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Ashley
Williams is the girl next door – she has a terrific body, but is plain looking
otherwise. Lately, she just can’t seem to get a date. And she’s in love with
the only man she ever dated who mattered to her, Kenneth Holloman, a man she’s
loved since high school


 


Kenneth
Holloman is a jock. A pompous ass, he plays to always win. He’s also a jerk –
in fact, he’s a consummate a-hole. He’s handsome and used to getting his way
with women. He is in fact a chauvinist, selfish pig of a man who uses women for
sex -- because he can.


 


He
doesn’t really like Ashley, but because he’s had a slow week with the chicks he
wants to tap Ashley, in more ways than one.


 


Bud Bengston is Kenneth’s drinking buddy. He tries to win, but
doesn’t always succeed. He thinks Ashley is a 5.2 on a scale of 10, but loves
her bottom, and wants to do her.


 


Randy
Hagenbaum is a normal guy-next-door type who is just
too nice. He tries to win, but always seems to lose. He’s head over heels in
love with Ashley. To him she’s a 20 on a scale of 10. But she has her heart set
on a man like Kenneth, and has broken Randy’s heart a gazillion times.


 


Who’s
the real winner? Who’s the real loser? And who gets the girl in the end?


 


This
story has sexual language, sexual scenes, and is not intended for readers under
18 years of age.


 


 


 

















TAKE IT, HARD


The room reverberated with a
feminine gasp of passion, and then a high pitched squeal of joy, as the thick
eight inch member of the muscular, 26 year old man knifed further into the
younger brown haired woman’s tight vagina. The man, half crazed with lust,
pulled back a bit and looked down at his conquest: a thick 25 year old female
body – awesomely curvy, with size D tits and a pleasingly wide-bodied ass – her
body gently quivering with sexual heat. 


The man looked down at her thinly
outlined, tribal tramp stamp, which framed her wide ass pleasingly. Kenneth Holloman
watched the woman’s ass move gently in time with her breathing, her pussy
pulling and squeezing sweetly over the first couple inches of his cock as she
awaited further violation; and her long, light brown hair splayed half way down
her back. 


From the back, Ashley Williams looked
smoking hot. Nothing but sweet ass, awesome curves, and silky
hair.


The sight of this awesome sexual
conquest made Kenneth feel more like a man – despite the fact he didn’t necessarily
want to be seen with her. With a sweet body like that, no man could hold it in
front of him and not feel on top of the world.


And the sight of his penis
stretching Ashley’s tight pussy, plus the awesome sensations Ashley’s sweet,
clenching vagina was producing as it gripped and sucked on his manhood – that
was the coolest conquest of all!


“Fuck me some more, Kenneth! Please!”
 Ashley had just finished her second orgasm. She was gasping as she
spoke.


“That’s my girl. You dirty slut!”
Kenneth gave her a sharp smack on the ass. 


“Fuck me, dammit!!”
bellowed Ashley.


She tried to back up onto his cock,
and Kenneth pulled away teasingly. 


“Come on, Kenneth. Quit playing
games!!” she said, whimpering.


 Instantly, he slammed his
thick cock home in the girl, his wide girth stretching her pussy to the breaking
point as the room exploded with her cries.


“Fucking take
it, you dirty girl!” he shouted, grabbing her around the side of the neck
with the long fingers of his firm right hand. “Take it, you nasty bitch!!!!”
He smacked her on the ass again.


The more filthy his talk, the more
intense the brunette’s reaction as Kenneth fucked her. Ashley was a hotter
number in bed than he’d ever dreamed. It was just too bad that she was only a
5.7 instead of a 10.


Normally, being with a 5.7 would be
nothing that Kenneth would ever do, but Ashley was a special case. Kenneth and
Ashley had known each other since high school, and she always had a thing for
him.


Having had a dry spell in fucking
hot chicks, Kenneth decided to lower his standards for a little while – and
once he saw Ashley’s body naked, he was glad that he did.


As he shoved his cock deep into
Ashley’s clenching vagina, he reflected once more on his incredible luck to
land this hot bodied woman during what looked to be a weekend of sleeping
alone. 


And it had started earlier that
week – on his cell phone.


 


BIG TITS 4 U <3 <3 <3


To Kenneth Holloman, it was just
another day during the work week. Get up, brush your teeth, take a quick
shower, shave, throw your clothes on, throw some gel on your hair, spike it up
a bit, comb it just right, grab your keys and coffee – and head to work at the
office downtown.


He was three hours into the first
half of his shift at the accounting department of a large struggling
architectural firm when he got the first text.


Hi sweety.
Remember me?


There was a picture that came next.
Tits. Big tits. At least small D’s.


Fuck. Whose tits were they? Kenneth
tried to remember. The previous three weekends he had fucked a blonde fiancée
with A-cup sized tits, so it wasn’t her. The woman he’d fucked before the A-cup
blonde was a redhead with beautiful C-cup mammaries.
But these tits weren’t hers, either. Because the redhead’s
nipples and areolae were more pink, and besides – she
had freckles on her tits. These tits didn’t have freckles.


“Holloman, you got that spreadsheet
ready yet?”


It was Kenneth’s boss, Harry Straightman, on the intercom. Harry was a good boss, but
exacting. As the Reamer and Associates architectural and construction firm was
struggling – just as the rest of the construction and architectural world was struggling
in the long-term recession – Harry expected work to happen – lots of work –
every minute you were on the clock. 


Which, of course,
is understandable. But Kenneth grew up being taught that quality counts
more than quantity. But in the real world, especially in a lackluster recovery
where every firm was cutting each other’s throats, Kenneth found out quickly
that quantity counts. Quality only counts when something or somebody fucks up
and the firm gets sued or a client or customer threatens to go elsewhere. Which was one reason they had an excellent accounting department –
because in business, everything is about the money.


But -- of course… the text. The big tits. The almost D’s, with large, pink areolas and
nipples begging to be licked, sucked and played with. 


Who sent it?


Kenneth didn’t recognize the name
of the woman, or the number. It said Ashley. Who was Ashley? How and when did
he program this particular number into his smart phone’s ‘phonebook’?


Kenneth pressed the button on the
intercom and assured his boss that the spreadsheet was ready. It was to counter
a complaint sent by an irate customer in Bellevue,
one of their smaller developers who were cutting corners with their payments
just as Reamer and Associates were cutting corners on their design and construction.


“I’ve got it, boss. You want me to send
it to you?”


“Yeah, they’re bitching again, and
my boss needs to know how much money we’ve sunk into that project so far. These
developers have become a royal pain in the ass.”


“I’ll send it right to you,” said
Kenneth, shutting off the intercom on the office phone.


The text.
Who the fuck was texting him a picture of her tits?


Why didn’t he recognize the number
or the name? All the women he was fucking had their numbers programmed into his
smart phone.


Maybe it was a mistake?


He emailed the spreadsheet to his
boss and minimized it on his computer screen. He had some slack time, so he texted the woman back.


Who R U? Kenneth texted the mysterious woman named Ashley.


Immediately, the text tone went
off.


Don’t you remember me? the mystery woman texted him.


No, I’m sorry… I don’t.


It’s me. Ashley! We dated in
high school, remember? We saw each other at The Hawk last weekend. You asked
for my number. I gave it to you. U like what U see? I
sent you a pic.


Ashley. Kenneth thought a bit. Oh,
yeah. Ashley Williams. He remembered now. The mousy chick
with the nice ass in high school that had a crush on him. They had
indeed dated, once. He tried to get into her pants and tap that nice big ass,
but she put him off.


She had nice tits. Her ass was
awesome. She had nice legs. But she wasn’t all that
fine to look at in the face. In fact, she was very plain. Her eyes had no
sparkle, and her nose was plain, as were her lips, and so was her smile. Just plain. Plain as a white wall.


On top of that, she wore glasses.
And she wasn’t hot looking in glasses. Her glasses didn’t give her that “hot
librarian” look. They just made her look more plain.


She had dusty colored, light brown
hair. Technically, a brunette. Her hair was nicely kept, and reached past her shoulders – it was silky and nice
to touch, but the color, like the rest of her non-sexual features, was plain.


They had dated shortly in high
school. He was desperate to get laid. Before he got her home, he parked the car
at the roadside park and they made out for an hour. He almost got to fuck her,
but she wouldn’t let him. He was able to get a finger inside her, and that was
all.


And yeah – they did meet at the
bar. But he was so buzzed, and had his eye on the hot chick sitting across the
table from him he forgot that he and Ashley had exchanged numbers. As he was
mulling it over, his text tone went off.


U like my pic?


Kenneth texted
her back: Awesome tits. Thanks.


Did you see my snap? she texted back.


What snap?


My snap pictures.
You added me last Saturday. You’re the only recipient. Check ‘em out.


Fuck, thought Kenneth. I added
Ashley Williams? Maybe I figured she’d snap some pics
of her tits or ass. I was drunk enough. And fuck, she’s got an epic body for a butterface.


The memories were flooding back,
although fuzzy from the alcoholic daze he was in that night. Yes, Ashley
approached him that night. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her tits when she
was talking to him. And what an ass! Of course he added her. Only a dead man
would reject a woman with a hot fuckable body like
Ashley’s. Even if she was a butterface.


That night she was hinting that she
wanted to hook up. Kenneth recalled putting her off, though, because the hot
blonde across the table was really interested in him, and he didn’t want the
blonde to think that Ashley meant anything to him. So he entered Ashley’s
information into his phone and then she took the hint and left him alone. 


“Just and old friend from high
school,” he told the blonde.


The blonde, enraptured by Kenneth’s
movie star good looks and reputation as an all around jock, completely ignored
the incident.


Kenneth’s now jogged memory drifted
to later in that evening when he was fucking the shit out of the blonde. What a
hot fuck! She even let him do her in the ass on the first date! No wonder all
of his memories of meeting Ashley Williams had completely disappeared.


But those tits.
Wow.


He took a look at Ashley’s snap
pictures.


The first one was a shot of her ass
with no pants on, no panties – nothing but bare skin.
The caption across the picture said Want a piece of this?


The second one was of her pussy,
bare and sweet looking.


I need it bad!!! said the caption across the pic,
followed by an emoji with a sleazy, winking smile.


There were eight more pics, the first five of Ashley’s pussy, with her fingers
playing with it, making it wet, with various sexual captions across them. The
last three were of her ass, spread, showing both holes wondrously. He could
just make out her thinly outlined tribal tramp stamp above the awesome curves
of her big ass.


It was obvious that Ashley wanted
to get laid.


Do I really want to fuck this
bitch? thought Kenneth to himself. I mean, she has a
great ass, and awesome tits. But that face. Just not up to my standard. And the
way she acted, it was as if she is still in love with me, just as she was in
high school. Could end up being a problem if I fuck her.


The text tone went off.


R U still
there?


Kenneth thought it over. 


I can ignore her, and she will
still send me pictures, and that’s cool.


But then, I won’t get to fuck that
hot ass. And I don’t have anyone lined up for tomorrow night, which is Friday,
and Ashley would definitely be an easy lay – I mean, she’s sending me pictures
of her tits, ass, and pussy….


Yeah, I’m here, Kenneth texted back.


What do
U think?


Of what?


Of my pictures, dummy! J J
J


I love your pictures. You’re
hot. They’re making me hot and bothered.


