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Note to the Reader

This is the second mystery in the Buck Bumknocker series. I have tried to keep the tone as humorous and implausible as possible. Starting with a character who is a not-so-bright gay escort who suddenly finds himself thrust into the role of a private investigator helps with that.

The initial concept for this story came up as my girlfriend and I were brainstorming for the first Bumknocker book. The story continued to form in my mind and I felt like I needed to get it on paper. I also hope to at least have one more book in the Bumknocker series. I’d love to have even more if you enjoy them.

Thank you to Bending the Bookshelf for the thoughtful review and to Emma M. for the entertaining notes. And while I appreciate your frequent pictures 8inchs4u, you really should think about sending them with something more than one sentence notes telling a girl what you are going to do to her. (And, sweetie, I think your ruler might be off a bit. But feel free to prove me wrong on that.)

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.

It might have been Halloween party, but if so it would definitely have been a really kinky one…

A young man dressed in a funny costume was bent over a desk with his pants pulled down.

Humping him from behind was a grandmotherly-looking woman dressed in black lingerie. She was large, but not fat, standing over six feet tall and weighing in at a bit over 250 pounds.

She was humping the young man, her huge, sagging breasts bouncing in rhythm with her thrusts.

And those thrusts were being made with what would probably be considered her most unique feature. A rigid, ten inch slab of meat as thick as a man’s wrist jutted from her crotch. It was almost impossible to believe the whole thing could be nearly pulled out and then slammed fully inside the prone young man, but this is exactly what was happening at an incredible pace.

On the other side of the desk and in front of the young man was a wizened old man dressed in pink panties and a pink bra. His panties were dropped to his ankles and he was probing the young man’s mouth with his tiny, semi-flaccid did which was (at best) the size of a man’s thumb.

Suddenly the large woman roared—a sound that literally rattled the room. She grasped the boy’s hips firmly and slammed harder and deeper for several plunges before her huge cock began to discharge a enormous load of gooey, sticky cum.

The tiny old man chuckled in delight and then grimaced as his own tiny dick let go a single squirt of cum that was eagerly swallowed by the boy on the desk.

Through all of this, Buck Bumknocker set on a sofa enjoying the show that was playing out in front of him. The strange chain of events that had led to this unusual scene had begun less than 24 hours earlier.
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Buck Bumknocker laid on the bed enjoying the morning sunshine that was pouring through the window. In his mid-20s, he looked a bit pale and gaunt, but what he had been through for the last two weeks would explain that.

He heard the shower stop and turned to look towards the door that opened into the bathroom. A few moments later a woman appeared at the door, patting herself dry with a towel.

Eileen Over was in her sixties and a large woman. She stood a bit over six foot tall. She weighed about 250 pounds. Her large, sagging breasts required an H cup bra with reinforced elastic—a contraption few ever had the chance to behold. Her body was thick, but not really fat.

Yes, Eileen was a large woman…

But the thing that would surprise most was the size of the cock that dangled in front of her. At over ten inches long when hanging, it nearly reached halfway from her crotch to her knees.

She was holding a bra and walked to the bed.

“Help me get this damn thing on,” Eileen told Buck.

“Yes Mistress,” he said as he sat up.

She laughed and then turned to face him.

“Listen Buck. When we are in the dungeon like for the past two weeks, you and that other pitiful sissy Peter are to always call me Mistress. When I let you out, you can call me Eileen unless I tell you otherwise. Okay?”

“Yes Mistress.”

Eileen laughed.

“Yes Eileen,” Buck corrected himself.

He stood up and hugged her and she pulled him tightly against her. Because of the differences in their height, his face was smothered between her huge tits; but he that was a feeling he loved.

Buck quickly helped the woman into her bra and panties. He was amazed at how she could fit that massive slab inside them so discretely. For her part, Eileen had been amazed since their first lust filled session of raunchy sex that Buck was able to fit that slab so easily down his throat and up his ass.

A few minutes later they left the house and walked to the bank where Eileen worked.


3.

This particular morning, Stanton Maxwell (the Third) found his step a bit more jaunty than usual as he made his way to the bank where he served as president.

The reason for this is best understood by sharing certain events that had occurred two weeks earlier.

Stan had first cum, er, come to know Buck Bumknocker through a series of misunderstandings. Stan had wandered into a bar seeking a drink, not realizing it was a gay bar. He had mentioned to Buck that he had a “problem” that he needed help with, not realizing that Buck was by profession (or, at least in his imagination) a male escort. Buck had made a rather natural assumption about the nature of the problem which had led to Stan being on the receiving end of his first blow job at age forty.

Stan’s real problem had been that his bank had been robbed. But, through another series of strange events, Buck had been able to deflect blame for the robbery from the actual culprit (the matronly and somehow seductive Eileen—owner of the largest cock in town, but having to keep it hidden away during regular business hours and saving it for the irregular business she used it for with Buck).

