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Chapter 1
















Lonestar Gentlemen’s Club was located in Uptown Houston. Though not the most popular in town, the place had been around for a while, and I was no stranger to it. I had been here as an undercover cop and a patron. But the last time I visited it as a customer, it must’ve been over twenty years ago when I was still a stupid young man. Now, finally wiser in my years, I really didn’t see the point of throwing hard earned money to women who gave you a hard-on with no follow ups. Jerking off in the club’s bathroom was in no way comparable to doing so in my own bedroom while watching a well-made Penthouse movie. Seriously, how often do you see attractive strippers?



But then again, maybe I’m wrong. Otherwise, what else could explain the thriving business of the city’s five dozen night clubs?



The place looked a lot more different than I remembered. The lights were dimmer and the music quieter. And there were two stages instead of one, in the center of the showroom, surrounded by tables and booths.



Mike and I took a table next to one of the stages. We ordered drinks and waited for the show to begin. We had checked the schedule and came at around the time when Riley would be dancing. Her stage name was Bella. Mike looked uncomfortable in his seat. The righteous young man had never visited strip clubs, except for work.







Following a loud whistle, a busty woman with tan skin and platinum blonde hair sashayed into the showroom in her stripper heels.



My heart skipped a few beats when I noticed her fantastic curves wrapped in the skintight dress. The V-neck of the dress opened all the way to her waist, leaving a generous view of her deep, golden cleavage, and a bit of her belly. The skirt wasn’t short, but it had a slit reaching her hips, tempting her audience with her long, smooth legs as she walked. Fuck me. I did not expect to find a glamorous Penthouse Pet in an obscure Houston strip club.



I reached for my drink but my eyes were glued to her as she went around the showroom before going up the stage, throwing her hips as she walked and saying hi to customers. She slowed a second when she passed our table and winked at me. Damned. Flirt.



Needless to say, my eyes never left her throughout her dance. I watched her dance with confidence, removing her clothes piece by piece as she twerked and ground the pole. In her lace underwear, Bella teased the audience with a few erotic movements, peeling her bra cup inch by inch only to leave it back on several times. When she finally gave us a glimpse of her full golden tits that were at least 38DDD, the audience turned wild. Barks, hoots and whistles filled the showroom and bills were thrown to the stage. Fuck me. Those jugs were every man’s wet dream.



Bella turned around on the pole, doing a pose that drew our attention to her generous ass. “Show us your cunt!” A man at the next table bawled.



Bella stood with her back to the audience and bent her body forward, her hands on the string of her thong and she pulled it down an inch while wiggling her ass. Her action caused lots of curses and groans but she let her string go with a naughty smile.



“Shit,” Mike’s face reddened into a tomato, and he squirmed in his seat.



Exactly. I had to stop my hands from reaching my zipper in front of my junior colleague.



Coming to the club wasn’t a wise move after all. I had been over confident when I told Mike I could handle it. The thirty-year-old at least knew his limits. He was a fearless fighter and had single-handedly arrested dangerous drug dealers, but he was reluctant to come here with me.














Chapter 2












After the music stopped and the lights dimmed, Bella / Riley collected her tips on the stage and received private dance requests. I didn’t wait to go up to speak to her. I pushed a twenty into her hand and asked whether she was available and she smiled while giving me a once over with her twinkling light brown eyes.



“Of course, hottie,” she cooed in a husky voice. “I’ll do a dance for you. But it might be a long wait. Okay?”



“No problem,” I responded. I shouldn’t think too much into the term she addressed me with because I was just a customer to her, but my dick didn’t know better and twitched.



As soon as I returned to our table, Mike excused himself. “I’ll wait in my car if it’s okay with you,” he said.



“Yes it’s perfectly fine.” I shrugged.



I sat back down, ordered another drink, and waited. Oddly, imagining Bella doing lap dances to other men agitated me. I could see every man here, maybe except Mike was dying to see more of the top stripper’s champion tits. I expected a long wait and was surprised when the floor manager came to me just minutes after Mike left.



“That was quick,” I said as I followed the man to the rooms.



“It’s because you’re the only one she agreed to see,” he said.



“What do you mean?”



He shrugged. “Bella only gives lap dances to customers she trusts.”



“Oh.” I was flattered and puzzled at the same time. Why did she trust me? She didn’t even know me.







I waited alone in the VIP room for five minutes when the curtain moved and Bella, or Riley, came in. My cock hardened in an instant.



She wasn’t wearing the same dress she wore earlier, but a cropped top that looked like a sports bra except the fabrics were much skimpier, giving me a fantastic view of her tits. I itched to push the straps aside to see the little that wasn’t showing. Tight black shorts wrapped around her ample ass snuggly, like two firm bubbles, tempting me to spank her.



Fuck me. I must’ve been drooling when she smirked. “How are you doing, Detective?” she asked in a sultry voice that only made my cock harder.



Damn. She knew who I was. That explained why she agreed to lap dance for me.



“I’m fine. Thanks for asking. But how do you know who I am?”



She shrugged. “Not hard to guess. Bill Walker died and you look like a cop. And the guy with you earlier? He was here once not long ago working on a case.”



“I see.” Smart girl. I cleared my throat. “My name is Mark Jackson. Nice to meet you.”



She looked bewildered for a moment as if unaccustomed to my formality, but she took my hand and smiled. “It’s nice to meet you. You can call me Riley. It’s my real name.”



“Sure.” Mike had gathered some information about the woman. She had Irish ancestry besides Latin. Born in the Dominican Republic and came to the U.S. about five years ago on a work visa. “So, Riley. I have some questions for you regarding the murder of Mr. Walker, the owner of the club.”



“Are you sure it was murder? I thought he had a heart attack.”



“Well, perhaps I should say potential murder. He was likely poisoned.”



“What terrible news,” she said, not looking sorry at all.



“Walker’s security footage showed that you were with him three nights before he died. It appeared you did a lap-dance for him. What’s your relationship between you besides employer and employee?”



