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My number one cocksucker Abigail rocked back on her curvy mommy ass as I absently stroked her head and did payroll. She had two kids at home – not mine – and one on the way in six months – definitely mine – and I loved the way it gave her tits something extra, a plumpness and a little hang. Her ass was spectacular too, just big enough to give it some jiggle when I fucked her.



It was her face that made me the hardest. I have a thing for innocent-looking women and most my favorites fit the type. The eighteen-year-olds next door trying to keep off the freshmen five. The office workers wanting to shave off the break room snacks. The sweet mothers looking to feel sexy again. I love taking them and turning them into my fuckdolls, watching them suck me or take it up the ass. Sometimes I make them call their husbands or their boyfriends while I’m doing it, and seeing the consternation blend with the pure lust in their eyes as I rail the everloving fuck out of them is a treat I never get tired of. Do the husbands know they’re getting it good and hard here at my gym? Probably. I don’t give much of a shit.



Someone knocked. “Come in,” I said. Abigail started to pull off me but I pressed a hand to the back of her head. “I didn’t say you were done.” She glared up at me but kept going as the door swung open.



Juwan Nesmith, one of my trainers, looked down at the way Abigail’s leggings defined every curve of her ass and pussy and whistled. Without looking up from my computer screen, I said, “What?”



“You got someone here itching for a sparring session.”



“When I’m doing fuckin’ payroll?”



“I know, I know. And you’re going to be more pissed when you see him. Loudmouth little shit. But wait’ll you see the tits and ass he brought with him.” Now that interested me. I finally looked up from the computer and he grinned. “Tight young thing. Blonde. Got an attitude.”



Abigail pulled off me with a wet slurp. “Bayame,” she whined.



“Yeah, yeah. Pull your tits out,” I told her, and stood up. I fisted my dick and she pulled her tank up. Fuck, but I loved a good titty drop, and Abigail had some of the best tits I’d ever seen. The way they bounced when she pulled a tight top up and over still got me off nearly as much as her mouth or her pussy.



Time was she’d have blushed at Juwan or any of my other guys watching, but now she moved automatically, smiling up at me like I was giving her the best present in the world. Her hand went to her shorts and slid in. She fingered herself right in front of my employee as I jacked off. Fuck it. Let the guy out there wait.



“On second thought, get up,” I said. Abigail did, licking her full, luscious lips. I smacked her ass and bent her over my desk. She cried out as I impaled her, punching my cock deep in that warm wet pussy. I grabbed one of her big creamy tits as I fucked into her hard enough to send some papers on the corner flying. With my other hand I grabbed a fistful of her caramel-colored hair and tugged back, bringing her head up as my thighs slapped against her ass.



“Oh, fuck, Bayame!” she cried out.



“Take it, you dirty slut,” I growled, pumping hard into her. “Every fucking inch.”



“Ungh, ungh, ungh!” she said, timed to my fucking.



“The wannabe?” Juwan asked.



“Make him wait or he can take a walk, I don’t care,” I said. Juwan gave me a mocking salute and walked out of there.



I pulled out of Abigail and twisted her around so she was sitting on the edge of the desk. She wrapped her hands around my neck and I plunged back into her, my big hands under her ass now as I went for broke. I stopped only to suck one of her big brown nipples into my mouth. She pumped her hips against me, her whole body undulating with the pleasure. Didn’t take her long before she left a puddle on that desk.



“Nnngh, fuck,” she whimpered, staring up into my eyes. I ignored the words and kept thrusting my hips against her, my breath coming hot and fast now. I kissed her before she came. I knew how she liked it, as sloppy and hard as my fucking, and I felt her shiver as I thrust my tongue down deep, claiming her.



Abigail went boneless when she came, hands falling away from my neck, chin down. She came with a breathless cry. I tugged her off the desk and she dropped to her knees, knowing how I loved to finish with my sluts. She cupped her big tits and presented them to me as I jacked my slick cock again, aiming it for her big nipples.



“Ah, fuck,” I grunted, and shot after shot of my come streaked her tits and her neck. She looked like a goddamn glazed donut by the time I was through, gobs of me dripping off her big breasts.



