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12 HARD INCHES


I made a big mistake sleeping with the trailer park supervisor’s wife. It’s not my fault; she’s been trying to seduce me for years. It was just a moment of weakness—and she sleeps with everyone, so I really thought I could get away with it.

But Frank, the assistant supervisor, caught us together, and Frank’s been trying to get me out of that park since he got the job. I’m in huge trouble now, knowing Daryl, the park’s supervisor, owns enough firearms to arm an entire militia—but there might be hope…

I can’t convince Frank to keep his mouth shut, but maybe I can convince Bambi to convince him for me. Bambi is the working girl who calls Frank his ‘best client’. Sure, it means making a deal with a sex worker, and it means finding out just what Frank likes so much about her. Let’s just say it’s in the title of this book…

The direction of this story was decided by Nikki Crescent’s Patreon subscribers.
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Look—everyone makes mistakes, alright? Some mistakes are just more dangerous than others…

Though I’m not really sure I would call what I did a mistake. It’s not like I tripped and fell cock-first into the trailer park supervisor’s whore wife. Buying the wrong drill bit at the hardware store—that’s a mistake. But fucking the park supervisor’s wife; I knew what I was doing, and I knew the risk I was taking on.

And let’s be clear: she was just as responsible as me. In fact, she’d been trying to seduce me for weeks, and a man can only resist for so long. I would go out in the morning for my morning smoke, and she would be there, on her patio, wearing the lingerie she slept in. She would wink at me as she smoked her own cigarette. It wasn’t unusual for her to call out to me, “My husband’s out for the day,” without any prompt.

Sure, I was guilty too. I would go out without a shirt on when I knew that she was out there. I knew that she liked my hard abs and my big chest. I would do a few sets there on my own patio (I had a little home gym set up). She liked to watch me work out, and I didn’t mind having the audience.

And occasionally, I would notice a wardrobe malfunction on her end: her nightgown pulled up too high, showing off her slit and her pubic hair. Or sometimes she wore this little satin kimono, and it would be open, showing off at least one breast. “Oops,” she would say later on when she decided it was time to notice and cover herself up. She had a perfect pair of fake tits—by far the best set of fakes in the trailer park.

And then there were the times she would go inside to change, cigarette still in her mouth. She wouldn’t close the curtains as she stood by the window, which faced my patio. She would strip down and spent a good amount of time naked while she picked out her outfit. One time, when she knew that I was on my patio, she took out a vibrator and pleasured herself. Of course I watched, because I knew the show was for me. She put on one of those ‘shows’ when I had a friend over.

“Damn,” he said to me. “Daryl’s wife is some whore, huh?” It was 9:30 AM as he finished his first beer, staring into Brandi’s bedroom window, watching as she rubbed her clit with her manicured fingers.

“She does this all the time,” I said.

“She know you watch?”

“I don’t watch,” I said, blushing. “Not all the time. I mean, yeah—sometimes I look over.”

“She’s hot,” he said to me. “But her husband is fucking insane. He’ll blow your brains out if he finds out.”

“Finds out what!?” I said. “It’s not like I’m doing nothing wrong!”

My friend just laughed at me, shaking his head. “You must be doing something if she keeps doing it.”

And maybe he was right: maybe I did flirt with Brandi more than I should have, especially knowing that her husband, Daryl, really was insane. In fact, he’d spent ten years in prison for gang-related violence and armed robbery. Now, he was clean; he no longer drank and he no longer dealt drugs in the park. After getting out of prison ten years earlier, he took a job as assistant trailer park supervisor, and he managed to work his way up to head trailer park supervisor. He was probably the best supervisor the park had ever had; he did a good job keeping the crime out for the most part, though he let a few of the grow-ops slide, and I’m sure he knew about the meth lab at the end of the street; everyone knew about it (maybe he was being paid to turn a blind eye).

But Daryl did own an alarming arsenal of firearms, considering his history. He was always sitting out on his patio, cleaning his shotguns, cleaning his AR-15. On weekends, he would take those guns out to the Crown land behind the park and shoot up trees.

Daryl would undoubtedly kill anyone who touched his wife, even if it meant going back to jail for the rest of his life. But that didn’t stop a lot of guys in that park. Peter, the immigrant from Bulgaria, fucked her brains out once, at 9:00 AM on a Wednesday. The curtains weren’t even closed all the way, so I could see it all from my living room window. Peter pushed Brandi up against the glass, squashing her big, fake tits against the window, and he rammed her from behind while she moaned. Greg from down the road face-fucked her until she nearly blacked out—also with the curtains open—and he came on her face. I never said anything, but it was still well-known that she was a gigantic whore, so obviously people were seeing. Daryl was the only one who seemed to be oblivious to his wife’s fooling around.

It was a Thursday morning when I finally caved. She was in lingerie, leaning over the banister of her patio, smoking a cigarette. “You going to work out for me this morning?” she called out to me.

“I was going to squeeze a set in before work,” I said.

She took a long drag from her smoke. “You know, you’re welcome to come and workout over here.” She winked at me. Now, her lingerie robe was open, so I could see her pussy (surrounded by red-lump razor-burn) and one of her perky fake tits.

“I think your husband might kill me if I did that,” I laughed, pretending like she was just joking around.

“He doesn’t have to find out,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Besides, the fucker couldn’t care less about me; he can’t even get his fucking dick hard with me anymore.”

I blushed and looked away. “That’s hard to believe,” I said. “You’re insanely hot.”

“Awe. That’s so sweet,” she smiled. “Well, really, you’d be doing him a favour. One less thing he has to try to do.”

And I caved. It wasn’t the first time she’d invited me over, but it was the first time that I decided to take the risk—and I was taking more than one risk. I didn’t know if she was clean; she slept around, and that was no secret.

I wanted to go through her trailer to close all of the curtains, but she didn’t let me get far before she dropped her robe and wrapped herself around me. I looked over her shoulder before her lips pressed against mine, seeing the open window. “We should close that,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said. “We’ll get it in a minute.” Then we kissed. She had fat, soft lips. She made a point of pressing those hard breasts up against my chest. Then, she took my hand and pulled it down between her legs. “Finger me,” she moaned, and then we kept kissing. I rubbed her clit and then she took my wrist and forced me to stick my finger into her tight slit.

I looked at the open window again. I thought of all the times I’d seen her with different guys. I didn’t want anyone seeing me with her. I could see Daryl’s favourite shotgun, propped against the wall, next to a box of shells. One of those shells would soon have my name on it.

“I want your fat cock inside of me,” she whispered in my ear. “I want you to fuck my asshole while I finger myself.”

She was horny—insatiably so. She kept grinding herself against me. She only pulled herself away from me for a moment, so she could take a swig from a bottle of vodka. It was fruit-flavoured vodka, making her breath smell a bit terrible, but that made no difference after a few minutes, once she had her back to me, butt against my lap. She rubbed herself hard, and then she moaned, “I love how hard you are. Fuck. My loser husband can’t get his lame cock hard, even with pills.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

Then, she decided to show me what I was going to be enjoying. She got onto the bed, on her hands and knees, butt facing me. Then, she reached back and grabbed one of her butt cheeks. She pulled her asshole open and puckered, trying to show me the inside of her body. “How badly do you want it?” she asked me.

I will admit that I was turned on, even though she was being more of a whore than I would have liked. She pushed two of her fingers deep into her pussy and began to finger herself, making her hole gush and drip. “Are you going to fuck my asshole or not?” she said.

I looked up at the open window. “I just need to close that curtain,” I said.

“Fuck the curtain!” she snapped suddenly. “Just fuck me!”

I realized then that the curtain was opened intentionally. She got off on the idea of being watched. She wanted people to see us together because it gave her a thrill, and that thrill made her even hornier. I wasn’t even inside of her rear end for thirty seconds before she was having a squirting orgasm, making that bed wet all over. “Don’t stop!” she screamed.

Those trailer walls were thin. I knew that the whole block could hear us together. But it wasn’t enough to stop me. The strong desire to fuck her brains out was completely overriding my sensibilities. But strangely, in that moment, I felt invincible. I didn’t think we were actually going to get caught. Those other guys never ended up being caught, so why would I be the one to get the axe?

“Cum in my asshole!” she screamed. “Cum in my fucking whore asshole!” At least she knew. “Choke me, you bastard! Choke me until I cum!”

I grabbed her throat and squeezed.

“Harder!” she screamed, over and over until I was squeezing so hard that she couldn’t speak or breathe. She came again, squirting all over that bed. Her face was dark red when I finally let go. “Spank me!” she demanded, so I spanked her. “Harder!” she said over and over, until I was leaving dark red marks on her ass.

Then, she wanted me to pull her hair. She made me slap her face, smearing her makeup with the palm of my sweaty hand. I was probably leaving her with a few bruises, but I swear it was what she made me do. She even called me a pussy a few times when I refused to hit her hard enough to knock her out. “Are you going to cum in my fucking asshole or not? Am I not tight enough for you?”

She was on top, bouncing aggressively, digging her claws into my chest. She was getting every inch of my cock inside of her, pushing so hard that her ass went flat on my lap. She was grunting loudly.

I kept looking at that opened window. I was on the verge of coming when I looked and saw Frank standing on the road, looking in, seeing me with his boss’s wife.

Frank was the new assistant trailer park supervisor. He was a dope with the brain the size of a walnut. He would walk up and down the streets of the park with a pair of oversized aviators, looking left and right with his hands on his hips, acting like the town sherif. He was determined to make Daryl like him, even though Daryl was always cussing him out and calling him a ‘blundering retard’.

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach—but that wasn’t enough to stop me from coming. I filled Brandi’s asshole with hot cream, making her scream. “Yes!” she yelled loudly. “Oh God, it feels so fucking warm!” She clenched my shaft hard with her tight asshole. Then, she stood up and pressed her fingers into that same hole, apparently wanted to feel my cum with her fingertips. It was a strange and somewhat off-putting sight. While she was doing that, I rolled over and rushed to the window, closing the curtain…

But the damage had been done. Frank saw me with his boss’s wife, and now, I couldn’t stop looking at that shotgun propped up against the wall. I was in deep shit.
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Itook a quick shower, cleaning my crotch to ensure that I wouldn’t end up with an STI (a friend told me that it was impossible to get an STI if you scrubbed your cock right after sex). Then, I put on some sweatpants and rushed out the door, off to find Frank before he could find Daryl and tell him what happened.

My heart was racing. I knew that Daryl would blow my brains out with that shotgun if he found out that I filled his wife’s asshole with cum. He wouldn’t hesitate to pull that trigger. And sadly, that probably meant he wouldn’t even get a life sentence, because they would call it a crime of passion. I think you get a smaller sentence if it’s not premeditated.

“Have you seen Frank?” said to Caroline, who was out on her deck, smoking a blunt.

“Frank?” she said. “What in the hell do you want to talk to Frank for?”

“I need to talk to him about something important.”

“Daryl’s over in his office.”

“I don’t want to talk to Daryl,” I said.

“If it’s important, I wouldn’t waste my time with Frank,” Caroline said to me.

I just smiled and went off. I went over to Daryl’s office trailer. I could see Daryl inside, behind his desk, with a beer in front of him. He had a calm look on his face, suggesting he hadn’t yet heard the news—which meant Frank wasn’t there. So I kept hunting down the assistant trailer park supervisor.

“Have you seen Frank?” I asked Peter.

“Frank?” he said. “What do you want with that baboon?”

“I need to talk to him about something.”

“I think Daryl’s in his office.”

I groaned. I kept looking, going up and down those narrow trailer park streets. Frank usually wasn’t so hard to find; he was always trotting up and down those streets with his thumbs in his pockets, trying to look like some sort of cowboy. Hell, sometimes he even wore a lame cowboy hat, which was almost certainly from a costume store.

“Hey Raymond!” someone shouted out at me. “No work today?”

“I’m taking the day off,” I said. “Have you seen Frank?”

“Frank?” he said. “What do you want Frank for? He owe you money or something?”

“I just need to talk to him.”

