to keep Jenny away from black men. I mentioned it to Shannon and she said for me not to waste my time. She said Jenny had a taste for black cock and she wouldn't be able to give it up. I thought she was right so Shannon and Lee Rucker, the fucker, were frequent visitors. Jenny seemed to really enjoy both Shannon's pussy and Lee's big black cock. I kind of like Shannon's pussy, too. The arrangement wasn't perfect but it was damned close.

		I made one visit to the cemetery where Tom Boyd was buried. I told him I had, to the best of my ability, fulfilled my obligation.

		"I have her, Marine," I said aloud. "I'll take good care of her. Better than you ever did, dickhead."

		

		THE END
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