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  CHAPTER ONE


  It was late and the bus terminal was almost deserted. I walked inside and stood beside the outside door while I looked around at the few scattered travellers and idlers that were seated in the big waiting room. I didn't see her at first so I started again at the corner to my left and slowly scanned the room. Of course, she could be in the John or even hunched down behind one of the tall seat backs. I caressed the knife in my pocket with my thumb.


  Then I saw a head with an Afro hairdo bob up about two-thirds of the way across the room. It could be her. I made my way toward the head as casually as I could, working it so that when I came up on her I'd be on the inside and she'd be between me and the outside door. Luck was with me and she didn't look up till I was sliding onto the bench beside her. Her eyes got wide and showed a lot of white. She started to get up but I grabbed her arm and held her down.


  “Going somewhere, Cherry?” I asked her real soft.


  “You let go of me, Ape,” she hissed, her eyes narrow and mean. She had guts all right.


  “Shut up, you biggety black bitch,” I said it easy, punctuating it with action instead of loudness. I'd slipped the switchblade out of my pocket and opened it, pressing the blade of it against her lower belly before she could move.


  “Hold still and keep shut or I'll cut another way into you,” I told her.


  That straightened her up. Her lips tightened and I saw fear edge into her eyes. Her chest swelled as her shoulders went back and her breathing deepened. She had a real pair of knockers on her. I looked down at them, the way they thrust right out like torpedoes and I smiled a little. Cherry was a beautiful girl all right, for a black chick.


  She was a light-skinned girl with even features and lips that were full without being too heavy the way some of them are. Her body was first-rate too, with a narrow waist and full rounded hips that just begged a man to ride her. It was a hot night and she wore a low-cut mini-dress that didn't have much to it.


  I took the point of the knife and put it under the edge of her skirt and scratched her leg lightly with it. Her thighs were bare almost to her crotch and I was scratching pretty close to home. Her breathing stilled and slowed almost to a stop.


  Finally she said, “What you want of me, Ape?”


  “It's the Duke, Cherry. He wants to see you.”


  “I'll drop him a postcard.”


  “He don't like you running out on him like this.”


  “He don't own me.”


  “There's two schools of thought on that, Cherry.”


  “He don't own me,” she repeated stubbornly.


  I had the point of the knife pressing against her belly now and she sucked it in, trying to act bold and defiant.


  “You're a good-looking girl, Cherry,” I said speculatively.


  She didn't say anything but her eyes widened a little. “I could tell the Duke I missed you.”


  “Yeah. You could do that,” she nodded, her eyes curious. “Why would you do that, Ape?”


  “You give me a good fuck, Cherry, a real good ride like I was one of your hundred-dollar customers, and maybe the Duke doesn't even have to know about me finding you here.”


  “You want me that bad, Ape?” Her lip curled and she looked at me like I was something that had just crawled out from under a rock.


  Well, I'm no matinee idol. I've got a slight curvature of the spine that keeps me hunched over and my arms are so long that my fingers brush my kneecaps when I walk. It's how I got the nickname— Ape. I'm not pretty either. I've got a heavy growth of beard that makes me almost always look as if I need a shave even if I shave twice a day, which I don't. But it was no reason for her to look at me like that, not a black bitch like her. I pressed the point of the knife in till she winced.


  “I don't know as I want you at all,” I said.


  “Take it easy, Ape!”


  I relaxed the pressure on the knife and she sagged in the seat, but she began to talk again, fast.


  “I didn't say I wouldn't—if that's what you want.” Her voice was eager now.


  “I want a blow job, Cherry. I want you to blow me, then I'm going to fuck you.”


  “Sure, Ape!” her words tumbling over each other in her eagerness to get them out. “You'll let me go then? You won't say anything to the Duke?”


  “I won't say nothing to him. I'll tell him I missed you. Now, come on.”


  She got to her feet slowly and we walked out together, me with my arm around her waist. Nobody paid any attention to us. When we were outside she glanced over at me.


  “Where to?”


  “Down this way, Cherry.”


  And we headed off together. I kept my hand on her arm and the switchblade in my other hand so she could see it if she glanced over. The spades are afraid of cold steel so I let it play on her emotions as we walked—in order to keep her loose and cooperative.


  There were hardly any people out. She kept glancing over at me, wondering where I was taking her. After we'd gone a half a dozen blocks, she knew. There was a park not too far away that was sure to be deserted at this hour. It wasn't big but it had a couple of corners that were grown up pretty thick and where the bushes would screen us.