U want 2 get together soon? Ashley texted him.


Sure. How about tomorrow night?
Kenneth texted back.


Where?


Let’s meet at The Hawk, in the
parking lot.


Kenneth decided The Hawk would be a
good place, as it was obvious she knew where it was. But he didn’t want to be seen
with Ashley inside the bar where there were a lot of guys and women he knew. It
was one thing to talk with a butterface
like Ashley in passing, but a completely different thing if they were
actually meeting. That would just not work. It would completely fuck up
his reputation.


Like many men in Kenneth’s
position, Kenneth realized that hot women go after men who are liked by other
hot women. If they see a guy surrounded by mediocre, standard looking women,
the man’s value in their eyes as a potential lay or mate drops a few notches.
So once Kenneth was on a roll with a few hot women, he liked to keep it that
way. Be seen with hot women = nail other hot women: that was his favorite sort
of algebra.


The text tone went off on Kenneth’s
smart phone. It was Ashley.


Where in the parking lot?


Back lot.
How about 7?


I’ll B there.


See U at 7!


C U!! <3 <3 <3


Fuck, there she goes with the
hearts. Ugh. She still is in love with me, thought Kenneth to himself.


He took another look at the snap pics before they deleted themselves. Wow, she definitely
had a terrific butt.


What the fuck, he thought to
himself, his cock twitching. At least I’ll get my cock in that nice ass. Might be able to turn this bitch into an FWB. Just have to
keep it on the down low – don’t want anyone to catch on that I’m fucking a butterface.


 


ROLLING IN WAVES


Kenneth pulled his red Ford heavy
duty pickup truck into the back lot of The Hawk tavern. He saw a dark blue Kia Rio parked near the entrance, which he knew was
Ashley’s.


Shit, thought Kenneth. Someone
might see her get into my truck, or see us talk together. I’d better give her a
call, and just have her follow me.


He brought up her number on his
cell phone and pressed ‘send’.


“Hey!” said Ashley.


“Hey, Ashley.
I just pulled in. Why don’t you just follow me to my place? It’s just up
Cardiff Hill. Not too far from 405.”


“O.K.!”
Ashley’s voice was perky and sweet. 


She really does have a nice voice,
thought Kenneth to himself. Nice voice, nice body… I just hope she’s good in
bed, or it could just be a blowout.


“You see my truck?” he said.


“The red Ford?”


“Yep, that’s me.”


“I see you.”


“Follow me. I’ll take it slow, so
you don’t get stuck at a light or something.”


“O.K.!”


Fifteen minutes later they were
sitting in Kenneth’s living room, having drinks. Kenneth mixed a stiff rum and
cola for Ashley, and just had a cola for himself. He wanted all of his
faculties available for fucking, but knew that with a drink in her, Ashley
would loosen up more quickly.


He sat next to her, handed Ashley
her drink, and put an arm around her. He looked over at her. She was wearing a
tight pair of blue jeans that set off her big ass wonderfully. Her T-shirt was
stylish and a dark pink, and said “Princess” across the front in red script.
Her glasses were a dark shade of blue, that matched
her blue eye shadow, highlighting her eyes. She wore a pair of strap heels that
set off her sexy feet. Aside from the fact that she wasn’t blessed with a
pretty face, she looked very sexy. 


“I can’t believe I’m here, in
Kenneth Holloman’s living room!” she said happily.


“It’s just a living room,” said
Kenneth, switching on the TV. 


“No, Kenneth. This isn’t just any
living room. I mean – this is your living room! I’m so glad to be here!”


“Anything you want to watch?”
Kenneth switched through the channels on the remote.


“I didn’t come here to watch TV,”
she said, giggling.


“That’s good. I just offered in
case you wanted to take it real slow.”


“I’m an adult, Kenneth,” said
Ashley, looking him in the eye. She took a long sip from her drink. “You mix ‘em strong.”


“I figured you might like it that
way. I can weaken it if you want.”


“No! I like it this way. Is yours
strong?”


“No,” said Kenneth honestly. “I’m
just having a cola. I want to be at my best for you. If you
know what I mean. Alcohol gets in the way of performing. You don’t mind,
do you?”


Ashley giggled. “Hell,
no!”


Kenneth leaned close, and touched
his lips to Ashley’s. Within seconds they were making out like teenagers.


She’s a pretty good kisser, thought
Kenneth to himself, his tongue firmly ensconced in Ashley’s mouth. He pretended
she was Sue the Waitress in The Hawk, and kissed Ashley passionately, feeling
the heat of her soft breath on his cheek, moving his hands all over her body,
rubbing her left boob with his right hand, gently squeezing and massaging it.


“Ohhhhhh,”
moaned Ashley. “That feels so good.”


“You’ve got an awesome body,
Ashley,” said Kenneth, returning to the kiss.


After a few minutes, Ashley removed
her shirt, and then her bra, her large jugs bouncing out freely as she giggled
uncontrollably.


“You wanna
suck on my titties?”


“I’d love to.” Kenneth leaned down
and sucked in first one nipple, and then the other, causing Ashley to fill the
room with sweet sighs. He concentrated for a while on her left nipple, and then
sucked in her right nipple as hard as he could, rolling his tongue back and
forth over it, making Ashley cry out in pleasure. 


He kissed his way from her tits
down her tummy, and undid the top button of her tight jeans. Ashley leaned over
and undid her strap heels, and tossed them aside. Then she stood up and pulled
her tight blue jeans down past her ankles, it taking some effort to get them
down from her ass, which was marvelously round and full in all the right
places.


She kicked off her jeans, and then
pulled down her panties, and kicked them off as well.


Then she sat back down, giggling
profusely.


“Looks like I’m naked,” she said,
grinning.


“Looks like you are,” said Kenneth,
smiling. He leaned forwards and kissed the tops of Ashley’s thighs, and then
motioned for her to re-position herself, lying back against the end-cushion of
his couch, so he could get his face in between her legs.


“You’re going for the gusto
already,” said Ashley excitedly.


“I always do,” said Kenneth, moving
his face deeper in between the brunette’s sumptuous legs. Instantly he could
smell the sweet pungence of Ashley’s pussy, and he
pushed her legs back to gain easier access with his mouth. Ashley reached
underneath her knees and pulled her legs back towards her chest, and Kenneth
began to lick her just beneath her trimmed, light brown muff.


The room filled with the music of
her cries of pleasure as he licked her and licked her, relishing her taste as
well as the sensation of her slick labia on the surface of his tongue.


He glanced up at the clock on the
wall. It was 6:30 p.m. He kept
licking and licking Ashley’s pussy, savoring her pungent flavor, exhilarated by
her scent, moving his tongue up and down just beneath her clitoris, emphasizing
the upstrokes, causing the brunette to whimper and cry out loud. Within minutes
she was gushing juice over his face as she filled the living room with her
deafening cries of joy.


Kenneth kept licking, ever so
slowly, right underneath Ashley’s clit -- causing the room to fill once more
with her sweet whimpers. Within five more minutes his mouth was drenched in
more juice as the brunette grabbed his head with her soft fingers, bucking and
jerking her pussy against his tongue as she noisily climaxed.


Once more, Kenneth backed his
tongue off, just barely gracing the base of Ashley’s clitoral hood. Moving his
flattened tongue tip around her labia, he started stroking just below her clit,
maintaining his rhythm, paying close attention to her movements and her noises.


Before long she screamed in
pleasure, gripping his head with her fingers.


“FUCK!!!!” she sighed. “You’re
going to kill me with that tongue!!”


“I want you to have the best orgasm
you’ve ever had,” he said, smiling.


“You already did that!”


“Well, how about some more?”
Kenneth looked up at the clock on the wall. It was 7:15 p.m.


He returned to licking the
brunette’s by now drenching wet labia with his tongue, concentrating on
Ashley’s sweet spot. Most women have one: hers was just below and to the left
of her clitoris. Up and down, up and down went Kenneth’s tongue. The room
filled with her high pitched whimpers and sighs as he brought her closer and
closer to the point of no return. Soon enough, Kenneth felt Ashley’s
contractions, and then – deafening cries.


Kenneth stole a glance at the clock
on the wall. It was now almost 7:25 p.m.


Time to fuck.


He pulled his mouth away from her
pussy. His lower face was coated in Ashley’s sweat and juice. He licked it up
and swallowed some of it, and rubbed the rest of it on his wrist. He glanced
down at the woman in front of him. Her eyes were serene, her eyelids just
slightly drooping, and she was beaming.


“I lost count of the orgasms,
Kenneth,” she said softly. “You are incredible!”


Kenneth got up and dropped his
pants and boxers.


“Get on your hands and knees. It
will be easier to fuck you on the couch that way.”


“You’re the boss, Mr. Stud.”


“Glad you feel that way.”


“So am I!”


Ashley got up and quickly got onto
her hands and knees on the cushions of the dark brown couch, presenting Kenneth
a view that would give a man with E.D. the biggest hard-on possible. Kenneth
looked down over her curvy back, her wide, bulbous ass sticking up in the air,
her sopping wet pussy begging to be fucked.


He got on his knees behind her and
entered her, causing her to cry out with a quick shriek as his full eight
inches stretched her labia to the breaking point.


Within three seconds he was up to
his balls inside her.


Kenneth pulled back a bit, and then
shoved it home, causing Ashley to cry out the moment his cock head touched her
cervix.


“You O.K.?”


“Shit yea! Fuck! You’re big!! Fuck
me, Kenneth!”


Kenneth pulled back, and slipped it
home again, the hot sensations of Ashley’s vaginal walls gripping and clenching
over his girth sending his mind skywards.


For the next twenty minutes Kenneth
just took his time, fucking Ashley with long, slow thrusts. For a moment he
closed his eyes and concentrated on the awesome sensation of hot female flesh
squeezing his manhood as he moved it in and out of the brunette’s pussy. 


In and out, in and out, Kenneth
kept fucking the brunette at a moderate, steady pace, listening to the sweet
music of Ashley’s whimpers.


After about 25 minutes, Kenneth
picked up the pace, slamming his cock home in the brunette’s pussy. Soon
enough, he felt that familiar welling up of semen boiling over in his balls. He
slowed down, gripping the brunette by the waist, while clenching his groin
muscles. He took in a series of concentrated, deep, deep breaths – filling his
lungs completely with air and spreading the semi-orgasmic sensation throughout
his body, dissipating it until it abated.


Then he began pounding the brunette
some more, causing her to cry out with each jab of his cock head when it
bottomed out inside her.


Slam! Slam! Slam!


“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” the brunette cried, beginning to melt in a
series of long whimpers as Kenneth pounded her pussy into submission.


By now he had been fucking her for
40 minutes.


He moved his hand back to her
shoulder and pulled back on it as he began savagely barreling his penis in and
out of Ashley’s clenching vagina, her wide, pert ass jiggling, the full ass flesh rolling in waves as he pounded her pussy
relentlessly. The couch shook as he hammered her.


“Kenneth!! Fuck!!!” she grunted, as
her pussy stretched and slurped. “You’re gonna make
me cum!”


Slam! Slam! Slam!


Kenneth could feel the brunette’s velvety
skin beneath the pressure of his grip on the her
shoulder. To Kenneth, women were meant to be gripped, grabbed, and fucked hard.