“I haven’t seen him. In fact, I haven’t seen him at all this morning. Usually he’s trying to look into my windows, rubbing his greasy face all over my glass. You know, my wife had to hit him with a broom the other day because he kept sneaking through our backyard. He’s convinced my wife is growing dope in her garden.”

I didn’t have time to converse. I needed to find Frank before he told anyone about what he saw.

I decided to head down to Frank’s trailer, which was on the far end of the park, by the kids’ playground. Now, the kids were all playing, screaming, chasing one another helter-skelter in the streets. There was an old Buick trying to get by on the road, but the kids couldn’t care less, constantly darting in front of him. He tried honking to make the kids move, but one of the older kids (maybe ten) flipped him the bird and yelled, “Fuck off you old shit!”

I darted in front of the car and headed to Frank’s trailer. I went up his rotting steps. One of the boards collapsed underneath me, and I nearly fell straight through his shitty deck. All of his curtains were closed. I slowly walked up to his door. Now, my heart was pounding. I had no idea how I was going to convince him to keep his mouth shut. I didn’t want him to know that I was desperate, but I also didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of having something he could dangle over my head. I thought for a long moment before I reached my fist out to knock on his door.

But I didn’t quite get that far. Before I could knock, the other door opened: it was a sliding glass door that went into Frank’s bedroom. I turned, expecting Frank to step out. But instead of getting Frank, a woman stepped out.

She was an older woman wearing a robe on her top half and black fishnets on her bottom half. Her makeup was thick and her hair was a mess. A single, quick glance was enough to know that I was looking at a prostitute.

And I suppose that explained why Frank had suddenly vanished from the park; he went off to meet a whore at his house.

Now, the whore was lighting a cigarette, staring off at the playground, watching the little kids as they darted back and forth, screaming as they chased one another.

“You didn’t actually fuck that loser, did you?” I said, scaring her.

She gasped as she turned to me. She put her hand to her chest and said, “What the hell are you doing there?”

“I need to talk to Frank about something.”

“He’s in the shower,” she said. “And so what if I fucked him? What difference does it make to you?”

“I guess it doesn’t make a difference,” I said. “I honestly thought he liked guys.”

She rolled her eyes and looked away from me. I was honestly shocked that she would sleep with a guy like Frank, even if she was a hooker. She was older, maybe in her mid-forties, but she had a kind, pretty face. Her body was pretty good too: slender, curvy; she had large breasts, which were obviously natural (a rare commodity in that park). Her lips were plump and slippery. Her skin was remarkably smooth for her age. But it was the way that her fishnets hugged her plump thighs that made my gaze wander down.

“Can I help you with something?” she asked.

“You don’t mind if I go in, do you?” I said. “I really have to talk to Frank.”

“I mind you staring at my body like a hungry coyote,” she said. “Have some manners.”

“What kind of prostitute tells a guy to have manners?” I said.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, looking away from me. So I reached for the door handle, but it was locked. Then I looked at that bedroom door. “You don’t mind if I slip through, do you?” I needed her to unlock the little latch on the other side of the gate.

“Do I mind?” she said. “I have no idea who you are, and this isn’t my house.”

“It’s important. I need to talk to him.”

She smiled and walked over to the gate. She put her forearms down on it and leaned forward, making her large breasts squish together. “Will you pay me to open it?”

“Hell no, I ain’t paying you anything. I just want to talk to Frank.”

“Well then you can wait until he’s done in the shower—and he’s still got forty-five minutes left with me, so you can wait until that’s up to.”

“I doubt Frank is good for a second round, beautiful,” I said, rolling my eyes.

She smiled. “Thanks for calling beautiful, but Frank is usually good for three rounds in his hour.”

“No shit,” I said, baffled. “Frank? I don’t believe you.”

“Well, it’s true.”

I shook my head, trying not to think of his big, fat gut rubbing all over the pretty prostitute. Even now, she smelled a bit like Frank: that cheap cologne that he bought on discount from Walmart. “Just let me through, lady.”

“Fifty bucks,” she said.

“Hell no,” I said.

“Then you aren’t getting through. You can wait.”

“It’s important,” I said. “Like—really important.”

“Wait,” she said, suddenly with a big smile on her face. She tossed her cigarette butt onto the gravel driveway, and then she leaned closer. “Are you the guy fucking his boss’s wife?”

I felt my skin turning white. “Who said anything about that?” I said, forcing a small laugh in an attempt to make myself sound less guilty.

“Frank just told me,” she said. “He was on his way here and he said he saw some guy named… what was the name? Raymond—that’s it. Raymond was fucking his boss’s wife. He said he’s as good as dead. I’m assuming you’re Raymond.”

“Why would you assume that?”

She grinned. “So I’m right,” she said. “You have a sweet look, Raymond. You definitely don’t look like the type of guy to go around fucking married guys’ wives.”

“That’s none of your business,” I said. “Just let me through to talk to Frank. I just want to straighten some things out.”

“You going to threaten him?” she said. “He’s one of my best clients. He tips better than anyone else. I don’t want him getting roughed up.”

“I’m not going to rough him up.”

“So what are you going to do?” she asked. “He’s going to tell his boss, you know. He loves that man more than he loves me. He’s all he ever talks about. Daryl this, Daryl that.”

“Look,” I said. “It’s really none of your business. I’m going to handle it. Nobody’s going to get hurt—myself included.”

“Well, if it’s none of my business, then I’m definitely not unlocking this gate.”

“Then I’ll just jump it,” I said.

“I’ll scream.”

“Why are you protecting him!?” I snapped. I felt my face turning red. This whore was getting under my skin, even though she was the only reason Frank hadn’t already squealed on me. He probably would have gone straight to his boss had he not been late for his appointment with his prostitute. “Lady, you’re going to end up getting me killed.”

“I don’t know you.”

“If I get killed, Daryl goes to prison, and then Frank is out a job.”

“Why would he be out a job? Wouldn’t he just become the park supervisor?” she asked with a big grin. That grin suggested that she was trying her best to get under my skin. This was funny to her; she really didn’t care one little bit about my wellbeing.

“Surely we can come to some sort of agreement here,” I said, calming my voice down. “I have nothing against Frank and I have nothing against you. You seem like a nice lady. You’re very beautiful. I’m sure Frank pays really good money to fuck you, and I would too. But let’s just be friendly, alright? I don’t want some crazy asshole coming after me with a shotgun. Right now, you’re keeping me from protecting my own life. If Frank picks up his phone and calls his boss, I’m fucked. Do you understand? I don’t want to die. So I really need to talk to Frank about this.”

“With all due respect,” she said, still with that big grin on his face. “I have no idea what you plan on saying to him. He’s got his mind set on telling Daryl about it. There’s nothing you can say to change his mind. No offence, but he doesn’t exactly have the nicest things to say about you. He said something about you selling dope to kids.”

“That was one time, and he was hardly a kid,” I said.

“You don’t sound like the greatest guy, Raymond.”

“I’m a wonderful guy,” I said. “And I’m even more wonderful when I’m not dead. So please, just let me through.”

She stared into my eyes with that big smile on her face. “Why don’t you let me talk to him?” she said. “He actually likes me. Maybe I can talk him out of ratting you out.”

I stared back into her eyes. I remained still for a long, long time, trying to decide if she was still trying to fuck with me, or if she was actually making me an offer.

“What do you want from me?” I said.

“What do you think I want?” she said.

“How much? And do I get my money back when he goes and squeals like the fat pig he is?”

“I charge a hundred an hour, so that would be a fine starting point,” she said.

“A hundred an hour?” I said. “How can you possibly get any business charging that much in this park!?”

She gasped. “Watch your tongue, dead boy!” she said, shaking her head. “I’m worth at least twice that.” She folded her arms and turned her chin up.

“Of course you are,” I said, biting my tongue. “I mean—I agree. I just don’t think the folk around here have that kind of scratch.”

“Well, I’m not from here,” she said. “I’m from Sutton. Frank pays for the commute.”

“What? He gives you four bucks for bus fare?”

“He pays for a cab,” she said, scolding me with narrowed eyes. “And my cab is coming back in thirty-five minutes, which isn’t a lot of time to talk to Frank, especially if he wants to go for another round. So are you going to pay me or not?”

“I’ll give you twenty,” I said.

“One-hundred,” she said firmly, not budging from her position.

“How do I know you will have any sway over him?”

“I have lots of sway,” she said. “I’m pretty sure he’s saving up to buy me a ring.”

“If I were you, I’d be taking that ring in to get tested,” I said.

“Don’t be an ass,” she growled. “I don’t like guys insulting my clients. One-hundred bucks and I’ll talk him out of ratting you out. I think that’s a fine deal. Surely you think your life is worth at least one-hundred bucks.”

“For one-hundred bucks, I’d expect your promise and a blowjob.”

She blushed. “You really want to throw in a blowjob?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Just promise me to use mouthwash once you’re done with him.”

“Is that a deal?” she asked.

I dug into my sweatpants pockets and pulled out the cash that I had: sixty bucks. “I’ll give you the other forty at my place, when you come by for that blowjob. I’m in the red trailer on Crescent Street.”

She snatched that money from my fingertips. “Nice doing business with you, Raymond. I’m always happy to have a new client.”

“I’m no new client,” I said. “It’s just a deal.”

“Every guy I play with becomes a client,” she said. “Consider yourself warned.”

“Alright then, consider me warned,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Just do me a favour and make sure that fat boy is convinced to keep his mouth shut. I won’t make a good client when I’m dead.”

She grabbed my hand and shook it. That’s when I caught a whiff of her beautiful perfume. I’m pretty sure I’d smelled it before in that beauty section of Walmart, where I went to buy razors and shaving cream. It was one of the fancy perfumes they kept behind glass; I liked it.

I was nervous walking away from that trailer, leaving my fate in the hands of a fishnet-clad prostitute, whose name I didn’t even know. I had to put my faith in her though, because she was right: Frank hated my guts and there was nothing I could say to convince him to help me. There was nothing anyone could say in that park—but he apparently had a real thing for that whore, so if I was going to have any chance, it was with her.
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Iwaited in my trailer, heart pounding. I had no idea what to expect or who I could trust. Is at by the window, curtains mostly closed; there was just enough of a slit that I could see the street. I watched kids go by. I watched as my neighbours went off to work or came home from their graveyard shifts. Then, I saw Frank, in his cowboy hat and aviator sunglasses. He was walking with a grin on his face. When he looked towards my trailer, that grin grew, and I ducked down, not wanting to be seen.

I didn’t want him knowing that I was home, just in case he was going to tell his boss what he saw. I didn’t need him saying, “He’s at home if you want to go get him right now,” though I suppose my home was probably the first place Daryl would come looking for me.

I watched as Frank marched down, down, down the road, until he turned left, towards Daryl’s office trailer. I couldn’t remember the last time my heart pounded so hard. I needed a cigarette.

I didn’t like smoking in my house, unlike most of the other residents of that park. Even though I was trying to lay low, I still felt like I had to go outside to smoke, so I slipped out, with a ball cap tipped over my eyes. I lit a cigarette and looked across the road to see Brandi there, smoking yet another cigarette. Her freshly applied red lipstick was all over that long white smoke. She winked at me before calling out, “Best orgasm of the year.”

“Keep your voice down. You’re going to get yourself killed—and me too,” I said.

She leaned over her wobbly railing. “Why are you suddenly so uptight?”

“I just don’t think you need to be yelling out our personal business across the park, alright?”

She rolled her eyes. “As if my husband even cares. It’s not like he’s trying to get any.”

I was half-convinced that she wanted her husband to find out; it was her own way of saying ‘fuck you for not giving me the attention that I want.’ She didn’t care one way or another what happened to me; I was just a tool to achieve her ultimate goal of sticking it to her man. She needed therapy. Sadly there were no words to get her to shut up; I could only hope that she was in a better mood once her husband was home from work.

“Please don’t tell me you’re working early tomorrow,” she called out.

“I am. Why does it matter?”

“How early? Earlier than my husband?”

“Probably.”

“What time are you off?”

“Not sure,” I said.

“What’s the matter, Raymond? Wasn’t I good for you?”

“I don’t think this is an appropriate conversation,” I said.

