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Note to the Reader

I read every review and e-mail I receive. Recently several have mentioned that my writing is often “dark”. Liking a bit of variety (and I do so love variety), I set out to try to write something humorous that involved a not-so-smart guy who suddenly finds himself thrust into (yes, there is a pun in there) the role of investigating a mystery.

Some writers do careful outlines and lots of planning. I often start by jotting down a few basic ideas and then begin typing. With most of my stories, I am as surprised at the ultimate outcome as the reader.

I had two goals as I started writing this book. The first was to keep it light and humorous while avoiding dark scenes. The second was to avoid themes related to transgender or feminization. I don’t want to spoil things, but let’s just say I lost the bet I made with my girlfriend on that. Hopefully I won’t be tied up too long and will have my next book out in a few weeks. (Definitely a pun in that one.)

And a special shout out to Will G., Tony D., and Trisha A. for the kind words. Also to the mysterious sissy007 for the special surprise—my girlfriend and I just love it. Finally to each reader—believe it or not I do often wonder who you are and wish I knew more about you because you are the ones I write for.

Xoxoxo,
Syndie

I love to hear your feedback and (naughty) ideas for future stories! Or let me know if you want to be on my mailing list for random thoughts, updates, and short stories. syndie.truelove@yahoo.com


1.

“Hard, deep, and dry,” a voice whispered in his ear.

It was a dark and lonely alley with no chance for help, so Buck braced himself.

He was a professional and had taken a lot of cocks up the ass before.

In fact, if he had a quarter for every cock that had plowed him he would have had $499.75. But he didn’t have those quarters. In fact, he was flat broke with no idea that he was to reach the milestone of not having $500 in quarters.

He’d been fucked by the best and worst. That was both an occupational hazard and the fun of his job.

How hard could this be?

The answer hit him a split second later.

He felt like a train had plowed into his body from behind, impaling him on some throbbing steel protrusion and leaving him breathless. This thing felt like it had to be twice as big as anything he had ever tried to take before including the fisting that “Slim” McDinkle had given him a few months earlier.

Hands tightly gripped his hips as his attacker relentlessly thrust that dangerous weapon of lust in and out of Buck’s very depths.

“Oh shit,” Buck muttered, trying to catch his breath. “Unnggg…”

Buck tried to settle into a rhythm to match the unrelenting pounding being forced on his ass.

“I think you’re enjoying this,” came the whispered voice again.

The thing was, his assailant was absolutely right. The pain and humiliation were exactly what turned Buck on.

Suddenly his knees buckled and the only thing that kept him from falling to the ground was the iron grasp on his hips. Then the attacker moved and Buck found himself on all fours on the gravel of the alley.

Buck struggled under the weight that was riding him like a bull would ride a cow in heat. He felt a hand grasp his cock and then nearly crush it with a merciless squeeze.

The piston strokes tearing him apart became more desperate and, despite his agony, he felt himself nearing his own orgasm.

“Oh gawd yeah,” Buck muttered in a voice that was racked with pain but also with wanton lust. “Fuck that ass.”

There was a grim chuckled from his attacker. Buck had submitted and would be a nice fuck toy for the next few hours.

There were animal like grunts coming from behind him when suddenly he felt it. It was like a volcano erupting inside of him, spewing hot lava in the depths of his bowels. This pushed Buck over the edge. While his cock could never compare to the one violating his ass, it began pumping its own sizable load onto the alleyway.

A few minutes later the motion stopped. Buck could hear the panting of his attacker, but darkness and the tears of pain kept him from seeing anything other than vague shapes.

He thought back to the events leading up to this brutal but delicious fucking had started just a few hours earlier.


2.

Stanton Maxwell (the Third) was having a bad day and was in need of a drink.

If he had been paying attention to the sign outside the first bar he stumbled upon and walked into, he might have realized he could end up getting more than just a drink at this place.

The once proud sign had grown worn and dingy, just like the bar it hung in front of.

The Raunchy Rump Rider had a larger than life painting of a man wearing nothing more than a cowboy hat and boots along with a pair of chaps mounting another man who had been painted with spots and horns.

Thirty years earlier when it had first opened, the concept of a gay honky-tonk bar had seemed novel.