“I’m also his personal stripper,” she said with a shrug. “And he pays me extra for that.”



“Was that the reason you went to his house on the night before he died?”



“Yes.”



“Did you have sexual relationship with him?”



Riley shifted in her seat, and rolled her eyes as she playfully spread and closed her legs. Even though she was wearing shorts, the gesture still drove me crazy.



Fuck. The wicked woman was teasing me. I forced myself to stare into her eyes instead.



Riley chuckled. “I’m sorry I can’t help it. Did anyone ever tell you that you look just like Michael Douglas in Fatal Attraction except you’re taller and much handsomer?”



Damn. The comment flattered me and I couldn’t help but smile. “Please answer my questions, Riley.”



“What do you think?” she asked me back. “You look like an experienced detective. You must be able to answer your questions better than I can. Do I look like a woman who sleeps around? And don’t tell me yes just because I’m a stripper.”



“Well,” I tried to think before I spoke. It was a tricky question and I could hurt her feelings if I were not careful. “I can’t tell because I don’t know you enough.”



“So, you don’t think all strippers are sluts?”



“Not everyone.” And I grew more confident that Riley wouldn’t from the fact she wouldn’t go fully nude and wouldn’t do private dance for just any one.



She looked pleased with my answer. “Since the man is dead, it doesn’t hurt to tell you a little secret. The truth is Walker had ED for many years and he didn’t trust medication.”



I lifted my eyebrows. That’s interesting. “So, why were you stripping for him?”



“He was hoping I would give him a hard-on one day.” She said with a shrug. “But it had never happened.”



“How well do you know Walker’s wife Sophie?” I blurted out the question.



Riley paused for a second. “We’ve known each other for a while. I started to work for Walker shortly after she quit the club.”



“I see.”



I was going to ask her my next question when Riley pouted.



“Now, are you going to keep asking me questions, or are you ready for a dance, Mr. Detective?” she asked in her sultry voice.



My mouth felt dry and my eyes went straight to the jiggling jugs behind her top. “It won’t be necessary but I’ll pay you for your time anyway,” I said in a hoarse voice.



“Wow, you’re a nice one. You know what? I’m going to dance for you anyway.”



I hadn’t had a chance to stop her before she turned up the music and started to roll her hips.



Slowly, she whirled around and wiggled her bottom at me. I swallowed as my heart raced. I heard the sound of zippers and the next minute, she shimmied out of her shorts and greeted me with her large bubble butt covered by two thin strings.



Fuck. I mentally slapped those plump but firm cheeks. I even imagined pulling the string that settled in her ass crack. Riley suddenly yanked off her top and turned around, presenting me with her glorious tits jiggling and bouncing as she rolled her shoulders seductively. I grunted and had to grip the chair to stop my hands from flying their direction.



Riley smirked, her arms behind her head, she moved toward me with her tits swaying, tempting me to touch them. I knew the rules, and I wouldn’t break them. But rules aside, Riley’s eagerness to see me and to please me was alarming. Why was she making an exception, knowing I was a detective? Was she trying to seduce me? Fuck.



When Riley straddled my lap, still gyrating her hips and swaying her tits, my cock was about to break my zipper. She sat down, her warmth spreading over my legs and her intoxicating scent filling my nostrils. Placing one hand on my shoulder and one knee on the chair next to my thigh, Riley raised her other leg, brushing my hard-on with her knee before she straddled me. Fuck. I growled at the naughty gesture that just expanded my cock by another inch. Smirking, Riley ground on my hardon, hooking her arms around my neck, her massive tits nudging against my chest like velvet pillows.



Fuck me. I had to stop her. Otherwise, I would come in my pants.



“You need to stop, Riley,” I said but I didn’t push her away. Fuck. I might be tough out on the streets when I fought with criminals, but I was made of flesh and blood and had my weak moments.



Riley leaned in and whispered into my ear, “Your cock felt so long and thick, Detective. I wish I could have it inside me.”



Fuck. She was definitely tricking me. She wanted me to make a move, to touch her or grab her so the bouncer would come to kick me out.



I grunted without doing anything stupid. “Thank you, Riley. I’m sure your pussy would fit me perfectly. But I can’t take your offer today. I’ll take a rain check though.”



She pouted. “Do you at least want a blowjob?



Fuck yes.
 And I would very much love to fuck those titties.
 “No, Riley. I should go,” I pushed her away gently.



She whined. “You’re no fun. Tough guy.”



Was I imagining it, or did she look disappointed?



Not until she left my lap did I see the wet stain on my pants. Shit. She was wet for me. Really?



I gazed up at the woman and she pouted as she adjusted her shorts and her top.



I gave her a hundred-dollar bill but surprisingly she pushed it back to me. “It’s on me, Stud.”



“Are you sure?”



“I’ll let you pay if you come back to see me. Maybe after you solved the case?”



“You bet I will,” I said, shoving the bill back into my pocket. “But I have just one more question.”



She raised her eyebrows and waited.



I fished out the sugar packet from my pocket and asked her. “Do you know where Walker purchased these?”



She paused for a moment. “He didn’t purchase them. He manufactured them. He owned S&R. It’s the only brand we use here at the nightclub.”



“I see.” Damn.



She looked as if she had more to say, but stopped. “Anything else?” she asked.



“No, that's it. Thank you.” I handed her a business card. “Let me know if you came across something useful to solving the case.”



“Will do.”



After she left the room, I took several deep breaths before leaving the nightclub.



“How was it?” Mike asked as soon as I entered the car.



“It went okay,” I said, avoiding his eyes.



“Do you think she did it?”



“No,” I said, shaking my head. “She couldn’t possibly.”



“Why?”



I paused for a good answer. Although preposterous, my intuition was based on a single fact. Riley was wet for me even though she knew I was a detective and even though I did nothing to arouse her. And she refused to charge me. A calculated killer wouldn’t have been so impulsive.



But I couldn’t tell Mike that.



“She just doesn’t look like a murderer,” I said with a shrug.



“Are you sure?” Mike asked.