“I just want to know if I was good for you. Wasn’t I good? Are you telling me that I wasn’t any good?”

“Just keep your voice down, alright?”

“Just tell me, Raymond! Did I feel good for you or not!”

“Yes!” I said. “It was fine, alright? Now keep your fucking voice down!”

I looked down the road and saw Frank coming my way, now with Daryl at his side. I turned to Brandi. “I have to go.”

“Go where?” she said. “Can’t be bothered to spend a whole cigarette break with me now? Jesus—I wasn’t that horrible, was I?”

“I told you: you were fine. I just—I need to go do some errands. I’m already running late.”

She had a frustrated look on her face as I retreated into my trailer. I hated leaving her in a shitty mood, knowing she was more likely to spill the beans if she felt like she had some aggression she needed to get out. But I couldn’t be spotted chatting with her. And I had to hide somewhere before Daryl got to my trailer.

I scurried around my trailer, trying to think of where I could hide. I thought of darting out the back door and running, but I knew that wouldn’t look good; Daryl would see me leaving, and the fast escape would look suspicious as hell. So I went into my bathroom and closed the door, but quickly felt like an idiot. Why was I any safer in that bathroom? If Daryl wanted to kill me, he was going to check every room.

And now I was running low on time. I had to find somewhere to hide, and I had to move fast. But I wasn’t fast enough. There was a knock at the door. My heart stopped. I froze.

The knock came again.

“It’s Daryl!” he shouted. “Open up!”

So much for trusting a prostitute. Now, I had no choice; I had to run. But wait—maybe it was better to confront him now, while there were people around. I put my eye to the peephole and scanned his body. He wasn’t holding a gun; he hadn’t gone by his house to get one. I took a deep breath.

“Open up!” he called out again.

So I opened the door. I put on my best fake smile, and then I let out a big, fake yawn, as if he was waking me up. “What is it?” I asked.

He stared into my eyes. His top lip twitched. He scanned down my half-naked body and then he looked back into my eyes, ready to sock me right in the middle of the face. “Wipe that fucking grin off of your face,” he said.

“What’s going on? What did I do?” I said, playing dumb.

“You know damn well why I’m here,” he said, sounding like he was trying to hold back an outburst. Frank stood behind him, arms crossed, grin on his chubby face; I still couldn’t figure out why that pretty prostitute was letting him fuck her—whether he could afford her or not.

“I have no idea,” I said, sticking to playing dumb.

“Don’t be cute with me, kid,” he said. He always called me kid, even though he was only five years older than me.

“What?” I said.

“Rent,” he said finally. “As of today, you’re three months behind.”

A huge wave of relief washed over me. I looked over at Frank again. He had a small smirk on his face, as if he knew everything, as if he knew he could use that secret as leverage against me.

“Oh,” I said. “Rent? I thought I got that to you. Didn’t I get that to you?”

“You know damn well you didn’t!” he snapped. “And if I don’t get it by the end of the day, you’re gone! Got it?”

I laughed, shook my head, and then I reached for the envelope that contained nine-hundred dollars: enough for three-months of rent. “Here you go,” I said. “I totally thought I gave this to you on Thursday.”

He stared at the envelope for a moment, feeling the thick stack of bills with his fingers. Then, he opened the envelope and counted each twenty-dollar bill. He held a few of them up to the light, to check to ensure they weren’t counterfeits. Then he looked at me. “Where’d you get the money, Raymond?”

“Work,” I said.

“You get some early Christmas bonus or something?”

“I’ve just been saving up,” I said. “What’s the big deal? What’s with the interrogation?”

And now, Frank had that grin on his face again. He was staring into my eyes, trying hard to look and feel like my superior. He thought that I had to respect him now. He thought that this was going to change the dynamic between us, but I would always think that he was a lumbering doofus, no matter what he decided to dangle over my head.

Daryl stared at me for a long while before turning away and heading off down the road. Frank remained on my doorstep, staring at me with that annoying grin.

“What do you want?” I said.

“You’re in hot shit,” he said to me.

“That’s none of your business,” I said. “And I’d strongly recommend you keeping it that way.”

“If you want me to keep my mouth shut, you’d better think of a way to make me real happy.”

“I’m not sucking your ugly dick, if that’s what you’re suggesting.”

“It almost seems like you want me to tell Daryl what I saw.”

I knew that I needed to be nice to him, but I just couldn’t do it. He’d been a thorn in my side since he got his job. He was out to get me, thinking that he would get some sort of pat on the back for taking me out. Sure, there were a few complaints about me; I threw the odd loud party and got the odd noise complaint. And sure, I’d been arrested a few times in the park, and Daryl really hated it when cops came around; it looked bad for the park.

But I wasn’t going to let Frank take me out—and I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction he would get if I grovelled and begged him to spare me.

“So what’s going to stop me from telling him?” he asked.

“Your little prostitute,” I said. “If you tell Daryl, then I’ll tell everyone that you’re fucking a whore.”

“She’s not a whore,” he growled with narrowed eyes.

“Do you not pay her to fuck you?” I said. “That makes her a whore, idiot.”

“That’s none of your business. Whether or not I pay her—it’s irrelevant. We have something special together—something you wouldn’t understand.”

I had to laugh. I shook my head. “Apparently she’s good at her job if that’s what she’s made you believe.”

He pointed his finger at me and continued to growl like a frightened dog. “Don’t you tell anyone about her. It’s none of your business.”

And now, it seemed like the tables were turned. It was that easy to make him keep his mouth shut.

“And don’t talk to her,” he said. “I know you were talking to her at my trailer. Keep your criminal hands away from her. Got it?”

I rolled my eyes. I watched him walk away, stomping his feet like a frustrated toddler. Now, I was feeling stupid for giving his hooker so much of my cash. It was probably unnecessary; a threat was enough… but she wasn’t letting me in to talk to Frank, and she probably bought me the time I needed to have my own talk with Frank—so maybe it wasn’t a complete loss.

I was only inside for a minute before there was another knock at the door. I went to the door and opened it quickly, expecting Frank to be standing there, ready with his retort. But now, his prostitute was there, standing with a devilish grin on her face. “Ready for that blowjob?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

And I was tempted to turn her away, not wanting to spend more of my money—but she had a cute look, and we had made a deal; I wasn’t about to turn down a good BJ.

I let her in. I told her to get comfortable. Yes, it wasn’t yet noon, but I poured her a strong cocktail so she could get comfortable. “So you talked to Frank for me?” I said.

“I made him promise he wouldn’t tell anyone,” she said. “So you owe me.”

“Well, I don’t think he’s going to tell anyone regardless,” I said. “But thanks for doing that.”

“He had Daryl’s number open on his phone. I don’t think you realize how close he was to ratting you out.” She watched me with those sultry eyes. She really did look too pretty to be a prostitute… but she was older; older than me by nearly a decade. Her age showed around her eyes and her smoker lips. It also showed in her biceps: that loose skin that was unavoidable with age… But otherwise, she was beautiful. She had one of those faces that looked like it would always be pretty, even when she was in her eighties. She was now pulling out a cigarette, and I was tempted to tell her not to smoke in my house, but I had a bit of a thing for smoking women, so I let her go ahead. I watched her for a minute and she just grinned. “See something you like?” she asked.

“I never got your name.”

“Bambi,” she said.

“Like the deer?”

“Sure.”

“Isn’t the deer a boy?” I asked.

“I wasn’t named after the deer.”

“Don’t you want to know my name?” I asked.

“It’s Raymond,” she said. “We’ve been over that.”

“Oh. Right,” I said.

“Do I have you feeling flustered, Raymond?”

“There’s just a lot going on today.”

“Want to go ahead with the blowjob?”

I grinned. “If you insist,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. She walked up to me. She put her hands on my shoulders. She stared right into my eyes and grinned. Her mid-forties were obvious from that close, but she still oozed sex appeal. She leaned in and gave me a kiss. Her lips were soft, tasting slightly like cigarettes—but she didn’t buy cheap smokes. That flavour was curiously regal, like she’d been smoking whatever brand of cigarettes Audrey Hepburn smoked.

“You’re kind of hot,” I said.

“Just kind of?”

She reached down and let her fingertips glide over my bulge. She did a good job of finding my tip through my pants, rubbing in small circles, gently with those pointed gel nails.

“I mean—I can see why Frank likes you, though I can’t see why you would ever touch his disgusting body.”

“It’s my job, Raymond,” she said.

“I work at a shop, but if my boss were to tell me to scrub some shit-covered toilet, I wouldn’t do it.”

“Don’t be so rude,” she said. “He might not be my type, but he’s not filthy. He showers at least four times a day.”

“As long as you showered after seeing him,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said.

Then, she kissed me again. As our lips locked, I stopped caring about Frank. I didn’t think about the fact that I was sharing a woman with him—and probably with lots of other losers as well. Maybe I was a loser too. Maybe I wasn’t so great.

She put her hands on my shoulders again. “So, that blowjob,” I said with a grin.

“I’m ready for it,” she smiled, and then she pushed down, making me drop to my knees. It took me by surprise—otherwise I would have stopped myself.

“What’s this about?”

She grabbed the bottom of her short skirt and shimmied it up, revealing her tight panties. With the tip of her finger, she inched those panties to the side, letting her long, fat cock fall out in front of my face.

“Is this some sort of fucking joke?” I said.

“We need to work on your manners.”

“Take that thing off. It’s not funny.”

“It’s part of me, so it’s stuck there. You wanted to suck me, now suck me.”

“I never said that!” I gasped, jumping back up to my feet. I looked down and saw that huge cock swaying there, between her legs, looking almost like a small leg on its own. It was curved, with a hefty bulge right in the middle of the shaft. If I only had one word to describe that beast, the word would be ‘rugged’. Even the veins, which were throbbing, made it looked almost like it belonged to some animal: a gorilla or some other powerful jungle beast. “I’m not laughing!”

“You’re being an asshole,” she said. “Just suck the cock like a man. You agreed to the deal.” She had the biggest smile on her face, as if this whole thing was a huge joke to her. Now, I realized that she was on Frank’s side; she was with her client, and I was probably fucked with Daryl; they were probably just messing with me before they went ahead and squealed to Daryl, getting me killed with a 12-gauge shotgun.

“Put it away,” I said.

“Suck it,” she smiled. “I think you’ll like it.”

“Put it away or I’ll cut it off.”

She gasped. “You prick,” she said. “Guys pay a lot of money to be able to just look at it; it’s the biggest cock in town. And here I am, basically giving it to you for free. You could at least give it a tug—or a lick. I promise I cleaned it after Frank was finished with it.”

“It’s a shame, because you’re pretty cute—too cute to be a man.”

She crossed her arms and pouted. “Well, that’s because I’m not a man, you bigot.”

“Who are you calling a bigot? Were you not born a man?”

“That’s not your business,” she said. “Now, you made a deal. I’ve kept my end of the deal, and now you can keep your end. Or, I can call Frank and tell him to forget about the deal I made with him; it’s your call. And if that’s the case, if I were you, I would start running. I wouldn’t even stay to pack a bag—not that you have anything worth saving here.”

“I’m not sucking your giant circus-act cock,” I said.

She gasped again. Now, she was losing that smile. Her face showed genuine frustration; she was really offended by me. And maybe I needed to be more careful; maybe I needed to value my life over my dignity.

“Look,” I said. “There was a misunderstanding. I thought you were a girl, and I thought you were going to suck my cock. Let’s just pretend like this deal was never made. I’ll go get the rest of the money I promised you—and let’s call that the deal. You can keep Frank from ratting me out and I won’t bother you anymore.”

“That’s not much of a deal for me,” she said. “I could have made at least a hundred bucks by now just working the street, but I chose to help you instead. And now you want me to spend the next God-knows-how-long keeping Frank from squealing on you? I don’t even know you! And, you’re an asshole. You won’t even look at my cock, as if I’m some sort of freak. I have no reason to help you, Raymond. I’m sorry, but if you’re not going to man up, then I’m not going to hold up my end of the deal either. You can keep your money.” She reached into her bra and tossed the cash I handed her earlier. “I’d rather have my dignity.”