That luster had worn off long ago, but the lust was still around.


3.

This time of day, the bar was nearly empty.

A few small groups of men sat around tables drinking and waiting for their chance at some fun while a solitary man sat at the bar itself.

His professional name was Buck Bumknocker. Or at least he claimed that was his professional name, although many would argue more about whether he actually had a profession than about the name itself.

The door creaked opened and a short, chubby man wearing a seersucker suit entered. The man looked around nervously and then walked towards the bar. He sat down near Buck and motioned to the bartender.

“A whisky. Neat.”

The bartender came over with a glass and bottle and poured the drink. The man quickly swallowed the drink in a single gulp and then motioned for more. The bartender filled the glass again and the man took a sip this time.

“Rough day?” Buck asked, making small talk and wondering if maybe he would get the chance to ply his trade today.

The man looked over, surprised at being spoken to and nodded.

“I’ve got a big problem and I don’t know who’s going to help me take care of it.”

Buck looked the man over. At one point, the life of a gay gigolo had seemed like a good idea and Buck had fantasies about idle days of leisure mixed with lust filled nights spent with horny, wealthy, and handsome business men.

The reality had been much different and the dumpty old man setting beside him was better than most of the guys Buck had crossed paths with.

“I’m good at big problems,” Buck said, emphasizing the word big.

The man turned and looked at Buck.

Just then the door opened again and handsome young man with a perfect build and even more perfect hair walked in. The kid was competition and Buck was any potential client’s distant second, third, or forth choice these days. But that didn’t stop Buck from checking out the bulge in the kid’s jeans and the six pack abs that showed on the bare tummy that his cut off tee shirt exposed.

But it also made Buck eager to seal the deal before mister seersucker suit decided he’d rather have a roll with pretty boy.

“What do you do?” the man asked Buck.

“I check things out,” Buck responded, still enviously eyeing the young stud.

The man turned back to his drink and downed it quickly. They young man had turned to Buck and winked. Buck knew that he couldn’t compete with the young stallion and sighed.

“Why don’t you come back to my office,” the man beside him said. “I really need someone to check out my big problem.”

Buck looked at the tubby man and sighed.

Buck had standards, but there was also the reality that he was flat broke and didn’t even have the money to pay for the beer he had been nursing for the last hour.

“Close out our tabs,” Buck suggested. “Then we’ll go see just how big that problem of yours really is.”

To the other man’s shock, Buck reached over and gave his new friend’s crotch a quick grope before heading to the door.

Buck didn’t see the smirk of superiority the young man who had just entered gave him as he walked out.


4.

Stan quickly paid the bar tab and hustled to the door.

He wasn’t sure what to make of that quick grope the other man had given him. At forty years old and still living with his mom, he wasn’t that experienced with life in general and had always been an outsider to the popular crowd. Maybe that was something cool guys did with each other.

He stepped out the door and stopped beside the man he had just met.

“By the way,” he said sticking a hand out, “My name is Stan.”

The other man gripped his hand and locked his eyes.

“I’m Bumknocker,” he said. “Buck Bumknocker.”

Buck’s hand grasped Stan’s even after they had shook. Buck looked Stan squarely in the eye and then let his eyes slowly roam down to the other man’s crotch.

“So let’s get busy checking out that big problem,” Buck said in what he liked to think was his suggestive and seductive tone of voice.

Stan blushed with discomfort and pulled his hand free. Then the pair started down the street.

“So where’s your ‘office’?”, Buck asked. This wasn’t his first rodeo and he knew there was a good chance that the ‘office’ might be the back seat of a car or an abandoned doorway in some empty alley. He really didn’t give a damn because he figured that this shy pervert’s problem probably wasn’t really that big and wouldn’t take long for him to check out.

“At the bank,” Stan stammered. “I’m the president,” he added with a note of pride in his voice.

Buck had to admit that he was kind of impressed if they guy wasn’t BSing. He didn’t let himself get his hopes up to much.

But five minutes later they walked through the front door of “Twenty-Third City Bank” and Buck followed Stan towards a door at the back of the large lobby.

There was a guard with a uniform and gun standing near the door and as they approached he opened the door and greeted them with a nod.