As I did up my pants, Abigail ran her fingers through the come and collected it. “Are you going to bring in a new girl, sir?” she asked, then started licking her fingers clean. I knew what she was really after, an assurance she was still top tier gym brat material, and ignored her neediness.



“I guess we’ll see,” I said, and stepped out of the office while she was still on her knees.



* * *



Right away I knew which guy was the douchebag who wanted a fight. He was shirtless, because of course he was. Fuckin’ idiots like him think having muscles makes them a badass. His boxing shorts were garish, loose, and long, his sneakers probably worth more than I charged rent for the apartments upstairs. I wanted to take a razor to his blond, spiky hair.



Punk, I immediately thought.



But the woman next to him? Now I understood why Juwan interrupted me.



She wasn’t my usual type. Too tough, too in your face. But damned if that package didn’t work. Platinum blonde hair tickled the tops of her tits. Wide brown eyes with a hint of contempt to them. The only makeup she wore that day was lipstick, softening the hard press of her lips. The rest of her… yeah, that was something too. Tight workout shorts showed off some thick, toned thighs. A trim, defined waist, enough muscle there to tell me she didn’t need a lesson but still feminine enough to keep my dick in the game. And that sports bra made promises about tits at least as big as Abigail’s. She saw me looking. Her smirk grew wider.



Oh yeah. I was going to have fun with this.



There were maybe a dozen other regulars and guests working out with free weights or the machines.  Despite the dankness of the gym, our clientele leaned into the feminine side, mostly thanks to our reputation as being as much a place to get royally fucked as a place to work out. A couple of my trainers circulated the crowd, watching me with unguarded interest. They knew what was coming.



The douchebag saw me and sneered. I knew what he was thinking. He saw the thickness of my bare arms and my gut underneath my sleeveless hoodie and thought I was fat and slow. Most the dumb sons of bitches who try to start something with me think the same thing. The gray in my short curly hair probably got him thinking age meant weakness too. I might have been fifty, but I could still whip most anyone who walked through those doors.



“You Bayame?” he asked, nodding towards one of the signs on the wall with the logo and my name on it.



“Yup,” I said. “Heard you’re looking to spar.”



“Yeah,” he said, looking like he just shit on my toast and expected me to eat it. “Heard you were the best twenty years ago.”



I ignored the insult. “Classes are on Mondays and Thursdays. It’s fifty bucks. Talk to Mankowitz up front if you’re interested.” I turned back around.



“Hey asshole, I didn’t say I wanted a class. I said I wanted a fight.”



“Ain’t interested. Move on, kid.”



“I got a hundred bucks says I can take you.”



I kept walking and called, “Ten times that and you might be closer.”



“Done.”



That gave me genuine pause. I turned around and sucked my teeth. “You’re serious.”



“Just need to go hit an ATM.”



I came back to him, my tongue poking at the side of my cheek as I took him in. I still didn’t see much there so I checked out his woman instead, blatantly eyeing her from head to toe. She studied me back, her smirk widening. Still looking at her, I said to the douche, “This ain’t an MMA gym. It’s not boxing. I teach people how to fight and that’s what we’d be doing. Fighting.”



“Hey asshole. I’m the one you need to be paying attention to,” the guy said. He got in close, expecting that to intimidate me.



“Yeah? And you are?” I asked, finally looking at him.



“Ward Walter. You might have heard I won the-”



“I don’t give a shit. You got collateral?”



“The Corvette outside is mine. Worth more than this building.”



“Good enough,” I said. “Give the keys to her. Your name?” I asked the woman as Ward gave her his keys.



“Cassie.”



I held her eyes a moment longer, then turned towards Ward. “Meet me in the ring.”



“Let me get my gloves.”



“Told you. This ain’t an MMA fight. Get in the fucking ring.”



He followed me, silent finally. We headed for the ring at the center of the gym. Most everyone working the machines or the free weights stopped to watch, my employees included. Juwan gave me a lopsided grin and I ignored him.