He held his cock all the way inside
the brunette and then bottomed out against the brunette’s cervix. She let out a
shriek.


“That a girl!!” he shouted. “Take
it!!” He gripped her shoulder savagely and yanked her back in his direction,
burying his cock head up against the soft, fleshy end of her vaginal vestibule.
Ashley responded with a long chain of whimpers.


Kenneth began ramming his cock head
deep into her pussy violently, causing the room to reverberate with a cacophony
of Ashley’s high pitched shrieks.


“Kenneth!!! Kenneth!!!” shouted the
brunette, sobbing out his name. She tried to slow him down by pushing her hand
back against his stomach. “You’re fucking me so damned hard!!”


He grabbed her roughly by the waist
and pulled on it as he barreled his cock home. He smacked the brunette sharply
on the ass, repeatedly. With each slap of his palm and fingers on her soft,
pale flesh another pink handprint appeared – the marks gradually melding into a
crimson blush.


“Come on, bitch! Come all
fucking ready!”


SLAM! SLAM! SLAM!


“Come on, babe!!”


Ashley responded with a flurry of
sighs and sweet sounds.


Kenneth hammered the woman’s vagina
viciously, relishing her cries.


SLAM! SLAM! SLAM!


In and out, Kenneth’s hard eight
inches worked Ashley’s clenching pussy closer and closer to orgasm. The room
reverberated with the deafening din of spanking and whimpering noises.


Within fifteen seconds, Ashley
Williams let out a loud shriek as she hit orgasm, her savaged vagina clenching
and releasing, each clench massaging Kenneth’s manhood and sending closer to
the edge.


“I’m gonna
come in you, bitch!” shouted the man, as he buried himself to the hilt inside
Ashley. 


Ashley giggled and wiggled her big
ass, grinding her clenching pussy walls all over Kenneth’s bare, slickened girth.


He started pounding her again,
feeling the orgasmic sensation build back up from beneath his balls. As he
slammed his cock into Ashley’s vagina, her ass undulated in waves and his couch
knocked against the wall. Soon enough, he was ready to spurt.


Thrust! Thrust! Thrust!


He fucked her as hard and as
viciously as he could, and watching the walls of her labia stretching and swallowing
his girth. Instantly, he felt the hot cum welling up from his balls. Kenneth
looked down at the sight and grunted as his cock convulsed and jetted out nine
monstrous lobs of sticky white deep into her belly.


After he was done coming in her, he
released his grip on Ashley’s waist. Ashley’s right ass cheek was almost
crimson from hard spanking. After a minute of grinding his cock slowly inside
her, Kenneth dismounted the brunette and sat back, looking over his curvy
conquest. She sat back on the couch next to him.


“Damn! You fuck like such a porn
star!” he said, grinning. “You’re fucking awesome! You’re the best I’ve ever
had.”


“Really?”


“Yes,” said Kenneth, only half
lying. He had to admit that she was excellent at sex. “And you really turn me
on, you know? ‘Cause you’re so special.”


“Oh, Kenneth!!” she said, grinning
serenely. Kenneth knew he had her eating from the palm of his hand. He could do
anal without lube and she probably wouldn’t complain. He could tell by the look
in her eyes that Ashley was in love with him.


Kenneth looked over at Ashley’s
curvy body. Kenneth loved to fuck, and loved to fuck his women hard, and with
Ashley it was no exception. And it showed.


Ashley’s plump, pale ass was still
livid with red handprints from Kenneth’s spanking her sharply on both cheeks.
Her gentle, curving back was marked slightly in two places from his grabbing
her shoulder and his hand slipping down towards her waist. Her waist was flush
from being gripped and pulled heartily as he had slammed his cock home in her.
She looked like a war horse just back from a vicious battle.


Kenneth reached over towards
Ashley’s shoulders and massaged them lovingly.


“You’re better at fucking then I ever
dreamed,” said the brunette dreamingly. “I’m so glad I went up to you in the
bar and gave you my number.”


“I am too,” said Kenneth, not lying
this time. “You’re awesome.” It was actually true -- Ashley was the best fuck
he’d had in months. She was even better than most of the 10’s he’d fucked over
the previous year. He had always made it a habit to lie to women,
but in this case, he had told Ashley the truth. He was surprised at how awesome
sex with her actually felt.


Kenneth leaned his face close to the
Ashley’s shoulders, and kissed his way around her shoulders and neck towards
her face, and she leaned her head towards him and kissed him wetly on the lips.
She giggled happily.


“I never thought my snap pics and texts would lead to this,” she said. “I sent ‘em when I was drunk. It figures. But I’m glad you enjoyed
them.”


“You practically were advertising
that you wanted to get laid,” said Kenneth, teasingly.


“I was, wasn’t I.
I’m such a bad girl, aren’t I.”


“Yes – but you were drunk,” said
Kenneth. “So I suppose that’s excusable. Especially the drunk
texting.”


He sat back in the couch, lying
back against a couple of thick pillows, and Ashley sat her naked ass on his
lap, straddling him and embracing him. 


“Well you know, with a girl, there
is really no such thing as drunk texting,” she said, matter of factly.
“Women only text guys they would be willing to fuck.”  She reached
over to the nightstand and pulled some lipstick out of her purse and reapplied
it, as her lips had become denuded of pigment from the kissing. “We never
text a guy we don’t find fuckable. If you aren’t an
option – like, if you’re some dorky geek – you’ll never get a text from
us, drunk or sober. You know that.”


As she spoke, Kenneth could smell
the invigorating scent of well fucked pussy, along with a whiff of the more
pungent scent of his own semen, which was dripping out of Ashley’s orifice.


“Drunk texting – it’s kind of like that three minute rule,” said
Kenneth.


“What’s that?”


“A woman decides within three
minutes whether she’s going to fuck you or not.”


“Well, kinda,”
said Ashley, giggling. “But you know, I’ve always
wanted you.”


“You didn’t act like it on our date
in high school, when you wouldn’t go all the way. You even stopped me when I
got my finger in your pussy. You pulled it out.”


“It was because it was going so
fast… I just… I don’t know. But I’m not like that now, Kenneth.”


“You sure aren’t. You’re so good in
bed. Definitely not like in high school.”


“A girl changes,” she said.


She kissed him on the lips,
smiling, as she was extremely happy at her conquest.


“So, does this mean you want to do
this again?” Kenneth asked. He already knew the answer. But he was curious as
to how hung up on him Ashley really was.


“I’d really like to.”


“O.K.
Let’s just play this by ear.” Kenneth kissed her face, her neck, and then her
ear. “Don’t put me off, though. I may fuck someone else and leave you behind.
You may not like that. I have a high sex drive.”


“I can tell, you stud!” said the
brunette, giggling.


Ashley looked at the man of her
dreams and smiled. She put on her blue framed, wire rimmed glasses, and
although she had plain features, her smile was warm and inviting – even Kenneth
had to admit that. He looked into her eyes, which were a dull shade of steely
cold blue, and her nose was straight but not exceptionally pleasing. Her lips
were somewhat thin, and her lipstick was still a tiny bit smudged from
passionate kissing – and her teeth were fine and white, but gave her smile a
somewhat sluttish, cheap quality.


She was the type of woman that
would be overlooked in a room full of them, unless you saw her from behind –
her ass, set off by her wondrous curves, was her finest, redeeming attractive
quality. Nice and wide, and full and plump in all the right places, Ashley had
an ass that screamed “fuck me”.


And although Kenneth hadn’t tapped
her butt yet, that was part of his scheme before dumping her for a better
looking fuck.


Ashley leaned back on Kenneth’s
couch and giggled. He looked at Ashley and smiled. He put an arm around her,
and she leaned against his strong shoulder and closed her eyes, lost in
fantasy.


Kenneth, completely satiated,
closed his eyes, and thought of Sue the waitress.


After a while, Ashley looked at the
time, on her cell phone.


“Fuck. I’d better be going. I have to
start work in the morning tomorrow.”


“On a Saturday
morning??”


“I work in retail, you know. They
jack our hours all over the place. The manager is an asshole, and he is
screwing with my hours because he’s getting back at me.”


“Getting back at you? For what?”


“He asked me out, and I turned him
down. I don’t like him because he looks dorky and is a big asshole. Story of my life.”


“What do you mean by that?”


“That’s the kind of guys I attract.
Guys that look dorky, or assholes. Or
both.” She paused. “There is one guy who likes me that’s O.K., but
something about him I just don’t care for. I’ve turned him down, too. Maybe you
know him? His name is Randy.”


“Yeah, I know that guy. I went to
school with him. I’ve seen him working where you work before. Randy Hagenbaum, right?”


“That’s the guy.”


“Why’d you turn him down?” 


“Because he’s just too… Too nice, I
guess. He’s in love with me. Ugh.”


“Nice guys finish last,” said
Kenneth. “It’s something I learned early on.”


“I know,” said Ashley. “We women
always say we want a nice guy, but we really don’t. We want a hot guy
that’s great looking and sweeps us off our feet! And he also has to be good in
bed.”


Kenneth laughed.


“Why are you laughing? It’s true. I
just admit these things. Most women won’t.”


“I’m laughing because I never heard
a woman say that before. You’re the first one who has. But – like you said –
it’s true.”


Ashley grinned and gave Kenneth a
kiss on the lips. She got up and went in to Kenneth’s bathroom to spruce up.
When she came back she pulled on her clothes.


Kenneth took a nice look at
Ashley’s curvy, naked body as she pulled her blue lace panties up over her
full, muscular legs; and then as she pulled them further up over her big, pale,
well spanked ass. Then he watched her wrap her big, fleshy tits with her
matching blue lace bra. Then he watched her pull on her jeans, which wrapped
her ass sweetly. Then he watched approvingly as she pulled her blue leather
heels over her fine, pale feet, and secured the straps around the sides of her
ankles. 


She looks so completely fuckable from the neck down, Kenneth thought to himself.
And I have to admit she’s real – there’s no bullshit about her. No games. And
she’s great in bed. It’s just too bad she isn’t prettier. Damn.


“I can still tell you spanked my
ass, Kenneth,” she said after sitting back down. “Not only does it still sting
a little, you sure made my ass red. I could see it in the mirror when I went to
the bathroom. And I think you might have left a red mark on my shoulder when
you grabbed it.”


“I’m sorry about that, Ashley,”
said Kenneth. 


“No! That’s O.K.”


“Well, I just got carried away a
bit. You seemed to like it energetic like that.”


“I did.” She beamed, pulling on her
flimsy pink blouse with hearts on it.


“Well, that’s good, because I’d
like to continue having sex with you, and I sometimes leave some hand prints on
a woman’s ass. And your ass was built for spanking.”


“How many women you have got in
your stable?”


“Not that many,” said Kenneth. “How
many men you got in yours?”


“Only you,” said the brunette. She
stood back up. “I really need to go.”


“O.K.,” said Kenneth. “I guess
we’ll have to continue this conversation another time.”


“Maybe,” said the brunette, with a
sly smile.


“Ain’t no maybe about it. You’ll be back. I know it.”


“Maybe.”
Ashley adjusted her blouse, and her bra underneath it, by pulling on the strap.
The blouse encumbered her D cup chest marvelously, the mounds of tit flesh
pushing out against the red outlined hearts. She got up, put on her light sweat
jacket and pulled her purse strap over her shoulder.