Instead, based on evidence Buck had provided, Interpol and authorities in Europe were searching various dungeons owned and operated by prostitutes who catered to men (if you could call them that) who would pay handsomely for their use and abuse. There search was for a former bank employee named Peter Meeks.

Of those walking the streets (in both a literal and figuratively manner), only Eileen and Buck knew the truth: that both Peter Meeks and nearly a million dollars in small bills were both, in fact, safely locked away in Eileen’s basement dungeon for her use and pleasure. While Peter had voluntarily asked (or, rather, begged and pleaded) to be kept in Mistress Eileen’s dungeon where he remained blissfully unaware that there was now a felony warrant for his arrest on the charge of bank robbery.

Now, back to our story…

While Stan had been satisfied with Buck’s services as a private investigator, he had found Buck’s oral servicing of his cock even more satisfying.

He had asked his secretary, Eileen Over, to set up regular appointments so Buck could stop by the office and help him with “certain things that arise from time to time.”

Stan had been most disappointed when Eileen had told him that Buck was unavailable (being, unknown to Stan, bound and gagged most days in Eileen’s private dungeon and being used as her fuck toy most nights).

But Eileen had been able to book an appointment for Buck to visit Stan this morning first thing. Stan had been so excited about this that he had jerked off several times each of the last few evenings.

To his embarrassment, he had forgotten to lock the bathroom door on one occasion when he was fapping away and his pleasuring of himself when he had been interrupted by his rather shocked mother who had promptly grounded him for a month.

(“You naughty, naughty boy!” she had scolded him before heading to her own bedroom where she broke out her butt plug and vibrator.)

But in addition to his anticipation of a blow job, he also had spoken with a long-time customer of the bank the evening before and had something he was sure would excite Buck nearly as much as getting to nurse on his semi-flaccid and pitiful (sorry, but it’s true) dick. And that something was another mysteries for Buck Bumknocker, Detective, to solve.
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So they wouldn’t arrive together, Buck stopped at the coffee shop and ordered two cappuccinos while Eileen continued on to the bank.

Eileen had just settled into her desk with the magazine, nail file, and the scow that she wore on her face most days when Stan showed up.

“Good morning Ms. Over,” Stan said, his voice practically turning the words into a song.

“Good morning sir,” she said in a bored voice. “Mr. Bumknocker should be her for your appointment in a few minutes. I’ll send him right in when he arrives.”

“Great! Great! I think I have something that Mr. Bumknocker will find most exciting.”

Eileen stared at the pudgy man for a few moments before observing, “Mr. Bumknocker is a man with low standards, but I’m not sure he is that excited to help you, er, cum… to some resolution of whatever it is you want to see him about.”

Stan would normally have blushed, but this morning he just grinned and walked into his office.
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A few minutes later Buck Bumknocker walked into the bank and confidently strode towards the back. A guard near the back nodded in recognition and opened the door that separated the lobby from the offices so he could pass.

He went straight to the reception area for the corner office.

Eileen was seated behind the desk reading a magazine and looked up as he entered.

A frown crossed her face as she stood up and approached him.

“You idiot. Your socks don’t match. If I’m going to have to mother you, I’m going to put you in fucking diapers and bottle feed you for a week.”

Buck’s eyes had stared straight ahead as she scolded him. Because of the difference in their height, this mean he was looking at her massive breasts. He knew that on the end of the delicate golden chain she wore around her neck was the key to the chastity device she made Buck, Peter, and several other males she had under her spell wear. Today’s outing was the first time he had been uncaged for more than a few minutes over the last two weeks.

“Sorry Mistress,” Buck murmured quietly. “But that does kind of sound like fun.”

Hiding a slight grin, she turned and opened the door to the inner office.

Eileen and Buck were greeted by the muffled but unmistakable sounds of leather hitting flesh.

“Mr. Maxwell? Mr. Bumknocker is here to see you like you requested.”

As Buck and Eileen entered the office, the man at the desk hastily tried to shut off the porn that had been playing on his computer with one hand while tring to zip his fly with the other.

Once he saw Buck he gave up on his fly and gave a lopsided grin.

“Uh, clicked a link and it went to the wrong site. Glad you are here Buck. I had a little problem come up while I was working with the computer there.”

The man had emphasized the words “come up” and Buck knew exactly what the problem he was expected to solve was.

“Gay leather bondage,” Eileen said. “A rather queer thing to accidently stubble upon. I’ll leave you two alone so you can get down to business.”

With surprising grace for a woman her size, Eileen pivoted on her heels, stepped back out the door, and closed it firmly behind her.

Left alone with the middle-aged, horny banker, Buck was in his natural element.

Buck told the other man, “Drop you pants.”