“Good afternoon Mr. Maxwell.”

Now Buck was seriously impressed as they stepped into a hallway.

At the end of the hall was a door marked, “Stanley Maxwell III, President”.

Stan opened the door and held it for Buck.

They were in the reception area for an office that occupied the corner of the building. The first thing Buck noticed was the woman behind the receptionist desk.

She was gray haired, big buxomed, and had a stern look on her face. She looked more like an angry teacher than an executive’s secretary.

“Mr. Bumknocker, I lean over.”

“I’ll bet you do,” Buck said, ”But maybe we should go into your office where there’s a bit more privacy first.”

Stan seemed to choke and the woman behind the desk smiled slightly.

“No,” Stan tried to explain. “My secretary’s name is Eileen. Eileen Over.”

“Oh,” Buck said as he stepped forward.

“Charmed, I’m sure Ms. Over,” he said as he took the matronly woman’s hand and kissed it. “I’m here to check out Stan’s big problem. Is it really as big as he makes it out to be?”

Stan make choking noises again and this time Eileen openly smiled although it just made her look like an evil grandmother who was about to enjoy spanking a naughty young boy.

“His problem is a very, very big one. But I expect you like big ones, don’t you Mr. Bumknocker.”

“As a matter of fact I do. I guess it’s time for me to get to work.”

Buck headed into the corner office and Stan followed him shooting a quick uncertain and apologetic smile towards his secretary.

The door closed and Eileen went back to being bored until she heard the noises.

Then she got up, slowly opened the door, and took a peek.

“Oh my,” she said softly and began rubbing her crotch.


5.

As Buck walked into the office, he looked at the certificates and pictures that covered one of the walls.

Stan pulled the door shut behind him, walked to the large desk and set down in a large chair behind it.

“Very impressive,” Buck said as he looked over awards for various community organizations.

Stan smiled proudly and noticed Buck was looking at one showing the local college football team with Stan holding a trophy.

“That’s from back when they won the championship. The bank sponsored the bus that took them to the game. I made them all come and they let me hold the trophy.”

“Bet you were sore the next day,” Buck said, a bit surprised. Maybe there was more to Stan than he had though.

“Sore?” Stan asked.

“Making them all cum must have been a lot of, um, hard work,” he said as he turned to study the chunky banker again.

“I told them to come over,” Stan said, his voice filled with confusion. “I did buy them pizza to celebrate after they let me hold the trophy.”

Buck walked around the large desk that Stan was setting behind and perched himself on it so he was directly in front of overweight banker.

“So let’s see about that big problem.”

With a quick movement, Buck knelt on the floor in front of Stan’s chair. He reached out and tugged at the zipper on the other man’s slacks.

“Wha… What?” Stan began as Buck reached into the plump man’s now open fly and pulled his semi-rigid dick free.

Buck didn’t waste time with words and leaned forward, taking the man’s dick in his mouth.

Stan gasped and his hands gripped at the arms of his executive chair until his knuckles were white. He looked down at the top of his new acquaintance’s head as it bobbed up and down on his shaft.

Stan felt himself growing hard. He had long been addicted to gay porn, but the fear of his mother finding out and grounding him had always kept him from ever doing anything other than fantasizing about it behind the locked door of his bedroom most nights.

Now at age forty he was getting his first taste of just what it was like.

Or rather, the man sucking him was the one really getting a taste… A taste of the precum that was dribbling from the banker’s prick.

Part of Stan wanted this to last forever, but another part knew he was quickly approaching a climax.

Buck was happily sucking away on the fat man’s not-so-big problem and was confident that he would have this one solved in just a few minutes. He pressed his face down as far as possible, deep throating the paunchy banker’s prick.

Stan squealed in delight. Then he began to groan and squirm.

“I’m… I think… About to…”

Then there was a high pitched wail that seemed to go on and on.

Buck felt the man’s body wrack with spasms as his cock went rigid and suddenly began pumping cum. Buck’s eager mouth sucked even harder, as the other man spewed his load.

A few minutes later, Stan’s cock was drained and limp.

Buck looked up and the other man was looking down with a strange expression on his face.

“That was incredible,” Stan whispered.

Buck smile and licked his lips. His tongue snagged a stray wad of cum that he quickly slurped down.