Before she reached the door, Ashley
gave Kenneth a quick peck on the lips.


He tried to make the kiss a more
passionate one, but she pushed him away.


“Stop, before I want to fuck you again, and I’ll never get out the door.”


“Nothing wrong with that,” said
Kenneth.


“Oooooh.” Ashley grinned ecstatically. “Don’t tempt
me.”


“O.K.,” said Kenneth. “Well, I’ll
call you.”


“You promise?”


“I’ll call you.”


“O.K., stud.”
Ashley blew him a kiss and went out the door.


For the next fifteen minutes
Kenneth sat down and thought it over. 


If it weren’t for her being so
plain in the face, he thought to himself, I could actually LIKE this girl.
She’s a terrific fuck. And she’s got a great personality. But I just can’t
handle the fact she’s not pretty.


Fuck it. I’ll make her an FWB and
let it go at that. No loss if she can’t handle it.


The world is full of women waiting
to be tapped.


 


IT WAS NO BIG DEAL, REALLY


“So is it really true you fucked
that Ashley chick?” Kenneth’s friend, shortstop Bud Bengston
took a large pull from his beer. “Tell me you didn’t.”


Kenneth took a sip from his beer,
saying nothing.


“Come on, you fucked her,
didn’t you? That’s the word on the internet. A couple of the other guys told me
about it. Did you really fuck her?”


Kenneth took a quick sip of his
ale, semi-irritated. He had just pitched a perfect game for the The Hawk Tavern’s slowpitch
softball team, who were on their way to the top of the local league’s
standings. He’d struck out quite several key batters on the other team. Of
course, in softball, if you even strike out a quarter of the batters you’ve
done perfect - because nearly everyone gets a base run in softball. He’d also
hit two doubles, several singles, and two home runs. 


Being massive in the chest, arms,
and shoulders, Kenneth was a very capable athlete. And he let the women know
it, being well aware that women were drawn to team captains and the like.


“You’re not sayin’
anything, Kenneth. I’ll bet you fucked her,” said Bud, not giving up.


“Look, who I fuck is my business,”
Kenneth responded.


“Bull fuckin’
shit. You always tell the guys when you’ve fucked another hottie.
You tell us how great her body looked, how horny she was, whether she gave you
anal, how good or poorly she blew you, how loud she screamed – I think I know
about every chick you’ve fucked – even the ones you’ve fucked that I haven’t
fucked.”


Kenneth just smiled slyly and
sipped his beer.


The fact was -- he didn’t really want
the other guys to know he’d fucked Ashley, because she was not ‘hot’. On a
rating scale of 1 to 10, even though her body was a flat out 10, overall she
was just between a 4 and a 6.2. This was even borne out by an online
rate-your-girlfriend website, where a guy had taken a picture of her from the
shoulders up and set up a fake account. Out of 19,000 votes, only 8,000 guys
had thought Ashley was ‘hot’, making her technically a 4.5 on the ‘hot’ scale.


When Kenneth had fucked really hot
blondes, he had no problem bragging about his conquests. He’d even meet them in
the bar, or bring them into the Hawk during a date. 


But with chicks
like Ashley Williams? He never bragged about such dim conquests.
He was a popular man who had a reputation to worry about! To him, medium
looking women like Ashley – they were just filler. Only the women he knew other
guys drooled over – those were the conquests he bragged about.


“How the fuck would anyone know
whether I fucked her or not?” Kenneth said, suddenly noticing someone standing
beside him. It was the waitress.


“You want another
ale?” she said, invitingly. She was a hot looking blonde, maybe 21 years
old, with dyed blonde hair, a slim body with large tits – probably enhanced by
silicone.


“Only if I can drink it from one of
those,” said Kenneth, pointing to the waitress’s left tit.


“Ha ha ha,” she said, giggling. ”Very funny!”


“Well, you could make a lot of
money if you could rig up one of those silicone babies to deliver beer,” said
Kenneth. “Where did you get them done, anyway? The doctor did a good job. They
look real.”


“Aren’t we being a comedian
tonight, Kenneth Holloman!”


“Aren’t I always?”


“And by the way.
My tits are real.”


“I knew. Just
pulling your leg. By the way, nice legs. Would love to have them wrapped around my neck.”


The blonde smiled. As per usual,
she would put up with any number of thinly veiled insults from a handsome jock
that half the women in the bar drooled over, and the other half had already
fucked. Besides, Kenneth was a popular customer who had a lot of friends. And you
don’t tell popular customers with lots of friends to fuck off. You smile and
put up with their shit. That’s how you stay employed at the most popular bar in
town. The customer is always right, especially if it’s the star player on the
tavern’s softball team. And especially if he has money.


“So you just want to stare at my
tits, Kenneth, or do you want another beer?” she insisted.


“That depends on what you’re
offering,” said Kenneth, placing a hand on the blonde’s sumptuous, big butt. “How ‘bout offering that nice ass? I’ll treat it right.”


“Another beer?” she said, slapping
his hand away and ignoring his sexual innuendo. “You ain’t
getting my ass. Who knows where your cock has been.”


Kenneth looked up at the blonde and
gave her one of his famous, heart melting, pussy moistening smiles. 


“Ya never
know, Sue. Some day…”


“No way,” said the blonde, smiling.
“Now you want another beer or not? You’re wasting my time with this bullshit.”


“Sure, Sue,” said Kenneth. “Bring
me another. You got a great ass, by the way.”


“I know,” she said, walking away.


What a conceited, self-centered
asshole, she thought to herself. But he sure is a hot guy. It’s hard to get mad
at him – he’s so good looking. And he tips well. Plus – he’s got money. He
looks like he has a big cock, too. And that’s what some of the women say about
him – he’s big. Big and rich. The best kind – even if
he is an asshole.


Kenneth turned back towards his
friend Bud, and took another big sip off of his ale.


“So how the fuck did word get out
that I fucked Ashley Williams?” he repeated. “How would anyone know?”


 “Well, Ashley apparently told
a couple of her friends where she works, and those girls told somebody else on
social media, and some girl texted it to a couple of
the guys on the team. It’s the internet, man. Everybody knows
everything. You know that.” Bud looked his friend Kenneth right in the eyes.
“So did you really fuck her? Did you really tap that big ass? She’s kind of
mousy looking – but fuck! What an ass!”


Kenneth looked around to make sure
no one was looking.


“Shit, yeah, I fucked her. I tapped
it real good. What an easy lay that bitch was.”


“Fuck, I don’t believe it! Kenneth Holloman
fucking a butterface! And you know what that means.”


“It means a woman who has a great
body for fucking, But Her Face… I know.”


Bud let out a hearty laugh.


“I can’t believe you fucked her! I
thought you only nailed the hotties! I mean, Ashley’s
got a great body – but…”


“But Her Face…” said
Kenneth. Both men erupted into peals of sharp masculine laughter at the insulting
comment.


“So what’s she really like in bed?
I mean, is she any good?”


“Fuck yeah, she’s good. She’ll
probably do anal if I see her again. In fact, I’m sure of it. Nice pussy. Took
a good pounding and wanted more. She’s a screamer. Absolutely loves to fuck.
She doesn’t mind it a little rough, too.”


“It’s just too bad she’s so plain
looking.”


“You could say that again. I
wouldn’t marry a bitch like that in a million years.” Kenneth smiled as Sue the
waitress brought him another beer. She quickly set his beer on the table and
deftly slipped a piece of paper next to the coaster. Kenneth, staring at her
tits, didn’t notice.


He winked at her and she smiled and
turned and left before he could give her another sexual comment. 


Kenneth looked down at the bottle
of beer and noticed the slip of paper. He picked it up and looked it over. It
was Sue’s phone number and social media information.


Fuck. I need to hit her up soon,
thought Kenneth to himself. I’ll text her within the next couple of days. He
slipped the paper into his pocket and turned back to his friend. 


“So you’re basically using Ashley,
then,” said Bud, bringing Kenneth back to reality.


“You could say that.”


“That seems kinda
wrong.”


“Not really. I mean, she wants me,
so she’s happy. What’s the harm?” Kenneth took a big drink from his beer.
“Ashley’s wanted me since high school. I just don’t find her attractive. Never
have. But that doesn’t mean I can’t do her. I mean -- she liked it.”


“I don’t blame you for doing her. Even though she’s nothing to look at in the face. But you
still fucked her, and it sounds like you don’t really want her. It still seems kinda wrong.”


“Nothing wrong with it at all,”
said Kenneth. “The bitch is fuckin’ nuts about me. I
don’t have to worry about her doing anything stupid, because she won’t want to
fuck shit up. So I’m safe. She’ll probably fuck me again, no matter how I treat
her. That’s the beauty of it. When a chick is nuts about you, they’ll always
cut you slack. And the sex is sometimes limitless. I’ll probably tap her
asshole next time. Then when I dump her she’ll maybe cry and piss her pants or
something, but she’ll drunk text me and shit after
that – I mean, they always do that when I dump ‘em.
And if I’m hard up again, I’ll be able to tap her big ass again. It’s a win-win
situation, dude.”


Kenneth took a sip from his fresh
ale. “It’s totally fucking epic. She has an epic pussy, you know? Got to tap that shit again.”


“Reminds me of when I fucked
another guy’s wife,” said Bud. “Didn’t have to worry about
her stirring up the shit with me, either. She didn’t want to fuck shit
up at home. Fucking another man’s wife like that,” said Bud. 


“I hear ya,
dude,” said Kenneth. “I’ve fucked wives before, too. But this is a bit
different from fucking a wife, because she’s a broad who can’t get a decent
looking guy, and on top of that she’s nuts about me. Makes her desperate
for sex, you know? She’ll do anal next time, I just know it.”


“She has an ass built for it.”


“You could say that again,” said
Kenneth. His eyes suddenly took on a look of disgust. He was looking at someone
across the room. 


“Fuck,” Kenneth exclaimed. “Now there’s
a loser.”


Bud turned to try to see who
Kenneth was talking about.


“Who?
Which guy you referring to?”


“That dude. The
one in the blue shirt.”


“You mean that Randy guy?”


“Yeah, him.
Randy Hagenbaum. What a pathetic loser. Look at him
trying to chat that chick up. There’s no way in hell
she’ll go out with him. No fuckin’ way.”


For a moment both men watched Randy
-- the guy in the blue shirt, a five-foot ten inch, non-descript looking man
who worked at the local drugstore. He had a beer in his hand, and had just
walked up to a table where three young women were sitting. He was trying to
make conversation with one of them – a really nice looking heavy-set girl --
but she was simply ignoring him.


“See? That bitch ain’t givin’ him the time of day.
It’s ‘cause he’s a fucking loser.”


“That’s mean to say, man,” said
Bud.


“It’s the fucking truth. And
get this! That guy is nuts about Ashley Williams and can’t even get her
to go out with him. That’s how much of a loser he is.”


“How do you know that?”


“She told me. And he’s always been
a dork. We went to the same high school. I was captain of the football team.
That dude couldn’t kick a football if his life depended on it. I was the
captain of the baseball team. In P.E. that dude couldn’t catch a softball
without dropping it, or having the ball hit him in the head.
Total fuckin’ klutz. Works at a fuckin’ drugstore.
I mean, I have a real job. That’s why I score with women. That guy? He’ll never score with women. Ever.
‘Cause he’s a loser.”