“Ninety-nine percent.”



“I guess that leaves us Sophie Walker,” Mike said. “She’s still the most likely. She was the wife, closest to the deceased, after all.”



I was reluctant to agree because Sophie didn’t look like a murder to me either although I couldn’t pin point the reason for my intuition. It could be the way she treated her dog, but then again there were plenty of murderers who loved their pets.



“You might want to go over the security footage one more time,” I said to Mike. “Or maybe I’ll watch both women’s whereabouts for a few days.”


















Chapter 3












On Wednesday, I missed Nora like crazy. I hadn’t gotten a chance to see her again since our dinner night. Knowing she didn’t have to work at the bar on weekdays, I called her and asked whether she would like to go to dinner with me.



“I can’t. I have to study for my sociology exam tomorrow.”



Right. She told me a couple days ago on the phone. “Come on. I’m sure you’ll do fine.”



“I’m not that optimistic.”



“You know what? I can bring you some to-go dinner.”



“But I’ll be in the library.”



“Then I’ll meet you there.” I knew I sounded like a man possessed but I couldn’t help it. I needed to see her or possibly, fuck her.



“You’re silly, Mark,” she said. “But I’m really sorry. I promise I’ll see you tomorrow.”



“Okay,” I said. I ended the call with a sigh, and then I recalled that her sociology class was on Mondays and Wednesdays, not Tuesdays and Thursdays. Tomorrow would be Thursday. She was lying. Why? I became suspicious and decided to find out. I parked across the street to Nora’s apartment and waited. At about five, she came out of the building in a tight skirt and nice makeup, looking like she was going on a date. I narrowed my eyes. Was she seeing someone else?



She walked toward a car at the parking lot and got in. Without hesitation, I followed her as soon as she pulled onto the road.



As I followed her onto the highway, my heart beat a hundred miles. The last time I caught my girlfriend cheating on me was back in college. It was the reason I never fully trusted any woman again or put too much faith in them. This time, I had fallen hard for the fiery girl and thrown caution to the wind. The girl called me Daddy but it didn’t mean she belonged to me. I was so agitated I didn’t check before changing lanes and got honked at. Fuck. I cursed. I’ve got to calm down and stop being a jealous fool. The girl gave me her cherry. For God’s sake.



Twenty minutes later, we were in South Park Houston. Nora stopped in front of an apartment building in the middle of an industrial area. As she waited for the gate to open, my heart pounded in my ribcage. I could hardly think. Who was she seeing?



Shortly after Nora went into the building, I heard ladies speaking loudly from one of the windows. Grabbing my binoculars, I saw Nora first, and then a busty blonde woman. Fuck me. She was Riley. I let out a sigh of relief. Thank God. It wasn’t a guy. I shouldn’t be surprised the two women knew each other, but why did Nora keep her visit a secret?



I needed to get a better view. Looking around, I saw that the building I parked next to was actually a parking structure of an office building. If I went up a floor, I could probably get a better view of Riley’s room. I did just that. The parking structure was mostly empty. So I found a perfect spot, where I could look into Riley’s apartment. Turning off the ignition, I adjusted my car seat, leaned back, and held up my binoculars.



Riley led her guest to the couch facing the window and gestured for to her to sit down. She then disappeared into another room and came back with a can of beer. Nora popped open the can and took a long drink. Shit. That made me thirsty but too bad I didn’t have any drink near me.



For the next ten minutes or so, they just talked and laughed. Damn. I wished I could hear what they were talking about. Nora showed Riley something on her phone and the two kept looking at it for the next few minutes. A homeless guy’s shouts distracted me and directed my binoculars in his direction, and by the time I focused back on the girls, they were kissing. And I didn’t mean a chaste kiss between friends.



Nora’s hand was on Riley’s tit, and Riley’s was on Nora’s back, stroking and sliding down.



The next minute, Riley’s top was off, and her 38 DD Tits stared at me through the binoculars. Fuck me. My cock swelled immediately and it was all I could do not to stroke myself.



Nora didn’t wait to cup Riley’s tits before leaning forward to suck her nipples.



Goddamn. I hadn’t expected this. That explained why Nora was a virgin for so long. She didn’t need guys. It also explained why she hadn’t been that eager to see me again. I should be jealous of Riley, but oddly, I wasn’t. Hell, I was turned on.



Nora got down on her knees while Riley remained on the couch, her legs wide spread.



Fuck me. Was I imagining or was she dripping?



As Nora buried her face in Riley’s legs, I freed a hand to stroke my aching cock. Riley stroked her massive breast with one hand while grasping Nora’s head with the other. The top stripper wiggled her body, her eyes closed to narrow slits and her mouth parted. I could almost hear their moans. Holy hell. This was hotter than any Penthouse film I had seen. I recalled the moments I was fucking Nora and my urge to come quickened. I also remembered how good Riley’s tits felt against my chest, and her hot, sticky ass on my lap. I grunted as my orgasm built its way up. I put the binocular aside for a moment to undo my zipper and take out my cock.



When I looked through the lenses again, Riley was shaking and Nora was lapping up her juices. Fuck.



The two naughty girls stood up, hugged and kissed. And then Riley turned Nora around and held her from behind. Since both were facing me, I could see Nora’s face clearly. I watched Riley’s hand roam over Nora’s body, skimming her belly and cupping her tits. Nora’s hands reached back over her shoulders to stroke Riley’s face.



When Riley’s hand traveled down Nora’s thighs, Nora lifted one leg and placed it on the coffee table so Riley had a better access to her pussy. Fuck me. I watched my girl writhe and shout. I couldn’t read lips but it wasn’t hard for me to guess she was shouting “Fuck me, Riley!”



Riley opened the drawer of her coffee table and fished out a dildo. She pushed it between Nora’s legs, sliding it up and down her slit before thrusting it into her.



Goddamn. This was exactly how I wanted to fuck Nora. From behind and standing. I recalled how tight her virgin pussy was and grunted. I couldn’t take it anymore. I gripped my thick shaft hard and quickened my strokes. Within a few strokes, I shot out a thick rope of cum onto the dashboard.