“Now can we talk about my problem?” Stan asked.

Buck’s face went blank.

“Your problem?”

“Yes, the one I need a private investigator to check out.”

“A private investigator?”

“You said you could check out my problem. You are a private investigator aren’t you?”

Shit!

Buck was at a loss for words and quickly stood up. A reflection in the window glass behind the man’s chair let him see that the door was open a crack and he caught the aggravating grin of the grandmotherly face of the man’s secretary. There eyes locked for several seconds before she quietly closed the door.

“Certainly,” Buck said. “Best private investigator in town. So just what is your problem?”

Buck had no idea how he would bluff his way through this but figured he didn’t have much to lose at this point.

“My bank,” Stan explained. “It was robbed last night. Almost a million dollars is missing.”


6.

The men walked out of the office and Eileen the secretary was just walking back into the outer area.

“I had to relieve myself,” she explained as she brushed past Buck and to her desk leaving the faint scent of lavender perfume in her wake.

She settled her oversized body onto the small secretarial chair and smiled at the two men.

“Was Mr. Bumknocker able to help with your problem Mr. Maxwell?” she asked with a knowing grin.

Stan cleared his throat.

“Well he was able to take care of one problem that had been bothering me for some time Eileen.”

“Nice to find a man who is willing to dive right in and take care of things, isn’t it?” Eileen asked with a smirk.

“I guess the rest of his staff weren’t willing to take care of things for him,” Buck said.

“Sometimes a man has to take care of his staff first,” Eileen responded, her smirk growing.

“My staff is well taken care of,” Stan protested and then, realizing the double meaning, he blushed.

“I’m sure it is,” Eileen said, “Except maybe for Peter.”

Then she chuckled, turned to her desk, picked up a magazine laying there, and began reading.


7.

Stan was giving Buck a tour of the bank.

“The tellers don’t have that much money out front. Most is kept in the safe. I’m the only one with the combination and we open it in the morning and again in the evening, but it’s locked most of the time. Usually an armored truck comes by once a day, but yesterday they didn’t so we had more money in the safe than usual. We locked it last night and there was nearly a million dollars inside. This morning, the cash was gone.”

Stan turned and gave Buck a look of despair.

“If I can’t explain what happened, I’m afraid they’ll think I did it.”

Buck had been looking around trying to figure out how he could get out of this mess, but now he kind of felt sorry for the guy.

“Let me look around a bit,” Buck offered. “I’ll meet you back in your office in a bit.”

Stan looked a bit uncertain. Leaving a guy he had just met roaming the halls seemed a bit weird, but so did the fact that he had been sucked off by that same stranger just a few minutes earlier.

“Okay,” Stan said with a shrug.

Buck wandered the building for nearly an hour before heading back to the banker’s office. Just outside the door he noticed a scrap of paper. Kneeling down, he carefully picked it up and turned it over. There was something written on it.

“The alley behind Fifth Street. Midnight. Come alone.”

“Come alone,” Buck muttered.

“I’ll bet you do that a lot, don’t you Mr. Bumknocker?” said a caustic voice. Looking up, he was staring into the crotch of a long dress that was stretched at the seams. He quickly stood up.

Not being a tall man, this brought his face to the level of the buxom Ms. Over’s large breasts.

A voice suddenly interrupted his thought.

“Coming through,” said a man in a uniform pushing a cart full of money bags that was almost as wide as the hall.

Ms. Over made a move to get out of the way and Buck found himself pressed between her and the wall.

His face was buried in her bosom and sounds were muffled for several seconds before the guard had passed and Ms. Over stepped back.

Buck fought to catch his breath.

“Did I leave you a bit breathless?” Ms. Over asked innocently. “You might be surprised how many men I’m able to do that to.”

Then she turned and walked into the corner office.

She might be over a tenth of a ton of granny with a sour attitude, but Buck knew she had felt the swelling of his cock while he had been pressed against the wall.

Buck usually wasn’t one for the ladies, but that naughty nana was kind of getting to him.