In the past, Stan had always just sat while Buck sucked him off. This commanding side was different, but the porn he had been watching had excited Stan and the look in Buck’s eyes excited him even more; so he dropped his pants.

“Watching the rough stuff make you horny?” Buck asked, stripped as he walked towards the man.

“Uh… Maybe a little bit,” the banker said as he watched Buck’s cock sway with each step the man took towards him.

“I think you’ll like it rough.”

Buck grabbed Stan by the shoulders and bent the chunky man over the desk.

Then he spread the man’s ass, gave it a close inspection, and let his tongue flick out to start licking it. Stan began moaning and in a few minutes his ass had relaxed enough to allow Buck’s probing tongue to begin to penetrate it.

Buck leaned back and let go with a carefully aimed wad of spit that soaked the banker’s nasty hole.

As Buck stood up, he noticed the door was open a crack and could make out Eileen watching the show with her hand buried down her panties and almost certainly stroking her own meat. Buck knew he’d have a horny she-demon to deal with when they were alone together, but for now his focus was on the heavyset banking.

“Ready to get your ass fucked for the first time?” Buck asked.

The only response was a weak moan as Buck lined up and began pushing forward.

“Ewwhhh!”

Stan let out a girlish scream as the head of Buck’s dick plopped into his virgin ass.

Buck worked himself deeper and deeper with short but firm strokes until he was fully buried in the other man. Then he began rocking his hips, aggressively fucking the rotund banker.

Looking up, Buck saw that Eileen had opened the door even wider and was watching the action. He wished it wasn’t so important that she keep certain facts hidden because he would have loved to watch the tubby financier squirm with pleasure and agony after being impaled by her huge shaft.

Buck returned his focus to the business at hand. He didn’t particularly dislike Stan, but after two weeks of being submissive in Eileen’s dungeon Buck was fueled by aggression and was eager to empty his balls at the same time.

“So good,” Stan moan. “Never felt so good.”

“Like it?” Buck asked. “Then beg for it banker boy.”

“Please fuck me.”

“Fill my ass with that wonderful cock.”

“Gawd I’ve waited so long for this.”

“Harder. Fuck me harder.”

As the financier continued to beg, Buck pushed hard into the man and then grasped one of thin, pale legs. In a minute he had spun the man around keeping his ass speared with cock the whole time.

Now, with Stan laying on his back on top of his desk, Buck grasped an ankle with each hand and resumed pounding the other man’s eager ass.

Stan grasped his own flopping semi-rigid dick and began stroking himself.

Soon Stan had grown stiff and his fist pumped in rhythm with Buck’s thrusts. Both men began moaning and groaning as they approached orgasms.

“Shit,” Buck muttered, sweat dripping from his brow and onto the other man’s belly.

“Yes,” Stan panted. “Yes. Yes. Yeesss!!!”

They both exploded at the same time. Buck pumped his load into Stan’s ass while Stan spewed wad after wad of cum up on his own tummy.

Buck collapsed backwards, ending up seated in the executive chair behind the desk. Stan laid prone on his huge desk, panting and spent.

Eileen caught Buck’s eyes and gave him a wink and a grin before she quietly closed the door.

In the past, Stan had slipped Buck five dollars for a blow job and Buck figured it was time to talk about a raise.

“Stan,” he said. “That’s the fifty dollar treatment there. And if you don’t pay up I swear you’ll spend the rest of your lonely life playing with yourself while you try to remember just how good it was.”

Stan shifted and fumbled to find his wallet. He pulled out a one hundred dollar bill and handed it to Buck.

“For today and also for Thursday morning if you’ll come back.”

Buck was pulling up his pants and tucking in his shirt as he took the bill from the other man.

“Deal,” he said. “I’ll see you then.”

He was ready to walk to the door when Stan pleaded, “Wait!”

Stan was a lonely man and was eager to establish some kind of bond with Buck beyond just the sex. Part of this was hero worship, although had he known the truth about Buck he probably would have been more shocked than anything.

“One of the bank’s best customers has a mystery and I told him I could hook him up with the best private eye in town.”

“A mystery?” Buck asked blankly.

“Yes. His garden gnome is coming to life and digging around his yard when there’s a full moon.”

Buck looked at the other man in amazement.

“You’re shitting me?”

“Honest to god. And there’s a full moon tonight!”
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An hour later, a cab dropped Buck off in front of a large estate on the edge of town.

There was a wrought iron fence surrounding the place and Buck couldn’t help but admire the stone entry way and the huge mansion that was at the top of the short driveway.

He also couldn’t help but admire the ass of the young gardener who was bent over working on the flower bed. Just enough of the boy’s crack was showing above his bright yellow boxers to make it not so difficult to guess just what those tight jeans were hiding.

Buck cleared his throat and a few seconds later the boy looked up. Buck guessed he was probably a frat boy from the local college trying to earn some extra money. With that body and those looks, Buck hoped the boy didn’t decide to get into the gay escort business because there was already too much competition.