Bud watched as the guy in the blue
shirt kept trying to say something to the cute brunette who was sitting at the
end of the table. She was overweight, but very attractive, with a nice set of
knockers, and beautiful face. She completely ignored him.


“Fuck, that’s sad,” Bud commented.
“Even the fat chicks won’t talk to the guy.” Bud felt truly sorry for the man. But not Kenneth.


“Who fuckin’ cares. The guy’s a fuckin’
loser and that’s what he deserves – to lose.” Kenneth took a big swig from his
beer and looked his friend in the eye. 


“Look, Bud,” he said. “I know it
sounds harsh, but in life there are winners, and there are losers.
There are no in-betweens. You either win at making money, or you lose at making
money. You either win with women, or you lose with women. Win – Lose. That’s
how the world works.”


“I know, but it still seems with
2.5 billion women on this planet a guy like that could find somebody.”


“Not if he is a loser, dude.” Kenneth
set his bottle back onto the table, scooting the coaster aside with enough
force it flopped out onto the floor, right before a guy walking by stepped on
it. Sue the waitress walked by soon afterwards and picked it up, and set it
back on Kenneth’s table, with a look of feigned disgust. “Dude,” Kenneth
continued, “Not one of the 2.5 billion women on this planet will ever
fuck that guy. End of story. Will never happen. ‘Cause he’s a fuckin’ loser.”


Bud took another look at the man in
the blue shirt, who finally gave up trying to make small talk with the heavy
set girl at the end of the table. The man, looking somewhat dejected, went to
another corner of the bar where there was a free seat and sat down.


“Maybe you should talk to him, Ken,
and teach him a few pointers. You’ve always been good with women.”


“Why bother? I’ve got better things
to do. And I am good with women because I’m a winner. How can you teach a loser
to win? You can’t. And I don’t hang out with losers. It harshes my vibe.”


“Whatever you say, Ken,” said Bud,
watching the man in the blue shirt set his half empty beer on the table before
exiting the back door of the bar.


“I still think it’s unfair,” he
added, quietly.


“Of course it is!” said Kenneth.
“Life is unfair.”


 


GET LOST, LOSER


Ugh, thought Ashley. There he is
again. The Dork. I mean, he’s not bad looking, but –
fuck. What girl in her right mind would want to go to bed with a geek like
that? I’m worth more than that.


The object of her derision was a
young man, five foot ten inches tall, with a moderate build. If one looked
closely at his frame they would be able to tell he worked out a little – he had
no massive muscles but what muscles he had definitely had some definition. His hair? Moderately brown, slightly thinning at top. His face? Moderately handsome, but
moderately plain – definitely not ‘hot’. He was maybe a 4.5 to 6.1 on
the ‘hot’ scale. He always wore the same style clothes: dark T-shirt and black
jeans. He wore no facial hair. 


But that wasn’t really what was
wrong with him. What was wrong with him was that he just was too nice. 


Randy Hagenbaum
was the kind of guy that women always said they wanted to be with – but never
wanted to be with, much less be seen with. The kind of guy you don’t really
want on your social media pages as a ‘friend’: The Nice Guy.


“Hi Ashley,” said Randy, smiling.
“You look beautiful today.”


“Thank you Randy,” said Ashley,
flashing him a phony smile. On the inside she just wanted to get away from him.
He was non-threatening, and she knew he would never do anything to harm her.
She knew that on the inside he was a good man. But he just gave her the heeby-jeebies. “You’re such a nice guy to say that.”


“Well, it’s true,” said Randy. “You
are beautiful, you know.”


How the fuck can that be true? thought Ashley to herself. All I have to do is look in the
mirror and I know I’m not pretty. Even with makeup, I’m just passable. Is this
guy blind? And I know he checks out my body but he’s always saying I look
pretty. Never acts like he wants to get into my pants. What a dork.


“I was at The Hawk last night, but
I missed seeing you there,” said Randy.


“I was on a date with a guy,” said
Ashley.


“That’s great to hear, Ashley.
You’re always complaining that you never get one. You know I’ve asked you
plenty of times.”


“Randy… I just don’t know if I want
to date you or not. And this guy – well – it just happened.”


“Oh.” Randy paused. “Well, I hope
he’s a nice guy, treats you good.


“He’s great, he’s a terrific guy!”
she said, beaming at the thought of Kenneth’s touch. “He rocks my world!” 


The moment the words slipped out of
her mouth, she saw Randy’s smile disappear. Ashley looked at the
disillusionment in Randy’s face. She knew that just by rejecting him all the time she hurt his feelings, and that was bad
enough, especially since she saw him every workday. 


But this time she could tell that
the mention of the date with the new man shot a red hot skewer straight into
Randy’s heart.


“Is he someone that I know?” said
Randy.


“You probably don’t,” said Ashley,
lying. Just mentioning the date brought back memories of being fucked by
Kenneth Holloman. She couldn’t help it. Her pussy still twitched and moistened
at just the thought of Kenneth Holloman. “But he really makes me feel good,
Randy. In fact, I get so weak kneed just thinking about him!”


“Well, you deserve it,” said Randy,
ever the gentleman. 


As he walked away, Ashley knew his
heart was broken. She knew he was in love with her, but she couldn’t understand
why, unless he was in love with her ass. Because Ashley – like many young women
– didn’t believe she had much to offer aside from sex.


When she looked in the mirror, she
didn’t see beauty – she saw the reality that superficial women who chided her
from time to time in high school told her they saw, and she saw the reality
that the superficial, hot men who rejected her seemed to see. She could see it
in the looks on their faces when they saw her, and she could see it in the
mirror. They never looked her in the eyes – they only looked at her tits and
her ass. They never asked her how she felt about anything,
all they talked about was hooking up. 


All she had to do was look at herself, and then look at the hot women in the movies, on
TV, on the internet, on social media sites, and in the magazine adds – she just
wasn’t beauty material.


Consequently Ashley couldn’t fathom
the idea that a man like Randy Hagenbaum could love
her for who she was – much less find her pretty. So that led her to one
conclusion: he was a loser.


But Randy told her how beautiful
she was, all the time.


As for Randy, he truly believed
Ashley was physically and facially beautiful. The first time he saw her he was
struck by the sexuality of her curvy body, but it was the sparkle of life in
her eyes, the natural warmth of her smile, and her openness that drew him in,
and caused him to love her. When they first met at work, Ashley was so open and
talkative. In fact, she told Randy her life story. 


The more he talked with her, the
more he felt for her. Within a month and a half, he was head over heels in love
with her. He realized that other men only looked at her tits and ass. But Randy
looked at everything. And he loved it all: Her tits, her ass, her face,
her smile, her voice, and her heart and mind, too – but especially her heart.
And as soon as Ashley realized that Randy felt something for her, she began to
draw away from him.


Just as she did
this day.


Abruptly, Ashley turned and walked
away, leaving Randy alone with his hurt.


The rest of the day Randy kept to
himself. Ashley was fine with that. 


Although she had to admit to
herself as she drove home, that she felt guilty for breaking his heart like she
did.


But that was his problem.


I have a life to live, and I
deserve better.


I am in love with Kenneth Holloman
– I am the perfect woman for him, thought Ashley to herself. I can do so much
to make him happy! And he makes me happy. I finally have a chance to be with
the perfect man. When we had sex it was like pure magic! It was sooooo perfect! And he said I’m special! 


And no dork like Randy Hagenbaum is going to fuck it up for me.


That night Randy grabbed a beer
from his refrigerator after working out and switched on his laptop. He checked
out his favorite websites – there were some sports websites he checked into and
also a couple news websites. Then he pulled up Ashley’s social media page. She
only posted something to it once every three or four months. He hadn’t looked
at it in a week or so. It was always the same: 275 friends, 12 photos, and a
short timeline, most of it from when she was in high school.


But there was a new picture, just
put up the day before. It had a picture of two doves in the sky, and a caption:
Love
is forever. <3


Wow, thought Randy. She must really
like that guy.


 


WANT TO HOOK UP? <3


Over the next week, Kenneth kept receiving
Ashley’s social media pics and messages. Being both
in their mid to late 20’s, Kenneth and Ashley were like typical millennials – they were both surgically attached to their
smart phones. Of course, Kenneth had over a thousand friends and followers on
his social media web pages, and in his case most of them were women. 


Kenneth just gotten up on Monday morning, and there they were: at least fifteen pussy, ass,
and tit pics, as well as pics
of Ashley licking her lips and making ‘O’ like gestures with her mouth, looking
as if she were in the midst of orgasm.


Hi Sweety
J,
said a caption across a pic of Ashley’s spread ass.


Another pic
had her pussy lips spread with two fingers. There was a caption across that one
also: <3 <3 <3 <3 <3


The rest of the snap pics were similar, with captions across the front, mostly
with icons, like smiley faces with hearts, sly smileys,
and hearts and X’s and O’s.


Kenneth closed the text screen and
went to his phonebook and went to work. When he got home, he decided to pull up
Sue the waitress’s number and message her. He typed in a text and sent it to
her:


Hey. How R U? 


Within 15 seconds he received his
reply:


I’m doing gr8! Having a margarita. J


Where U at?


I’m at Cabo.


Where is that bar? Is it in Greenwood?


It’s not a bar, dummy! It’s Cabo. In Mexico!
J


Kenneth was floored. He didn’t
realize Sue was taking a vacation.


How long U gonna
B there?


Til next Saturday.
Text U then! <3


Fuck, thought Kenneth. That sucks.
I really wanted to tap that ass.


Then he remembered the ass he’d
just tapped a few days previous.


Ashley. Her ass was actually better
looking than Sue’s ass. And besides, Ashley was only a couple miles away. And willing – probably – to do anything.


Kenneth sent Ashley a text:


What’s up with you, girl? Got UR texts. U OK? You seem hot
and bothered.


Within seconds, the ring tone went
off.


I need to get laid. Want to hook
up?


Sure, Kenneth texted back.


Can U come by?


Where R U?


I’m at The Hawk. Why don’t you
come over? We can have a drink, and then maybe have sex afterwards?


Fuck, thought Kenneth. She wants me
to show up at The Hawk? That’s bad news. What this means, is if I show up at
The Hawk, everyone there will see me walk up to Ashley,
and then they will see me leave with her! They will know we’re dating or
fucking. Yikes. That’s the last thing I need. I’ll never hear the end of it.
The guys will all joke about it, they will make fun of me, and they will think
I’m a loser because I’m fucking her – even if she does have a nice body.


After some quick thinking, Kenneth
decided to just ask her to drive to his place. That way no one would know he
was fucking her. He was certain she’d remember how to get there.


Look, he texted,
why don’t you just come over to my place? I have plenty for us to drink
here.


You don’t want to drop by The
Hawk? she texted back.


I just got home and worked out.
I just stepped out of the shower, Kenneth texted
her, lying.


He waited for a text back. Fifteen
seconds went by. Fuck, he thought. I hope I didn’t piss her off. I’d really
like to tap that ass again. 


Then his ring tone went off.


I’m on my way, she texted.