For a few seconds he wondered how hard it would be to get into her panties. Actually Buck was pretty good at getting into panties. Several of his regular clients liked to dress him in their wife’s undies before they plowed his ass and made him swallow their come. He figured their wives were probably frigid bitches who wouldn’t do anything but missionary style, so they wanted Buck to be the whore that begged to be butt fucked and swallowed every drop.

He shrugged.

It paid the bills. At least it had until the last few months.


8.

“Did everyone show up for work today?”

Buck was back in Stan’s office looking across the other man’s desk as he asked this.

“Yes, everyone.”

“Has your staff acted strange lately?”

Stan leaned back, thinking.

“I have a hard time getting an erection sometimes, but you seem to have fixed that earlier.”

“No, I mean the staff that works for you here at the bank. Ms. Over mentioned someone’s Peter. I mean someone named Peter.”

Stan blushed again and though some more.

“Peter Meeks left a month ago. It was kind of unexpected. He just left a message saying he quit with Eileen one day and never showed up again.”

Buck thought about this and the scrap of paper he had found.

“I think I may have a clue. Let me follow up on it and see where things go.”

Both men stood up and Stan put a hand on the knob of the closed door.

“The bank will pay your fees as an investigator, but I wanted to show my appreciation for the little extra service you provided earlier.”

Stan handed Buck a folded bill as he opened the door.

Buck casually nodded his goodbye and gave Ms. Over a glare as he exited the office.

Once he reached the street, he carefully unfolded the bill he had been handed.

Abraham Lincoln was staring back at him.

A five dollar tip for the extra services.

Buck shrugged and started up the street.

Hopefully the private investigator stuff would pay better.


9.

Although not particularly quick on the uptake, Buck was a bit worried that the note he had found might be leading him into a trap. To play it safe, he figured he could get the drop on anyone who might show up by getting there a half hour in advance.

As he left his seedy apartment and walked the few blocks to the alley what he didn’t know was that this was indeed a trap and that the person setting it had figured it would be a good idea to get there an hour early.

So as Buck creep up the alley, his arrival a half hour before midnight just meant it was thirty minutes earlier when the shape of a person separated from the dark wall of the alley where he had just passed and grabbed him.

Buck let out a startled yelp and a hand was clasped over his mouth, muffling any further sound. His attacker leaned into him, pinning him to the wall while they used their free hand to grasp the waist of his trousers. With one strong tug, his pants tore and his underwear was quickly pulled down.

He felt what he first thought must be a piece of pipe pressed against him and begin probing at his ass. Then his eyes widened as he realized that it was actually a massive cock pressing its way towards his tightly puckered anus.

“Hard, deep, and dry,” a voice whispered in his ear.

Then he felt like a train had hit him from behind, impaling him on some throbbing steel protrusion.

He had been trying to relax the muscles of his sphincter but there hadn’t been time. Even if there had been, he wasn’t sure it would have helped. He had been fucked a lot of times in dark alleys and other places, but the huge member that was sliding in and out of his over stretched ass felt twice as big as anything he had ever tried to take.

The hand that had covered his mouth was suddenly gone and his attacker grasped him by both hips as he relentlessly thrust that dangerous weapon of lust in and out of Buck’s very depths.

“Oh shit,” Buck muttered, trying to catch his breath. “Unnggg…”

Buck tried to settle into a rhythm to match the unrelenting pounding being forced on his ass.

“I think you like it,” came the whispered voice again.

Seconds later, Buck’s knees buckled and the only thing that kept him from falling was the iron grasp on his hips. Then the assailant moved and Buck found himself on all fours on the gravel of the alley. The hands left his hips and reached forward and under him.

“Arrggg!” he screamed as both nipples were ruthlessly pinched.

Now the hands moved again. One grasped the back of Buck’s neck while the other reached under and gripped Buck’s cock.

Buck struggled under the weight that was riding him. The hand on his cock clutched him to the point of nearly crushing his cock. While the merciless intrusion of his ass continued, the hand began to milk him.

“Oh gawd yeah,” Buck muttered in a voice that was racked with pain but also with wanton lust. “Fuck that ass.”

There was a grim chuckled from his attacker. Buck had submitted and would be a nice fuck toy for the next few hours.

The strokes tearing him apart became more desperate and, despite his agony, he felt himself nearing his own orgasm.