I let out a satisfying sigh and kept watching. It didn’t take Nora long to come. She came with a spasm, her face contorted and her head thrown back. I watched the two of them drop back onto the couch and cuddle. And then they stirred, and Nora reached her phone. She typed something on it with a wicked smile while glancing my way. A second later, I heard my phone chime.



Fuck. I got a text from her.



Enjoy the show, Daddy?



My mouth opened. Did she know I was watching? How was it possible?



I stared at her through the binoculars and saw her smirk. She threw me a kiss and then lifted her tits toward me. Fuck me.



While I was thinking about a witty reply, Riley was typing on Nora’s phone.



You can come join us if you wish, Mr. Detective. We’ll do a double lap dance for you!



Double lap dance? What the hell did it mean?



I didn’t have to wonder for long. Riley and Nora stood up and faced away from each other, their asses glued together as they rolled their hips. Fuck me. I turned on the ignition of my car and drove out of the parking structure.



The gate of Riley’s apartment was unlocked by the time I got to it. I went straight to her unit. Before I even rang the doorbell, Riley opened the door for me and greeted me with her prized tits.



“Hello Mr. Detective!” She cooed with a coquettish smile and let me into her unit.



My eyes were glued to her golden jugs that I had dreamed about in the past two nights but I still resisted the urge to touch them.



Riley laughed as she took my hand and pressed it onto her pillowy bosom. I grunted and squeezed the soft mass. While I was busy touching her, she leaned in and pressed her lips on mine. She sucked on my lips for a second before licking me with her slick tongue. I deepened our kiss, pinning her on the door while touching her frantically. We were both moaning like two hungry animals. Not until I heard another person’s moan did I recall Nora’s presence.



Shit, I pulled away and looked for her.



Nora was sitting on the couch, waving at me while cupping her sex with one hand. “Hi Daddy!” she said in a throaty voice. “You’re so naughty!”



I growled as I went to her. “How did you know I was here?”



“I saw you following me,” she said with a giggle and stood up to hug me. “Mr. Detective.”



Shit. I had been jealous and careless. I kissed her hard before asking, “So you were teasing me?”



The two girls looked at each other and laughed.



I growled. “Why did you keep it secret? Why didn’t you tell me you knew each other?”



“I didn’t want you to think we plotted the murder of Walker,” Nora responded.



“Sit down, Mr. Detective,” Riley said, nodding at the couch. “We’ll dance for you.”



“Call me Mark please.” I sat down as directed.



Riley brought me a beer from the fridge and then sat on my lap. I took a long swig as she unbuttoned my shirt and stroked my muscles. “He’s so fucking hot,” she said to Nora.



“Told you!” Nora said smugly.



“And tough,” Riley said with a pout. “He wouldn’t touch me no matter how hard I tried the other night.”



“That was because I was working,” I said.



“So you aren’t working now?”



“Still am,” I said sheepishly. “So don’t tempt me.”



“Are you serious?” Riley whispered into my ear. “No way I’ll let you leave without a taste of your yummy fat cock today.”



Fuck me. I was a goner. I put down the beer bottle, slapped the side of her butt and kneaded her boob that any man would risk his life, if not job, for.



Riley straddled me like what she did the other night at the nightclub. Only this time, she had nothing on. “You’re wearing too many clothes,” she cooed as she undid my zipper.



With Nora’s help, my pants were gone first, and then my shirt. Within a minute, I, too, was stark naked.



“Fuck me, you’re perfect! You look like what’s his name? The sexy model who was also an actor?” Riley said in her husky voice.



As she was thinking, Nora blurted, “Eric Rutherford?”



“Right. Except you’re a lot younger than him and you’re not gay. Thank God for that!” Riley said as she eyed my cock hungrily before gripping it firmly in her hands.



“Fuck,” I muttered and thrust into her hands while cupping both her tits. I prefer Michael Douglas to Eric Rutherford, but I could be whoever the ladies wanted me to be, as long as I turned them on.



Nora whimpered as she watched us, biting her lip with envy and looking as if she wanted to offer a helping hand. But instead, she sat down on the couch facing me, spread her legs and played with her pussy. Fuck me. I wouldn’t last.



“I need to be in your pussy,” I growled when I felt Riley’s juices leaking onto my thigh.



Riley moaned and squirmed but didn’t stop her hands.



“Let him fuck you, Riley,” Nora said. “Please. Make it an exception!”



“I don’t have condoms with me,” Riley said. “Do you have any?”



“No,” Nora and I said simultaneously.



“Let him fuck you bareback,” Nora said. “I’m his only girl and I was a fucking virgin before him.”



Riley hesitated for another minute. “Okay. But I haven’t let any cock inside me for three years. You’d better make it memorable for me, tough guy!”



“Oh you won’t regret it, honey,” I said and gave her ass a playful swat.



She moved her ass up and I brought my cock to her pussy entrance. Fuck. She was tight as a virgin. Despite her dripping wetness, it took me some effort to make my way in.



“Ahh,” she croaked as she sank on my cock, “Fuck you’re big, Mark. Muy grande!”



“You’re tight, baby,” I grunted and pushed harder. Once the head of my cock was in, I slipped the rest into her. As her slick pussy wrapped me snuggly, I thought I would pass out in that intense heat.



I pulled out and thrust again, spanking her ass as I moved. Riley moaned loudly as she pushed back, nudging her fat ass against my balls. Fuck. Her spectacular jugs jiggled as she fucked me, and I don’t hesitate to feel them.



As if I hadn’t gotten enough stimuli, I caught sight of Nora over Riley’s shoulder, her fingers working deftly over her pink slit, and another hand rolling her nipple. Shit. I wish I had an extra dick. But since I didn’t, I focused on fucking Riley for the moment, while watching Nora.



Riley, though, saw what I was looking at and got an idea. She got off my lap and turned around to kneel in front of Nora. “Take me from behind, Detective, please,” she said, slapping her ass and then thrust her face between Nora’s thighs.