  I could feel her relax. I guess she figured since it was pretty close that I really meant what I'd told her—that I'd let her go on her way after I'd fucked her. The funny thing is that I had meant it when I first said it. But not after she'd looked at me like that. No nigger bitch is going to look down her nose at me. But I was glad she thought the way she did. It kept her relaxed and cooperative all the way to the park and into the bushes in one corner.


  There was a cleared space behind the screen of bushes and I saw a used condom laying to one side. I guess lots of the kids in the neighborhood used it for a hideaway love parlor. I looked at Cherry and she stared back at me for a minute, then sank down on the ground, leaning back on her arms.


  “Take off your clothes,” I said.


  She slipped the dress off over her head and peeled her bikini pants off over long slim legs. God, she looked good and I could feel my cock begin to swell and jerk in my pants. She hadn't even worn a brassiere. She didn't need one. Her tits stuck out like firm ripe fruit with the nipples black and erect against the lighter colored mounds of soft flesh. They jiggled a little as she moved and my cock began to throb.


  There was enough light from the moon and stars so that I could see her real good, see the curly bush at the base of her belly—and I wanted to get my fingers in it and spread the crisp foliage and part those juicy lips and drive my cock deep into her guts. I was feeling horny and no mistake.


  I peeled off my own shirt and pants and stood over her, looking down at the warm voluptuous black girl. I kept the switchblade in one hand and she saw it all right. It was close but ready. I had Cherry in a spot but I couldn't trust her. I'd known her for a long time and she'd always been an uppity bitch that thought she was too damn good.


  I'd made all kinds of passes at her at the Duke's and she'd look at me as if I was some kind of dirt. And now tonight, after she'd looked at me the way she had, and asked me if I'd wanted her all that bad, I hated her. Because I did want her that bad. She was one of the lushest, sexiest pieces I'd ever seen and every time I looked at her I wanted to get right down on my knees and beg her for a piece. Once I even offered her a hundred dollars to fuck her just one time and she laughed at me.


  Well, she'd tried to run out on the Duke and now she was mine, right here, and I was going to have her the way I wanted her. The Duke wouldn't care what I did to her now, not after her trying to run. So I reached forward and twisted my fingers in the Afro bush hairdo and pulled her head up.


  “Eat it, Cherry.”


  I was ready. My cock was standing stiff and high and throbbing in its sexual need and my guts ached from the tension that had built up in me. She reached up with both hands and began fondling my balls. Her fingers were light as butterflies as they played with the swollen aching nuts. She rubbed them and squeezed them lightly, then began to stroke my upright rod with one hand.


  “That's it, Cherry,” I whispered. “That feels real good.”


  “You like it, Ape? Do you like this?”


  She leaned forward and her tongue snaked out and she began to lick the soft underside of my cock, the whole length of it from the base clear up to the purple head.


  “Yes! I like it fine. It's great.”


  “I'm going to really show you a time, Ape. I'm going to show you the time of your life,” she murmured.


  “You won't be sorry, Cherry,” I answered.


  “And I want your dick in me,” she said. “I didn't know you had one like this. If I'd known you were hung like this I'd have had you long ago. It's a real wife-tamer, Ape. I want your big dick in me, fucking me.” She went to licking it again then and the blood began to boil in my veins.


  Oh, I knew what she was doing all right. She was a real pro. When she figured she had to come across she decided to go all the way and give me the best she could. And part of the treatment was to build a guy up and make believe he was all the man she could possibly handle. I appreciated it too, even though I knew it was all part of a line.


  Not that she had to lie though about the size of my dick. I got a lot of shortcomings but that's not one of them. It's a beauty, long enough and big enough to make any woman squeal when it's working in her, even a whore like Cherry. She wasn't lying about that, only the part about wanting it inside her. All she really wanted now was to get back to that bus station and get the next bus out of town.


  I didn't care about that though, didn't care about anything as long as that slick tongue kept working over my dick. She had an educated mouth all right, one that really knew its way around a cock. She had her arms around my hips now and her hands were playing with my buttocks while she was nuzzling my dick.


  She licked up and down and around it, then started working on the head of it, her tongue going around the glans, laving the slitted end till I could feel it jerking. She felt me getting hot and she slipped a finger in my ass and began working it at the same time that her lips closed over the head of my cock and she started gobbling it.


  She had the hottest, greediest mouth I've ever had on my dick and I could see why she was one of the Duke's highest-priced girls. She sucked it easy at first, just holding the head of it in her mouth, her lips and tongue busy. My dick was so stiff and hard that I could feel the strain on it as she held it down with her mouth perpendicular to my body. I had both hands on her head and I tried to jerk her head forward, my hips bucking in an attempt to fuck deeper into her mouth.


  “Cherry, suck me, suck me!” I cried, not caring if anyone was near enough to hear.