There were animal like grunts coming from behind him when suddenly he felt it. It was like a volcano erupting inside of him, spewing its hot lava in the depths of his bowels. This pushed Buck over the edge. While his cock could never compare to the one violating his ass, it began pumping its own sizable load onto the alleyway.

A few minutes later the motion stopped. Buck could hear the panting of his attacker, but darkness and the tears of pain kept him from seeing anything other than vague shapes.

Suddenly released, Buck collapsed in a heap. He struggled unsuccessfully to stop his body from quivering and shaking.

Then his head was grasped in a pair of powerful hands.

“Suck it sissy boy,” the whispering voice commanded. “Next a load for you to eat, then you’ll suck me until I’m hard enough to fuck that ass of yours until it gapes like a cheap whore’s pussy on a Saturday night.”

Buck’s head was guided to the shape now in front of him. He opened his mouth as the monstrous pole of pleasure slid in. Even limp, it was enough to gag him.

But ten minutes later, the unyielding thrusts to his still tightly grasped head had him deep throating the monster as it began to harden again.

He used all his oral talents and every trick he knew to try to milk the massive slab to an orgasm before he choked to death on it.

And he must have been good, because just a few minutes later it suddenly grew harder and then began to feed him a massive stream of salty cum. Even swallowing as fast as he could, he felt cum spew out his nose.

Once that subsided, he continued to suck until the flesh harpoon was ready to spear his ass once more.

Ass to mouth and then mouth to ass. The abuse continued for hours.

Buck lost track, but after what must have been the eighth or ninth load was emptied into his now stretched and swollen ass his attacker again moved around to be in front of him.

Buck raised his head and opened his mouth. He knew what his place in this perverted game was and he was ready to do whatever this worthy opponent demanded of him.

The air was filled with the raw smell of lust. Lust and something else he tried to place.

Then he both felt and hear a loud thump.

Suddenly his world faded into blackness.


10.

Dawn was just breaking when Buck woke up.

His head felt like he’d been smacked with a brick.

His growing confidence in his skills as a private investigator were quickly confirmed when he noticed there was a brick lying in the deserted alley beside him.

He also felt like several gallons of cum had been pumped down his throat and up his ass.

The first saved him the trouble of having to buy breakfast but the second ruined his last pair of clean underwear as the semen dribbled out of his abused ass on his walk back to his apartment.

Once there, he took a shower and did some thinking.

Then he pulled on his second best set of underwear, got dressed, and headed to the bank.


11.

The guard recognized Buck and let him head back towards the corner office.

Ms. Over sat at her desk looking bored, but her face lit with a genuine smiled when she saw Buck.

“You look like you had a rough night Mr. Bumknocker. Have your fill of fun, did you?”

“As a matter of fact I did, Eileen. Do you mind if I call you Eileen? I feel like we should be on a first name basis. You can call me Buck.”

“Don’t hold your breath waiting for me to call you at all darling,” she teased as Buck approached the desk.

She swiveled the chair and faced him as he stopped just a few feet in front of her.

Then he dropped to his knees. He firmly gripped the lower hem of her dress and lifted it. Faced with a pair of granny panties, he grasped the elastic waist and pulled them down.

Staring at Eileen Over’s crotch, he was faced with one of the biggest cocks he had ever seen.

“My friend from last night,” Buck muttered.

Eileen coughed and said, “So I’m a drag queen. That doesn’t prove a thing.”

“I got my brains fucked out with the biggest cock I could imagine last night.”

“Don’t brag about your love life to me. And that still doesn’t prove anything. There can be other guys hung just as well as I am who are out there ready to slip you the dick.”

Buck sniffed and leaned forward.

“I doubt anyone is nearly as big as you,” Buck said in a soft voice. “And even if they were, I know they wouldn’t be wearing that same lavender perfume you seem to like.”

Buck looked up into Eileen’s eyes and saw her surprise.

She was even more surprised when he leaned forward and began loosening his jaws and trying to work that monster slab of meat down his throat.

Eileen moaned and Buck made happy noises as he nursed on her swollen, forbidden man-clit.

Nearly five minutes later she was once again buried deep down his throat and began thrusting.