It was strange hearing a prostitute talking about dignity.

I looked down at her long, curved shaft: throbbing, half-erect, as if I actually managed to arouse her. “So, just let me get this clear,” I said. “If I hold up my end of the bargain, and I suck your cock… you’ll keep Frank quiet—right?”

She smiled and nodded her head, clasping her hands behind her back.

“This isn’t some prank—right?”

She smiled and shook her head, still with her hands clasped behind her back in that cute, youthful way.

I looked at that swaying cock again. I groaned. How bad could it be? At least she smelled like a girl. At least she was all shaved and smooth. At least she was wearing feminine fishnet stockings and that little lingerie skirt. It wouldn’t be like sucking a guy’s dick… right?

I went back to my knees. I tried not to shudder as I stared at the long beast. My God—it must have been ten inches long! I looked up at her and took a deep breath. “This better not be some joke,” I said. Then, I leaned in. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, reaching out with my hand to lift her fat cock up.

And it was fat: long and heavy. I grabbed it in the middle and it slumped, arching over my hand. I felt those throbbing veins against the palm of my hand. It was so warm, like bread that had just come out of the oven. It was uncomfortably warm.

I tried not to open my eyes, but I could feel her foreskin pulling back. I didn’t want to see her exposed tip, though I was about to put it into my mouth.

If this was a joke, I wasn’t laughing; I felt like I was sacrificing my pride, humiliating myself. I had so many friends who would have disowned me if they knew what I was now doing… And was Bambi going to tell Frank? Was Frank going to tell all of my friends? No—there’s no way that he would sacrifice his own reputation to ruin mine… not that he had much of a reputation to begin with.

But I didn’t even want him knowing that I’d been with a tranny, even if he’d been with the same one. I was going to have to beg Bambi to keep this a secret, no matter what. I was going to have to make her vow secrecy.

I let the cock into my mouth. I closed my lips around it. She groaned a feminine sound before slipping her gel-nailed hands into my hair. She gently pulled, playfully tugging me into her crotch, forcing more of her cock into my mouth. “That feels nice,” she said. “Move that tongue around.”

I refused to open my eyes. I reluctantly explored her shaft with my tongue and she moaned again. “Fuck, you’re good at that,” she said.

I gagged when her tip pressed the back of my throat. I held it together. I just wanted this over with. I didn’t like how warm it was; it didn’t seem natural. And it was getting harder; I could feel it stretching long; I could feel her foreskin pulling back, tightening around her widening girth. It was growing in my mouth!

I tried not to gag. I kept sucking. I reached out and gripped what I couldn’t get into my mouth and I squeezed. I did what I assumed would make this go by faster: I pumped her.

So maybe I was right about Frank: maybe he was gay. His go-to prostitute had the biggest cock in the city. I could only assume he was sucking her and taking it in the ass. Though did that really make him gay? She did look like a chick, after all… Was I gay for sucking her off?

No—this was against my will. I was doing this for my own wellbeing. Though thankfully, it wasn’t quite as bad as I thought it would be. It didn’t taste bad or smell bad, and it’s not like her shaft was oozing goo like some sort of slug. It was, in a way, just like sucking any other part of her body: like a toe or a finger, just bigger… at least that’s how I tried to think of it.

And she was making it easier by moaning like a girl, by swaying her body in a feminine way. She had those girly fingernails, gently scraping my scalp. And that smell was more feminine than any perfume I’d smelled before. Okay, so maybe it really wasn’t so bad; maybe this was a small price to pay for my safety… as long as she kept her end of the bargain and kept Frank’s mouth shut.

“That feels so fucking good,” she moaned. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

I heard the snap of her lighter. Finally, I opened my eyes to make sure she wasn’t trying to burn my trailer down. She was lighting a cigarette, smoking it slowly and elegantly. She looked down at me with contented, sultry eyes. “You like it, don’t you?” she asked.

I didn’t answer her. I didn’t want this to take longer than it already was. I just tightened my grip and pumped faster. I closed my eyes against and kept bobbing my head, moving my tongue around the way I would want a girl to move her tongue around me.

“Tongue my ass,” she said softly, sounding like she was holding back an orgasm.

I looked up at her, stunned and slightly disturbed. She was looking down at me with an expectant look, as if to say, ‘You want me to keep my mouth shut, right?’ I bit down on my tongue and then I went in, tugging her cock up to pull her whole package up, revealing her puckering hole. After a moment of hesitation, I pushed my tongue in. I gave her a rim job while jerking her off.

“Oh God, yes,” she moaned. “Oh God, yes!” Her voice was getting louder and louder and louder. She was getting closer to that orgasm. Soon, this would all be over.

But it really wasn’t as horrible as I thought it would be. It really wasn’t horrible at all. In fact—and don’t you ever say this to anyone, or I’ll find you—there was something satisfying about it. When you go down on a proper girl, you never really know if you’re doing good. Maybe they moan and tell you that they’re coming—but how can you know it’s the truth? Well, with Bambi, there was no hiding it. Her foot-long cock was as hard as a rock. She was throbbing intensely. Her whole body was contracting as she tried to hold back that cumshot. “Put your mouth on my cock!” she gasped. And there was no way to fake what was about to come next.

I didn’t want to do it, but I knew it would only be a short moment of uncomfortableness. I put my lips around her tip just in time to receive a mouthful of cum. I groaned as it splashed around my mouth: shot after shot as she moaned loudly, trembling all over. I did it: I made a trans prostitute cum using my hand and my mouth. It wasn’t something I ever saw myself doing, but I had to do it for the sake of my safety.

As soon as she was done, I turned my head to the side and spat, wiping my lips with my hand. “Yuck!” I gasped.

“Oh, don’t pretend like you didn’t like it,” she grinned.

“I didn’t,” I said. “And I don’t like it—I can still taste it!” I spat again.

“Well, I know you liked it; but it’s okay—you don’t have to admit it. I get it. Lots of my clients pretend like they don’t like it.”

“I’m not one of your clients,” I said.

“Yes, you are,” she smiled.

“That wasn’t part of our agreement,” I growled, wiping my lips again. Now, I could taste her perfume on my mouth; it wasn’t going away, reminding me of the throbbing I felt in my mouth for so long.

“You know, most guys can’t actually make me cum,” she said.

“Don’t change the subject,” I said. “The agreement is done. You got your money and your blowjob—now keep Frank’s mouth shut.”

“Of course,” she said. “But don’t pretend like you aren’t going to come to me again for a good time.”

“Don’t be gross.”

“Don’t be an ass,” she said with narrowed eyes. “You can pretend like you didn’t like it—I’m used to that—but don’t be rude.”

“Okay, whatever,” I said. “Let’s just… Let’s just be done with this.”

“Want me to come by tomorrow?” she asked.

“No,” I said firmly. “I don’t want to see you again. The deal is done, so let’s just leave it alone.”

She grinned and put her cock back into her panties. I’m really not sure how she managed to bend and fold that huge cock to fit into those tiny panties. Then, once her little lingerie skirt was down, it was impossible to even know that she had a monster-sized package. She walked to my door with that big smile.

“We’re good, right?” I said. “You promise to keep the fat boy’s mouth shut?”

She giggled. “Well, I can’t keep it shut—he pays good money to keep it open. But I can keep him from squealing on you. See you later, Raymond.”

I watched her leave, and then I made sure the door was locked. Then, I spent the rest of the day sitting by the window, heart pounding, not sure I could actually trust Bambi with my life. I had no choice: I had to put all of my faith into the trans prostitute… What a horrible position to be in!

It was midday when Brandi, the trailer park supervisor’s wife, stepped back on her deck. Her makeup was smeared, as if she’d just been making out with another man. A few minutes later, an electrician emerged from her trailer, hair ruffled. I could only assume that he’d just fucked her brains out; I guess once in a day wasn’t enough for the park’s go-to slut.

And it just didn’t seem fair. Everyone was fucking her, but I was the one praying for my life. That electrician didn’t have to make deals with trans prostitutes; he didn’t have to suck any cocks. He could just walk away, as if nothing happened.

At least I was done… At least that’s what I assumed.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwasn’t quite as ashamed of myself as I probably should have been. The reality of sucking that cock was much different than the dreadful, horrific, disgusting nightmare I would have expected. I slept fine that night, worried more about the lunatic trailer park supervisor who lived next door than I was about the trans prostitute I gave oral to.

In fact, I was hardly thinking about that blowjob at all. Every little noise brought me to my feet. I kept sauntering over to the window and peeking out at their trailer. I saw them fighting around midnight. Daryl launched an empty bottle across his living room, almost hitting his wife while she screamed at him. I even heard him scream out, “You’re just a filthy whore!” And in that moment, I thought that maybe she spilled the beans; maybe she told him what happened in an attempt to get under his skin.

I rushed around the trailer to make sure the doors and windows were locked—not that it mattered. If the man wanted me dead, some flimsy locks weren’t going to stop him—and they definitely weren’t going to stop the power of his 12-gauge shotgun.

But he never came over. They just kept fighting, and then they had loud sex; apparently, he was able to get it up just fine. It was 3:00 AM when the lights in their trailer went dark, and I was able to take a breath of relief—though some kids set off some firecrackers around 4:00 AM, stopping me from falling asleep (and I really was just on the verge of falling asleep). The firecrackers had my heart pounding, and it didn’t settle until 5:30AM, minutes before my alarm for work went off.

But I was happy to get away from that park, happy to be in the shop where there was no trailer park supervisor—or assistant trailer park supervisor—breathing down my neck.

All of the guys were talking about girls. One of the guys had found an old porno magazine in his uncle’s house, while cleaning it out after his uncle died. “You’ve gotta see the pussies on some of these girls!” he said. It was a fetish magazine for guys who were into massive bushes of pubic hair. The guys all laughed and swooned over the models in the magazine, and I took a few peeks as well. I didn’t mind pubic hair, but some of those pictures were too over the top for me.

One of the guys said, “Not for me,” while folding his arms. “With all that hair, she looks like me—minus the cock. I’d feel like I was fucking a guy.”

The other guys laughed. “It’s just natural, Ian. That’s the way it’s supposed to be. You know, the way God made it. You’re supposed to be attracted to hairy cunts.”

“Well, I’m not. I guess I’m more evolved than that.”

“No,” said Henry with a big smirk. “It just means that you’re a fucked-up loser who’s into little girls.”

“What the fuck did you just say about me?”

The men got into a fight. Henry argued that girls only shaved to look like teenagers—or pre-teens. “But don’t be weird about it,” he chuckled. “For most of human history, it’s been perfectly acceptable to be attracted to young girls. Everyone knows it, at least on a subconscious level. That’s why girls shave, and that’s why guys want their girls to shave.”

“You’re such a fucking creep,” I said, shaking my head. “Listen to yourself.”

“Hey!” he said. “Don’t freak out at me! I told you: I like hairy girls. The more hair, the better. I just want to bury my face in a huge bush. In fact, I’ll give you ten bucks for the magazine.”

“Sold,” said Stan, the guy who brought the magazine in. He handed Henry the magazine.

“You think that I’m secretly into little girls” said Lewis, shaking his head. “But I think you’re secretly into dudes.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” said Henry.

“Dudes have pubic hair like that. You probably wish your girl had a big, fat cock that you could stroke and suck.”

The men laughed, and my heart skipped a beat. Of course I thought about Bambi and her large cock—though she didn’t have a huge bush of pubic hair. She was more feminine than most of the women I’d been with.

“You know,” said Stan. “My uncle has a massive stack of magazines. I’m pretty sure I saw a few chicks-with-dicks mags in there if you want those too.”

“Ah, fuck you,” said Henry, waving him off.

“I’ll take ‘em,” said Joe with a big smirk.

Then everyone turned to Joe, perplexed. Joe was in his fifties, grey hair, long grey beard. He had a deep voice and huge muscles. Nobody fucked with Joe. He spent his twenties and thirties with the Hell’s Angels, and he spent his forties in prison for reasons that were never revealed publicly. From time to time, his old gang members would come into the shop, and they would always get their bikes fixed for free, no matter who was working.