“I’m here to see Teddy Turdwattle,” Buck explained.

How the hell did a family end up stuck with a name like that?

“I can let you in,” the boy said as he walked towards a keypad beside the gate. He entered a code and the gates slowly swung open.

“Just knock and the old man will answer the door,” the boy said.

After studying Buck for a few seconds he added, “He’s a bit nutty these days. Doesn’t have any help around the house other than me doing odd jobs now and then. A place like this needs a bid staff around, you know?”

Buck’s eye’s dropped to the bulge in the crotch of the boy’s jeans and he observed, “Looks like there’s enough staff to fill just about any need. But then again, I don’t own a mansion.”

The boy gave him a wary look as Buck turned and trudged up the driveway.
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Buck raised his fist to knock on the door, but before he had the chance it swung open.

There was a tall, wizened old man standing there.

“Mr. Turdwaddle? I’m Buck Bumknocker. Stan Maxell sent me over. He said you’re having some kind of problem with your garden gnomes.”

The man stared for a moment and then things seemed to fall into place.

“Yes! Stanley called me. By the way, call me Turdy, won’t you? Come on in. Come on in.”

The man turned and Buck followed him into the house. The place had the feel of being deserted as they walked along the hall. Towards the back was what seemed to be the only occupied room of the house. It was a study with a desk, shelves, and various furniture. It also had a camp cot, a small refrigerator, and a microwave.

“Cozy,” Buck noted, hoping the irony he felt didn’t show in his voice.

“I don’t need much these days. Mostly I want my privacy. Now that damn gnome is ruining it all for me.”

“The gnome? Stan mentioned that Mr… er, I mean Turdy.”

“Gawd dang thing up and wanders around,” Turdy said as he walked to one of the room’s windows.

Buck followed him and the old man pointed to where a lawn gnome with a red cap and a shovel stood in the middle of the yard. It was larger than the typical lawn gnome, probably standing close to three feet tall without the cap.

“Cheeky bastard was custom made in Norway and shipped over. I don’t sleep that well at night and I was watching some streaming porn…”

The man’s voice trailed off and he looked closely at Buck for a few seconds.

“Say, do you do porn acting on the side?”

“No,” Buck said. “I do a lot of different things, but porn hasn’t been one of them. At least not yet.”

Turdy stared some more.

“You’re the spitting image of the guy! My favorite is the streaming video on the Tranny Granny’s Dungeon of Darkness channel. That woman has the biggest damn cock I ever saw. Spent a month trying to work it into a squirrelly little guy and then two weeks ago she brought in a new one. That guy was taking her up the ass and down the throat in no time. She charges $500 a month if you want to watch the streaming video, but hell it’s worth every penny.”

Five hundred dollars a month? Buck was piecing things together and wasn’t all that surprised to find that there were cameras hidden around the dungeon. He wondered how many people paid to watch. A few dozen people would be a wad of cash. Especially on top of the million bucks she had stolen from the bank and that he had helped her cover up and the hundred thousand dollar reward that he had earned but she insisted on keeping for him.

Part of him was outraged but another part felt a little bit deeper admiration for the greedy shemale sex goddess he worshipped these days.

“So there were holes in the yard and I started watching,” Turdy was saying as Buck tried to refocus. “Then I saw the gnome moving around. He had a shovel and was digging. That was two months ago at the full moon. I watched a couple more times but didn’t see him out there again until the full moon a month ago. I know people think I’m a nut, so I didn’t tell anyone other than Stanley. He’s my banker and likes my money too much to laugh at me. He said he knew a private eye who could solve any mystery. So here you are.”

Buck was trying to process all of this.

“So you think the gnome will be around tonight? And you want me to… To what?”

“Catch the damned thing and put a stop to it!”

Buck slowly said, “Okay…” Then added, “I guess the best way would be for me to be around tonight to watch things.”

Turdy chuckled and said, “We can watch some of the Tranny Granny’s Dungeon of Darkness and I’ll show you that fella that looks just like you. The damn gnome doesn’t show up until around midnight anyway.”
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Eileen was at her desk with her usual board look. It had been a particularly slow day with Mr. Maxwell masturbating almost nonstop in his office. From time to time she could hear his voice begging for Buck even though the man had left hours ago. She was thinking that he might be at the point of having a breakdown and was figuring out how that might give her another chance to raid the bank’s funds when the telephone rang.

“Twenty-third bank. Mr. Maxwell’s office,” she answered in her stern, professional voice.

“I love you.”

She recognized the voice as Buck’s and smiled.

“That’s sweet of you, but what brought it on.”

“Well, I’m with one of the biggest fans of Tranny Granny’s Dungeon of Darkness.”