She gripped the back of his head and began fucking his eager, wide-stretched lips. Nearly ten inches of cock slid in and out of Buck’s mouth in long, hard strokes. Buck heard her grunt and then suddenly she was pumping him full of cum. Buck eagerly swallowed every drop and suckled on her until she was semi-flaccid.

Then Buck drew back and looked up at her again from his spot kneeling on the floor.

“You like that?” she asked and Buck nodded.

“You should come visit my basement dungeon sometime honey. Why Peter Meeks caught onto my secret and I invited him over. He enjoyed his visit so much he decided he never wanted to leave my little chamber of pleasure and torment.”

Their eyes met for several seconds. She reminded him of his own grandmother except Eileen had a huge cock and a dungeon. He was pretty sure grandma hadn’t had a cock, but he idly wondered if maybe she had had a dungeon also. Grandpa had always seemed kind of pussy whipped.

“Of course if you’re going to send me to jail,” she said, her voice drawing him back to reality. “I guess maybe you should let him out of his cage so he doesn’t starve to death down there.”

Buck thought for a few monuments and the, to the surprise of both of them, he suddenly smiled and said, “I think I have a plan.”


12.

When Stan returned from lunch, he found Ms. Over setting at her desk doing her finger nails.

“Mr. Bumknocker is in your office waiting to see you,” she said with a quick glance up before returning her attention to her nails.

Stan walked into his office and closed the door behind him.

Buck stood with his back to the desk looking out the window as Stan sat down.

“You found out something?” Stan asked eagerly.

Buck came around the desk and perched in front of Stan again.

“Peter Meeks,” he said.

Stan looked puzzled.

“Peter cased the place, figured out the combination to the safe somehow, and took off with all the money. I have reason to believe that he headed to some European country that does not extradite people. I also have reason to believe he has paid enormous amount of money to prostitutes who speak with funny accents and wear latex outfits with the understanding that they would hide him in their dungeon and to keep him in bondage as their toy. It may seem like a strange thing to spend your money on, but evidence never lies.”

With this, Buck pulled a small pile of photographs from his pocket and handed them to Stan.

Stan flipped through them. There was Peter in chains against a concrete block wall. Peter bent over, bound, and his ass whipped until it was bleeding. Peter being forced to suck on a massive cock, the sheer size of which made it obvious it must be some kind of perverted sex toy. (Actually it belonged to Eileen Over, but who is to say it’s wrong to call her a perverted sex toy?).

Photo after photo showed the depth of depravity that Peter Meeks had sunk to. And photo by photo caused a stiffening in Stan’s pants.

“This is great!” Stan said. “Now the cops will know it isn’t me. But there is just one more problem I could really use your help with.”

With that, Stan unzipped his pants and freed his erect cock.

“I’ll have Ms. Over cut you a check for the detective work, but this one will be cash.”

Buck sighed, shifted down onto his knees, and began sucking the pudgy banker’s cock.

After all, five bucks was five bucks.


13.

A half hour later, Eileen was showing Buck a six figure check.

“A ten percent reward,” she said.

She carefully folded it and stuck it into the bra that was trying its best to hold her enormous pair of sagging knockers in place.

“Drop by my place later and you can decide which you want more. The check or a few weeks in my dungeon with Peter. He’s been locked in chastity for over a month so I know he’d love to have a cock sucker like you for a playmate.”

“Will you fuck my ass while I suck a month worth of cum out his dick slit?”

“You know it honey. Even after working at it for a month, he still can’t take me balls deep. But your whore hole was taking it after five minutes in the alley last night and I didn’t even have to use any lube.”

“I’ve got five bucks burning a hole in my pocket. I’m going to grab a drink at the Raunchy Rump Rider and then I’ll drop by your house so we can all get off when you get off work.”

Buck smiled at his own joke.

As he walked out the bank’s entrance, he congratulated himself on the success of his first case and the anticipated visit to Eileen’s dungeon.


Don’t forget…

Join Buck Bumknocker on his next case as he goes exploring The Mystery of the Garden Nome’s Dangerous Holes.

And help Syndie (that’s me!!!) solve the mystery of “Who reads my books?” by dropping a note to syndie.truelove@yahoo.com. That will also get you on the list and, unlike Santa, the only list is for naughty boys and girls.
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