In the ring, I spent a moment taking off my hoodie. Whatever hesitation Ward might have been feeling fell by the wayside as he saw my gut. Fuck him. Let him think whatever. My Samoan side of the family would be rolling if they were here.



“Juwan,” I called. “Five minutes on the clock.”



By now, Abigail had recovered and joined my number two ringside as he set a timer on his phone. “Done.”



To Ward, I said, “That goes off, the fight’s done.”



“Won’t need that long,” he said, lounging in his corner.



You’re right about that, asshole.



“Abigail. Give us a ding.”



She picked up the bell ringside and dinged it with the attached brass hammer. I could have yawned. Ward was sure trying to give that impression. He came at me, lazy, grinning. He jabbed a few times, feints, all of them. Son of a bitch still thought this was an MMA fight. His next feint, I caught his arm, walked through, and hit him so hard in the breadbasket he nearly fell sideways.



“What the fuck, man?” he shouted, clutching his side.



I didn’t answer, but he got it, finally, and came swinging for the fences. I let him hit me a few times, taking them mostly in the gut and the chin. His left was better than I expected, but not enough. I waited, getting a feel for his timing, then I thundered out with a simple right to the side of his jaw. And another. And another.



This time, he did go down sideways, crashing to the mat and trying to drag himself up on the ropes. “Stay down,” I warned him mildly, but Ward didn’t listen. He got up, shaky. His eyes flicked towards his girlfriend. I ended it quick for him. I jabbed with my right. He raised his arm in defense, and I spun him with an armbar, getting him down to the mat.



“Tap,” I growled, “or I break it. Your choice. Five seconds.”



He tapped immediately.



* * *



Cassie rushed into the ring and leaned over her man. He waved away her attempt at helping him up, then shoved her away when she tried again. I snapped forward, punting him hard enough in the chest he got some lift out of it.



“Ain’t her fault you’re a fucking idiot,” I said. I put my foot to him again and rolled him towards the edge of the ring. He flopped out and off, clutching his stomach and trying to catch his breath.



“Double or nothing,” Cassie said.



“He’s done for,” I said. “Not interested.”



“I wasn’t talking about with him.”



I turned and eyed her with a smirk. “Nope.”



“What, you’re too much of a misogynist? Think I can’t take it?”



“I think I’d beat you in half the time.”



She charged me. It shouldn’t have taken me by surprise but it did, and she got off a pretty good right to the side of my chin. Juwan hooted along with a few of my regulars, and I flipped him off. Cassie wound up again, and this time I caught her fist in my hand. I twisted her so her ass was to my groin.



“Don’t,” I said. “Or I’m liable to bend you over my knee and spank that fine fucking ass same as I was doing to Abigail there a few minutes ago. Abigail! Show her your ass!”



There was a lot of murmuring at that, and when Abigail turned hesitantly to drop her shorts far enough to show off her reddened ass, the murmurs turned to cheers and a regular shouted, “Goddamn!” She pulled them up quickly.



Cassie drove the heel of her sneaker down onto my foot. It didn’t hurt but it was a pro move and caught me by surprise. I took a step back and she writhed loose, twisting and panting as her fists came up. She took four fast swings, better feints than her boyfriend, and again took me by surprise with the fifth, hitting me solidly in my gut.



I grinned. “Nice combination.”



“Don’t patronize me, asshole. Fight me.”



All right. I had enough of this. “I do, then anything goes. Any hold I want. Any move. It’s all on the table.”



“Fine,” Cassie snapped. She came at me with another blazing fast combination, ending this time with a snap kick to my knee that might have taken me down if she had just a little more force to it. Someone trained her well. I took the kick with a grunt and heard our audience cheer her on, my guys included.



Emboldened, she came in for another couple kicks, working my legs. The third I caught, and I jerked her to me, pulling her groin against mine. Her eyes widened. “I think you understand now,” I said. “Keep this up, and I’m going to make you mine.”



“Pig,” she said.



And surprising me yet again, she grabbed the back of my head and kissed me.



Well… it wasn’t much of a kiss. She panted, half-snarling against me, a woman gone over to her primal self. I wasn’t much better, thrusting my tongue against hers, letting go of her leg to grab her tight, taut ass.