And we all wanted to laugh at Joe, but we all kept it to ourselves. “Wait. Are you serious?” Henry asked.

Joe just shrugged his shoulders. “The girls,” he said. “Do they look like girls or do they look like guys with makeup on?”

“They look like girls, Joe,” said Stan. “I mean—they’ve got dicks. One mag was full of chicks with big monster-dicks, and the other had asian girls and petite white girls with little erections.”

The men laughed, but not Joe. “I’ll take all of them,” he said.

And I must say that Joe’s uncaring attitude made me feel a bit better about what I did with Bambi. Hell, I was almost tempted to confess to Joe; I could even get him in touch with Bambi if that was something he was into.

But Joe definitely wasn’t what the guys in the shop would call ‘a faggot’—even behind his back, and not just because we were all scared to death of the guy. He was a manly dude. He had scars from gunfights. He rolled his own cigarettes and he shaved with an old hunting knife. And he had the amazing ability to fix any bike in the world, no matter how it was rigged up.

“I’m not going to lie, Joe,” I said. “You didn’t strike me as the type.”

“And what type is that?” he said, glaring into my eyes in a threatening sort of way, urging me to be careful with my next words.

“I just assumed you were a more vanilla kind of guy—that’s all.”

“Never judge a man for what he likes in the bedroom,” he said in a sagely kind of way. “What a man likes to do behind closed doors—as long as it ain’t hurting no one—it’s not anyone else’s business.”

Lewis shrugged Stan with his elbow. “Any other weird shit in that pile?” he asked. “Since we’re all opening up about our weird fetishes—I’m really into girls peeing, especially if they’re wearing clothes. But I’ll take nude if you’ve got any.”

“I can take a look,” said Stan.

“What about farting?” asked another guy, and then everyone laughed—including Joe. “What? A few years ago, I was fucking this girl I met at a bar. She started farting, like, uncontrollably while she was orgasming. It smelled horrible, but holy fuck, was it ever hot!”

“You’re a freak,” said Stan. “How could a magazine have pictures of girls farting?”

“I don’t know, I suppose. Maybe, like, they use computers to put in clouds of green around their butts or something.”

Everyone laughed. It was so absurd.

“She farted the whole time you fucked her? And you were into that?” I asked.

“I didn’t think I would be,” he said. “But there was something hot about it—like, she couldn’t control it anymore. I guess it’s kind of hot to think that I made her feel so good that she couldn’t control herself.”

“But why did she have so much gas in her ass?”

“I don’t know, but she was like that. The moment I started fucking her, she started farting—damn near shitting herself. I asked that girl to marry me and I never even knew her damned last name.”

The guys all laughed.

“What?” he said. “It’s true! I asked her to marry me. Bought her a ring and everything. Well, she turned me down. Turns out she was already married. We stopped fucking after that—but every time I’m with a girl now, I pray that she’ll let a few farts slip while I’m inside of her.”

“That’s enough!” Henry said, throwing his hands in the air. “If you say the word ‘fart’ one more time, I’m going to be sick! Hell, I’m already sick! What a fucking sin!”

“Hey! Like Joe said, don’t judge a guy for what he does in the bedroom.”

“I’m going to judge you all I want, you freak.”

The men laughed. I walked away to start working on a truck that had a mysterious hydraulic fluid leak. I’d been working on that truck for two days already, but I couldn’t figure out where the leak was coming from. It was mindless work, really: disconnecting fittings, running the engine, watching for drips, cleaning parts, reconnecting fittings, and so on. I suppose it’s kind of like doing a jigsaw puzzle (I used to do puzzles with my grandma before she died when I was fourteen). You kind of get into this blank, meditative state as you go through the motions…

Well, it wasn’t long before I started thinking about Bambi, and thinking about what Joe said. Joe’s sagely words really made me feel like less of a degenerate for sucking off a transgender prostitute. It was something he was into, after all, and he was a perfectly respectable man—no less respectable after he admitted he liked girls with cocks. So maybe I didn’t have to stress so much; maybe I didn’t have to worry that I was going to regret it for life.

The image of Bambi stayed in my mind. I swear I could even smell her soft perfume. Later that morning, a client came in to pick up his Audi. She was smoking a cigarette—the same brand Bambi smoked. That smell brought the image of Bambi’s fit body into my mind. I could picture her perfectly, dragging on that smoke, brushing her long hair away from her eyes.

Maybe I did want to see her again. Maybe a proper go with the trans whore would have been nice… She was hotter than the whores that lingered around our park—and she was hotter than the single women who frequented the bars near the park.

I slipped into a bit of a fantasy, imagining myself with her again. I imagined myself kissing her, feeling her hardening cock against my abdomen. In my daydream, I spun her around and bent her over. I stuck my cock into her tight asshole and I reached around to stroke her long shaft while she moaned.

My skin tingled as I entertained that fantasy. I tried to push it away a few times, but it kept coming back. My mind was determined to undress her, to reveal those large breasts an that thick, full cock.

“Raymond!” my boss shouted.

Then, startled, I smashed my forehead against the underside of that truck. “Son of a fucking bitch!”

“Why aren’t you finished with that truck yet? The owner keeps calling me. He needs it for work. Time’s up. Have you fixed the leak or not?”

“I think I finally found it now,” I said, rubbing my forehead with grease-covered fingers. “I just need another hour. I have to take the fuel filter off to get to the fitting.”

“Get it done,” he growled before storming off.

It was a long day at work, operating on no sleep. But the exhaustion didn’t end with work. When I got back to the trailer park, Darcy from down the road was waving me over. She blushed and smiled and eyed my truck before saying, “Daryl’s making me move trailers. I’ve got all this furniture, but nothing to move it with.” She kept her gaze on my truck, making it very clear that she was asking me to use my truck.

“How many trips back and forth, do you think?” I said with a groan.

“No more than ten—fifteen at most,” she smiled.

Darcy was short and fat, but cute in her own way. She had a dark red nose and splotchy red cheeks, but she had massive breasts that could stretch out any shirt in any size. I didn’t mind helping her, knowing that she would probably give me some action the next time we were at a party together; it was good to keep up good relations in the park.

But I didn’t realize she wanted me to help her load everything as well—and I didn’t know that she couldn’t drive a stick, so I had to do all the back-and-forth trips for her. “Son of a bitch,” I groaned. After three trips, she seemed to vanish, and I was moving her stuff for her, without help. I was tempted to walk away, leaving her to figure it out on her own, and then I noticed someone watching me from across the road.

There she was: Bambi, cigarette in her mouth, puffing away with a grin on her face. She had a coat on, covering up her skimpy lingerie—but I could still see glimpses of that red lace, and the tight black leather boots that didn’t really go with the outfit, but was sexy nonetheless. “Frank’s got you coming here daily now?” I said.

“He’s good for five times a week,” she said.

“How the hell can he afford it?”

“Well, I don’t think I can tell you that,” she said. “What my clients tell me stays between me and my clients.”

I grinned. “Well, did you not say that I’m one of your clients? So that means you can tell me—right?” There was just no way Frank could afford to see a hundred-dollar prostitute five times a week. He probably made around half of that working for Daryl, and he never left the park to do any other job that I was aware of. Maybe it wasn’t any of my business, but I loved to think that he was off selling drugs—doing something that would prove he was nothing but a loser and a hypocrite.

Bambi grinned. “So you’re accepting it, huh?” she said.

“Look,” I said. “You’re fine—I’m not going to lie. I’d lay you down and fuck your brains out any day of the week—and I bet it would feel a lot better than whatever Frank’s giving to you. But I’m not some loser; I don’t have to pay to fuck girls.”

“I’m not just any girl,” she said with a proud smile. “You and I both know that I’m special.”

“You think very highly of yourself,” I said. “You’re cute, don’t get me wrong—but if you expect me to pay you to fuck, then you can beat it. I think you’re hot, but I’m not desperate.”

“So, what I’m hearing is: you liked sucking my dick and now you want to do it again. Is that right?”

“I’d prefer sex,” I said.

“Okay, horny boy. Let’s go into your trailer then.”

“Free?” I said.

“Don’t be so cheap,” she said.

“I’m just making sure.”

“Yes—it’s free. But it won’t always be free. Alright? And if I’m giving you a handout, we’re doing it my way. Got it?”

“Whatever,” I said. I figured she just meant she wanted to choose the position. But really, I was agreeing to much more than just letting her pick whether we did it doggy-style or missionary.
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Imade sure to close all of the curtains while she went to the bathroom to get herself ready. I hated the thought that she was just coming from Frank’s trailer. I hated to think that I was going to stick my cock into her ass and feel Frank’s filthy cum against the tip of my shaft—but I was going to give Bambi the benefit of the doubt; I’m sure she was a clean girl and made sure she was tidied up between clients.

My heart jumped when I thought about Bambi’s body; I obviously hadn’t forgotten about her big dick, but that wasn’t much of a bother; now, it seemed more like a strange quirk than anything, and there’s something sexy about girls who embrace their strange quirks—what can I say? I used to regularly fuck this girl named Sara, and she had long, flat tits that were probably huge, plump milkers back when she was a teen; but she had four kids and those kids sucked those things dry. The tits had no mass and drooped down beyond the bottom of her ribcage, and would flop around in every direction when she was on top of me. Tits like that would make just about any girl insecure, but she seemed to love them. She would randomly text me topless photos—and then I found out that she had an OnlyFans account, and her username was PancakeTits. Though I would say they were more like crepes.

Anyway, Bambi was kind of like that; she had that big, fat cock, but she sported it like it made her like a Playboy bunny or something. When she came out from my bathroom, it was already out, sticking out the side of her panties, half-erect and pointing forward, aimed right at me. It was throbbing: trying to lift higher into the air, but it was so insanely heavy that it just couldn’t seem to lift any higher. “I’m ready,” she said with a big smile.

And I could tell that it turned her on when I stared at it. As soon as my gaze went down to it, her fingers were curled around it. She gently pulled back her foreskin and began to massage her length. She was smirking, biting her bottom lip, playing with her cock as if it was like a toy: waving it from side to side, bouncing it up and down—and giggling slightly too.

“Want to watch me jerk off?” she asked—and she asked it casually, as if it was something her clients usually wanted.

“I think I’ll pass,” I said.

“You want to get right to sucking me?” she said, narrowing one eye, as if my answer took her by surprise.

“Maybe you can suck me,” I grinned.

“I’m not really into that.”

And then I was the one standing there, surprised and unsure of what to say. “You’re a whore who isn’t into sucking dick?”

“I’m not a whore,” she scowled. “I’m a sex worker.”

“Oh God, don’t give me that PC shit.”

“Don’t be so rude,” she growled. She stepped forward and put her hands on my shoulders. “Get down and suck my cock.”

“I’d really rather not.”

“Then why did you want to see me so badly, Raymond?” She stared directly into my eyes with that inquisitive look.

“You’re hot,” I said. “And I like the idea of fucking you.”

“I don’t like that idea,” she said.

“Then why the hell are you here?” I said, letting my gaze fall down to that cock, which was now poking me in the pelvis.

“To fuck you,” she said with a big grin.

“Whoa,” I said, backing away, shaking my head, holding out my hands as if she was a cop and I was trying to prove to her that I wasn’t holding a piece. “Look—I didn’t mean to give you the wrong idea, but I’m not into getting fucked. Is that what Frank likes?”

“Everyone likes it, Raymond. Quit being so insecure.”

“I’m hardly insecure,” I said, narrowing my gaze, clenching my teeth together. Maybe this was a mistake; maybe I shouldn’t have invited her over. But why did I invite her over? Did I really want to fuck her in the ass that badly?

“Just take it like a man,” she said. “Quit being such a loser.”

“Who are you calling a loser?” I gasped. And now, I was starting to feel like tossing her out of my trailer.

“Not man enough to take a cock—and I’m offering it to you for free; you have no idea how lucky you are.”

“Maybe you don’t know how lucky you are,” I said. “I didn’t have to invite you over.”