Eileen went silent. She was very careful to keep the various compartments of her life isolated. She had never let anyone get close enough to her to learn much about her. Suddenly finding out that Buck knew about the streaming video from her basement was a shock. He also knew the real fate of Peter Meeks, the fact that she had robbed the bank of a million dollars, and that her panties hid a ten inch dick that was as thick as some men’s fist.

He knew a lot about her.

“You are cunning,” Buck continued. “Devious. Manipulative. Sexy as hell. And the more I think about it, the more I realize you are everything a guy could want in a partner. So I love you.”

Eileen chuckled now.

“That is flattering. I’m not used to telling anyone more than I think they need to know. I’m sorry about the Dungeon of Darkness thing.”

“Can you do a replay tonight of sometime from when I was there? Turdy. Mr. Turdwaddle. He’s a huge fan and he recognized me. He wants me to watch it tonight to see my doppelganger. I can’t be two places at once, so a rerun would get me out of a bind.”

Eileen relaxed.

“I can do that. I’ll make sure it’s one where you have the starring role.”

“I also understand that Turdy has a pretty sizable account with the bank. I’m thinking this whole crazy gnome thing is a chance to separate him from some of his money. I’m also thinking that in a few weeks maybe he gets a special invite to the dungeon in return for a suitcase full of cash.”

“You scoundrel you,” Eileen said with one of her rare laughs. “I like the way you think.”

“Great. I’ve got some streaming porn to watch and a gnome to catch, but I can’t wait to make it back home to you. Either the bedroom or the dungeon is fine as long as I get to spend some time making love to you.”

Eileen smiled.

“It’ll be the bedroom for a while honey. I think you’ve earned it and you might even be able to make me fall in love with you if you keep it up.”

“Oh trust me Eileen. Keeping it up is never an issue when I’m with you.”

With that the phone went dead.

Eileen hung up and starred for several minutes as she tried to collect her thoughts.

“Damn,” she said to herself. “He does kind of grow on you after a while.”

She was going to tell Stan she was leaving a bit early, but heard strange noises coming from his office.

She opened the door a crack and was greeted with the sight of Mr. Maxwell crouched on his desk, bouncing up and down on a fairly large bottle of water that was sliding in and out of his ass.

At the same time he was moaning, “Oh yes. Fuck me Buck. Please fuck me Buck. I need your cock so bad Buck.”

Eileen close the door and picked up her handbag.

Yes, Buck Bumknocker certainly had a way of growing on people.
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Buck and Turdy were setting on a sofa watching the big screen monitor.

“Isn’t she incredible,” Turdy said, his voice filled with awe.

On the screen, Buck was watching himself, tightly bound over a sawhorse, and Eileen, wearing a mask. She was approaching from behind wearing a corset that struggled to hold her massive breasts in place. She was also carrying a coiled bullwhip in one hand. In a fluid motion, she unleashed the whip.

Turdy had the volume turned up and the surround sound on. The snap of the whip filled the room and both men jumped.

“She is incredible alright,” Buck said as he watched the video of her whipping his bare back.

Then she finished and grabbed a bottle of lube from one side. Lubing up her cock, she mounted the bound and gagged Buck from behind in one quick motion. He remembered how every inch of that monster felt as it slid in and out of him.

“Poor bastard,” Turdy said.

Even through the gag, the video had the muted sounds of Buck’s agony.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Buck said. “Some guys like that kind of thing. Don’t you kind of wish it was you?”

Turdy stared intently at the screen. Buck reached over and began rubbing the other man’s crotch. The crotchety old man was rock hard from watching the video of Eileen’s relentless hammering of Buck’s ass.

Buck gently worked the zipper of the old man’s pants. Beneath he found a pair of pink, silky panties.

“Why Turdy,” Buck whispered. “Those panties are adorable.”

“Belonged to my wife,” the old man whispered, still staring at the screen as Buck worked the man’s pants down until they were wadded around his ankles.

Turdy seemed mesmerized by the screen or maybe he just didn’t want to say anything that might cause Buck to stop.

So Buck unbuttoned the man’s shirt and found he was also wearing a matching bra that was frilly but had flattened cups.

Now Buck pulled the man’s panties down, exposing a hairless dick no larger than an average man’s thumb.

Buck leaned over and took the tiny nubbin in his mouth and began to suck. Turdy began to moan softly with his eyes still glued to the action on the screen.

After a few minutes Buck stopped and said, “Wouldn’t’ it be incredible if the tranny granny was here? Maybe spanking you or working that huge she-dick of hers up your tight pussy ass while someone else nursed on your little sissy cocklette in their nice warm mouth.”

Buck went back to sucking on the man and to his surprise he was suddenly rewarded with one quick squirt of man-juice. Then he felt the tiny shaft begin to deflate.

The man hadn’t moved or made a sound. It was like he was hypnotized by the video of Eileen.