Nora whimpered in an instant as she ground Riley’s face. “Yes, baby. Oooh,”



Fuck me. I watched the two sexy women making out with my mouth open, and my ready-to-explode cock in my hand.



I went to kneel behind Riley, her ass waving, and her cunt hanging between her thighs like the most delicious Red Velvet with melting cream waiting to be consumed. I swallowed my saliva, grabbed her plump ass and spread it open. “Want me to take your back hole?” I asked while teasing her crack.



She giggled. “No thanks. Not today.”



“Okay,” I said, playing with her wet folds once again before pushing my cock into her sopping pussy.



“Ooh,” Riley moaned loudly. She stopped eating Nora out and said, “Fuck I love your giant cock.”



I couldn’t help slapping her ass again and again and making her giggle. She was so fucking sexy I would never tire of her. I reached down to scoop her heavy tits, squeezing and rolling them. Fuck. This woman felt amazing everywhere. How the hell did I get so lucky? When Riley wiggled her ass and gyrated around my shaft, I grunted. Dammit. I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted this moment to last longer.



Nora freed a hand and reached for the dildo lying on top of the coffee table. She handed it to Riley. “Fuck me with this again please. It feels as good as Daddy’s cock.”



Shit. She wasn’t kidding. The thing was my size, but slimmer and with a curve that I assumed created for better effect. I was instantly jealous of the inanimate object. “Oh baby, you can’t be serious about it,” I said. “My dick knows your pussy better than that silicone stick.”



But my comments were ignored. Riley was fucking Nora with the dildo, skillfully. “Is this your sweet spot?”



“Higher up. Yes. That’s it. Mmmm. Harder! Perfect!” The smile on Nora’s face turned me on and intensified my jealousy. I plunged into Riley harder, pushing her forward and forcing her dildo deeper into Nora. The two women moaned in synchrony and I felt as if I was fucking them at the same time.



“Fuck, Riley, I need to come,” Nora cried out a moment later. “Faster please!”



As if on cue, my cock picked up its speed and rammed into Riley like a runaway train. Riley’s pussy clenched on me first, and then released a gush of wetness, making it even harder for me to slow down. I cursed as I fucked her like a jackhammer, hard and fast, until my cock twitched and swelled. I blasted Riley’s pussy with a thick load, and then another, filling her fallow land with gallons of fertile seed.



The two ladies screamed their orgasms at the same time, bringing our orgy to its climax.








Chapter 4
























Two days later, I got a text from Mike telling me he found something interesting and asking whether I could meet him at Walker’s house. I agreed.



I arrived at the Walker’s residence an hour later. Mike was stuck at a meeting but would be there soon.



Sophie opened the door for me in a blue satin bathrobe, the swells of her breasts unhidden and her nipples poking under the fabric. Fuck. My cock twitched before I could speak.



The woman looked radiant. Her flawless skin glowed and her flaming red hair cascaded down onto her shoulder, which would be bare otherwise. Fuck me. An image of me kissing her from her shoulder down to her creamy cleavage flashed in my head and I quickly averted my eyes to prevent any movement in my nether region.



“Good morning, Mrs. Walker,” I said in an unprofessional, strained voice.



“Sophie, please. Detective
 Dickson
 ,” she said while glancing at my crotch casually. “And good morning to you too.”



Fuck, my dick jolted in response to the playful gesture. “It’s Jackson, ma’am,” I corrected her.



“Oh, pardon me,” she said with a faint smirk before turning away.



Fuck. What did that smile mean? Did Nora or Riley tell her anything about our orgy the other day? That was why I shouldn't mix business with pleasure. Well, too late now.



“Help yourself. You can stay as long as you like,” she said to me in the foyer. “I’m going to shower now, and then shopping. But Ana, the housekeeper, will be here in a minute.”



“I see. Thank you.”



“You’re welcome.” She threw a sultry smile at me before turning toward the stairs.



And as soon as I realized the back of the bathrobe was made of a sheer lace instead of satin, my cock grew wild. The woman was not wearing any panties underneath. Each step she took up the stairs, she tempted me with her plump, juicy peaches and the sweet crack in between.



When she got to the top of the stairs, she looked over her shoulder and smirked again.



Fuck. She knew what she was doing. Wicked woman.



I should follow her up the stairs and spank her snowy ass until she moaned. I ought to put my painfully hard cock in her naughty cunt and fuck her senseless. Little doubt she wanted that very much.



But I stood where I was, and loosened a shirt button instead. I sat down on the couch and waited for Mike. I heard water running from upstairs and my cock became restless again.



Suddenly I heard a scream from the second floor. Sophie. I didn’t wait to rush toward the bathroom.



“Are you okay, Sophie?” I paused at the bathroom door.



“I’m not. There’s a spider. Come help me please!”



I let out a sigh of relief. “No problem. Hang on.”



I tried not to look at Sophie but her snowy curves filled my vision and I couldn’t think for a second. She was so fucking beautiful. My eyes found their way to her perky tits glistening with water beads. Fuck me. They looked delicious. I would have kept gawking if she hadn’t thrown herself at me. “Get rid of it please!” she said pointing at the insect.



The spider was on the wall opposite to the shower faucet, looking harmless to me. But Sophie was so frightened she was trembling in my arms. I took the showerhead, sprayed the bug and rinsed it down the drain. I put the showerhead back and said, “It’s okay now.”



She grinned and stamped a kiss on my cheek. “You’re my hero, Detective!”



“Anytime,” I said, and then noticed again her naked wet body against me. My cock couldn’t help but jerk up.



Sophie gasped. “Oh God. Let me help you with that, please.”



I hadn’t gotten the time to protest when she got down on her knees, unzipped my pants and took out my cock.