“No, baby, no,” Ward cried out from ringside, but she ignored him as she pulled back and raised her fists again.



“New deal. He can keep his money if he sits his ass down and watches what’s about to happen,” I said to no one in particular, my eyes locked on the sexy blonde in front of me. She charged me, her knee coming up in a blink. I moved with her momentum, grabbing her by the waist and spinning with her at the same time as I lifted her up and slammed her down onto the mat. The breath exploded out of her as I wound up on top, my hand going lower, cupping her cunt through the fabric of her shorts. She kicked her legs around mine, rocking up against my hand.



Into her ear, I murmured, “Say no and I stop this anytime.”



Into mine, she whispered back, “Don’t you fucking dare.”



I gave her pussy a good squeeze, making it a promise I’d be back soon. I could have fucked her right there, I’m sure of it, but for the first time in a while, I was having fun in that ring. This one had my interest.



Cassie also had me as hard as steel, and she felt it. Her lips crushed against mine again as she reached down to grip me – then she twisted. I jerked away before she could do any real harm and she kicked out from under me, coming up on her knees and pushing her blonde hair out of her eyes as I stood.



Behind her, down on the gym floor, Ward sank heavily onto a metal folding chair, watching with dumbstruck eyes. Juwan stood next to him, hand on his shoulder. Abigail cheered me on, hands on the ring apron. Everyone else was a mixture of shocked or catcalling us. I wiped at the sweat on my brow and Cassie leveled a finger at me.



“Getting tired, old man?”



“Trying to goad me into coming after you?” I asked.



“Bring it.”



I did. She came at me with a kicking and striking combination. I took the kick on the hip and got her in another embrace. This time she nearly wormed out of it, but I got her around the waist and wound up behind her, my cock pressed to her ass. I locked her arm up with one of my own, my hand twisting her head to one side. That left me with a free hand so I shot it up to her sports bra and pulled it up and over one of her big tits. She drew in a sharp breath as I palmed her breast and rolled the nipple with my thumb. Her foot came back, trying to go for a nut shot, but I trapped it between my thighs and drove her down to the mat again, still on top of her. My cock slid against the cleft of her ass through her shorts, and I dry fucked her like that until I had a better idea. I let go of her head and reached down to rip the flimsy material of her shorts, exposing her ass in a thong.



And what a fucking ass it was, taut and athletic, but curvy enough that I wanted to see my cock splitting her wide. I snarled, “Juwan. Get some lube. I’m going to need it soon.”



Everyone fell silent, except for Ward, who moaned again. Cassie squirmed underneath me. I slid two fingers into her thong and teased her asshole with them. “I’m going to fuck this soon,” I told her.



She moaned as I went lower, keeping her legs pinned underneath me until I could lean down and give that ass a lick. I tugged her thong aside and did just that. She breathed, “Oh, fuck!” Every person in the gym watched us. No one left. Not even Ward.



I grabbed that tight, athletic ass and squeezed for all I was worth as I ate out her asshole. She shoved back at my face and nearly squirmed free again until I roped my arms around her. I pulled her up onto her knees, still behind her, still tongue-fucking her bud. She cried out and thrust back against me again, this time with a rhythm to it.



I tore more of the fabric of her shorts and grabbed that thong. I pulled back just far enough I could jerk it up against her pussy, making her throw me a look over her shoulder like she wanted to punch me again. The material ripped and I threw it out of the ring. Three guys scrambled for it and one guy came up holding them to his face and sniffing.



As I drove my tongue back into the blonde’s bleached asshole, I shoved three fingers into her pussy. She was soaked for me, her body jumping like I electrified her as I fingered her hard and fast. “The slut likes to be watched,” Abigail called, and there was more cheering at that.



It was true. Cassie was a writhing mess, her pussy already quivering around my three fingers. We gave up the pretense of the fight and she thrust back at me, getting as much of my tongue and my fingers as she could.



“Finger me, you… you fucking…” she moaned, her head low, her hair sweeping the mat.