Buck pulled up the man’s panties, walked to the window to look out on the darkened lawn, and saw the god damn gnome walking around with a fucking shovel.

“Crap,” he muttered and then headed towards the front door.
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Buck quietly slipped out the front door and walked quickly towards the side of the house.

Even with the full moon, the lawn was masked in shadows from the house and trees.

Suddenly there was a noise ahead that sounded like someone shoveling. Buck crouched down and moved slowly forward towards a row of bushes. Whatever was doing the digging was just on the other side.

Unfortunately, Buck was so intently concentrating on moving forward that he failed to notice the freshly dug hole that was in his path. Just a few feet away from the hedge, he stepped into it. He let out a yell as his ankle twisted and then fell flat on his face.

He quickly rolled over and was just in time to see the gnome peering over the hedge and swinging the shovel towards his head. It connected with a loud thump and Buck’s body went limp.

The gnome jumped over the hedge and knelt beside Buck. Then he pulled something from a pocket of his odd costume and stuffed it into Buck’s mouth.

“That’ll fix you up,” the gnome said in a high pitched voice and began to laugh.

Buck was only semiconscious, but when the gnome pinched his nose shut he had no choice but to quickly chew and swallow whatever it was that he was being feed.

The gnome stared quietly at Buck for several minutes as the man tried to collect himself. Finally Buck tried to set up, but he instantly regretted the decision.

It was like his head had exploded into a spinning calliope of color and sound.

He vaguely heard an evil chuckle from the gnome.

“You man whore. I looked through the window earlier and saw you sucking old Turd man’s pitiful little package. Let’s see how well you can suck a real cock.”

Buck felt like he was watching his life from some distant corner of his mind.

He could only stare blankly as the gnome peeled off his pants and pulled down his underwear.

Suddenly he understood who was responsible for all of this, but he couldn’t do a damn thing about it. Instead he could only feel his mouth pried open and a cock begin fucking his throat. They were deep, powerful thrusts and Buck struggled to breath between each plunge of the dick.
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The gnome looked down in glee.

He hadn’t gotten off in a while and he was ready to use this guy’s mouth for some relief.

Served the bastard right for trying to help old Turd man get him into trouble.

He grunted as he felt an orgasm approaching, so he didn’t hear the slight stirring noise behind him.

Suddenly one strong hand grasped the back of his neck and another his cock.

He screamed in pain as he was bodily lifted and then slammed to the ground. Before he could catch his breath someone was on top of him, the weigh on his chest nearly unbearable.

“Anything bad happens to him,” a voice said in a ferocious whisper, “And I swear I will rip your cock off with my bare hands, stuff it down your throat, and watch you choke to death.”

Then a fist connected with his jaw from the left side and an instant later another fist connected with his jaw on the right side.

Then the gnome was out cold.
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“Buck!” came an urgent voice.

“Buck, can you hear me? Come on Buck. Wake up. Please. God I don’t know what I’ll do if anything happens to you.”

Buck was struggling to regain control of his mind.

He coughed and felt a hand help him into a setting position.

“Eileen,” he said. “I don’t know what the hell you are doing out here, but I’m sure happy to see you.”

Eileen, who was wearing all dark clothing grabbed Buck and hugged him.

“I got worried,” she explained. “I thought you might run into trouble so I decided I’d stick around in the background in case you needed help.”

“I think I solved the mystery Eileen.”

“Really?” she asked, unable to hide the tone of surprise in her voice.

“I think I might have a knack for this detective stuff,” he continued. “The gnome is just the boy who does the gardening, but he’s just dressed up.”

“How do you know that?” Eileen asked as she peeled the goofy hat from the now unconscious figure lying beside them.

“His underwear. I was checking out his ass when he was bent over earlier. The gnome had the same bright yellow underwear. Had to be him.”

Eileen was genuinely impressed.

“But what was he doing out here dressed like that?”

“Harvesting hallucinogenic mushrooms. The asshole feed me one. A friend game me one to try a few years ago. I recognized the taste after he made me swallow it. Sure as hell fucks with your head.”

Eileen patted the loose fitting shirt he unconscious boy was wearing and pulled out several mushrooms.

“Damn! You really did figure it out Buck. You really solved the mystery.”

“I think I also figured out how we can make a bit of money off the whole deal.”

“How?”

Buck explained.

Scheming and scamming were what Eileen had made her way through life on, but even she had to admire the plan Buck had come up with.


13.

Buck walked back into the den to find old man Turdy still dressed only in women’s lingerie and still happily watching the streaming video of Tranny Granny’s Dungeon of Darkness. About the only thing that had changed since Buck had left was that the tiny lump in the panties indicated the man had regained as much of an erection as he could achieve.

“Want some soup?” Buck asked. “It’s good for you.”