She just stared at me; she had no response. But she did have that grin on her face, and that grin wasn’t going away; it just lingered there as she glared into my eyes. She was making me feel strange: awkward and vulnerable. She was starting to make me wonder: was I not man enough to take her cock? She was good at confusing me. There was something about the confidence in her tone; she knew how to make me question what was up, what was down, what was normal, what was weird. Maybe I was the weird one.

I shook my head. “Quit it with your mind games. Are you going to spread your ass for me or what?”

She gasped. “You’re a pig,” she said. Then, she marched over to her purse, I thought she was about to snatch it to leave, but instead, she leaned down and pulled out a tall bottle of lubricant: enough lube to fuck for five years. She tipped it over and squirted a large amount onto her shaft. She used her fist to spread it up and down her long, veiny member—and then she squirted more, until her whole shaft was glistening with lubricant.

“What the hell are you doing?” I said.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said. “If you’re not going to get me slippery with your tongue, then I’ll use lube.”

“That thing ain’t going in my ass,” I said.

“Bend over the bed, Raymond. Quit being a pussy.”

She marched over to me, erect and lubricated. She put her hands on my arms and spun me around. I have no idea why, but my body went submissive for her: I let her spin me around; I let her march me to the bed; I let her bend me over; I let her pull down my pants.

My heart was racing. “I don’t want this,” I said with my mouth, but my submissive body was telling a different story. I was just standing there, taking it, letting her rim my asshole with the lubricated tip of her cock. “It won’t even fit!”

“It always fits,” she grinned. “It’ll be tight—but it will fit.”

I looked back. I could feel that my face was bone-white. I was doing nothing to stop her—and she was going ahead. She pushed hard, jamming that fat tip into my hole. I tried to clench, but she was too slippery; she pushed through my anus. I felt my hole gaping wide. I gasped, letting my upper body fall down flat onto the bed. I groaned, clenching two handfuls of bed sheets. “It’s so big!” I shouted.

She replied by spanking me on the ass and laughing. She was too dominant. I couldn’t fight her. I kept clenching until I couldn’t anymore—then, she slid in deep, making me gasp.

She went all the way, refusing to spare me. She didn’t want to go easy on me. Twelve hard inches were pressed deep into my body. She gripped my hips with those gel nails; she shimmied her curvy body forward. Then, there was a moment of pause.

She wasn’t thrusting. She wasn’t even holding me down with her hands. It was like the scene had paused and time was standing still. I took a series of deep breaths, trying not to freak out at the fact there was a foot-long cock in my asshole, pushing up towards my lungs. Then, I heard a clicking, and then I smelled cigarette smoke. I looked back and saw that she was smoking a fresh cigarette. She grinned at me. “Sorry,” she said.

And then everything resumed. She gripped me with both hands, keeping that cigarette between her fingers, close to burning me. She started to pull back, sliding that veiny, bulging cock through my asshole before pausing with her tip at the rim of my anus. She moaned and then she plunged back in, using every single inch, pushing her shaved pelvis hard against my bum.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

And the next thrust was faster—and then faster and faster. Soon, her pelvis was slapping my ass hard. Cigarette ash fell on my back and she used her hand to brush it off, without stopping.

But she wanted to get deeper, even though I didn’t know it was possible. She got one heeled foot up onto the bed, getting higher above me. She pinned my lower back with one hand, and then she started thrusting down into me, pushing in at a whole new angle.

“Fuck!” I screamed.

It was a minute later when she suddenly pulled out. She dug her hands under me and flipped me suddenly onto my back. She looked down at my cock and giggled. “You’re so hard!” she said.

I felt my face turning red. Then, she pushed herself back in, making me groan again. I looked down and watched as her long shaft disappeared into my body. “Shit,” I muttered.

Then, she was back to work, thrusting into me. And I have to admit: I could see why Frank was so willing to pay her so much money; I understood why he wanted to see her almost every day. It felt good. It felt very, very good. I’d never felt anything quite like it: a euphoria that swirled through my whole body, making my arms and legs numb, making my mouth moan uncontrollably. It wasn’t like a normal orgasm, which only lasted ten seconds at most; it was like a prolonged orgasm that just wouldn’t end—and it just got stronger and stronger and stronger. I constantly felt like I was on the verge of exploding, on the verge of coating my own chest with my huge load, but it wasn’t coming.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed.

And then, with a small flick of her fingernail, she made me unload. She dragged that fingernail up the length of my dick, tickling my tip—and that was all I needed. Cum was bursting all over my abs, all over my pecs, pooling in my navel. She giggled while she watched, which was unfortunately humiliating, but it apparently got her off, because she was coming a minute later: deep in my asshole.

I gasped, feeling it getting fuller and fuller down there. Then, she pulled out, and it was like the plug being pulled from a drain; cum spilled out and poured everywhere. She giggled again, watching me as I stared down my cum-stained body with parted lips and a pale face.

“Now that’s what I call taking it like a man,” she said, covering her lips with the palm of her hand as she laughed.

I was still too numb to sit up; all I could do was remain still, vulnerable, used. I watched her as she marched across the room, grinning. She reached down and stuffed her long cock back into her lingerie, making it disappear mysteriously. Then, she dug a small dress out from her purse: it was hardly enough to cover anything, but it was cute.

Then she turned to me. “Maybe I’ll catch you tomorrow,” she said.

I winked at her, letting my own little grin slip.

She went to my front door and opened it, and the timing couldn’t have been worse. There, standing on my doorstep, was Frank. He stared for a moment at Bambi, and then he turned and looked at me. His bottom lip quivered. Bambi remained frozen. And I knew that this was bad, bad news.
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Bambi slipped right by Frank without saying a word. She took off quickly, and it was probably a good call, because the look on Frank’s face was concerning. He was red, clenching his teeth together. His hands seemed to be trembling as they turned into fists. In a state like this, any man is unpredictable—and so many of the residents of that park owned firearms—and many carried them on their person.

I quickly covered myself up. “What do you want, Frank?” I asked.

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was almost a whisper.

“I’m doing my taxes. What the hell does it look like I’m doing?”

“Were you fucking my girl?” he asked through his clenched teeth.

“She’s not your girl, dumbass. She’s a sex worker. It’s her job to fuck guys.”

“You—You had sex with her,” he said, and I think he was saying it to himself, trying to wrap his mind around what he was seeing. I stood up and bent over to pick up my pants. I was a bit embarrassed, knowing there was cum all over my chest and more cum running down my legs; but that was the least of my worries. Frank was the keeper of my secret: a very important secret. And now, he wanted me dead just as much as Daryl was going to want me dead when he found out that I fucked his wife. Finally, Frank managed to pull himself from his daze. He let his gaze drift up, finding my eyes. There was fire in his eyes. “You slept with her,” he said.

“Get over it. She’s probably off to sleep with someone else now. It’s her job, you baboon.”

“But you… You…”

“Me what? Use your words, moron. Spit it out. What’s your problem?” I probably shouldn’t have been pestering him so much, but I really couldn’t help it; I hated him so much. I’d hated him since the day that he tried to ‘citizen’s arrest’ me after he caught me buying a case of beer for some kids… they were hardly kids—eighteen-years-old, which is legal drinking age in some provinces.

He stared into my eyes, suddenly looking calm, with a grin on his face. That grin sent a cold shiver down my spine. I stopped talking for a moment, feeling a sense of impending doom. “See you later, Raymond,” he said, cool and collected.

“Where are you going?” I asked as he turned around—but he didn’t answer me. He just kept walking. He knew he could have me destroyed in an instant.

My heart was racing. I closed the door and rushed through my place, ensuring doors and windows were locked. But what good was it? If Daryl wanted me dead, he would kill me…

Then, I peeked out the window. Down the road, I could see Bambi standing on the street corner, waiting for a bus to take her back to the city. I had to act fast.

I zipped out my back door and hurried down the back street, hoping to get to her before her bus came to take her home. I came around the corner—but there was the bus.

“Fuck!” I yelled. So I started to sprint as hard as I could, waving at the bus, though it was two blocks away. The driver didn’t see me—not that he would have stopped anyway. “Son of a bitch,” I growled. But I knew that I still had a chance to catch up.

Bambi was my only hope. I needed her to talk to Frank, to stop him from putting my life in danger. I turned down the next road; I had to beat the bus to the next stop. So I cut through the next alley, and I dashed in front of a speeding car, forcing him to slam on his brakes. I jumped over a fence and then another, and then I darted in front of another car; this time, I got hit—not bad enough to hurt, thankfully. I fell onto his hood and I rolled off and continued my dash. He screamed something at me from his window, but I didn’t care enough to listen.

I could see the bus coming around the next bend. I was close. I had to continue my dash. I ran in front of one last car to make it to the other side of the street. Then, I got lucky when a very old woman took her sweet, sweet time getting onto the bus. At the last moment, I reached the open door. Panting, I stumbled onto the bus.

I scanned the aisle and spotted her sitting there with a book in her hand. She was reading some old novel that was about as thick as the Holy Bible in large print. I stumbled up to her, panting. She didn’t notice me at first—not until I said, “What the hell are you reading?”

She glared up at me. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I need you to call Frank—right now. Put your book down and make the call.”

“What? Why? And why do you think it’s okay to bark orders at me? I’m not your slave, Raymond.”

The other passengers were staring at us now, peering over their phones as they watched me talk to an obvious prostitute: legs clad in fishnets, breasts nearly bursting out from her tiny lingerie top. Oh, and the nine-inch heels on her feet didn’t help, though she didn’t seem to care about the glares; maybe she was used to it.

“I already told you that Frank promised to keep his mouth shut about what he saw.”

“Well, he’s about to break that promise,” I said. “He’s on his way to rat me out right now.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Just make the call, okay? Just tell him you aren’t going to fuck him anymore if he gets me killed.”

A few nearby passengers got up and moved away, including a mother with her young son. I would normally put more effort into censoring myself around kids, but I was in a panic and this was important.

“Hey!” she said. “You can’t just force me to drop my best client like that. I don’t owe you anything.”

“We made a deal,” I said. “And you promised he would keep his mouth shut. I’d say you have thirty more seconds before it’s too late.”

“I promised I would talk to him for you—I never guaranteed an outcome. And I’m not calling him now, in public. If you’re nice to me, I’ll make the call when I’m at home.”

“I don’t have that much time. I don’t think you’re listening to me: he’s ratting me out now.”

“Well, then it’s probably already too late, if that’s true. But he assured me that he would keep his mouth shut about what he saw. And don’t look at me like this is somehow my fault, Raymond. You were the one who fucked the man’s wife. Shame on you for not being able to keep it in your pants.”

“Please,” I said. “Make the call. Please. I’m begging you.”

Daryl’s office was on the other side of the park from my trailer; Frank wasn’t a fast walked, with his short legs and his fat stomach. There was a chance that there was still time.

“You’re begging me?” she said.

“I’ll do anything,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment before pulling out her phone. She made the call, with the phone on ‘speaker’. “Bambi?” Frank’s voice said. “I can’t talk right now—I’m just going into my boss’s office.”

“What for?” she asked.

There was a short silence. “What difference does it make to you? Why are you even calling me right now?”

“I just wanted to hear your voice, baby,” she said, rolling her eyes but putting on a good show with her voice.

“We’ll talk later. I’m doing something important now.”

“You’re not going to tell your boss about that fellow and your boss’s wife, are you?”

That silence came back again. “What does it matter to you?”

“I told you, I don’t like conflict. I don’t want you getting anyone killed.”

That silence returned once more. “I can’t believe you let him touch you,” Frank whispered. “I can’t believe you let that… slime-ball inside of you!”

“Who said he was inside of me?”

“Or you in him—I don’t know! What does it matter? I was going to propose to you, Bambi! I… I love you, and you broke my heart.”

“I see other people, Frank. It’s my job.”

“Not him,” Frank said. “I can’t possibly be with you if you are seeing him. He’s a rat, Bambi. He’s better off dead.”

“I…” Bambi started, and then she bit her tongue and squirmed. “I can’t see you anymore if you get him killed.”

That silence returned. “You’re really picking him over me?”

Bambi looked at me. Her face was white now. She had her lips pressed firmly together. She squirmed again. “Yes,” she said.

“I’ll pay you double if you just stay out of this,” Frank said, sounding like his teeth were clenched hard together.