I shut her up when I reached around with my free hand and rubbed her clit. She exploded on my fingers, her back arching, her head coming up. She came with a piercing cry, and I was on her, shoving my big fat black cock right up her pink pussy.



“Oh FUCK!” she yelled, and I shove her face down against the mat, keeping that perfect ten of an ass up high as I fucked her hard. Her jaw worked, no discernible words coming out as I gave her every fucking inch she could take, splitting her wide open. I hammered into her with the same force I would have thrown at a heavy bag, pounding my dick in that blonde’s tight little cunt.



Through the tatters of her shorts, I smacked her ass hard. “Take it, take every fucking inch, that’s a good slut…”



“Unnn, yeah,” she moaned. “Give it to me, give it to me, fuck, you stud…”



More cheers, and now my audience crowded the edge of the ring. I didn’t pay them any mind. The only thing that mattered to me was the pussy gloving my cock.



I spanked her ass again and Cassie jolted, her head whipping back and her breath going high and whiny. “Nnn, fuck, nnnn, fuck, ohhhh, right… THERE!”



Her pussy milked me as she fell forward flat onto the mat. I didn’t give a shit and kept going, pushing her legs apart and shoving down into her from above, my sweat falling onto her bare back. Her head twisted sideways, her lips making movements like a fish out of water. I fucked into her like that until something plastic hit my leg. A bottle of lube from Juwan. I uncapped it and pulled out of my newest blonde slut.



I slicked my fingers up and spread her bleached bud. She jumped at the sensation of my fingers sliding into her asshole. I wasn’t sure until then she could take my thick cock like that, but she was good and loose back there and I grinned to myself. Slowly Cassie responded, pushing back up onto her knees again. She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes dripping with a liquid fire to her I liked.



I stood up and grabbed her around the waist to hoist her to her feet. I wasn’t shy about manhandling her tits on the way to one of the ring posts near her guy. I’d already forgotten his fucking name. Like it mattered. His slut was my toy now.



I bent Cassie at the waist and she crisscrossed her arms on the top ropes, ass thrust out. She knew what was coming. I looked down at her man and sneered at his hardon. Pathetic. I beat him in every way a man could be beaten, all in about fifteen minutes. Not a bad day’s work.



I sheathed myself in his woman’s ass. And she fucking loved it.



My dick was too big to go deep, so I had to content myself with just an inch or two inside her, but that was plenty for me. I grabbed her shoulder and held her in place as I bucked into her. Abigail jumped up on the ring apron and strolled her way down towards us. She bent so she was face to face with Cassie and mewled, “You like that? You like Bayame’s big fucking dick inside you?



“Yes!” Cassie cried out.



“You’re one of us now. His gym brats. You’re going to come around and make that pussy available any time he wants it, aren’t you?”



“F-fuck! Any… any time… mmm, God!”



“Get it!” someone in the crowd called.



Cassie’s foot came up off the mat reflexively, her body reacting all by itself. I cupped her sex as I fucked into her, strumming her clit and fingering her folds. The look she gave me now was a woman pleading for it. The fire was gone – but I had no doubt it would be back.



Then her head dropped again, and she came with a cry. No words. Those were gone to her. I pulled out and pulled her upright. She was liquid in my arms, almost too tired to stand. I twirled her slowly, showing off her pussy, her ass. My clients, my employees, they roared their approval. Face-to-face with Cassie again, I gripped her chin and kissed her hard enough to mash our lips against our teeth.



“On your knees,” I growled against her.



Cassie dropped. And in the last few minutes, as I jerked my cock and aimed it at her tits, a spark of that fire came back to her eyes. She smirked, and I came with a grunt, my come splashing her tits, her neck, her chin.



For a long minute, she looked down at herself, then back up at me. Her boyfriend – ex, now – finally stood and bolted for the door. We ignored him. Everyone ignored him.



“Abigail,” I said. “Take her to the showers. Help her clean up, then get her some new clothes. And if she needs it, stuff her in one of the apartments upstairs.”



“I’m going to want a rematch,” Cassie said.



Already looking forward to it, I tugged up my shorts. “Any time.”



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks very much for reading!



 



Find me on Twitter at
 
www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter
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