Buck had a bowl and spoon and carefully tried to get the man to take a sip. Within a few minutes the bowl was empty and old man Turdy’s face broke into a strange smile.

“Whee,” he said. “I feel… Shit, I don’t know what I feel.”

“I know what the gnome was doing,” Buck told the old man.

“I don’t give a damn about the gnome right now sonny. I’m busy watching my Tranny Granny show. How about another one of those blow jobs like you gave me earlier.”

“First let me tell you about the gnome. He was trying to dig a tunnel to the Tranny Granny’s secret dungeon. She’s practically been right under your feet this whole time.”

Now Turdy looked surprised.

“Really?” he asked in a voice filled with child-like wonder.

“Yep. And she’s                really glad you saw him and had me catch him. She’d like to give you a private show.”

Turdy’s eyes widened and there was a ruckus from the hallway.

Eileen came walking in dragging the boy by the collar of the shirt of his gnome costume. She had finished poured a bowl of hot, mushroom soup down his throat a few minutes earlier and he was a bit dazed and confused.

Eileen herself was a sight wearing her black lingerie that included hose and a garter belt allowing her huge dong to swing freely in front of her with each step.

“Hey Turdy,” Eileen said. “I hear great things about you and really appreciate you watching my show. Let’s use our little gnome friend here to give you a special show of your own.”

She had drug the gnome to the desk and tossed him on top of it. She pulled the pants of the costume down exposing the boy’s ass and looked around. Her eyes caught sight of an umbrella stand that held several walking sticks. She grabbed one, flexed it between her powerful hands, and the stepped up behind the prone young man like a batter getting ready for the pitch.

Whack!

The walking stick connected sharply with the boy’s tender ass and he tried to jump in surprise.

Eileen put a hand on the boy’s back to hold him in place and let go with several more lashes in rapid succession.

Whack!

Whack!

Whack!

Whack!

Whack!

“Like that bitch boy?” Eileen taunted him as he moaned.

“Moaning like the little nasty whore you really are, aren’t you?”

Eileen let go with another series of strokes with the cane.

“Ready to really have some fun?” Eileen asked as she moved into place behind the boy and spread his cheeks. She puckered up and let a well-placed wad of spit fly, hitting him in the ass.

“That should be enough lube,” she muttered and the boy let go a whine.

But a second later this turned to a scream as Eileen’s massive she-cock began its relentless journey up his butt tunnel.

“Tell me how much you like that,” Eileen commanded.

Not getting a response, she grabbed the walking stick again and delivered a series of sharp blows to his back.

“Didn’t hear you earlier. I said tell me how much you like that,” Eileen commanded.

“Gawd yes,” the boy said, his voice strained. “You are fucking huge!”

He panted for several seconds.

“Is it all the way in me? I want it in me.”

“Never had anything so big. Damn, damn, damn.”

“Shit! Yes. Oh shit!”

Eileen shifted her weight, took a hip in each hand, and began to really pound the boy’s bubble butt.

“Yyyeeeeeesssssssss!” the boy scream. “Give it to me!”

And Eileen did…


14.

Buck nudged the old man who was setting beside him dressed only in pink lingerie.

The old man was excitedly rubbing himself through the panties.

“Why don’t you get in there and get yourself a blowjob Turdy?”

The old man didn’t need any further encouragement. He staggered to his feet and headed towards the desk that the young man was bent over. With a grin he stopped in front of the boy, tugged at the panties, and let his tiny, semi-flaccid wee-wee flopped out.

“We’re going to fuck this boy right, aren’t we Turdy” Eileen said.

Turdy happily nodded.

While Eileen continued to plow the boy’s ass from behind, Turdy grabbed the boys head. By now the boy was consumed by a combination of lust and psychedelic mushrooms that had him eager for anything—the kinkier the better.

He eagerly opened his mouth and took the old man’s cock into it. He began nursing and sucking on it like a baby would a bottle.

“Shit,” Eileen said with a grunt.

She was close and could tell by the look on the old man’s face that the warm mouth working on him was about to be rewarded with a wad of cum.

She tightened her grasp on the boy by the hips and began to thrust hard and deep as a roar escaped from her.

The boy felt like his ass was being torn apart but was excited to know this gigantic she-male with her monster cock was about to erupt inside of him and sucked even harder at the tiny cock in his mouth.

“Aaarrrrrrggggggggg!”


15.

Eileen’s roar shook the walls of the house as her huge dong stiffened and began disgorging itself of a massive load of cum. It was nearly a minute before her balls were finally emptied and at that point Turdy’s cock let go once again with a single squirt of goo in the boy’s mouth.

Eileen pulled back and walked around the desk to give Turdy a hug that nearly crushed the frail old man.

“We showed that little bastard, didn’t we?”

Turdy was chackling and laughing as he pulled up his panties and waddled back to the sofa.

He sat down beside Buck.