 


YOU’RE SO SPECIAL


As soon as she came in through the
door Kenneth was ready to pounce. Before Ashley could say anything he grabbed
her by the arm and pulled her all the way around the living room,
and down the short hallway in his apartment to his bedroom, with Ashley
giggling the entire way.


Kenneth pushed her down onto the bed, face first, her ass sticking up over the edge of the
mattress, her sandaled feet flat on the carpet. He reached around and
unbuttoned her jeans, and pulled them down over her big ass. It took a bit of
yanking to get the tight material down over her fleshy cheeks. Then he deftly
yanked her lace thong down over her ass and down her legs. Ashley kicked her
jeans and thong off quickly, spreading her legs wider, giggling.


Within ten seconds Kenneth had his
jeans and boxers down and kicked off, and his cock was already firmly erect. He
placed the head just inside Ashley’s ass crack, the warmth of her skin exciting
him profusely. He positioned Ashley’s butt, pulling it upwards, until her
vagina was partially exposed. Then he pressed his cock head against her labia,
which were already moist. He could already smell her musk, sending him skywards.


He pushed his cock inside her
orifice until he was in her all the way to the balls. Ashley whimpered sweetly.


Kenneth then fucked her, slow and
steady, just taking his time. 


He took a look at the alarm clock
after a little bit. He had just fucked her for ten minutes – and he was still
fucking her, making her moan and whimper, moving his cock in and out of her
slow and steady; kneading Ashley’s shoulders gently, massaging her T-shirt
covered back; working his thick penis in and out at a steady pace; his senses
reeling as he relished the sounds of her cries and whimpers as he continued
maintaining his pace – working her clenching vagina, a stroke every second --
feeling her sweet grip massaging his hard eight inches. 


In and out, in and out, he fucked her,
several times almost reaching the point of no return – slowing down, gripping
and massaging her shoulders; clenching his groin muscles, taking deep, deep
breaths to allay the feeling of impending orgasm; filling his lungs with air as
he felt the orgasmic sensations abate as he held still; relishing the sweet
sensation of her tight grip. Looking at the clock, he had been now fucking her
for twenty minutes. 


He picked up the pace again;
fucking her slow and steady, listening in sheer joy as the girl reached orgasm
and filled his bedroom with deafening cries, fucking her and fucking her and
fucking her, one thrust a second, hearing her whimper and call his name. Taking
deep, deep breaths, feeling the subtle, semi-orgasmic sensations flow through
his body as he filled his lungs with air and clenched his groin muscles, his
cock feeling like Superman – he looked at his clock – thirty minutes! 


The sensations abated, he continued
fucking her, hearing her cry out in pleasure, in and out -- over and over
again, one thrust a second, filling her pussy. He looked down, seeing his cock
disappear between the full cheeks of her awesome ass – fucking and fucking her,
nice and steady. Feeling joy as he heard her cry his name.
Thirty five minutes!


Fucking and fucking her, once again
he felt that familiar sensation. He slowed down, held still for a second,
clenched his groin muscles, and took full, deep breaths. The air in his lungs
pushed the sensations outwards, as he held onto her waist, feeling her breathe.


Back to fucking, and kneading her
shoulders, rubbing her back. One thrust a second. Fucking her and fucking her.
She cried out once more, the bedroom reverberating with her sweet voice, her
hands and fingers clenching the bedcovers as she shrieked his name. Slow and steady,
he kept fucking her.


He looked at his alarm clock –
forty-five minutes, and he was still fucking her! Slow and steady, on top of
the world! Soon enough, the room filled with more of Ashley’s deafening cries
and whimpers. He maintained the pace, driving her crazy with lust, sending his
cock higher and higher until he knew he was reaching the edge again.


Fifty minutes! He looked down at
Ashley’s bare, full ass – her cleft impaled by his thick, dripping wet cock! The scent of her vagina thrilling his nostrils. He kept
fucking and fucking her, keeping it slow and steady. Sending her over! The room
filled with her deafening cries. 


Could he make it to an hour this
time? Last time he tried something like this he shot his wad at forty-three
minutes. He really wanted to see how long he could fuck her. The sensation of
long, steady fucking was driving his cock nuts – after abating the cumming sensations a couple times his cock felt super
energized, and he couldn’t deny that Ashley’s pussy was the best he’d ever felt
gripping around his girth. He couldn’t get enough of it!


Fucking and fucking and fucking –
Fifty three minutes! Slow and steady, gripping her velvety waist and kneading
the small of her back, and working his hands back up to her shoulders as he
slowly pistoned his thick cock in and out of her
pussy.


Closer and closer to the edge – he
felt the tension build up in his balls. He was higher than Mount
 Rainier, his cock feeling stronger than Grand Coulee Dam, and it
was all ready to burst!


Fifty-five minutes! 


Fuck! Kenneth thought. I can’t take
much more!


Maintaining the same pace, he just
kept fucking and fucking and fucking Ashley’s clenching pussy, gripping her
shoulders, getting high on her sweet cries, her voice thrilling him to the
marrow – fucking and fucking and fucking, slow and steady, building the tension
– higher and higher and higher. Breathing deep, feeling the
air fill his lungs as he tried to control his responses. His body was
tense and electrified. He felt like he was going to explode.


Finally, at fifty-eight minutes he
convulsed into a massive wave of mind-bolting pleasure, his penis jerking and
tensing as he filled Ashley’s womb with nine full lobs of hot, virile semen.


He held his cock still inside her.
She was a whimpering mess. He rubbed her back lovingly, and after a minute, he
finally pulled out.


“FUCK!!” she cried. “You are
fucking amazing!”


Kenneth, satiated and energized,
aglow from the best orgasm he’d had in over a year, got up onto the bed, and
lay down. Ashley lay down beside him, and grabbed onto his hand.


“I can’t believe I just experienced
what I experienced,” she said.


Kenneth just smiled. He hadn’t
really fucked a woman like that before. Usually he just slammed it to them. 


“You’re not saying anything,” she
said.


“I’m a bit spent,” Kenneth said.


Ashley giggled aloud. “No wonder!
You fucked me for what – an hour???”


“Yeah, I think so.”


“Fuck! That’s stud territory!”


Kenneth looked over at Ashley. For
the first time he thought she was pretty. At least for a few
moments. He kissed her. 


“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” he said,
not lying. “I wanted to do something really special,” he added, only partly
lying. “It’s because you’re so special to me,” he concluded, returning to lying
again.


Ashley beamed, her heart bursting
with love for her dream man – who had just fucked her senseless for an hour.


Deep inside, she felt nothing but
warm-tinglies in her heart.


 


AFTERGLOW


Kenneth awoke. Ashley was still
sleeping next to him. They had both climbed beneath the covers, both tired from
the long fuck. He looked at the clock. They had been dozing for three and a
half hours. 


He had dreams about her. Well – it
was supposed to be Ashley, but it was a woman with a different face. She had
tattoos on her arms, these small, mystical symbols – they were quite becoming,
actually. And her face – it was almost as if she looked a little like Ashley,
and a little like Sue the waitress in the face, too. Like a combination of both
of them. He had just professed his love to Ashley – in the dream -- just before
he woke up – and the weird thing about the dream was that when he said it in
the dream, he really meant it.


And that was scary.


He looked over at Ashley, who had
just started snoring slightly.


I don’t hate this woman, he thought
to himself. I don’t dislike her. I love her body. I love her company – I mean,
honestly: she can’t be beat in bed. And she is really a nice girl. But….


I just don’t want to be seen with
her.


He lay back and stared at the
ceiling. The dream had obviously jolted his conscience. Why am I so afraid of
being a loser? Why can’t I accept a woman like this? Why do I not want to be
seen with her? I know I can do a lot better than Ashley – but what if Bud is
right? What if this is wrong what I’m doing with her? Because
– I don’t really love her. Not at all. Not even
close. 


And I never will. It’s just sex.


But is that wrong? I just gave her
the fuck of her life. Hell – it was the fuck of my life. Is that wrong? I mean
– she enjoyed herself. She gets something out of the deal. It’s not me using
her if she’s getting off on it, is it?


“Hey, mister stud!” Ashley had just
awakened.


“Hey,” said Kenneth.


“You want to try again, or do this
another time? You wore me out.”


“I’m tired,” said Kenneth. “It’s
almost ten o’clock. If we’re going to
do it again, I need a coffee first. Want some?”


“Sure!”


Kenneth leaned over and kissed her
and then got up off the bed and wandered down the short hallway into the
kitchen and made them both a cup of instant coffee – the expensive brand that
tastes better than most drip coffee – even better than most of the coffee you
get all over Seattle.


He mixed some creamer into both
cups and took both of them on a large, oval plastic serving tray into the
bedroom.


“Wow, breakfast in bed!” said
Ashley, cheerily. “My kind of man!”


Kenneth chuckled. He handed her cup
to her.


“I guessed you take creamer in
yours… I mean, after all this is Seattle.
Doesn’t everybody take cream or creamer here?. Latte, milk in coffee… all that. It’s pretty standard.”


“You read my mind,” said Ashley,
sipping the hot, rich brew.


Kenneth sat the tray on the night
stand and got back on the bed, and grabbed his cup and took a sip, savoring the
rich, nutty taste. Classic.


“So, how many women have you served
coffee to on this bed, Kenneth?”


“You’re the first for that,” said
Kenneth, truthfully.


“Wow.”


“You’re also the best fuck I’ve
ever had.”


“Double wow.”


He looked over at the woman next to
him. She had a mind-boggling body. The sight of it made his cock fill slowly
with blood.


He set his half consumed coffee
back onto the night stand. He reached over and took Ashley’s coffee cup from
her fingers, and set it on the night stand next to his. He gently grabbed her
by the waist, and pulled her on top of him. Taking his cue, she grabbed his
by-now mostly erect cock and pushed it inside her pussy. By the time his cock
head hit her cervix he was fully erect. And then Ashley started riding him.


Ten minutes later he was spurting
massive loads deep into her belly while spanking her big ass, feeling her
sucking on his tongue as she ground and bucked and whimpered, her long hair
draping around his face like a curtain of warmth.


 


I NEED ATTENTION


The next morning Ashley got up from
Kenneth’s bed, got dressed and left early. She had to work, and wanted to stop
by her apartment first to get a change of clothes.


Kenneth spent the rest of Saturday
in a semi-daze. He’d fucked plenty of women before. But he had never had such
conflicting feelings. He knew he was not ever going to marry Ashley, or even go
with her. But he felt drawn to her – mostly because of the sex. But it was also
because he realized just how nuts she was about him – and face
it: it always feels good to be loved.


Fuck, he thought. Why am I even
questioning myself over this?


Soon his ring tone went off.


It was a text.


Fuck, he thought. It’s probably
Ashley.


He flicked on the screen. He was
actually hoping to hear from her. After all, his cock still probably reeked of
her pussy, and he liked that.


It wasn’t a text from Ashley,
though.


It was Sue the waitress’s phone
number that appeared on the screen.


She sent him a text. It had an
attachment.


It was a picture of her tits. No
bra – no bikini top, no nothing. Just massive, beautiful, slightly freckled,
large-pink-nippled, mind blowing tits.


Kenneth’s jaw dropped. His cock
began to fill with blood, causing it to get slightly tumescent.


You want to suck on these? <3
<3 <3


The ring tone went off again.