“Don’t rat on him, Frank,” Bambi said, shocking me. Was she actually picking me over her best paying client? Did she like me? Or was she just doing what she felt was the right thing?

“Never call me again,” said Frank with tears in his voice, and then he hung up the phone.

Bambi stared at her phone before looking up at me slowly. “Great,” she said. “Now we’re both screwed.”

“You’ll be fine,” I said. “He’ll come crawling back to you, because he’s a desperate freak. I’m actually fucked though.”

“I did everything I could for you,” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “Thanks, I guess.”

“Don’t sound so grateful,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I just lost more than half of my income for you, and all I get is ‘thanks, I guess’. What a nice guy you are.”

“Sorry,” I said, biting my tongue. “I’m basically homeless now, so it’s hard to feel grateful. I can’t go back to my trailer or I’ll be shot in the face with a shotgun. Everything I own is over there, including my work uniform and key. And hell, I can’t even go into work; Daryl knows where I work, and I wouldn’t hold it past him to wait by the door with a gun. I’m fucked.”

“Sorry, Raymond. I did what I could. Now, I need to get to work.”

“Ew,” I said. “You’re seeing another client this morning?

She stood up and got off the bus. I scurried to keep up with her. “Why are you following me?” she asked.

“Where else am I supposed to go?”

“Somewhere else. I don’t need you stalking me all day.”

“I thought you liked me,” I said. “I mean—you obvious liked me enough to lose your best client.”

“Sure. You’re alright. You’re cute—and that’s about all you have going for you. Oh, and you can take it like a man, which is nice; most guys whine and cry the whole time—even when they’re paying for it. But that’s neither here nor there. I just don’t want you following me to work. I can’t lose my job—especially now that my best client just dropped me.”

“I don’t want you going and fucking other guys,” I said, feeling my skin turning red.

“Are you telling me to stop being a prostitute?” she asked. “This isn’t Pretty Woman, Raymond.

“Run away with me,” I said. “I have to leave town and you’re out your best client. Just come with me.”

“Don’t be so crazy,” she said. “Can you please go away now?” She stopped outside of a park bathroom.

“I don’t know,” I said. “How can I find you again? I don’t even have a phone; it’s in my trailer.”

She sighed. “I don’t know,” she said. “I’m not sure I want you to find me if there’s a guy trying to kill you.”

“C’mon,” I said. “Give me a phone number or something. I’ll call you from a payphone… are those still a thing?”

“I’m late, Raymond,” she said. “If you really want to and me—I live in the blue building on Maple Street. You can find me around there. But get lost—alright?”

“Is this where you’re meeting your next client?”

“Get lost, Raymond!” she said, and then she slipped into the bathroom. It was my cue to leave, but I really had nowhere to go.

I hated the thought of her meeting with another guy. I hated the thought of some guy bending over for her. I felt tense all over with jealousy. I had the idea of sticking around, to wait for the guy, so I could beat him up a little bit, so he wouldn’t go near her. In a weird way, I felt like Bambi was mine to protect, which meant I had to keep creeps like myself away from her.

So I lingered around in that park, guarding that public bathroom. She wasn’t coming out. Was that guy already in there with her? I thought about barging in—but other women were going in and out every few minutes, and nobody was coming out disgusted, as if they saw people fucking inside. So what was happening in there?

I kept waiting for that client. That tension in my body became more and more intense. I was really prepared to beat up some stranger, just to make Bambi know that I wanted her to be mine.

Then, after forty minutes, Bambi emerged from the bathroom, but I hardly recognized her. She was holding a bag. Her thick makeup was washed off. Her long hair was now tied into a firm bun. She wasn’t wearing that skimpy lingerie; instead, she was wearing a somewhat-loose Walmart costume. She looked so innocent, but also a bit silly with those long blue pants and that blue and yellow dress shirt.

“Seriously?” I said.

She jumped when she saw me still standing there. “I told you to scram!” she barked.

“Well, I have nowhere to go,” I said. “You work at Walmart?”

“That’s none of your business. And I’m going to be late, so please just get lost!”

I followed her down the road. “I mean—you look kind of cute, though I prefer the fishnets.”

“Just get lost, Raymond. I can’t believe you’re still here. This is so embarrassing.”

“You think this is embarrassing?” I said. “But you’re totally fine with me seeing you as a prostitute?”

“I don’t feel like talking to you. I have to get to work. I do not want you anywhere near my work.”

But I had nowhere to be, so I followed her, teasing her along the way. I let her go in on her own, but I went in a few minutes later, just so I could see her standing there, greeting people as they walked in. It was a strange sight, especially knowing that she could make good money with a couple of clients: way more than she would make in eight hours, standing at the doors of a Walmart.

She saw me in the store, meandering the aisles, grinning as I stared at her. Finally, when there was a lull, she walked over to me and growled through clenched teeth, “Get the hell out of here, Raymond. You’re being such a creep.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I just had to see this for myself.”

She grunted. “I’ll see you at my place later. Okay?”

The comment took me by surprise. I sauntered out of the Walmart and I went to her building. I sat around for the next seven hours, with nothing to do and nowhere to be. Finally, as the sun was starting to set, she showed up, getting off the bus in her Walmart outfit. She eyed me, turning red all over. And then she waved me to follow her inside. Her apartment was small and cold. It was a single room with a bathroom. There was a tiny kitchenette, and a small TV next to her bed; no couch or area to relax. “Where do you eat?”

“Usually out,” she said. “But sometimes on the bed.”

“How do you live in here? It’s smaller than a trailer.”

“It’s affordable.”

“You can rent a whole trailer for four-hundred a month.”

“I don’t want to live in a trailer park,” she said to me.

“Why not? They’re great.”

She stared into my eyes. “There’s literally a man out looking to kill you—maybe two,” she said. “I spend enough time in trailer parks, with clients. It’s quieter out here—and away from all that crime.” She pointed to the bed. “That’s where I sleep; so I guess you can sleep on the floor.”

The bed was just a twin, but she was a small girl. “Let’s just share the bed,” I said.

“You really like overstaying your welcome, huh?” she said. “It would be cramped.”

“I don’t mind.”

“I don’t care if you mind,” she said. “I have to be up early for work, so I need to get a good sleep.”

“What kind of work?” I asked.

“Jesus, Raymond. Could you just try minding your own business? You’re acting even more clingy and desperate than Frank. What is it with trailer boys?”

“What?” I said. “I like you. You should be flattered.”

“Whatever,” she said. “If you really have to know, I have a client coming here at seven. He’s a good client and a great guy; so if you scare him off, then you’ll have three people out looking to kill you. So I need you to scram at six, when my alarm goes off. Then, I have to work a shift at the store. You can stay here while I’m out, as long as you promise not to pawn anything.”

“You don’t have anything,” I said.

“Fuck you,” she said. “I’m being nice. I’m letting you sleep here.”

“Don’t see that client,” I said. “Call him and cancel.”

“Quit being so controlling,” she said, shaking her head. “You didn’t care that I was a sex worker before—why do you care so much now?”

I squirmed. I really did feel like a jealous teenager, but I tried my best to be understanding. I tried hard to push my jealousy aside. I hardly knew her after all, and she had already sacrificed a lot for me, even though she didn’t know me at all—and she really owed me nothing. If anything, I owed her.

I owed her big time.

I was still alive thanks to her. I had a bed to sleep on thanks to her. And what had I done for her?

“Name it,” I said.

“Name what?”

“What you want from me,” I said. “I mean—you’re doing all of this nice stuff for me, so surely you want something.”

“I’m not doing this for anything,” she said. “You’re just forcing yourself into my life.”

I grinned. “But you’re letting me in. You didn’t have to let me in. And you didn’t have to talk to Frank for me. And you didn’t have to lose him as a client.”

“I didn’t really like him anyway,” she said, looking away from me while blushing.

“But you like me, don’t you?”

“Maybe a little bit, but just because you take it like a man—like I said. It’s not like I want to marry you or anything like that.”

I stood there grinning. “So what can I do for you?”

Finally, she looked at me. She was blushing all over. “You’re really offering?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said. “Why not?”

“I want to fuck you,” she said bluntly.

I felt my skin tingling. I was still new to this whole getting fucked thing, but if that’s all she wanted—that was easy. I was half hoping that she was going to ask me to bend over for her again. “That it?” I said. “Want to get started now?”

“Well,” she said. “There’s something else I’m into, but I’ve never done it with anyone before. Maybe… you can be my… volunteer.”

“What is it?” I said, feeling a cool draught coming into the room.

“Insertion,” she said.

“Insertion?” I said. “Of what?”

“Lots of stuff,” she grinned, blushing harder. “I want to see… how big we can go.”

Now, my heart was deep in the put of my stomach.


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]



She took her time getting ready for me. She got herself washed up and then she slipped into something more sex-appropriate: an intimidatingly tight faux-leather bodysuit, faux-leather stockings, and long faux-leather gloves, all red and shiny. She now had her hair down, straight, touching her nipples. Her makeup tried to hide her age, but if anything, it just showed it more fiercely—but I kind of liked that she was older; there was something hot about being dominated by an older woman…

Though I’m not sure where those feelings came from; it wasn’t something I’d ever fantasized about before. But I never saw myself being with a chick with a dick, either—but being with Bambi was fun and exciting.

She made me lay on my stomach, on her bed. Then, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Ready to have fun?” she asked.

My heart was racing. “You have your fun,” I said. “I’m doing this for you.” But deep down, I was excited. I wanted to feel what she had in store for me. I had a feeling there would be moments of pain, but it would be worth it.

Once I was properly cuffed to the bed, she started circling me, dragging her fingernails over my skin, teasing me, making me tense up all over. She giggled when she slid her fingertip over my asshole and I clenched hard in response. “It will hurt if you don’t relax.”

I tried to relax, but it wasn’t so easy, especially once I turned my head and watched as she unfolded a towel that was on a small table, revealing a line of sex toys, each bigger than the one next to it.

The one on the right end made my heart cold: about as long as my forearm and as thick as a full-grown eggplant. “That’s not going in me… is it?”

“Oh right,” she said. “I forgot the gag.”

“The what?” I said, and then she gagged me with a ball. I wanted to pull it out, but my hands were tied. I squirmed and groaned, but I couldn’t move.

“Here we go,” she said with a giggle.

The first toy was small, hardly bigger than a finger, but it had a powerful vibration. She lubricated it all over and then she gently pushed it into my hole. She slid it in slowly and pumped it in and out. “How does that feel?” she asked.

I nodded my head. It felt good. But I was still horrified of what was coming up.

“Guys never want to do this,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to do it.”

She pulled that long finger-like dildo out of me and put it back on her table. Then, she grabbed the next toy. It was about the size of a small cock, erect, and shaped like a pickle with little lumps all over. It was much thicker than the toy before it, and she had to twist it clockwise and counterclockwise to make it penetrate me. I clenched hard around it, and then she rubbed my bum until I relaxed. “This one is one of my favourites,” she said with a giggle.

She pushed it deep, making me moan. She used that toy for five wonderful minutes. It was a nice size: easy to handle, and those little lumps rubbed in the perfect places. Now, I was getting hard. “That feels so good, doesn’t it?” she said.

I nodded my head.

But she wasn’t even close to being finished.

The next toy was as big as my own cock, and I could feel a hard stretching when she pushed in. I groaned. My fingers gripped the cuffs. I tried to shimmy my hands out, but the cuffs were too tight. “You’re doing fine, Raymond,” she whispered. She pushed the toy in deep, making my eyes roll into the back of my head. Then, she pumped until my body relaxed.

She giggled. “See?” she said. “This is why I like you. You take it like a man. No whining or crying.”

She pulled it out suddenly, leaving me with a gaping, empty feeling. I felt the cool air of her apartment tickling the inside of my anus. It was a strange sensation; I’d never felt air down there before.

She grabbed the next biggest toy: a huge curved shaft with a bulbous end. She pressed a button to make it vibrate. It was about the size of her monster cock. She touched that tip to my hole, making me clench, and then she pushed through the clenching. I was lubricated and stretched out enough that I couldn’t stop her from penetrating me. I howled once she was inside of me, but I quickly bit my tongue; she liked me because I didn’t whine, and I wanted her to keep liking me.