I was in her mouth the next minute. She sucked the top gently like a lollipop and coos while gazing at me with her lustful blue eyes. My God. It felt like a dream. Why was she doing this to me? Was she trying to trick me as well? Did she kill Walker? Was there a camera in the bathroom? Fuck. I wouldn’t care if there were. While enjoying her sweet mouth working wonders on my cock, I took in the sight of her round ass and her perky breasts. She wasn’t as curvy as Riley, but no less gorgeous. I reached down to stroke her soft swells and to pinch her firm nipples.



“Mmmm,” she moaned. Her pretty lips wrapped tightly around my girth, she sank all the way to the base before coming up. Her narrow, soft throat gripped me firmly as she moved. I groaned and closed my eyes to fully enjoy the pleasure.



Sophie deep-throated me over and over until my cock started to throb. She then let me out and sucked hard on my tip while massaging my swollen balls.



“Fuck!” I muttered and spewed out a thick rope of cum into her mouth.



Sophie quickly swallowed and then licked my shaft until it was all clean.



The doorbell rang just as I zipped up my pants. I kissed Sophie. “Thanks. It was a fantastic blow job.”



“No problem, Detective. You sure you don’t want to stay longer?” she asked as she turned on the water and rinsed her body, cupping both of her twin mounds and wiggling her ass to tempt me.



I swallowed. “Another time, Sophie.”



“Is that a promise?”



“Maybe.”







I went downstairs and opened the door for Mike.



“Why’re you all wet?”



“Oh, Sophie had a bit of a plumbing problem with her shower and I fixed it,” I lied.



“Nice,” he said. “I know who to call next time I need a plumber.”



“Sure.” I chuckled.



“So, let me show you what I found,” Mike said as we got to Walker’s computer. He selected the date and time and the camera and we sat down on the couch. “Watch carefully. We missed something important last time. It turns out there’s audio, too.”



Walker came out of the partition that separated his bed and the sitting area of his room. He went to the bar, rinsed the carafe, the mug and the spoon, and measured coffee. He went out of his room briefly, apparently down the stairs to pick up something from another room. In the meantime, the dog, Jasper, strolled into his room and jumped onto the couch.



Walker came back, his eyes glued onto his tablet, and headed to the coffee maker without noticing Jasper. He poured coffee into his mug, and then reached for a packet of sugar. Jasper chose to run to him at the moment, and Walker jerked around.



“Hey! Stupid dog, stop or I’ll shoot you!” he shouted and ran after Jasper.



“Jeez,” I mumbled. “What kind of man would shout at a dog like that?”



“A weak man,” Mike said, his eyes not leaving the screen.



The room was empty until Walker returned about five minutes later. He opened the sugar packet in his hand and poured it into his coffee along with some creamer.



Mike stopped the video and looked at me.



“So?” I asked. I had seen this part except it was silent last time.



“I know it isn’t clear but watch it again.” He moved the cursor to the part right before Walker turned around to yell at the dog.



Walker reached for a sugar packet. His hand wasn’t steady and he dropped it onto the floor, but before he could pick it up, Jasper dashed toward it and snatched the sugar between his teeth.



“The dog took the sugar?”



“Yep. That’s why he ran after him.” He zoomed in the picture until I saw the corner of the sugar packet between Jasper’s teeth.



Mike then selected the hallway camera and we watched Walker chase Jasper into his wife’s bedroom.



“Holy fuck,” I said, understanding what Mike was trying to get at while recalling the sugar packet I found in Sophie’s room the other day.



Mike stopped the recording. “Since there isn’t any camera in his wife’s bedroom, we can only try to piece things together.”



I heard the hair dryer from Sophie’s bathroom, but lowered my voice nonetheless. “So you’re saying, the one I found in Sophie’s room was the one the dog grabbed from Walker’s bedroom, while the one Walker drank was a different packet he took from her room by mistake?”



“That’s my guess.”



I paused to recall what happened that day. The dog did seem to have a habit of knocking Sophie’s stationary organizer over. He did it once when I was there, and must have done it when Walker chased him into Sophie’s bedroom. Sophie said the dog had made a mess earlier that day when I handed her the pen on the sofa. “It was certainly possible. Jasper dropped the sugar packet Walker was after under the couch, but there had been another packet inside Sophie’s organizer, and it spilled onto the floor. Walker picked it up and got poisoned.”



“Exactly,” Mike said with a nod. “My conjecture. Doesn't that make sense?”



“Yes. But there’s no way we can prove it. Even if we can, she didn’t poison him.”



“I know. But at least that solved the case.”



I frowned. Sophie could still get in trouble for negligence causing accidental poisoning. And why did she possess a pack of poison in disguise of sugar? This did not look good.



“Did you check the fingerprints on both packets?”



“Yes and I’m waiting for the reports.”



“Good.” I said although I didn’t really like where it was going.



“There was one more strike against Sophie,” he said. “It turned out that she lied to us about her whereabouts on Saturday.”



I raised an eyebrow. “She didn’t go to the gym?”



“No,” he said. “I thought it was strange that she wore a dress instead of workout clothes when she returned home. It showed on the footage. So I contacted the gym she went to.”



“Shit. Why did she do that?”



He shrugged. “No idea. That made her suspicious.”



“Right. It looks like I’ve got some spying to do,” I said.










Chapter 5
























I was on the phone with a client when someone knocked on my door. Through the opaque door glass I saw the shape of a curvy woman with a blonde ponytail. I ended the call and opened the door.



Riley stood in the hallway, in a tight button-down shirt over a denim miniskirt. With the ponytail and without any makeup, the twenty-five-year-old looked just like a college student.



“Hi Mark.” She grinned while waving my business card. “May I come in?”



“Yes of course.” I gave her a tight hug, relishing the incredible feeling of her generous breasts crushing against my body, before letting her go.



“Sit anywhere you like,” I said as I closed the door. “Would you like anything to drink?”



“Yes. Some ice water please.” Riley stood up and glanced around at my office. “This place is small for a big man like you,” she commented in her husky voice.



“You’re right about it, honey,” I said, chuckling. “But it’s large enough.”