  She responded by taking more of my cock into her mouth, her tongue applying a gentle insistent pressure on the underside as she sucked.


  “That's it, Cherry! Eat it! Eat it all!”


  I couldn't control myself any more even if I'd wanted to and I held her head motionless while I drove my cock deep in her mouth, feeling it pound against the back while her lips tightened on my shaft as it travelled in and out in a blind frenzy of motion.


  It only took a half dozen strokes till I came, the hot joy juice boiling up out of my balls to come shooting into her throat. She sucked hungrily, draining me, not slowing her actions till she felt me sag, felt my muscles twitching spasmodically in the aftermath of passion.


  “You're some cocksucker,” I finally said. “I've never had a blow like that before.”


  I was down beside her on the ground now and I really felt great. She'd done a real job on me. It had been a great come. She'd built me up to a real wild explosion. She put one hand on my chest after a minute.


  “Can't we go back now, Ape?” Her voice was real low. “To the station. I did what you wanted.”


  “Not yet, baby. I told you I was going to fuck you too— and I will.”


  “Are you sure?” Her voice was doubtful and she moved her hand down over my belly to my dick again. I felt the little shock of surprise hit her as her fingers closed around my stiff, rock-hard cock. I knew what she'd been thinking: that after a blow like that I'd be limp as a dishrag for a while and she could talk me into letting her go.


  I'd been pretty horny anyway before I'd gone out after her and I'd been wanting to fuck her so bad that it hadn't taken any time before I was hard again. So she had the surprise of her life when she grabbed onto that quivering rod, ready for action before she even touched it.


  And I wanted that hot black body too, really wanted it. So I leaned over her, my mouth going to one spike nipple and my hand kneading the soft flesh of her other breast. She settled back on the ground and let me have her, and she was worth having too. I've never tasted a woman as sweet as that. I sucked her tits till I heard her moan from the pleasure of it and while I sucked them I had one hand fondling her cunt.


  The covering hair was like a nest of curly wire and I parted it with my fingers to get at the hot sweet cleft between her legs. The lips of her cunt were flushed and swollen and I rubbed them till she began to roll her hips from side to side. By then my mouth was sliding across her belly and I stopped by her navel for a while to tongue it and suck it. I kissed a hot trail across the soft rounded flesh of her tummy, then stabbed my tongue into her cunt.


  She jerked and began to writhe and I cupped her ass in my hands and held her still while I sucked the dark meat of her cunt. Before I was through she knew she'd been sucked. I licked her good, up and down the hot cleft till the juices were running free. Then I got her stubby clitoris between my teeth and worried it a while before I began to suck it.


  All the time I sucked I was kneading the cheeks of her ass with both hands with both of her legs over my shoulders. She began to make mewling noises in her throat and I stuck my tongue in her vagina as far as it would go and wiggled it. She moaned. I closed my mouth on the folds of her cunt and began to suck, pulling as much of the hot moist flesh into my mouth as I could. God, she was sweet.


  She was really feeling it by then, whore or not, and I guessed that she hadn't been on the receiving end of a muff-diving job like this very often. By then I was hotter than a firecracker myself and I straightened up and moved till the fleshy head of my cock was pressing against her cunt and as she said “Ah!” I slowly drove into that hot seething tunnel.


  I've never had a tighter piece. Her cunt grasped my cock like a clutching hand and I felt the head get skinned back as I forced it into her. I hit bottom before I had the whole shaft in and I drew back and worked it in again and again till, with one last lunge, I was home. I lay on her, not moving much at first, just moving my hips from side to side, feeling my rod in that glory-hole and soaking in the goodness of it.


  “Oh, Cherry, you're tight!” I whispered. “You got the nicest pussy I've ever fucked.”


  “Oh, man, don't talk!” she cried. “Fuck, man, fuck!”


  And I did. I drew back and rammed home, sledging it into her with a savage joy at the grunts I forced out of her. I vowed she'd know she'd been fucked when I was done with her that night and I swung my hips in a long arc that sent my cock travelling a good eight inches in that steaming tunnel of her body.


  And she helped. She was a writhing, clawing bundle of raw nerve ends that wrapped itself around my cock and worked with a frenzy. Her arms were tight around me, her hips churning up and I sledged into her like a runaway drill.


  My own breath was coming short when I heard her cry and she bit down on my shoulder as I trip-hammered us both over the crest of the cliff. It was a gorgeous come and I knew she'd come too and that made it all the better. Afterwards we both just lay there till the spasms stopped and our blood quieted a little, then we got dressed.


  “I never expected anything like that, Cherry,” I said. “You were great.”


  “You too,” she said and started to step out of the bushes.


  “Hey! Where you going?” I grabbed her arm.


  Her...
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