It was another text. This one had
an attachment. It was Sue’s pussy. Spread and wet. 


I need attention. J


Kenneth texted
her back:


Where R U now?


I’m on my way home.


I thought you were gone until
next Saturday.


Typhoon is coming. We left. Will
B home in 6 hours. Need some TLC. Naked.
<3


Immediately – every single kind or
questioning thought that Kenneth had about his situation with Ashley completely
dissipated into the mists – all thoughts were on the young blonde woman who had
just made him an offer that he was definitely NOT going to refuse, no matter
how mind blowing the sex had been the night before.


His mind was made up. He had to
lose the one woman, to make time for the other one.


He had to see those awesome, pale,
freckled, pink-nippled tits in real life. And to be
able to look up into that pretty face as those big tits jostled as she rode him
to oblivion – that was all that mattered.


Ashley can take care of herself,
Kenneth thought. I’m done.


 


LOSE HER


It was 6:30 p.m. The sun was still shining brightly in the sky.
Kenneth had just taken a shower. His ring tone went off again.


Fuck, thought Kenneth to himself.
That’s the fifth text in an hour.


It was Ashley. The one he had just
decided to put on ice. He’d already arranged to meet with Sue the waitress.
There was no way he wanted to fuck up those plans.


The ring tone went off, yet again.


What the fuck? Does Ashley think
we’re in a relationship or something? What a crazy bitch.


Please, Kenneth,
urged the most recent text. I really need you tonight. <3 <3 <3


The problem, Kenneth figured, was
that even if Sue was a log with a pussy in bed she would be more pleasing to
fuck and date than mousy Ashley.


Ugh, grunted Kenneth. There it is
again. He had just heard text tone go off for maybe the tenth time that
morning.


R U there?
texted Ashley. I
really need to C U.


Kenneth just ignored it, as he ignored
the others.


Ashley was completely falling
apart. She had thought Kenneth liked her, at least. After all, didn’t he
tell her so after they had fucked for an hour? Didn’t he say he really liked
her after he’d slept next to her? And by now, Kenneth meant the world to her.


But there was no response on to any
of her texts, calls, or social media messages.


She had the next day off. She still
texted Kenneth, to no response. She spent most of
Sunday crying into her pillow.


Monday night, Kenneth met Bud at The
Hawk. 


“I heard you dumped Ashley,” said
Bud. “Why? You just told me she gave you the fuck of your life.”


“I had a date with Sue, and don’t
want to fuck that up.”


“You’re seeing Sue – the waitress
who works here?”


“Yep.”


“Wow.” Bud sipped his beer. “But is
Sue as good in bed?”


“She’s O.K. Not as good as Ashley,
but she looks 100 percent better while fucking her.”


“That’s harsh.”


“Life is harsh.”


“But won’t you miss the great sex?
And what if Sue turns out to be a bitch?”


“Look, I’m just putting Ashley on
the shelf for a while,” Kenneth said, mostly lying, but partly telling the
truth. He had to admit: Bud had a point. What if Sue didn’t work out? He could
always use Ashley as a back up until he found someone else. He sipped his
scotch and ale.


“Look, I’ll give you Ashley’s
number and stuff. She may get over me fairly quickly. You never know. At least
you could message her and try to tap that ass yourself.”


Bud looked down at his beer, as if
deep in thought. Kenneth already knew what Bud was thinking. 


“I don’t know,” said Bud. “The
other guys will make fun of me if they figure out I’m with her, won’t they? I
mean, they don’t make fun of you because they’re too scared to.”


“They don’t know about me and
Ashley,” said Kenneth.


“Well, even if they did, they’d be
afraid you’ll kick their ass.”


“I know,” said Kenneth. “But if you
want to fuck her, I’ll give you her info. She’ll probably fuck you once she
gets over me. I swear, I won’t tell anyone.” Kenneth took a big swig from his
scotch and ale. “I mean – just don’t bring her around here, you should be O.K.
If she blabs on the internet about being with you, I’ll help you deny it if you
want.”


“O.K.,” said Bud, thinking with his
cock. “Give me her number.”


“Just tell her how much you really
like her, for her,” said Kenneth. “Women want to be used sexually,
but at the same time they want to hear from you just how much you really
like them for their personality. It’s psycho, but it’s just the way
it is. So just say how much you like her, how special she is, and that kind of
bullshit. Just don’t overdo it. She’ll come around. I’m putting her on ice
either way.” He nodded towards Sue, who had the night off, and was drinking at
the corner table with a couple other hot looking women. “I’m tapping that ass
over there again, and no bitch is getting in the way of that.”


Bud looked over in the direction
where Kenneth was nodding his head, and noticed Sue, shining like the sun –
bright blonde hair, movie star good looks, fresh tan from Mexico,
and her big tits barely contained by a flimsy, dressy top.


“We have a big date for tomorrow,
but I think I’ll take that bitch home tonight and do her again.”


“You seem to have the touch with
women,” said Bud, envious.


“Like I said – there are winners,
and there are losers, dude. Kenneth’s text ring tone went off. He picked up his
smart phone and looked at the screen, frowned, and set the phone back down on
the table. “Ashley again. Ugh.”


“She’s still texting
you?”


“Yeah, she’s been doing it all
week. Psycho.” He took a sip from his scotch and ale.


“Man,” said Bud. “Even though she
isn’t hot looking, it seems a waste to just throw her away like that.”


“I can get her back if I want to,”
said Kenneth, smiling. “Guaranteed. But I’m giving her
to you. Now here’s Ashley’s number,” he said, shoving his phone across the
table. “Program that fucker into your phone, and text her and message her, and
tap that fucking big ass.”


Bud programmed Ashley’s number into
his phone.


The next day he texted her.


Hey.


He kept it short, like Kenneth had
advised him.


Ashley ignored it. She was too busy
texting Kenneth for the thousandth time.


Bud tried again.


Really enjoyed
seeing U at the pub last weekend. U want
to get together for a beer?


Nothing.


Fuck it, thought Bud. This bitch is
so hung up on my friend she won’t even text me. Why waste my time? I’ll find
another girl online.


 


RIDING THE DOWNWARD SPIRAL


It was Wednesday, and Ashley
checked her cell phone for the hundredth time. Still no text
message from Kenneth. She checked his Facebook
and other social media pages. Nothing. No information
whatsoever.


She tried calling him.
Automatically it went over to voice mail.


As soon as she woke up on Thursday,
the first thing she did was check the phone. No text. No call. Then she checked
Kenneth’s social media. As soon as she saw the photo her heart sank into her
stomach. It felt like someone had clubbed her in the gut with a sledgehammer.


It was a photo a girl posted on his
Facebook web page. A picture of a
smiling Kenneth with his arm around the girl, a blonde with large tits – the
waitress at the Hawk tavern. The blonde was looking towards Kenneth with
a look of love that one usually saw in photos of newlyweds.


“So great to be in love with such a
great man,” said the comment. “ILU <3 <3 <3”.


There was a comment from Kenneth
also: “Love you too, babe. You’re so special to me.”


How could this be? Ashley tried to
clarify her thoughts even while she was emotionally bludgeoned into a deep
depression. How could Kenneth “love” this woman in so short a period? And the
look in the young woman’s eyes said it all: they had fucked.


Sure, they had known each other for
a few years: she was the waitress at the bar he always went to.


But what about
his profession of love and affection for Ashley? Hadn’t he told her she
was “so special”?


She tried to call him. Nothing but voice mail. She texted
him:


Hi Kenneth.
I saw that photo of you with Sue from the Hawk on your FB. R
U in a relationship with her? Can I see you soon? Can we talk?


She set the phone down, and hung
her head into her hands and cried her heart out.


Within half an hour her text tone
went off.


It was Kenneth.


Hesitant, she switched on the
phone. The text was what she’s expected:


Sue and I just hit it off. It
just clicked, don’t know what else to say.


And that was it. No “sorry for
using you like a cheap lay”, no “sorry for lying to you through my teeth.”


She texted
him back:


You don’t want me any more?


She never got an answer.


Depression turned to anger turned
to deeper depression. She drank a bottle of wine that was in her refrigerator,
and after puking some of it up, went to bed to cry herself
to sleep.


The next few days were a dull
darkness.


Her social media pages were full of
veiled hints that she loved a man so much, but he didn’t think anything of her.
Anyone who read them could tell that she was hurting terribly. The problem was
– no one was reading them – except Randy Hagenbaum.
And Kenneth definitely wasn’t. He was avoiding her like she had leprosy. 


She would get drunk and text him,
and he never texted back.


For a week she almost contemplated
suicide. She just felt so worthless. 


Why did he like me enough to have
sex with me, but not like me enough to have a relationship with me? The
thoughts ran through her mind continuously like a dull plague. Why am I good
enough to fuck but not good enough to have as a girlfriend? Why am I good
looking enough to put your cock into, but you don’t want to be seen with me at
the bar – or anywhere else, for that matter?


I’m just worthless. The world is a
better off place without me. 


At work, she just went through the
motions.


Randy – who had been ignoring her
as best he could, because she had broken his heart so often, finally approached
her while she was stocking the medicine aisle. He didn’t let on – but he knew
what had happened. He had seen her social media messages, as she had left them
public. He figured she had been seeing Kenneth, because he heard a few things
from people at the bar when Ashley wasn’t showing up. He also had seen Ashley
and Kenneth exchange numbers the night Ashley had approached Kenneth. Randy
figured that must be the guy. The jock who had a
reputation for having fucked well over 100 women.


“Hey, Ashley,” he said, somewhat
hesitantly.


“What do you want?”


“Are you O.K.?”


“Yes.”


“Are you sure? ‘Cause you seem sort
of down.”


“What’s it to you?”


“I like you. You know that. And
also – I work with you. You usually are talking to all the other people in
here, about everything. But this past week you haven’t said much to
anybody. And – I’ll put it bluntly: you look like you lost your last friend. It
hurts to see you this way.”


“It’s none of your business,
Randy,” she said, glaring at him.


Randy just looked at her. And the
look he gave her, for once, was not one of admiration. It was a blank stare.


“You’re right. It’s none of my
business. But he broke your heart, didn’t he. What an asshole.”


“Who are you talking about? You
don’t know anything about my personal life.”


“I’m talking about the guy you
told me you were seeing. I know who he is. And you’ve told everyone
else here about him. And you told everybody how great he is. How wonderful he
is. I have ears, Ashley. I can hear you talk when you’re in the next aisle
talking to Judy Wentworth about Mr. Wonderful for half an hour. You even
mentioned him by name.” Randy paused, hoping he wasn’t pissing Ashley off. She
just looked at him, half glaring, half surprised he paid that much attention –
or cared, for that matter.


“You look like I probably did when
you turned me down for a date,” Randy continued. “I just hope you’re O.K. But
you don’t look O.K.”


“Fuck off, Randy! Like I said --
it’s none of your business.”


Randy looked at her equivocally. It
was as if he finally thought that Ashley was as low on the totem pole of life
as the other men at the bar seemed to place her. He shook his head.


“Well, when you decide to pull your
head out of your ass, you know how to get a hold of me. I’m no jock, but at
least I like you. I like your body. But I like you for who you are. I
don’t know what shit he fed you, but Kenneth Holloman doesn’t want you, and he
never did. In fact, he makes fun of you all the time when you’re not around at
The Hawk. He was joking about dumping you when he was there last night. I heard
him bragging about it. I was sitting at the next table. It made me sick.”