I handed her a bottle of ice water and she thanked me. I watched her gulp down the water while some droplets rolled down her cleavage and drove me restless. Her skirt was so short that I could probably glimpse her panties if she spread her legs.



Riley’s satisfying sigh interrupted my dirty thoughts. “Thanks for the water. I was so thirsty!”



“Want another one?”



“Not now. Let me just say what I came here to tell you first.”



“Of course,” I said, gulping down some saliva and dragging my eyes above her neck. “Go ahead please.”



“You said come see you if I had information related to Walker’s death?”



“Yes?”



“Well, I’m not sure whether it’s related, but I sort of feel they are. I didn’t realize it until yesterday really. You mentioned the sugar packets made in the Dominican Republic that day, and that brought back my memory of a girl named Gizelle. She died of a cocaine overdose. I was the one who discovered the body. She actually slept in a VIP room the night before. When I started work, I saw her lying on the couch with drug paraphernalia next to her.”



“I’m sorry to hear that.”



Her eyes turned red. “It was a nightmare especially because Gizelle was such a fiery girl that we all loved. She would stand up for us if any customer dared step over the line.”



“I see. What made you think she had anything to do with Walker?”



“Well, she err, challenged him quite a lot about us strippers’ rights and demanded fair wages and safe working conditions. She also threatened to sue the club for discrimination when they wouldn’t give her more afternoon shifts so she could spend more time with her kid.”



“Sounds like she was a fighter.”



“She was. I was so sad when she died. What bothered me the most was that she had never taken drugs. She had warned us not to.”



“Maybe you didn’t know.”



“Maybe. But among the syringes and drugs, there was a pack of Sweet and Raw.”



“So? Wasn’t it what Walker used in the club?”



“Yeah, but Gizelle normally avoided sugar because she believed it was bad for her. Her mom had diabetes.”



I frowned. “Was the sugar opened?”



“That, I wasn’t sure.”



I frowned. “Well, I really can’t make much connection between the two cases yet, but I’ll look into that. And I appreciate you dropping by.”



“Anytime,” she said and stood up. “I should get going, unless you’ve got more questions for me.”



“I don’t but you’re welcome to stay longer,” I said. “I’ve got more water in the fridge.”



“Right.” She giggled. “Okay then, I will. My afternoon shift doesn’t begin until two.”



“Let me buy you lunch before you go,” I said. “And make yourself comfortable in the meantime.”



“Sure. Thanks.” She smiled while gazing at me, and then, she slowly unbuttoned her shirt. “Making myself comfortable.”



I gulped. “Right. Go on.”



She took off the shirt and stood in her lacy bra over her mini skirt. My pants tented up and I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t go back to work either. All I did was gawk at her magnificent tits until she dropped onto my lap.



Fuck me. “Did you come here to give me a private lap dance?”



“You bet I did,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me. “I missed you.”



I grinned. “What’re the rules?”



She rolled her eyes at my joke. “Since you’re my preferred client, I’ll let you touch me,” she said.



“Only touch? What else?” I asked while kneading her generous butt cheeks with both hands.



“Now you’re getting greedy.” Her voice turned sultry as she ground on my hard-on.



Damn. I freed a hand to squeeze her lush tits through the thin cups and she cooed.



“Mmmm Mark,” she whispered into my ear. “I’m all yours today. Use me however you like, please.”



Fuck. I didn’t wait to pull down her bra and freed her champion tits. I had fallen asleep with them in my head for the past few nights, but my memory wasn’t comparable to the real thing. They looked so plump and eager that my cock jolted at the sight.



They were not only huge but firm as well. I cupped both of them and lifted them to feel the heavy weight. “Fuck,” I muttered. “Sweetheart, your tits are so fucking heavy. Don’t you need help carrying them around all day?” I slapped them gently to make them bounce.



“Oh you have no idea, Detective. Would you like to be my porter?”



“It would be my honor.” I said, kneading her greedily before pulling one into my mouth.



“Ohh,” Riley whimpered as she watched her nipple going in and out of my mouth, hardening each time I sucked.



Her bottom felt wet and I shoved a hand into her skirt. The puddle between her legs confirmed my suspicion. The top stripper was horny for me.



I stood up and placed her on top of my desk, I pushed her skirt up and pulled down her panties, spreading her legs wide to expose her wet juncture.



The tangy scent drove my cock crazy and I growled before stroking her pussy lips. Riley cried. “Oh Mark. Fuck me please.”



“I will,” I said, playing with her silky folds a second longer and then sucking my fingers. “But I’ve got to taste your spicy pussy first.”



Her eyes widened. “Oh God. Really?”



Damn. Obviously, no one had done it for her.



I sucked her pussy lips and swirled my tongue around her clit. I alternated between light strokes and rough slashes, making her jolt with pleasure. “Oh God, Detective, Mark. This is incredible, baby. More, please!” she begged while pushing her pelvis up to fuck my face.



I groaned at her enthusiasm and flicked my tongue as fast as I could. Riley squirmed on my desk while gripping my shoulder to stay balanced. She squeezed her opulent breasts with her other hand as if to ease the pain.



Fuck me. I helped her out with that too. I grabbed one of her tits and massaged it. It was so full it felt as if it would explode if I squeezed too hard.



“Harder,” she demanded, putting a hand over mine and pressing it hard.



I did what she said, and molded her with some force. Her nipples were as hard as pebbles and I rolled them greedily in my fingers.



She gasped. “Don’t stop. I’m coming!”



I sucked her clit into my lips while pinching her nipple hard between my fingers, and she opened her mouth as she tensed, and then she howled with pleasure, with a decibel loud enough to alarm the entire city. Her cum splashed all over my face like a tropical storm.



I held her for a moment when she grabbed my cock. “Looks like you could use a blow job.”



Fuck. “Yes.”



She slid down the desk and kneeled in front of me, deftly undoing my zipper.



She took me into her pouty lips and sucked, and I thought I was in heaven.



For a second I wondered whom she had practiced with and how often, but I shut off that part of the brain and just enjoyed the ride.