So I took that huge vibrating dildo. I let her push it all the way in, and I let her pump me with it. She giggled as she worked away. I was able to turn my head enough to see that her erection was out of her faux-leather bodysuit, and she was stroking it with her free hand, working the tip as it reddened.

“I’m already close,” she giggled. “I want to come all over you.”

I nodded my head. I wanted it too.

She pulled that huge toy out of me and placed it down. Now, that empty feeling was even more intense. I was trembling all over. But there was still one more toy: the real monster. It was so thick at one end, but a bit more manageable at the other end, shaped like a squash of some sort. She squished a ton of lubricant on it as her face turned dark red. The fat bottom of the toy had a sort of handle, to ensure the toy didn’t get lost inside—as if it was even possible to get the whole thing in.

“Oh God,” I managed to mumble before closing my eyes and planting my face into her bed pillow. I felt her push that narrowed tip to my hole. I tried not to clench. There was just no way it was going to fit inside of me! The fat end was as thick as my clenched fist!

But she was trying, twisting it from side to side, working it in one inch at a time. And my God, it must have been eighteen inches long! “You’re doing great, Raymond,” she whispered.

She pushed it deeper and deeper, making my body turn numb. My legs were convulsing, but she didn’t seem to care. She kept forcing that toy into me, one little inch at a time.

I swear I could feel it pushing between my lungs, towards my throat! I tried lifting my hips off of the bed, but I couldn’t muster up the strength. She was pushing hard, grunting to summon the necessary strength. She turned it side to side, and I felt the whole thing rotating inside of me.

Then, she gasped. The stretching sensation was intense, but I could handle it.

“It’s inside of you!” she gasped.

I tried to look, but I couldn’t strain my neck enough.

She started pumping it slightly, being careful not to break my body—careful not to make my insides into outsides.

She gasped the whole time, in awe of my ability to take it. Then, she was so aroused that she couldn’t handle it anymore. She pulled the toy out and jammed her own cock into me, letting out a deep sigh of relief as she began to thrust in and out of me. She didn’t last long, and neither did I. I ended up with a back and ass covered in cum, and she ended up with a bed covered in cum.

She undid the cuffs and pulled out the gag. She rolled me over and came down on me. We rubbed our hard erections together while we kissed, sharing tongues. We kissed for a long time, and then I fell asleep her her warm embrace. It was a peaceful night—one of the best of my life…

But it ended with one of the worst wakeup calls of my life.
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When I opened my eyes, I saw Frank’s face, just beyond the barrel of a long rifle. I felt the cold metal of his gun against my forehead. “Don’t fucking move,” he said. His hands were trembling. His face was dark red and dripping with beads of sweat. His dark hair was slicked to his face.

“Frank,” I said. “What the hell are you doing?”

Then, Bambi gasped next to me as she woke up and saw the lunatic holding the gun to my head. “Frank, what the fuck!?” she cried.

“Shut your mouth, whore,” he growled. “I’ll shoot you next.”

Now, he was trying to muster up the courage to pull the trigger. His finger was on that trigger, and I knew damn-well just how sensitive those things were—one slightly jerk and that gun was going off in my face.

“Don’t do this, Frank. You’ll spend your life in prison,” I said.

“I don’t care,” he said, his voice cracking. “If it means you dying, it’s worth it. You’re a scumbag…” He turned to Bambi. “And you—You just used me! You made me think that you loved me!”

“I never did that!” Bambi cried. “I told you every day that you’re just a client, Frank!”

“That’s not what you said with your actions!”

“What does that even mean!?” she yelled.

“You both deserve to die,” he said, and I’m going to kill you… right now. I—I’m going to do it.”

“No you aren’t,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re a dumbass, Frank, but you’re not a murderer. Put the fucking gun down.”

“Don’t call me a dumbass!” he barked.

“Raymond!” Bambi said. “Watch your tongue!”

“What?” I said. “It’s true. Frank is dumber than a box of apples, but he’s not a bad person. He means well, even when he’s trying to get me arrested. He’s just… dumb and annoying. He doesn’t deserve to spend his life in prison. So just put down the gun and get the fuck out of here, Frank. You don’t want to ruin your life over this. She never loved you and you’re just an idiot for thinking she ever did. But you’re not a murderer.”

“Raymond!” Bambi shouted again. “Stop calling him names or he’ll blow your brains out!”

“That’s right!” Frank said.

“It’s just the truth,” I said.

“Truth or not—shut up!” Bambi said. Then she turned to Frank. “Please don’t do this, Frank. Like he said: you aren’t a bad guy. You’re a sweet guy. You just… You shouldn’t go to jail over this.”

“Do you think I’m an idiot too?” he asked her.

She was silent. “No,” she said finally. “Not at all.”

“Don’t lie to me,” he growled. “Why don’t you want to be with me? Why do you want to be with him? What does he have that I don’t have?”

“I want to be with you too, Frank!” she said, though her lie sounded awful; she wasn’t a good fibber at all. “He’s just a client.”

“He’s paying you for this?” Frank asked.

She was quiet again before nodding her head. “Yep,” she said.

“Bullshit. With what money?” he growled, and then he pushed that gun harder to my forehead, getting ready to shoot. “I’m going to kill him. I can’t stand the sight of his ugly face.”

“Don’t!” Bambi shouted.

But he wasn’t shooting, even though I was bracing to meet my maker. I finally opened one eye and looked at him, to see him crying. “Why are you crying, you baby?” I said. I just couldn’t help myself; I had to mock him when I had the chance; it was just in my nature, I guess.

“I thought she loved me,” he said, using a hand to wipe his eyes. “She… She was so good to me.”

“You paid her to be good to you, Frank. It’s her job.”

“I just don’t get what you like about him,” he said again.

“There isn’t any reasoning behind love,” Bambi said suddenly, taking us both by surprise. “I hear it all the time—girls asking their men, ‘Why do you love me?’ It’s a stupid question because it’s impossible to answer. All people say is, ‘because you’re beautiful, you’re smart, you’re funny.’ But that’s never the real reason. Love is something that can’t really be explained. You can fall in love with someone who isn’t beautiful or funny or smart, but it’s still love. You can fall in love with someone who doesn’t have any of the same interests as you… I mean—just ask any girl what they like. They’ll tell you: makeup, watching the Real Housewives, hair, fashion… no guys like that stuff. Guys like hockey, cars, guns—girls don’t like that stuff. So no, I don’t really have anything in common with Raymond. He’s not really the most handsome guy, and he’s not particularly funny—and he’s definitely not smart—but I like him… maybe I love him too. Why? I don’t really know. I can’t answer it—but I know that I have feelings for him.

“And you, Frank—you’re sweet, funny, and you were much more handsome back when you were thinner, but you’ve still got a charming face. I can tell you all the things I should love about you—but I just don’t feel anything. You’ve always just been a client. You pay me for a service and I give you your money’s worth. There’s no way to really quantify why I want to take him home and not you. I’m sorry; it’s just the truth. Please don’t kill him, though—because I do love him. He’s a bit crude and maybe he’s a bit of a slime-ball, but I love him and I don’t want you to kill him.”

Frank took a deep breath and wiped his tears again. “I just feel like you’ve been lying to me this whole time. You’ve made me think that you like me, and now I don’t know anything anymore. Raymond has been a thorn in my side for years. He raises hell in the park. We’ve been trying to evict him forever. And maybe I would be doing the world a favour by taking him out. The park would certainly be a better place. So I just have to do it—even if it means going to prison; that’s just the way it has to be. I guess I’m like a martyr. I’ll sacrifice myself to get rid of him. And then you… I can’t let you go around hurting guys like you hurt me. You need to go too.”

“Murderers aren’t martyrs,” I said. “Every murderer thinks they’re doing some sort of good. Hitler thought he was doing the world a favour too, Frank. Just put the fucking gun down.”

“Sorry,” he said, shaking his head. “No can do.” Then he lifted that gun up, taking a deep breath in. He was ready to shoot, when suddenly, a pair of arms wrapped around his chest, tugging him back. He fired, but it was too late—his gun was aimed up at the roof. He blew a hole through the drywall, making chunks of debris rain down. Bambi and I both covered our eyes, wincing away from the drywall dust.

Now, there was a man wrestling Frank, getting the gun from his hands—and it didn’t take the mysterious man long to disarm Frank. He rolled Frank over and pinned him hard tot he ground. Then, the dust settled (literally), and I could see who saved my life.

It was Joe from the shop, with his grey beard and his grizzled look. He hardly looked like he was straining to keep Frank down. “Grab that gun,” he said with his deep voice, so I jumped out of bed to grab the gun.

“Joe?” Bambi said.

“You know Joe?” I said, shocked.

“He was my eight-o’clock,” she said.

“You’re a client?” I said to Joe.

Joe just shrugged his shoulders. “I’m a bit early,” he said. “Good thing, too. I heard the commotion and saw the broken doorframe, so I let myself in.”

“Oh my God, Joe, you’re an angel,” I said, giving him a pat on the back. “You really saved my ass.”

Joe turned to Bambi. “Call the cops,” he said. A moment later, Bambi had her phone in her hand.

“Wait!” I said. Everyone turned to look at me.

“You don’t have drugs on you, do you, Raymond?” Joe said.

“No—nothing like that. I just… I don’t think we should call the cops,” I said.

“Want to kill him instead?” Joe asked with a terrifying bluntness.

“No!” I said. “I just…” I took a deep breath. “I think we should let him go.”

They stared at me, perplexed.

“I don’t think he should rot in jail,” I said. “Frank is an idiot—like I said—but he really does mean well. He deserves a second chance. He… He makes a good trailer park supervisor… sometimes.” It pained me to admit it, but Frank was dedicated to keeping the park safe, even though he was always getting into people’s personal business. Maybe he deserved to be in jail for trying to kill me and Bambi, but I knew he could get past it.

“Are you serious?” Bambi asked.

I looked at Frank. “You never did tell Daryl about what you saw, did you?” I said.

He stared back at me. “No,” he said. “I couldn’t do it.”

“And you weren’t actually going to pull that trigger—were you?” I asked.

He was white in the face.

“He was,” Bambi said.

I laughed and shook my head. “Well, it wouldn’t have hurt much.” I lifted up the gun and shook it, making the air-soft beads inside shake and rattle. “It’s a toy. It sure as hell looks real, but the moment I felt that it was plastic in my hand, I knew he was just trying to scare us.”

So Joe let his knee off of Frank’s back. He turned to Bambi and said, “Should I go?”

Bambi shied her gaze away. “Well,” she said. “Maybe. I—I don’t know if I’m going to keep seeing clients.” She turned and looked into my eyes. “As long as you don’t mind moving in with me to split some of my bills.”

Frank perked up. “Raymond will be leaving the park!?” he said.

“Maybe we can move into my trailer,” I said, ignoring Frank. “There’s more space, and the bed is bigger.” I grinned.

Frank groaned loudly.

“We have time to figure that out,” Bambi said, sitting up. She reached out and grabbed my hand. “Just don’t fuck me over. I’m giving up a lot for you.”

I just smiled back. I was excited; I didn’t normally feel that way around girls—and I’d had a few girls ask to move in with me before (that request usually led to the end of the relationship, because I always wanted to have my own space). But with Bambi, I didn’t feel like I cared about my own space; I wanted to share my space with her. I wanted to keep her around. I wanted to lay with her every night. And, of course, I wanted her big, hard shaft to keep my company on quiet nights.

Joe pulled Frank out of the apartment so that Bambi and I could have a bit of alone time together. I thanked Joe later with a fresh bottle of whiskey; he really was a great guy, even though he scared the hell out of me.

He let me know that he always had my back, and I felt grateful, because I didn’t really have anything to give back to him; I don’t think he wanted anything from me anyway. “Just do me a favour,” he said.

“What’s that, Joe?” I said.

“Put a ring on her finger and don’t let her get away. She’s one-in-a-million,” he said.

I smiled. “I will,” I said.

THE END
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