“You know,” Buck said, “Ms. Granny Tranny there did a pretty good job of protecting you from that little bastard. Maybe you should ask if she’d watch out for things around here and maybe give you a private show now and then. Heck, you might even get your own visit to the Dungeon of Darkness now and then. Would you like that?”

Turdy nodded and slipped a piece of paper and a pen towards the man.

“Why don’t you just sign here and let her take care of things for you from now on?”

Eileen had come and was setting on the arm of the sofa on the opposite side of Turdy from Buck. The man signed the paper, handed it back to Buck, and then found himself grasped in a hug that buried his head between Eileen’s sizable breasts.

“We’ll look out for you honey,” she promised.


16.

Eileen was dragging the wanna-be gnome by the neck once more.

“It was thoughtful of you to come save my butt,” Buck told her as they trudged along to where Eileen had had parked the car out of sight.

“I have a vested interested in things,” she told Buck. “After all, your butt belongs to me.”

“I’m good with that,” Buck said.

“Besides that,” Eileen continued. “It’s not every day someone tells me they love me.”

“There is that,” Buck said as they approached the car in silence.

Eileen opened the trunk, hefted the gnome inside, and then slammed it shut.

Now she turned and faced Buck.

“Buck Bumwhacker,” she said with a sigh. “I want the truth. Really. Did you just say that to be charming?”

Buck thought for a minute before he answered.

“No,” he finally replied. “I said it because I think I’ve fallen in love with you.”

Spontaneously she grabbed Buck and hugged him tightly.

“Good,” she whispered in his ear. “Because I think I’ve fallen in love with you also.”


17.

The sun broke over the horizon, flooded through the window, and fell on the unusual couple whose bodies laid intertwined on the bed.

Buck and Eileen began stirring about the same time. Then they became distracted for a while and after that they both rushed around so Eileen would make it to work on time.

When Stan Maxwell, bank president, arrived, he found Buck setting beside his secretary’s desk with the two talking quietly.

“Stan,” Buck said and stood up to shake the other man’s hand.

“Why don’t you come into my office Buck,” Stan said, thinking that getting a blow job would be a great way to start off the day.

“Can we talk a bit first? There is a situation that came up with Mr. Turdwattle.”

Stan chuckled and joked, “You are at your best when situations ‘come up’, now aren’t you Buck.”

“Yeah, well this situation was a little different. Turdwattle is convinced there is a gnome running around his property and that some kind of transvestite grandmother has a dungeon nearby.”

Stan looked thoughtful and Buck continued.

“So Turdy and I talked. The poor guy needs help. He actually has hired a company named TGDD, Ltd. To help take care of him. I hope you don’t mind, but I called her yesterday around quitting time and couldn’t reach you. Eileen came out and helped with the situation. She and I witnessed the agreement he signed with them. It’s for $100,000 a month, but that’s includes a full-time nurse to stay with him at all times. They also do special outings and entertainment to keep their clients happy.”

Stan was doing the math in his head. Turdwattle had around $15 million in the bank, so that would last 150 months which was twelve and a half years. Given the man’s age, it didn’t seem likely the old fart would run out of money.

What Stan didn’t know was the TGDD, Ltd. was the business name for the Tranny Granny’s Dungeon of Darkness. He also didn’t know that the “nurse” was actually one of her very well trained sissies who would not turn Turdwattle’s days into a series of fairly short sexual romps followed by several hours of napping.

Neither Eileen nor Buck felt particularly guilty about anything. After all, Turdy had been a lonely old man who was losing touch with reality and being taken advantage of by his gardener. Now his life would have some excitement and, while they might be taking advantage of him to an extent, they would also make sure he was reasonably well taken care of.

“Now,” Buck said, standing up. “Let’s go have that private conference.”

Stan stared. Buck was wearing tight leather pants pulled a leather vest and cap off Eileen’s desk. He also picked up a bag and walked towards the corner office.

Stan looked shyly at Eileen and then meekly followed Buck into the office and shut the door behind them.

Fortunately the gag kept Stan’s screams of pain and ecstasy at being on the receiving end of some rough leather bondage play muffled.

Buck left just before lunch time and a few minutes later Eileen walked into the banker’s office.

The man was in a naked heap on the floor covered with welts and cum.

“I have a few errands to run,” Eileen told the figure on the floor. “I’m going to take the afternoon off. I’ll tell them out front that you aren’t taking visitors this afternoon.”

She smiled and walked out.

She hoped Buck was worked up from his session with the pudgy financier, because she was ready to play hard and rough with her lover for the afternoon and most of the night.

She was also ready to start breaking in gnome boy who had ended up begging for her to make him her sissy slave when they were trying to dump him on the outskirts of town.


Don’t forget…

Buck Bumknocker will be back soon on his next exciting case…

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, this list is only for naughty boys and girls.
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