I was in her throat, she had no gag reaction. Shit. “I’m close, baby.” Damn. It was so soon. I wanted it to last longer.



I pulled out and bent her over the desk, spanking her luxurious bottom before sliding my cock over her wet slit a few times. I located her pussy and thrust into her paradise in one slick motion. We groaned in unison. “Fuck I’ve missed your pussy, and your ass,” I said as I watched my cock going in and out of her wet hole, coated with her juices.



“I’m all yours now. Fuck me as long as you want,” she said.



I plunged into her in rapid succession, groaning as I fucked her. Her tits mashed against the desktop, spilling and covering half of the space. I stroked the sides first and then slipped my hand between them and the desk to feel her hard nipples.



Riley got even wetter as I fucked her and fondled her. “Oh Mark. No one had fucked me like this before. No one had stretched me as good as you. More, more, harder, yes!”



I spanked her fat ass and watched it jiggle, and then I reached a hand to fondle her wet sex before sticking a wet finger into her asshole. Riley gasped. “What’s that?”



“It’s my finger, baby. Fucking your ass. Do you like it?” I asked as I swirled my finger along her rear walls.



“Fuck yes. It tickles my sweet spot. I want more please.”



“You got it, baby.” I adjusted my position so I could do it without cramming my fingers. I could actually feel my cock through her walls. Fucking incredible.



Riley gyrated her hips to get more friction out of us, and that made it hard for me to hold any longer. “Slow down, baby. I don’t want to come yet,” I said.



“Ooh, I love the stamina,” she cooed. “But I’ve got to come, okay?”



She had barely finished speaking when her pussy walls squeezed. A wave of cum rushed over my cock and it was all I could do not to come with her.



I pulled out and flipped her around to face me. “I’ve got to fuck those titties,” I growled.



She looked surprised. “I’ve never let anyone do that but I want you to be my first.”



My cock was in her golden cleavage in the next second. Riley pushed them together for me to form pressure, burying me completely in her bottomless canyon.



I relished the sight of my cock ravishing the beautiful feminine organ. The bastard looked as if it owned the place. Like it had found a new home. Fuck. It was practically dancing as I thrust it up and down, in and out of the heavenly nook. I wanted to take my time to enjoy the privilege of fucking Riley’s prized tits, but my cock had a different idea. It had sustained long enough. And Riley didn’t make it easy when she pushed them even tighter against me. “Oh God. Detective. I wish your cock could live here in my tits.”



“Me too,” I growled, thrusting up harder so my cock reached her chin.



She didn’t hesitate to dart her tongue out to lick my crown.



Fuck me. That did it.



My cock shook like a fucking vibrator and squirted out a thick jet of cum, hitting Riley’s chin and then ricocheting back onto her breasts. I grunted as I ejected more cum and watched with fascination when my milky spunk ran in rivulets all over her golden sand dunes.



On our way to the Subway in my office building, I got quite a lot of envious stares from guys.



Over lunch, I asked Riley, “Tell me about how you met Walker.”



“He was doing business in Santo Domingo at the time of the Miss Dominican Republic contest. I was a contestant and he sponsored me.”



“I see.”



“I didn’t win, but he offered me a job in the US, telling me I would make big money. I didn’t know better so I said yes.” She seemed regretful.



“He didn’t tell you what kind of work you would do for him?”



“He told me I would be a glamourous dancer at a famous nightclub.” Her face was burning red. “I was stupid. He said I wouldn’t have to take off my clothes if I didn’t want to. Of course, later I found out I wouldn’t make much money at all if I didn’t strip.”



“How much more time is left on your contract with him?”



“Two months.”



It wasn’t likely she would kill him just to buy two months.



“Believe it or not, I was a good girl before coming here. I wanted a good life. I had a boyfriend. He encouraged me to come, telling me he would join me later and we would build a beautiful future in the U.S. Buy a house and have kids, that sort of thing. That dream kept me going for a while until he married someone two years later.”



Tears poured down her face and I reached across the table to hold her hand. “There. You’re better without him, Riley. You can still find a man and have kids. You’re young and beautiful. I bet a lot of men will line up for you if you make your intention known.”



She laughed through her tears. “You’re a good man, detective. Sophie is right.”



“Sophie? Are you friends?” Recalling her impromptu blowjob in her shower that day made my cock twitch.



“Yes. We know each other well. When I first came here, she was still working at the club. She took care of me.”



“I see. Does she know about your relationship with her husband?”



Her face changed a bit. “First of all, there is no relationship between Walker and me. He made me do everything. Strip for the club, and strip for him. I’ve never slept with him. And Sophie knows it.”



Extraordinary. I guess Sophie didn’t really care for Walker at all.



“What else did Sophie say about me, besides being a good man?” I couldn’t hold my curiosity.



“She said you’re also an idiot because you think we killed Walker.”



I grumbled. “Not true. I’m trying to find out the truth, is all. It doesn’t make me an idiot.”



“It does. Because Walker had many enemies and one of them would kill him. So why would I risk my life to take his?”



Well, she’d got a point. “Sometimes people don’t think so logically when they commit crimes.”



“Oh I assure you, Detective. I don’t think logically most of the time, but I don’t kill people.”



I chuckle. Damn. This woman was as sassy as she was beautiful. “Do you like being a stripper, Riley?”



She looked at me as if I was nuts. “Is that a trick question?”



“No. I was going to offer you a job if you would quit the strip club. I don’t think the contract you signed with Walker matters so much anymore.”



She raised her eyebrows. “What kind of job?”



“I could use a secretary at my office. You seem to have good conversation skills. And you are bilingual.”



She grinned and reached across the table to kiss me. “That’ll be fantastic. Oh Mark, I love you!”



I chuckled, aware of the eyes watching us. “I love you, too, baby. Now why don’t we head back to my office. You can start working today if you wish.”



“Will do!” She cleaned up the table quickly and took both our trays to the trash.



Not until we were out of the restaurant did I question my sanity. How was I going to have any work done with those killer tits constantly jiggling in front of me?
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