Ashley’s eyes became as big as pie
plates.


“He doesn’t give a shit about you
Ashley. But I always have. Kenneth thinks you’re ugly and plain looking. To me
you’re the most beautiful girl in the world. He thinks you’re stupid and
gullible. I think you’re smart, and think you fell for him just because he
looks good and sounds good. And if you think I’m incapable of having sex, well…
whatever.” 


Randy stopped for a moment. Ashley
just stood there emotionless. 


“I may be no Kenneth Holloman,
Ashley. But I’ll never play you like that. I’d never hide from being seen with
you like Kenneth was. I’d be proud to be seen with you. I’ll be here if you
decide you want to be treated decent. But that’s up to you.”


Randy looked her straight in the
eye, and then turned and walked away.


The words he had just said stung
her ears like hornets.


How long did Randy know it was
Kenneth Holloman? And could it be true that Kenneth was making fun of Ashley at
the bar like that?


Randy may be a dork, but he
wouldn’t lie about it. Ashley knew that much.


Quickly, she dropped what she was
doing, and went to the bathroom to cry.


For the next two days, Ashley – as
per usual – checked her smart phone constantly to see if there were any texts
or calls from Kenneth. But there were none. Randy mostly ignored her, saying
nothing more than “Hi”.


Then it was Friday. For the first
time in a while, Ashley would have a regular weekend. A
regular weekend of two whole days with nothing to do but mope.


How am I going to face another
weekend alone? she thought to herself.


Then she thought of Randy.


He’s a dork, yeah. But he likes me.


Maybe I should give him a chance,
and see what he’s like away from work. Maybe he’s a dork, but it might be
better to do something with him than be alone and depressed all weekend. It
won’t kill me. Maybe I’ll ask him to coffee, and see what happens.


She walked up to him right before
their shift ended.


“Hey,” she said.


“Hi Ashley,” said Randy. “How you doing?”


“I’m still not doing well,” she
said. “But I’m sorry for being hard on you a couple days ago. I know you meant
well.”


“Don’t worry about it. I probably
shouldn’t have said anything.”


“No, no, no… I appreciate your concern.”
She paused. For once, she was afraid of rejection by a man she wasn’t in love
with. What if he said no?


“You want to go have some coffee,
and talk?” she blurted out nervously. “After work?”


Randy looked at her, amazed. Then
he smiled. 


“Sure,” he said.


Ashley was taken aback. That was
easy.


“Well,” she said. “How about Starbucks? As soon as we get
off work?”


“I’m fine with that,” said Randy.
“It’s on me.”


Ten minutes later they were at
Starbucks, sitting at a table near the window. It was a cloudy summer day in
suburban Seattle.


“I just wanted to tell you, Randy,
I’m sorry for treating you like I have. I just didn’t realize what a good and
valuable friend you are,” Ashley said, pulling the cap off the latte and taking
a sip. “I haven’t been feeling well – you’re right. Like you know, I was seeing
Kenneth, and he told me he liked me. But then he dumped me. It really hurts.”


“I hate to say this, because I know
you like him. But he’s a jerk.”


“You’re right. He is.”


“So,” said Randy, “are you friendzoning me already? I haven’t even had a chance to ask
you out somewhere for the hundredth time.”


Ashley laughed. “No, Randy. I’m not
friendzoning you. But right now you’re just a friend.
But that doesn’t mean I’m putting you off. Asking you to coffee was a big step
for me. I’m used to being turned down, you know.”


“So am I,” said Randy, chuckling.


Ashley smiled, and nervously sipped
at her coffee.


“You want to see a movie tonight?”
Randy suggested. “There’s a good action movie at the South
 Valley. I hear there are at least
four explosions and five people getting shot in the first minute. That’s
usually a good sign.”


Ashley looked at Randy. This guy
really likes me, doesn’t he. He likes me not just for
my body, but for me, too.


“Sure!” she said, giggling.


 


IN BED, AND OUT OF BED, TOO


It was dark out, and Randy had just
pulled up to his apartment on Highfield Hill. It was
a nice complex, shaded by tall fir trees. It was built in the 1980’s, when
apartments still had real balconies and the complexes were surrounded by real
trees.


“This is a nice place,” said
Ashley. “A lot nicer than mine.”


“I like it,” said Randy. He looked
over at Ashley. He couldn’t believe she was in his car, much less sitting next
to him. The movie was fun, and he even grabbed her hand and was able to hold it
for most of it. Her hand felt so warm, and just the touch of it warmed his
soul. 


He knew she still loved Kenneth.
But maybe that could change. He had asked if she wanted to take in another
movie at his place, with drinks.


After a short pause, she said yes.
His heart leaped. All the way to his place – including the long drive from the
Mall, back north up the Valley, and then up 
Cemetery
  Road to his neighborhood east of town, he was on
top of the world.

He finally was able to spend time
with the woman of his dreams.


Maybe she would let him make out
with her. But even if she didn’t, Randy knew that he would never, ever forget
this evening with Ashley.


As they drove down the long,
straight stretch of four lane blacktop up Cemetery Hill, they made small talk,
mainly discussing the movie. Unlike a lot of women Randy had talked to at work,
Ashley liked action movies – which helped pep the conversation along.


After he pulled his Honda up into
his apartment complex and parked the car, he just sat there. The idea of the
love of his life being in his apartment floored him. He looked over and smiled,
nervously. Ashley, also a bit nervous, smiled.


For several long seconds the two
just sat in the car, looking at each other.


“So… Are you going to ask me in, or
do you just want to sit here a while?” said Ashley. “You can kiss me, you know.
I don’t bite.”


Randy leaned over and kissed her.
Ashley opened her lips, and soon enough they were in a passionate exchange.
Randy put and arm around her, gently massaging her shoulder, and then her back.
He could feel her warm breath upon his cheek. He was in heaven. This was all he
wanted in the entire world. And it was actually happening.


Ashley broke the kiss.


“Look, mister. I like you. And I
really want to continue this. But I don’t want to make love in your car, if
that’s O.K.”


“Did you just say what I thought
you just said?”


“What do you think?” whispered
Ashley, smiling sweetly.


“O.K.,” said Randy. He leaned towards
Ashley and kissed her again, and then pulled away. “Stay there,” he said,
getting out of the car. He went around to her side and opened the door.


“A real gentleman,” she said,
smiling, as she climbed out of the Honda. As soon as he shut the door behind
her, he embraced her and kissed her again, and then slowly led her up the
walkway to his apartment, which was on the bottom floor.


Within ten minutes Randy had
Ashley’s pants off, and he had his face buried in between the warm heaven of
her thighs. He slipped his hands beneath her soft, fleshy ass and reached them
upwards and gripped her belly as he lowered his mouth towards her wet pussy.


Immediately, he could smell the
musky scent of Ashley’s moist vagina. He stuck out his tongue and touched it to
her labia. Ashley’s labia tasted tangy and salty, and were slippery on his
tongue. He pushed the tip towards the bottom of her vaginal opening and licked
upwards. Ashley let out a low whimper and placed her hands on his head,
stroking his hair.


Randy started licking up and down,
swallowing her juices, emphasizing the up strokes as he licked away, and the
walls of his bedroom echoed with the music of her sighs. Soon enough, Ashley
bucked her hips and forced his head further in between her legs and let out a chain
of lusty cries. Under his tongue Randy could feel Ashley’s vagina contract and
move in rhythm as Ashley climaxed.


“Fuck!!!” she exclaimed,
breathless. “You’re awesome at eating pussy!”


“I love it,” said Randy.
“Especially ‘cause it’s you.”


“How many girls have you been
with?” Ashley said, looking at him half glazed from orgasm.


“Only a couple
before you.”


“They must have been pretty stupid
to let go of you,” said Ashley, giggling. “Because a man that does oral like
you just did is something you never let go of.”


“That’s good,” said Randy, smiling.


Ashley sat up a little, and pulled
up her knees, leaving her legs far apart.


“Get those pants off, mister,” she
ordered. 


Randy got up off the bed and pulled
his pants off, and then his boxers. His six inch cock sprang out as soon as it
was free from the constraint of the clothing.


“Get up on the bed, and kneel in
between my legs.”


“O.K.” said Randy. He got on his
knees and crept forwards, inching his cock towards Ashley’s engorged, dilated
pussy. As soon as his cock head was six or seven inches from her pussy, Ashley
reached out and guided him inside her. Feeling his girth stretch out her lips,
Ashley let out a gasp of pleasure.


“Fuck! You’ve got a nice thick one.
Start fucking me. Now!”


Randy wasted no time shoving his
cock as deep as it would go, causing Ashley to let out a squeal. He pulled
back, and shoved it home again. The sweet, velvety, hot grip of her vaginal
walls on his penis sent wild sensations shuddering up throughout his body. He
pulled back, and slammed it home again. Ashley let out a cry of pleasure.


He pulled out, and slammed it home
again.


“Yes, Randy!!!! Fuck me hard!!!”


Within seconds Randy was slamming
his cock relentlessly into Ashley’s gripping orifice, causing her to cry and
whimper as he got closer and closer to climax with each shove. Ashley wrapped
her soft legs around his back, her hot thighs becoming sticky from sweat and
fucking.


Holding him inside her trap, Ashley
grabbed onto Randy’s waist and pulled him towards her as he fucked her, urging
him to fuck her even harder.


Randy picked up the pace, hammering
her vigorously until felt a convulsion of mind-breaking pleasure – it was as if
Ashley were massaging his soul up past the stratosphere with her cries, the
grasp of her soft hands on his back, and the grip of her pussy.


He buried his cock inside her as
far as it would go and let out a grunt, and felt shudder after shudder as he
spurted several massive loads of hot cum deep inside Ashley’s belly. Ashley
kept him secure inside the warm embrace of her muscular legs as she giggled,
knowing he had just filled her with cum.


“You’re lucky I’m not ovulating,
mister,” she said, grinning. “I’d be knocked up for sure. You’re good, you know
that?”


“I try,” said Randy.


“You more than try,” said Ashley,
beaming. 


“I’m on top of the world right
now,” said Randy. “This is my dream. Well – part of it.”


“What’s the other part?”


“Just being with
you. That’s always been my dream. You’re my dream.”


Ashley pulled him close and kissed him,
and within a couple minutes they were lying next to each other, spoon position,
Randy basking in the warmth of her body.


“I really like you, Randy,” she
said softly. “But it may take some time for me to get over him.”


“I know. I can live with that.”


“I really want to spend time with
you. I’ve had fun tonight.”


“I’ve had the time of my life,”
said Randy. 


He reached around and held Ashley
close. She grabbed his hand with hers, and before long they were both off in
the throes of slumber, each in their own dream world. 


Ashley was trying not to think
about Kenneth. She knew it may take some work. But Randy’s being good with his
cock would definitely help. Healing takes time. And it was fun seeing the
movie, and Randy was more fun to be around than he seemed at work. She was
surprised. It was nothing like she had thought it would be. 


And Randy?
This was the only place he wanted to be after the first time he ever saw
Ashley. Just like this. And he hoped it would always be that way.
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